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MANTHAN, the IISER Community magazine was hibernating for a long time and until 
recently its fire has been re-kindled. That fire gave us the first edition of this new itera-
tion of MANTHAN, hasn’t been doused and the Second edition is here now! Our new 
team aspires to keep this fire lit and preserve this platforms commitment to recording 
and publishing the diverse interests and talents of IISER Mohali. 

This time we gave ourselves the challenge of publishing another edition within almost 
a month. We received an encouragingly large number of entries for the poetry section 
that almost gave us a selection crisis! On one hand we were overwhelmed and enthralled 
with the response while on the other we were worried if we had overestimated the par-
ticipation from campus in other facets (like Science, Experience, Book Reviews, Travel-
ogues). However since the magazine is electronic and other sections had fewer submis-
sions we decided to publish all of it! This has also now made us realize and understand 
that this dynamic participation is exactly what makes our campus and we wanted to 
capture this! We hope for more and more! More of what? That we leave it to the campus 
to answer (we secretly wish for it to be everything). We hope you enjoy this new edition. 
We look forward for more editions to come.

Yours sincerely,
Team MANTHAN

A student newsletter of IISER Mohali
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Bitte Schön! (You’re Welcome!)
By Vedang Puranik

Gather around everyone! It’s storytime! 

The year is 1997. Our protagonist is a 
young German. He has stepped into 

the world of scientific research in the true 
sense now, with a prefix that proudly makes 
its way before his name. All of 27, he has 
graduated from the University of Konstanz 
with a doctorate. And here he is, standing 
at the beginning of what promises to be an 
exciting future. The door opens and on the 
other side is, New Jersey. He enters a place 
that is a dream for many. He is at the head-
quarters of the prestigious Bell Labs.

Our protagonist, with an average built, 
sandy, curly hair and a quiet, shy and un-
assuming nature to boot, braces himself for 
the challenges that condensed matter phys-
ics and all things ‘Nano’ are going to throw 
at him.

Those were the days when a new race was 
heating up. The race to discover a high-tem-
perature superconductor was on! It was 
getting fiercely competitive. Insights were 
being kept inside the wraps, breakthroughs 
remained in steel cages until they were sud-
denly sprung on the scientific community 
and unpublished material was simply locked 
in vaults. Massive, impenetrable vaults! 
Our man joins the competition soon and is 
locked in the heat of the battle. 

It is the summer of ’99. He is engrossed 
in making transistors based on organic 
semiconductor crystals. A colleague, 
who is a physical chemist and an expert 
in synthesizing large organic molecular 
crystals, is churning out molecules and 
is handing them over to our guy, who is 
fabricating electronic devices out of them 
like crazy! It seems like he has managed 
to master a rather tricky job because the 
crystals he is dealing with are known to be 
waxy and brittle thereby making contact 
with a metal electrode an arduous task. His 
productivity is on an upward swing. By late 
1999, half a dozen papers have already been 
published. These magic crystals are surely 
the next big thing in science, aren’t they? 
Also, what about the man putting the magic 
into them? We’ll see….

The molecules that don’t usually conduct 
electricity were being transformed into 
functional semiconductor devices and the 
beginning of New Year also marked the 

beginning of a new, fascinating chapter. 
A Science paper and a Nature paper in the 
first two months of the year were only a 
preview of what was to follow. 
Riding on this wave of success, our 
protagonist goes on to report field-effect-
modulated superconductivity in C60 
crystals and another paper in Science 
follows soon. Working all by himself, 
he then discovers similar phenomena 
in molecules like anthracene, tetracene 
and pentacene thereby eliminating the 
uniqueness factor associated with fullerene. 

It is June 2000. The ripples have only just 
settled when another wave hits the scientific 
world in the form of a paper in the journal 
‘Science’. Someone claims to have observed 
the quantum Hall effect in both electrons 
and holes, in field-effect devices based on 
pentacene crystals. No prizes for guessing 
who discovered this!

And then there was mayhem! As a 
columnist puts it, “In this world of ‘publish 
or perish’, he had become a virtual writing 
machine…” This description is not too far 
off, because around ninety-odd research 
articles and papers are published in a span 
of two years, by him. The average rate of 
publication is astounding, to say the least. A 
paper every eight days! You read that right. 
Eight days on an average is all that takes 
him to publish one article after another, 
making it to the top journals like Nature 
and Science with an alarming frequency. 
Interesting choice of words, you would say, 
“Alarming” frequency…

In essence, I fast-forward through two 
highly productive years for our man, but 
it was mostly: Discovery - Paper - Prizes 
& accolades (including ‘Breakthrough of 
the Year’ in 2001) - more accolades – more 
discoveries…you get the summary. 

Phew! In just five years after graduation, 
someone was on the fast track to win a 
Nobel. At least that was the word around 
the corner. 
It would be so cruel of me to put in a twist 
in the tale, wouldn’t it? I am going to do it 
anyway! 
Well, one fine day a proverbial ‘pigeon with 
a message’ takes flight from New Jersey and 
reaches Princeton. They reach 

a physics professor, who, acting quickly 
upon receiving this, burns the midnight 
oil with a colleague of hers from Cornell 
in trying to examine certain results. What 
they see next, stuns them! Two very distinct 
experiments, two very different results and 
two outcomes touted, have some degree of 
differentiability are reported by the exact 
same figures and graphs! This little tip-off 
has finally found a chink in the armour. 
Only a matter of time now before the 
defences are breached…And breached 
they are and how! The duo patiently plays a 
game of mix and match with all his papers 
and begins chipping away more and more 
of his credibility. Another group, working 
independently and trying to replicate his 
experimental results notices something 
similar – the data was duplicated! It is all 
crumbling rather too quickly now. 

The one who quite literally put the ‘wunder’ 
in ‘wunderkind’ doesn’t have a better 
retort than him “accidentally” including 
the same data twice, but the physics world 
has had enough! It doesn’t take long for 
our protagonist to fall from grace, from 
the highest of highs and from attaining the 
most glorious of all glories in science. 

