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I bet there’s never been a day where we all haven’t 
wished of a day between every other working day 
of the week to do absolutely nothing. Well, looks 
like the genie granted our wish. The phrase ‘Be 
careful what you wish for, lest it come true!’ cannot 
find a better situation to be in. The two weeks of 
nothingness came at quite a cost. I’m sure all that 
information out there, with quite a few absurd 
myths going around can get into our heads easily 
and 15 days of isolation isn’t going to help the 
case. As you try to navigate all that, its always nice 
to once in a while take your mind off it for a bit. To 
help you out with this, here’s what Courtyard has in 
store for you.

For all the poetry enthusiasts out there, look out 
for Aliptha’s book review, where she talks about 
Yesterday I was the Moon by Noor Unnahar. 
Whatever may be your taste, “There is a poem 
in this book for everyone” in her words. Every 
ethnicity is unique, even the ‘clueless’ ones. But 
trying to explain that uniqueness to someone is 
what frustrates Abhimanyu Rajshekar who talks 
about it in his poem  ‘Don’t ask me where I’m from’.

If you were planning on joining a cult to pass time, 
look no further, we have a letter waiting inside 
for the only active club on campus, the book 
club, where a member, who wishes to remain 
anonymous, gives us non-members a small insight 
of how this club still manages to remain afloat.
 
Is it break time yet? Check out Aiyappa’s illustration 
on the go-to hotspot near college. While you’re 
there, maybe grab a cup of coffee and chat with 
Kavan and Eshaanth as they review Bohemian 
Rhapsody. If you missed Varun Bapu’s art exhibition 
in Bangalore, worry not as he’s back with another 
delicious sight.

Sports has been a buzz in college in the past few 
weeks thanks to all the events the council has been 
putting together for us. Check out the four houses 
battling it out on the last page according to the 
latest scores. 

We hope this issue of Courtyard can help take 
your mind off the possible doomsday and Chinese 
bioweapon theories and maybe remind you of 
college in the fifteen-day hiatus. In the meantime, 
try not to listen to bizarre stuff like ‘Gaumutra’ and 
‘Gobar’ for the cure. Jokes and theories aside, 
we hope all of you stay safe and protected in the 
present conditions. Happy ‘holidays’, hope we see 
you all on the flipside.

Editor’s Note
Adithi Srinivas

Monopoly.
Lamiya, Batch 2017

 #courtyard_instashots

What do you think of the image...?
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There are usually two kinds of books. 
Ones that are long and ones that are just 
long. For a reader, the distinction is clear, 
for the non-reader, the previous sentence 
would have made little sense. Most 
people think that if a book is a long read, 
it must be hefty. But contrary to popular 
belief, long reads don’t necessarily have 
to be fat ones. 

The first kind is tedious to read (tedious 
being the keyword), they are overtly 
descriptive and generally hard to read. 
These are just painful, torturous even. 
No matter how flowery the language is, 
no matter how beautifully descriptive 
the scenery is, no matter how idyllic the 
setting is, it is just tedious. The more you 
read, the more you want to continue just 
to finish it off, or in my case, I just drop the 
book that very minute. 

Some people love descriptive books, the 
first example that pops into my head was 
the book ‘Eragon’ (actually not the first, 
I use Eragon here as a placeholder for 
the actual series of books that might get 
me killed from the cult of followers if they 
figure out which one it is. The description 
of a scenery expands over a few pages, for 
at least eight to ten pages. I realized to my 
horror, was just about what the narrator of 
the story was seeing when they opened a 
door of their dormitory, or maybe walked 
a few steps or something of that kind. I 
dropped the book and headed for the 
hills and never returned to it again, and 
instead waited for the movie(s) to release 
(if you can guess the series from what you 
have read, please don’t kill me for the 
sentiment). 

In my opinion, Dan Brown’s books are 
extremely tedious. ‘The Da Vinci Code’ 

was read in the pure curiosity of the hype 
that the book had, ‘Angels and Demons’ 
followed and got me hooked. Then 
‘Deception Point’ and ‘Digital Fortress’ 
killed me out of boredom. Though the 
premise was interesting, the descriptive 
nature of the story put me off to the extent 
that the book became a task that had to 
be completed. Never again did I pick up a 
Dan Brown book again, and that’s when I 
decided to rather wait for the movies. 