The name is Jan Hendrik Schön, and the 
only credential of his, on display currently, 
is 
‘German fraud’.

No wonder this shook the scientific 
community beyond measure and brought

Jan Hendrik Schön Credit: Bell Labs
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The Wolf in Lamb’s Clothing-Movie Review
By Ananya Natarajan

The first thing that you notice in Onaayum 
Aattukuttiyum (OA) is the way the man 
jumps into a running start. A man bleeding 
from a bullet wound staggers, stumbles 
and moves out. The beginning sets up the 
mood and undivided attention for rest of 
the movie – a dark, tense thriller that never 
fails to keep you at the edge of your seat.

The plot revolves around the story of a 
young medical student, Chandru (Sri) who 
finds an injured person on the roadside. He 
saves the latter’s life, not knowing that he 
is a wolf (Mysskin), a dangerous hitman 
and fugitive. This lands Chandru’s family in 
trouble with the police and what ensues is 
a triangular chase between Wolf, Chandru 
and the cops.

As the movie proceeds, the black and white 
blur into a murky grey. Morality is no 
longer a transparent concept. Instead, it’s 
a fluid entity, subjective and dynamic. The 
notion of what is right and wrong is ripped 
apart and I was constantly confused about 
who I was rooting for.

Considering the creative abilities of the 
actors, Sri did full justice to his part (the 
strain in his face when his strong sense of 
morality is repeatedly put to test is right on 
the mark). However, the movie belonged 
to Mysskin. He pulled off the cold, ruthless 
criminal with élan and the final half an hour 
was a rollercoaster – a myriad of emotions 
crosses his face. My favourite part of the 
movie was the story narrated by Wolf

into question the roles of mechanisms 
like peer reviewers and referee reports. 
Accusations and allegations flew thick and 
fast. The stocks of Bell Labs took a major 
hit; all because of one guy, working alone 
(without even a visiting graduate student of 
all people!) and briefly assuming the mantle 
of the ‘Next Big Thing’. Unfortunately, he 
flattered to deceive. 

As budding scientists, we should learn 
from this and should always give impor-
tance to the reproducibility of our results. I 
am not even bringing in any connotations 
associated with fraudulent intentions be-
cause they should be the first to leave the 
room. The world out there is going to, at 
some point, discover these clever charades. 
There is no “getting away” with this sort of 
malice and deceit. 

At the same time, we must keep our eyes 
open and be on the lookout for such in-
stances.  Holding our own against scrutiny 
is also an important part of our credibility 
as scientists. There would be no escape out 
of this! 

Sadly for Schön, whose last name also 
means ‘beautiful’ (how ironic!), it wasn’t 
to be a “schöne erfahrung” (beautiful 
experience).

References:
- https://web.archive.org/
web/20080925065126/http://dir.salon.
com/story/tech/feature/2002/09/16/
physics/index.html
- https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/
Sch%C3%B6n_scandal

- http://nanoscale.blogspot.
com/2018/09/looking-back-at-schon-
scandal.html
- https://qr.ae/TWtslV
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Falcon Café-Good Food Gives You Wings
A TRICITY FOOD GUIDE - Edition II By @onthefoodpath

A perfect brunch, birthday spot, date, or ca-
sual dining, Falcon Cafe is one of the few 
restaurants in Chandigarh that we have vis-
ited more than four times (The Chocolate 
Room from Edition I being another one).

Mood:  Sit down, play carom, have a drink 
and chill out. Falcon lets you unwind and 
immerse yourself in its ambience. With a 
casual layout, vibrant lighting, and a few 
cosy spots, and plenty of options from Con-
tinental, Asian, Italian and Indian cuisines, 
Falcon makes your visit memorable.

A few highlight dishes:

· We more commonly know Nasi Goreng, 
a popular Indonesian street food, like fried 
rice. One of Falcon’s highlights, made along 
with vegetables/meat, tamarind and soy 
sauce, the dish is a perfect blend of flavours 
and is served in generous portion size.

· Apple and cinnamon are a well-known 
combination, and that is exactly what Fal-
con exploits with the Apple Cinnamon mo-
jito.

· With thoroughly flavoured cream cheese 
oozing with every bite and an obvious hint 
of tandoor, the cream and cheese broccoli is 
Falcon’s most recommended kebab.

· Falcon’s Kalimirch Cream & Cheese chick-
en takes your good old tandoori chicken 
and adds its own twist to it. The tandoor 
essence is not compromised, and neither is 
the dish too westernized. What Falcon does

Dimsums

Nasi GorengLoaded Nachos         

Pasta

Methi Paneer Kebab 

instead is that it adds cream cheese to give 
it a more melt-in-your-mouth texture, and 
the addition of cashews, although it may 
sound surprising, gives a rich taste to the 
kebab. An   to the kalimirch variant is the 
methi variant.

· A few more dishes that are notable are the 
pastas (generous portion, excellent flavour, 
served with a rich, buttery loaf of garlic 
bread), the loaded nachos (which does jus-
tice to its name) and the drinks and des-
serts. 

Offers:  Falcon is Zomato gold 1+1. Falcon 
also hosts spin the Wheel Sundays where 
the wheel has offers such as free cookies 
or a brownie jar. A Zomato review during 
your visit is going to earn you a free dessert. 
And lastly, they have a brunch buffet from 
8 am to 12 noon on Saturdays and Sundays 
for Rs.299.

Ongoing: They have an unlimited breakfast 
from 11th June to 31st August for Rs.99! 
Take your time at Falcon to experience 
their ambience. They have a beautiful setup 
and the seating options are in plenty. The 
hanging plants section is a personal favour-
ite. Relish Falcon’s classical as well as fusion 
dishes. They use high-quality ingredients 
and have an excellent food hygiene rating.

You can check out our Zomato profiles or 
Instagram handle for more details or pho-
tos.

in the second half. The cryptic tale ties up 
the loose ends, makes motives clear and is a 
beautiful monologue on salvation.

The BGM deserves a special mention. It did 
not mar the proceedings and managed to 
add depth to the events. It makes some very 
good use of violins (which I think are the 
best instruments to use for BGM scores in 
thrillers), something that Mysskin carried 
over to Pisaasu. Besides, I am amazed by 
the fact that a man can be so versatile to 
have composed soothing soundtracks 
for movies like Mouna Raagam and 16 
Vayathinile but could perfectly understand 
the mood of a dark, metaphorical story.

The portrayal of how the police handle 
things in the movie seemed disappointing 
to me. At the start, it was fairly realistic – 
two policemen flick Chandru off when he 
tries to get a complaint filed urgently to 

treat Wolf ’s injuries. Once they get into the 
hunt, the manner in which they proceed 
seems forced. An entourage of policemen 
is always running towards the place where 
Wolf was last seen except for some stray 
pairs who are going on rounds in the city. 
The commissioner demands that the rest 
catch Wolf while putting forward no inputs 
of his own. Most of them do not have a 
unique personality – all their faces blur into 
one in the wild goose chase.Another jarring 
aspect was the action sequence towards the 
end – it belonged more to a masala film 
than it did to OA. end – it belonged more 
to a masala film than it did to OA.

On retrospect, OA has fairly similar themes 
to Pisaasu, Mysskin’s later film. They both 
possess a dark aura, yet have a weird feel-
good quality when you finish watching 
them. Death drives both films. The entire 

staging of OA depends on the fact that 
every character lives their own life and is 
held hostage at some point with a gun or a 
knife. The explicit usage of death haunting 
a person is the main backbone of Pisaasu. 
Watch OA if you are in for a heartbreaking 
thriller. (Now, there is an adjective I thought 
I would never use for ‘thriller’)
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Who are WE?
For the past few days (at the time I 

wrote this), I’ve been seeing my friends 
put up posts on social media stating that 
they stand in solidarity with the doctors 
who were assaulted by a mob in Kolkata. 
Even the Student Representative Council 
of IISER Mohali posted on its Facebook 
page supporting the same cause. Yes, 
what happened in Kolkata is inhumane, 
and we should stand by the doctors who 
save our lives; hence I appreciate their 
move. That being said, let’s look at the 
recent developments in the same medical 
profession.
         
  On 22nd May, a second-year 
MD student, Dr Payal Tadvi, committed 
suicide due to harassment by her seniors. 
In January 2018, a postgraduate, Dr Mariraj 
attempted suicide because of prolonged 
discrimination by his professors. In August 
2017 Dr Kafeel Khan from BRD medical 
college and hospital was wrongfully 
prosecuted after the horrific death of 70 
children due to lack of oxygen cylinders. 
We, as a community didn’t offer any form of 
solidarity in all of the incidents mentioned 
above. So, I would like to ask why now? 
Is this not a majoritarian (populist) and 
bigoted opinion? Are we playing it safe?
  
 This is not the first time that 
we have chosen to selectively raise our 
voice when both the authorities and the 
institutions have harassed the students. 
What disturbs me the most is our silence 
when S. Anita fought alone in the Supreme 
Court before she took her life. After scoring 
a brilliant cut-off score of 196.75/200 
in state boards, she couldn’t qualify the 
NEET, which was suddenly declared to be 
paramount. She was failed by this structural 
inequality, of an educational policy whose 
exclusion is purposeful, and a corrosive 
idea of excellence. We also didn’t raise our 
concerns when S. Pradeepa succumbed to 
the same fate due to the same exam the very 
next year.
  
 All of their deaths do not merely 
add up to the long list of victims of 
such structural atrocities. The impact of 
their political struggles had galvanised a 
nationwide movement which we chose 
not to be a part of. It’s not just us. Most 
of the institutes of national eminence 

have seldom confronted the issues of 
institutionalised discriminations. When 
IITs, NITs, IIMs and 7 IISERs having 3 per 
cent of total students get more than 50 per 
cent of the government funds, isn’t it our 
responsibility to give it back to the society? 
Let us acknowledge that a certain social 
problem exists and it is high time that we 
educate ourselves to understand and reflect 
on them.
  
 As I write this, I remember 
Shivaram Karanth’s classic ‘Chomana Dudi’ 
published in 1978. To cultivate a small 
piece of land was one wish that Choma 
had all his life. He and his four children 
toiled their life, yet were unable to get back 
their mortgaged land. Today those dreams 
have taken forms to become a doctor, an 
engineer, a scholar or a journalist. But, 
will those dreams ever be achieved in this 
structurally discriminatory society?

-Nishant Naresh

-Aur@

SHE
She is fire
And a gem no less than sapphire.
She is tender-hearted
But also has a fiery vibe.
She is an art of the Divine
And a nurturer of her child.
Today she is independent
And can reach the heights worth her flight
And is also capable enough to deter the 
ones who try to cause plight in her life

-Komal Bali

By Naanavanalla
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Sudan
 
Is it the end again?
The last male has fallen.
With its magnificent horn and its enor-
mous body,
The last male has fallen.
 
I remember an October years ago,
Spent at the back of a safari jeep.
We sat, we drove, we searched;
For signs of life that didn’t mirror our own.
 
For the circle of life that Rafiki believed in,
That we used to twist our actions into 
words,
Then manipulate the words into beliefs.
When will we be done playing make-be-
lieve?
 
When in Kenya we wanted to see the big 
five.
But instead of a Timber Classic Marlin 
336C,
We used a Canon EF 70-200.
And our eyes.
Don’t forget our eyes.
We searched for them,
Not just went to search for them.
We saw them,
Not just looked at them,
And not just looked through them.
 
The elephant we saw first.
A 100 a day gone,
Traded in for money. 
A 100 a day dead,
Turned to dust and ivory.
 