The second type of long reads, unlike 
the first kind, seems to go on forever 
because they lead you to other reads. 
One sentence gets you curious about 
something else and then you investigate 
it. The investigation leads to more 
curiosity. You return to the first read, 
read a few pages and then it leads you 
off again to something that captures your 
interest. These reads are akin to a type 
of adventure. You always are discovering 
something new. What you read keeps 
you, if not literally, on your toes searching 
for some random reference it might have 
thrown at you. These are the kind of 
books I look for that keeps me wanting 
to continue reading. Like the book 
‘Conversations 1’. After barely being able 
to complete a hundred pages in the 2 
months I had read this book, I feel I have 
read a world’s worth of references spoken 
off on those pages. I find myself having to 
read the book with an internet-accessible 
device, like a laptop or a phone next to 
me just to hunt for the references thrown 
my way. Even though not much headway 
has been made through the actual book, 
I have been enlightened in many more 
ways. These are the books that I enjoy and 
most of them turn out to be non-fiction. 
Hardly, have I come across books of fiction 
that deviate me in such a manner. 

“Where are you from?”
Is a question I dread answering.

What exactly should I say to you?
That I come from a place,

Where the fronds of coconut leaves,
Sway majestically in the breeze,

That comes from the Arabian Sea?

Or do you want me to say
That I come from a home,

Where my mother says “blood is thicker 
than water?”

Where the lines between family, 
Identity, 

Personal space,
Self-worth,
And value-

Are so blurred that you can watch them
Metamorphose from one form to another?

I go with the simplest answer,
And say that I come from India.

You immediately proceed to ask me,
“Which part”?

Should I say the part where people like 
me,

Dress in beige-colored,
Gold-lined mundus, 

When we go to the temple?

Or where we eat with our hands at 
weddings,

From vermillion green colored banana 
leaves,

Where an array of delicacies rest,
A feast that is fit for the Gods?

When I tell you that I come from Kerala,
I hear the words - “Oh, so you speak 

Tamilian right?”
And that makes me regret it instantly.

It makes me want to scream at you,
But I say no, Tamilian is not a language,

It is an entire group of people!
And no, I do not speak Tamil,

Which is what I assume you meant?

I speak Malayalam, a language so 
beautiful,

That I could find at least a hundred words 
to curse in right now!

A language so beautiful,
That I miss speaking it every second of 

every day.

So I ask you to spare me the pain,
Of having to explain where I am from. 

I wish not to share with you,
Names of places,

Which are empty geographical buzzwords 
to you.

These places shaped who I am today,
And gave me a lived experience that you 

will never understand.
Do not ask me where I am from,

I will never find the words to do it justice. 

Do not ask me where I’m from
Abhimanyu Rajshekhar

#brainfarts
Long Reads
Shreyas Baindur

A total of 132,758 confirmed cases of COVID-19 have been reported of which atleast 4,955 deaths have been announced. As of 13 
March, a total of 81 cases of Novel Coronavirus Disease (COVID-19) have been reported in India, including two deaths.

Source: WHO Situation Report
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“Some things are just better not spread 
too thin: yourself and peanut butter.”

-Anonymous

Taking a good look at this world that we’ve 
all created for ourselves, we see that so 
many of us are caught up in the pervasive 
illusion of this deranged race that we’re all 
somehow obligated to be a part of and we 
ourselves face the brunt of being a part of 
this. 

Something that I’ve had to deal with until 
quite recently was a perpetual feeling of 
inadequacy. Any fragment of imperfection 
that I possessed, be it physically or any 
other was a crime, which in turn led to 
hours of mindless toil until I was absolutely 
exhausted, this exhaustion to me, served as 
an impermanent validation of my worth. In 
the process I lost track of why I was doing 
what I was doing, and I never gave myself a 
moment to bask in the happiness of doing 
what I loved doing. 

All of this led to a particularly long and cold 
night, I found myself writhing on my bed, 
sobbing, staring at the darkness above me, 
unable to think, unable to move. I couldn’t 
recollect the last time I was completely 
happy, the voices in my head had echoed 
over every feeling of bliss within my being. 
Every cell in my body was reduced to a cry 
of help, and it was then that I realized that 
there was more to this journey, more to me 
than this pain. 

The day after that remains as an 
amalgamation of emotions in my memory, 
but I do remember staring at the way the 
sun shone past the leaves that hang from 
the branches above. I remember feeling 
ecstatic; the voices in my head were 
reduced to mere whispers. 

The definitions of perfection, success, and 
anything of the sort that have been neatly 
laid out like a breakfast table by this society 
that we’re a part of; are mere statements, 

a mere combination of words that form 
nothing but an unreal illusion. Penning 
down these words has left me feeling 
vulnerable, but that’s okay, as long as this 
helps another person realize that they is 
never alone. All of our bodies are made up 
of a glorious multitude of cells that work 
for nothing but our survival all day, how 
much more perfection do we need than 
this? We’re all so much more than what 
the voices in our head tell us we are, we’re 
unfathomable. 