We believe we’re better than nature.
That if nature takes 1, we’ll take 12 with 
our guns. 
We rule these elephants.
The elephant who stands placidly,
Not that stands placidly;
Who stands placidly
With his family.
Do you know if he is mourning his dead? 
Because they do.
Just like us.
Did you make them?
 
Then we saw the lion.
Not just one but a family.
The cubs playing with the mothers’ ears,
Tugging their tails,
Falling at their feet,
We watched them in awe.
Our pets back home are simple miniatures.
Is that why we tame the wild too?

Pack them up and make a circus,
Train them with whips and shackles.
Death seems to come as a relief,
Did you do this? 
We paint our white friends black in order 
to justify ourselves.
Do we then paint animals human? 
Or does that make us feel weak?
 Like we shouldn’t sympathise with some-
thing we cannot understand. 
Do we? 
 
The buffalo was easy to find.
Easy to overlook.
Then why is it a part of this so-called Big 
Five?
Because it’s dangerous to hunt.
Because killing one is like looking death in 
the eye.
Did you stop and consider that you were 
death in the eyes of the beast?
You stand with one leg on your prize,
Gun hoisted,
Shoulders back,
What are you trying to prove and why? 
Don’t ask me why not,
Don’t change the question, 
Can you answer?
Can you?
 
The leopard has learnt to hide up in the 
trees. 
Safe from the ground,
Where it has spent years as a mat.
Something to lie on,
You are no longer something it can rely on.
She looks at you with her yellow eyes.
She doesn’t want to play your dressing 
game anymore.
Pluck the hairs,
One then all,
Shave off the fur,
A bundle falls.
Clean it well,
Ethanol,
Drape it richly,
It’s now a shawl.
This is what you do.
Isn’t it?
 
Finally the rhino.
Sweet rhino.
Gone.
All gone.
We ruined your future, didn’t we? 
We took your chance of even having one.
Killed your parents 
Killed your family
We made the vast savannah into solitary 
confinement. 

We destroyed your present;
Made you run,
Made you hide,
Made you lonely,
Who’ll decide?
 
Who decided,
To take you off your life support.
To cut the cord,
To remove all hope?
 
I saw you once,
Now never again.
But no,
This isn’t about me.
Nature loved you once,
Now never again.
 
Sudan.
Sudan.
Sudan.
 

The Prism
The world is black and white
And I am searching for colour.
Is wanting some soul talk, so wrong
In this sea of murmur?

Is not wanting to walk in a certain way or 
on a certain path,
A bigger crime than murder or rape?
Is it absurd to love who you are
Despite the fact that you are not in the 
‘ideal’ shape?

Why is doing something against the ‘set 
norm’
An idea even more preposterous
Than spending days on training innocent 
souls
To commit acts purely monstrous?

Is being who you truly are 
A crime so unpardonable
That it surpasses the beauty 
Of meeting peculiar new people?

The world is black and white 
And I am searching for colour.
In you I see a Prism,
So let’s break open into VIBGYOR.

-Aishwarya Viswamitra

-Pallavi Joshi
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Sale! Sale! Sale! The mid-season summer 
sale sparks interest in window shoppers 

and the mannequin’s outfit seems closer to 
the pocket than it did a week ago. Flashy 
yellow signs and SMS notifications alert 
us as soon as stores drop their prices by 
even 10%. The experienced shoppers know 
to wait out the storm of people fooled by 
the 10%. In a few weeks 10% changes to 
50% then 75% then holds for a few weeks 
before the old clothes are swapped out for 
new designs. They know exactly when to 
place their bids. But take a look into these 
shoppers’ closets and you’ll find a task only 
Marie Kondo could handle. Boxes upon 
boxes of cheap clothing, the bottom layers 
not worn since the new sale items were 
bought. The closet could have its own sale 
to make space for the new inexpensive 
clothing coming its way.

Clothing chains have become common in 
malls, be it foreign brands or desi ones. 
Most of the time the cheap clothing we buy 
lasts a few months before falling apart. Fast 
fashion is adding layers to our dump yards 
but there are things we can do in our own 
lives to help with this growing problem.

Solving this crisis can be understood 
through the lens of the three ‘R’s. Why 
reduce, reuse and recycle? Most cheap 
clothing is made using synthetic fibers such 
as polyester and nylon. The effect of creating 
this fabric is two fold. One – when created, 
these fabrics use harmful chemicals, which 
are dumped into water bodies and emitted 
into the air. Further, it is petroleum based 
fiber and is therefore made out of a non-
renewable resource. Two – these garments 
are the biggest source of micro plastic 
pollution in the ocean. Simply washing 
these fabrics rub off fibers from it and these 
fibers make their way into our water bodies. 
If you’re still a worshipper of polyester (hey 
we all love waterproof clothing) then make 
sure to buy recycled polyester. These are 
made from recycled plastic and definitely 
cause less of an impact on the world we 
live in. Funnily enough, we haven’t even 
discussed how they don’t degrade easily but 
I’m sure knowing that polyester is made 
of the same thing plastic is, can fill in the 
blanks for that.

So what is sustainable fashion? There are 
7 key reasons that an item of clothing can 

be called sustainable and knowing these 
will help us in our solutions to fighting for 
them:

1.     Secondhand and vintage – This falls 
in our Reuse sector. Just like how we hoard 
Keventers bottles to use later (or maybe 
we just collect term because we can’t 
comprehend Elsa when she sings ‘Let it 
go’) secondhand clothing is a good way to 
prevent clothing from reaching the dump. 
And honestly, who doesn’t love wearing 
their granddad’s clothes? Macklemore had 
it right in ‘Thrift Shop’.

2.     Repair, redesign and up cycle – 
Sometimes we wash off those dusty bottles 
and DIY them into plant holders. Similarly, 
there are brands that accept old clothing 
and redesign them into their next spring 
collection. And this goes beyond chopping 
off a circle on your shirt to make it a cold 
shoulder top. You have to admire their 
creativity!

3.     Fair and ethical – The environment 
regulations in many countries are lax and 
very forgiving. Worker’s rights and animal 
rights aren’t taken into consideration in 
most fast fashion productions. The anti–
leather stance has been well worn (pardon 
the pun) but the animals at least deserve a 
comfortable life and so do the people in the 
factories.

4.     High quality & Timeless fashion – Let’s 
be real. We don’t care about quality. If the 
shoe fits, it fits. But if the shoe is taken for 
one round then falls apart, it doesn’t fit any 
more. In all honesty, shoes that last long 
will be as expensive as new shoes every few 
months.

5.     Green & Clean – As mentioned, 
polyester and various other fabrics like 
rayon, aren’t green during their creation. 
In fact they make the water downright 
murky. Okay, that was a bad one. But don’t 
let my bad jokes normalize pollution. 
Sustainable fabrics in this sector have a low 
impact on the environment in all phases 
of their development, be it production or 
decomposition.

6.     Custom made – Ever wondered what 
happens to clothing left on sale racks? More 
often than not, brands shred or burn clothes 
to ‘protect’ the brand. When this came 
under the lens, a fire was started against 

the burning of clothes and a worldwide 
movement began to stop using fast fashion 
in an effort to lessen the amount of clothing 
they mass-produce and in turn to reduce 
wastage. Can one person really make a 
difference? Well in this case, definitely. 
After all one person = a lot of clothing.

7.     Rent, Lease & Swap – Though this isn’t 
commonplace in India yet, in some other 
countries the concept of renting clothes has 
become quite a hit. ‘Rent the runway’ is one 
such website from which you can pick and 
choose clothing you want delivered to your 
home. Once you wear it, you can return it 
and continue with another item. Users pay 
a monthly subscription for this. In India a 
websites like Flyrobe and Rent it bae are 
doing similar things. And yes, you can rent 
clothes for your bae as well; heaven knows 
they might need help.  

Now that we have gone through what 
Sustainable fashion means, here’s what you 
can do personally to reduce your impact, 
one sock at a time.

1.     LESS IS MORE

Many Youtubers and bloggers have 
taken on the challenge of trying ‘capsule 
wardrobes’. This is a concept of having a 
few items of clothing; a mix of basics and 
some stand out pieces, and styling them 
into multiple outfits. Challenge yourself 
and your friends to try a capsule wardrobe 
for a week and you’ll understand how much 
excess clothing you might own. Or, invite 
your friends over for a clothing exchange 
party. All of you dump all the clothing you 
don’t want into a pile. Then let your friends 
have at it!

My POV: This is the easiest thing to do out 
of the four. I do this at the end of every 
season. If it’s the end of winter and I haven’t 
worn my blue turtleneck yet, I know its 
time to rethink its use to me. If I find that 
a piece of clothing has shrunk or that I’ve 
grown out of it, I keep it aside for friends 
that are smaller sizes than me. When your 
friend gives you their clothes, it’s as if you 
have a whole new wardrobe!

2. KONMARI

Thanks to the Netflix show ‘Tidying up with 
Marie Kondo’; choosing between ‘keeps’ 
and ‘giveaways’ has become a simpler task. 
I highly recommend binge watching this 

Fast Fashion needs to be solved, FAST.
By Aishwarya Viswamitra
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show if you are struggling with the art of 
letting go. Pull out all the clothing you own 
and sort through them one by one. You will 
be amazed by how many black shirts you 
have!

My POV: Once I discovered that I had a 
round neck black shirt, a black turtleneck, 
three black sleeveless tops and way too 
many black sweaters, I decided to take black 
off the shopping list. Now I DIY the shirts 
have duplicates of (like cropping them or 
making headbands) and I make sure not to 
buy any more of them

3.     DONATE EXCESS CLOTHING

Once you are done cleaning out your 
clothing, don’t throw away your old 
clothing into the dustbin. This will not help 
with our growing trash problems. Instead 
contact the many NGOs present in India 
like SADS i.e. Share At Your Doorstep or 
Clothes Box Foundation, both of which will 
come collect the clothing from you! If you 
do not want to work through a middleman, 
simply take the clothing to an area in your 
city where you have seen the less than 
fortunate live. They’ll be more than happy 
to divide the clothing amongst themselves.

Pro Tip: Donate your clothing to a nearby 

H&M store for a 20% discount on your 
next purchase. Plus, H&M Conscious 
was launched in 2018 and features only 
sustainable fashion. Make sure to use your 
coupon on these items!

My POV: The pro tip is something I 
discovered during my search for donation 
sites and it’s something I do with most of 
the clothing I want to donate. It’s easy to do 
and you get a discount coupon because the 
sustainable collection is on the steeper side 
expenditure wise. Nevertheless, I bought a 
dress in this line with my discount and I’m 
amazed by how long it has lasted and long 
it continues to last. Try it!

4.     FIND SUSTAINABLE BRANDS

Finally, there has been an increase in the 
sustainable fashion industry in India. 
Handlooms and handicrafts fashion has 
been in India for eons and what is a better 
way to responsibly buy clothes than to 
buy them from local stores! Stores such 
as Ka Sha and Doodlage make sustainable 

fashion choices easily available. Though 
these tend to be more expensive because of 
the work that goes into the clothing piece or 
the charities they support, you’ll leave the 
store with a lighter heart for sure.

My POV: This is the hardest thing to do. 
As I mentioned, these brands are more 
difficult to both find and afford. I find that 
Google goes a long way, and once you visit 
these stores, they usually give extensive 
explanations themselves. I’ve tried to 
save up for these items and I found that 
I wasn’t disappointed with the clothes I 
bought. However, remember that these 
brands always have really good sales at the 
end of the season. Follow their Instagram 
Accounts or subscribe to their mailing list 
for regular updates! 