Unfathomable
Bindu Maringanti

Technology has been a part of human 
evolution for two million years, from the 
Stone Age to today’s upcoming world 
of artificial intelligence and has been 
influencing us to evolve faster day by day. 

As architects, our profession or study 
is largely based on the third important 
need of human being, that is, shelter and 
invariably technology, which has been 
playing a major role in the basic need of 
shelter from the earliest known buildings 
in archeological record in the Paleolithic 
period site, Terra Amata to today’s modern 
structures built by us. It is very important 
to be aware of what we are provided by 
science and technology and what we have 
to offer as human beings and architects 
to the field of architecture, people and 
community. The essay “Architecture: A 
tightrope walk to the future” explores the 
role of technology in different stages of 
designing such as intent, data collection, 
concept or ideas, development of concept, 
drawings for execution where the process 
is back and forth taking the feedback into 
consideration. 

There is a sensitive relationship between 
technology and architecture. The best can 
be created with a balance brought about 
between the two. A rhythm is created by 
optimizing the usage of human intuition, 
intelligence, and creativity with technology, 
keeping in mind the repercussions and 
advantages. To maintain balance, we must 
be aware of both the utopian and dystopian 
nature of technology by analyzing the 
role of technology in both perspectives 
of contribution and destruction in the 
process of designing in a crucial field 
like architecture which can shape lives 
invariable without people noticing.

Architecture: 
A tightrope walk to the future
Bhoomika BR

What happens to 
a building after 
the program is 
redundant? Can 
built spaces be 
adaptible  and 
flexible? Can 
we look beyond 
the building’s 
program?
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ESSAYS IN ARCHITECTURE: Analysing, 
Imagining, and Reinventing, was an 
essay competition held by Dayananda 
Sagar College of Architecture (DSCA), 
Bengaluru. The following is the gist of the 
essay written by Bhoomika BR, who won a 
special mention in the competition.
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The definitions of 
perfection, success, and 
anything of the sort that 
have been neatly laid out 
like a breakfast table by 
this society.’’

Ar. Vinu Daniel , the one who can manipulate and convince any material to 
be whatever he wants it to be, though with its consent.
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Daub Dreams
Urban beautification, a term vaguely and extensively 
used and misused. Until I was asked to write about 
it, I realised that on many occasions it’s something 
even I am guilty of. To get a little more clarity and for 
the sake of this article I looked up the meaning of the 
word beautification and interestingly its synonyms 
are adorning, decorating and ornamenting. All of 
these mean some form of layering, add-ons like 
walling, painting, cleaning done in order to make 
spaces pleasant for the human eye to call something 
attractive. I would address this statement with 2 
questions.

Is urban beautification necessary?
Maybe. But more than superficial beautification, it is 
very important to clean our cities first. We all want 
to walk on usable pedestrian pathways that do not 
harbour trash or traps. We all want to walk along 
walls that do not reek of urine and stains of paan. In 
addition to this, pleasant spaces encourage people 
to access them, thereby making them more active 
and safe. Spaces encourage people to spend time 
together thereby encouraging human interaction. 
Essentially in an urban setup, which has substantial 
contributors to stressful life, beautiful spaces act as 
buffers for relaxation. I would like to believe that 
there is a lot of work happening towards it. There

agree to disagree:

Vaishnavi Kasibhatla

Vidyashankar R

Dhanush Gowda

FOR

AGAINST

NEUTRAL

The uniqueness 
of this drive is its 
ability to patch 
up the dark spots 
of our nation‘s 
face.”

Beautification of cities is a success.

are policies and schemes and even some effective 
awareness drives. And this would lead me to the 
next question. 

Who’s idea of beautiful is projected in our cities? 
Who commissions the beautification of our cities? 
Who makes these decisions and who are these 
decisions for? Who decides whose statue to place, 
and where? Who decided whether to paint the 
walls with stories of the city, images of god or the 
unifying lines of blue and white? Do we as citizens 
have a say in these decisions? Haven’t most of our 
beautification drives been superficial, with last-
minute layering before important events? Haven’t 

our beautification drives become more gentrified 
with the policy of hide or hit when it comes to 
the so-called “not desirable” or “ugly” slums. Is 
beautification a concept only reserved for a few?