Photo by @Marco (Flickr)
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It was around the second week of De-
cember 2018, and we were practising for 

IISM. Host research institute of IISM was 
NISER Bhubaneswar. I was full of morale 
and enthusiasm, like the other students. 
Running has been my hobby since child-
hood, but my coach denied me to partici-
pate in track events during IISM. Rather, he 
advised me to participate in field events. As 
per my coach’s advice, I started practising 
discus throw, but my heart still craved for 
running. I used to see fellow athletes prac-
tising for track events, while I, myself pre-
pared for field events on the same ground.

 At last, the day came when we de-
parted for NISER. I love travelling, so I was 
very excited to start my journey. Our train 
went through UP, Bihar, Jharkhand, West 
Bengal and finally reached Odisha. I was 
keenly observing how the culture changed 
from one state to another. The quote ‘ uni-
ty in diversity ‘, as said for India, was seen 
clearly in front of me. It was a two-day jour-
ney, so during the day time, we played card 
games like ‘UNO’ and listened to music on 
speakers, in a loud voice, for entertainment. 
We reached NISER on 14th December.  Its 
campus is very big and beautiful, located 
amidst the hills. The coming morning was 
the opening ceremony, and then match-
es started. Athletic events were scheduled 

towards the end days, so we were just en-
joying other games and cheering for our 
teams. First of all, I had my discus throw 
event, and I got the 4th position, which 
means I had failed to fetch any medal for 
the college. On the same day, there was 
‘Men’s 5k race’, as I was done with my event, 
I was cheering for them. I found that the 
boy to whom my coach referred to as an ex-
cellent runner, finished at the last position. 
From this, I got the courage to stand again 
for running.

 Next day was ‘Women’s 3k race’. I 
had never run 3k before, even for practice, 
but I decided to participate. I wanted to 
make sure that I will be able to run 3k con-
tinuously. For that, I woke up early, the next 
morning and practised for 3k when no one 
was on the ground. To my surprise and by 
the grace of God, I was able to cover easily. 
My event was at around 10:00 am, and be-
fore my event, I was supposed to eat noth-
ing. No one was expecting that I will be 
able to fetch any medal, but I was sure from 
inside. My event started, and I was at 2nd 
place throughout the race, but just before 
50m to the completion of the race, a girl 
from behind came running fast and over-
took me. I was exhausted so couldn’t chase 
her and ended up getting 3rd place. Some-
one had recorded a video of the last 50m 

of the race and sent it on our WhatsApp 
group. This video then encouraged me for 
my next day’s event, which was a 1.5k race. 
I watched that video many times before my 
next event and found out the reasons why 
I lagged. I consulted my coach and learnt 
tricks to finish the race. This was my last 
event on 20th December, which was also 
the last day of IISM. My event started at 
8:00 am, the time when most of the peo-
ple were sleeping, so there were very few to 
cheer. I had a fear from inside but kept my-
self strong to do my best, rest things I left 
to God. The race started, I was again at the 
2nd place throughout the event and even at 
the end of the event. The same girl who had 
overtaken me the last time finished much 
far behind me. The value of this victory had 
increased a lot because of the previous de-
bacle. I did not feel tired at all after the race; 
rather, I felt more energetic than I was be-
fore the race.

 At last, I succeeded in proving 
myself a good runner. Everyone wished 
me congratulations. My self-esteem had 
increased a lot. I had become more coura-
geous to take a bigger risk. Even Today, I 
feel very enthralled when I am reminded of 
those days of mine.

Internships are the talk of the town, in our 
college. Everyone is worried about them, 

and no one seems to have figured out how 
to deal with them. The research experience 
one has, and also what one would receive, is 
often the focal point.  
But why not broaden our perspective of 
what an internship has to offer? Why focus 
just on the research experience, when the 
overall experience is much more impactful, 
in shaping the way we are, and the way we 
see the world? 
Well, keeping this point in mind, I thought 
to share a fun excerpt from my first week 
at Heidelberg, Germany, which while has 
nothing to do with “research,” still has man-
aged to teach me a lot.
 Without further ado, let’s go!
 It was the third day of work.

 The weather hadn’t been particularly help-
ful, with a continuous drizzle accompanied 
by chilly winds dominating the day. I decid-
ed to leave from my institute an hour early, 
to go to the central transport office, to buy 
a monthly tram/bus pass. Thus, taking one 
final look at Google Maps, I boarded the 
tram. I could easily get the pass; the process 
was quite straightforward. Relieved that 
there were no unnecessary complications, I 
opened Google Maps, to find my way back 
to my room. After a few moments of load-
ing, my phone flashed the message:
 “Unable to load search results. Please check 
your connection and try again.”
 Glancing at my phone’s signal, I realized 
that Vodafone, whose international roam-
ing pack I had purchased, had decided it 
was time for a Non-Cooperation Move-

ment. I tried manually selecting the net-
work and even connecting to the public 
WiFi, but nothing seemed to work.
 I stood and continued trying for ten min-
utes, but to no avail. Tired and annoyed, I 
just sat down in the waiting area, plopping 
my bag next to me. After a few moments 
of thinking, I had an epiphany. I was at a 
public transport office. There ought to be 
maps somewhere. After a few minutes of 
randomly looking around, I found some 
small pamphlets, which opened up into a 
map! It was time to go old school, using a 
physical map to navigate. But, everything 
was in German. And there was the “mi-
nor inconvenience” that I sucked so badly 
in German that one of the puppies on our 
campus would be better at it, than me. Nev-
ertheless, I somehow figured out the main 

My Experience of IISM 2018
By Aarju Parashar

My Internship Experience
By Anshuman Acharya



Indian Instituite of Science Education and Research, Mohali

July 2019 Volume 1.2

| 11

road, to which I could go, after which per-
haps following the tram tracks would take 
me to the nearest station.
 In hindsight, I should have just asked 
someone. But you don’t really get those re-
alizations when you’re busy being lost. 
 Thankfully, the rain had stopped, as I 
trudged through the streets to the main 
road. I kept hitting the manual network se-
lection option on my phone, hoping to get 
the Gods of the Internet to let the signal be 
caught by my Vodafone sim at least one last 
time. As I walked, I stared at random graffi-
ti art on the way, surprised by the detailing 
of some of those. I made a mental note to 
come back and check them out properly 
later, once I can figure out how to navigate 
in the city.
 In about 15 minutes (and about 40 since 
I first realized I had no signal), my phone 
momentarily got back the signal, as I just 
arrived on the main road. Immediately, I 
checked Google Maps and saved the route 
to the nearest tram station. I hurried to 
catch the earliest possible tram!
 With renewed vigor, I took a break from 
cursing Vodafone, and jogged through the 
route, to finally reach the station. Accord-
ing to the flashing signs, the tram should 
arrive in a minute. I was elated! I could fi-
nally go back to my room and relax.
 Five minutes passed by.
 Then ten.
 I was again worried now, pacing around. 
For some reason, no trams were coming 
through. Meanwhile, there was a fun-
ny looking old chap, with a hairstyle that 
would put Einstein’s to shame, and vio-
let-tinted glasses, who had been staring at 
me for a while. I had avoided eye contact 
till now, but with nothing better to do, I de-
cided that two could play the staring game.
 He said something in German. I cursed 
myself for not practicing more on Duolin-
go.
 “I am sorry, do you know English?” I 
asked him sheepishly after he finished what 
seemed like a long explanation. He sighed 
and scratched his chin, muttering some-
thing.
 I hoped they weren’t curses.
 Then he spoke, “Construction work. So... 
delay. Tram will come soon. I take it too. I 
take it every day.” Ending with a smile of 
triumph.
 Despite the heavy accent, I understood 
what he said, and felt relieved. Still, just 

words weren’t going to take me to my room. 
The tram had to come soon, as I didn’t want 
to be caught in the rain again. Right on cue 
though, came the tram, gliding smoothly 
on the wet tracks. As soon as it stopped, 
people rushed in, as I saw the old man 
swiftly get in and take a seat. I followed in 
far slowly, as I was exhausted, and now that 
the tram was here, I had started celebrating 
mentally already. On entering, I saw there 
were almost no seats, though, immediately 
regretting my premature celebration. But 
suddenly, I saw the old guy from before, 
with his bag, kept on a seat next to him to 
stop others from sitting there gesturing me 
to come.
 “For my friend, sorry.” He said to one guy 
stubbornly, who asked him if the seat was 
empty. I thanked him as I sat, finally on the 
tram that would take me to my room. Few 
stops later, the man got off, tipping his hat 
at me in farewell.
 Finally, I reached the tram station close 
to my place of stay and had to walk the re-
maining distance. On my way, I reached a 
zebra crossing, where I stood with a tired 
look on my face, waiting for the light to 
turn green for pedestrians so that I could 
cross. A man with a toddler stood next to 
me, with the toddler happily munching on a 
cookie that was larger than his face. I said hi 
to the kid, because that’s an unwritten rule 
when you meet cute kids. The kid waved 
back, then seemed to stare at my face. After 
a moment’s hesitation, he broke a piece of 
his cookie and lifted it towards me.
 I was confused, to say the least! I just said 
“No it’s alright.”, As the toddler’s dad had a 
proud smile on his face. We went our sep-
arate ways soon enough, but I understood 
that I probably looked miserable enough to 
be pitied even by toddlers!
 After returning home, I had dinner, sent 
off a fiery complaint to Vodafone via email, 
blaming them for me getting lost, and then 
went off to sleep, knowing that overall, this 
was a good learning experience.
 How could I conclude that? In many ways, 
actually!
 Firstly, this reminded me to be more aware 
of my surroundings which included under-
standing maps, figuring out the city layout, 
rather than being blindly dependent on 
technology.
 Also, despite all the craziness and hatred 
in the world, there are still nice people out 
there. From the funny looking old guy with 

violet tinted glasses to the toddler with the 
super-sized cookie, there are several such 
people out there. And as long as they exist, 
the world still has a chance. To be remind-
ed of this was a powerful message, and per-
haps was a hint to return the favor to some-
one else, in the future.
 Lastly, I guess to know a place truly; you 
sometimes need to get lost in it. It’s risky 
but worth it!
 P.S. And in case you were wondering what 
happened off the Vodafone complaint, here 
is the response on the next day:
“Our customer service official tried to call 
you on your Vodafone number to resolve 
the matter but was unable to reach you. Can 
you suggest another number on which they 
can contact you?”
 It was too tiresome to explain why exact-
ly had their customer service official been 
“unable to reach me.” So, I went ahead and 
did get another number. I purchased a local 
sim.
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Smash!

What am I doing with my life?” Charles 
cried out He looked at the flower 

vase he had smashed on the floor. Slapping 
his forehead ,“and now I’ve got to clean 
you”. He got up.

Brooming and cleaning up the mess, his 
eyes caught the clock. 

5:10 ; 20 minutes to go. An another obliga-
tory day would start. He didn’t feel like jog-
ging, but he would. He didn’t feel like tak-
ing a bath, having food, or going to work, 
but he would! 

And he hated himself for this; for exist-
ing. He looked at his bed, “surely my band 
would understand if... “

Charlie lied down and tried to get some 
sleep. “ If I decide to go! ;anyway 20 minutes 
of rest is still rest ”. He hadn’t slept the en-
tire night, didn’t sleep most of them, for he 
endlessly contemplated the numerous ways 
the next day could go wrong. He wished the 
voices in his head to shut up.

He turned to a side,wondered how his band 
would react on him choosing not to come 
today

“They will throw you out. You've always been a 
burden; caused them suffering. Your music sense 
is terrible, you're famous just by chance”

Charlie tried harder to fight back against 
the voices. He tried to bring out the hap-
py memories.“Lies! Hoaxes, they all hate you, 
they wouldn't care if you died.”

Charlie turned over. Well, if he died right 
now. Would they know? Would they care. 
The voice of reason said otherwise, “Focus! 
You know the truth.” but did he? Sometimes 
he wondered if the voice of reason was in-
deed right, but he could never find out.

“The world isn’t that bad; don’t listen to 
his nonsense”

"He will tell you a beautiful lie. I"ll tell you the 
truth”

The two voices became an incomprehen-
sible mess.Charlie shut his ears, but to no 
avail. More voices joined in, making a cho-

rus; and he could hear everyone as clear as 
possible.

“GET OUT OF MY HEAD!”

Charlie got up. He looked at his room, all in 
order. Everything that people could see was 
always so well. He wished they could en-
ter his messed up head, only to know what 
pain he was in. He wished he could share it.

RING!!! 

It was 5:30, time to start the day.

Charlie ran his hand across his face;

I WILL REST TODAY.

What a joke!

The setting sun gave a vibrant red hue to 
the horizon even as darkness seemed 

to overwhelm the forest. It appeared as 
those last rays of goodness, battling against 
the ever increasing stature of the evil. 
He looked at the setting sun longingly; at 
what perhaps might be his last glimpse of 
the mortal world. Already he could feel his 
life force dwindling, challenged in a duel to 
death by the one thing that was his pride as 
well as his weakness. 
Something wasn’t the same; he could sense 
it. The usual hubbub of crows that flocked 
the sky at this hour was absent. There was 
a dead silence all around. It was as if the 
whole world could feel his agony. 
An agony caused by the pain from the gun-
shot? 
 Pain was something he had coped 
with all his life; whether emotional or phys-
ical. No, the agony was caused by the real-
isation that yet another miserable life was 
going to end; all because of mere greed. 
 He had felt it that morning too; the 

cloud of perpetual fear and dread that hung 
over the forest. A silence so profound, it felt 
like the calm before a storm. He remem-
bered venturing out cautiously towards the 
gurgling stream that rushed through the 
forest; if only to hear and feel the satisfying 
hum of the flowing water in order to block 
out the dead silence all around. 
 It happened all of a sudden. The 
sound of footsteps, the gunshot, the cry 
of pain – and he fell to the ground; unable 
to make out whether those ear shattering 
howls of agony were from himself or some 
other. In a few moments he was surrounded 
by men and separated from his life source 
– the single famed horn in the front of his 
head. 
He lay there now, bleeding and writhing in 
pain, trying to hold on to the last ounce of 
breath left in him. He wondered if the effort 
was even worth it. He would die anyway; as 
just another collateral damage in the teem-
ing spectrum of human greed. 
The silence was becoming unbearable. 

His frantic attempts at crying out for help 
brought forth no result. He wondered if it 
in some way represented the human apathy 
towards his kind. 
 Time slipped by as evening gave 
way to dusk. With one last look at the sun 
he surrendered to the clutches of death, 
drowning in the cacophony of silence.                                       

The Cacophony of Silence
By Pokhee Saharia

Making Sense
By Gopal Chakraborty

The Cacophony of Silence
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“Laaj” By Harshita“Laaj” By Harshita

“Reflection” by Himanshi Singh“Reflection” by Himanshi Singh
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To be continued.. 

Comic strip | Episode 2
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Qryptic #2
Set By Gridsaint

H O W A R D W O L O W I T Z

F O O U I O R

M S E O U L K R I

P I T H Y T L E I B N I Z

C E A T M B M

B E N C H M A R K L L A P I

A R B I N O S C A R

I N E R T I A E L G R E C O

E D E M A O O T

S M O O J E V I L O L I V E

E M A C O

E N D G A M E A E L V I S

X A H P I X E L S

O D A I O O I

H A L L U C I N A T I O N S

Clue to this issue’s answer: Interdisciplinary at the instituite 
(6)

Accross:

1. Naturalist-Explorer explains dishonest Amazonian 
butterflies.
7. Testable diagonal saves lives
8. Physician-Chemist concocts salvarsan to combat life 
threatening infection
10. Italian concoction gets you through the day
12. Meterologist-Mathematician with a penchant for 
lepidopterous chaos
14. Sumant Malgaonkar gets automobile tribute
15. Brit takes cinematic inspiration from Escher
16. Philosopher-monk likes to shave off to the simplest look
18. Bombay mill workers use yesterday’s leftovers
19. Fitted without the extra makes nasty smell
21. Mathematician-accidental economist with a beautiful 
mind
23. Cuban spy at Brighton Rock is The Third Man
24. Physicist cites James Joyce work in seminal paper
26. Symbologist with an Eye looks into England
28. Parent of the minds behind the PageRank algorithm
29. By way of consequence, Indeed without the de

Qryptic #1 Answer

The Answer to Last issue’s crossword is: MANTHAN

Send your queries, opinions and entries at our official email id: iisermag@gmail.com
While reproducing anything from the magazine do not forget to provide attribution to the original owners and “Manthan”.
Edited by: Cheshta Bhatia, Gaurav Singh, Satyam Prakash, Shreyas Gadge, Swaparjith, Vivek.
Design & Layout by: Bhavneet Singh, Atharva Deshpande, Harshita Sawdekar.

Down:

2. Steve Jobs imposter makes it three and a half
3. Chordate with electric capabilities
4. 2d minus a hundred
5. Opuntia is the most perfect cactus
6. Richard Dawkins coins internet sensation
9. Coen deceives and puts sleep in between
10. Finches provide crucial evidence
11. Society found in North Indian political party
13. Backformation of payment in draft
14. Beaten by the Antarctica and the Artic
17. Camera jib moves like a water bird
19. Always in a land not at all close
20. Word of principles, portmanteau of canine and mother
22. Warning or exemption, preferring to dine in rock 
structures
25. Slip reads all when Kissed
26. Wireless Broadband standard with Darwinian connection
27. Smallest Indian city with direct flights to Moscow