Make Up
“My 2020 vision for India is to transform it into a 

developed nation that cannot be abstract; it is the 
lifeline”   - APJ Abdul Kalam      

                         
A clear notion of a developed nation is, of course, 
executed by schemes. Schemes which provoke 
people of the nation to strive towards development 
and self-comfort. Currently, schemes are turned into 
two strategies for government parties on account of 
portraying their love and affection for words (what 
words? Or votes?). Then, what is the current notion 
of a developed nation? Let’s take an example of a 
beautification drive.

The word beautification means, “The process of 
improving the appearance of a person or place”. 
So, it specifies an appearance, not its development. 
A drive is something that provokes a person to 
indulge in that activity and to promote it. Combine 
both: beautification drive, the jargon we receive 
from the government, which completely twists the 
very definition of the word. It’s not a development 
drive but rather an appearance drive. 

The uniqueness of this drive is its ability to patch 
up the dark spots of our nation‘s face, similar to 
how many of us try to cover our dark spots with 
foundations. But, the foundation used here is, 

walling and covering it up with colours, and clearing 
streets (during special occasions only). Visually 
speaking, it’s not a problem, which is enough reason 
for people to be okay with it. That’s the irony of our 
country. 

As architects in the making, we realise that we 
cannot judge a building only by its façade, rather 
look into the logical and practical way the architect 
has designed it. A beautification drive is an 
alternate method to solve the main problem. For 
example, erecting tall glass cuboids in the name of 
a developing country, creating unbearable micro-
climatic problems that result in air-conditioning as 

an alternative method to overcome the problem is 
not the solution. No one is reaching the root of the 
problem here.

If funds can be sanctioned to build useless walls to 
cover up the ‘ugliness’ of slums, where were those 
funds when money was needed to build houses and 
give basic facilities to the same people?

What is the right thing to do? Are we just Shepherd’s 
sheep? Where’s your voice in this country? 

The idea is to question the need and impact of beautification drives in Indian cities. How acts like walling, painting of walls 
and buildings, cleaning of streets, policy changes to stop public defecation can benefit the cities.

Right to Beauty
I shall move a bit away from the initial premise of 
this column to explore and interpret “the need and 
impact of beautification” in this debate.

The stimulus for the debate is the idea of beauty 
in the public realm. Beauty in a broad sense, 
is perceived in an objective manner devoid of 
individual perceptions, feelings or influences and 
one that pertains to the collective as a whole. 

Beauty is primarily a visual aesthetic, but it is felt 
more strongly and directly supported by the other 
faculties of cognitive and sensory experiences as a 

whole, encompassing and reflecting a larger inherent 
truth beyond the mere visual. This experience 
of beauty in the public realm is then a joyful 
experience, going beyond just theoretical narratives 
of symmetry, form, proportion, harmony, colour, etc. 
Beauty is not an appendage or an accessory but 
an essential quality representing truth.  Truth that 
is not verbose; needing no interpretation of words 
whatsoever. Stronger public attitudes to beauty has 
been through the experience of the places they 
inhabit. 

This aesthetic and experiential nature of enjoyment 
leads to a collective ownership and builds character 

to these spaces. Frequent and specific engagement 
of the public contributes to building stronger social 
ties, strengthening of community values thereby 
contributing to the well - being of the society. 

Swachh Bharat initiative focuses on the betterment 
of the quality of the local environment leading to 
accrued social benefits discussed above. It is also 
inclusive, by involving the people in shaping the 
look and feel of the places they inhabit. Exposure 
to a good green environment has seen a drastic 
change in the social behaviour of the people of 
community, better health and hygiene, and has 
empowered the people to lead a better quality of 

life. Is it then possible to debate on the engagement 
of the community in generating policies?
Can beauty then as a planning consideration be 
interpreted as a “community right to beauty”? 
Can it lead to a proposition of a right to beauty law?
Can all these then lead to an engaging process that 
has powers to influence development of designated 
spaces / destinations of urban / rural beauty? 
Points to ponder. 

Credits:
Swachh Bharat Mission, Wikipedia.
House of Commons Library
debate pack-CDP-0326, 26 Oct 2018

This aesthetic 
and experiential 
nature of 
enjoyment leads 
to a collective 
ownership and 
builds character 
to these spaces.”

Who commissions 
the beautification 
of our cities? 
Who makes these 
decisions and 
who are these 
decisions for?” 
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Dear Book Club,

Or should I say Book CULT? (Wink-wink ahem cough-cough) 
Thank you for being there. You are so much fun; I usually never end up laughing 
so much, unless some random comedian is talking about how dumb everyone 
else is. Isn’t everyone else dumb?

Thank you for showing me that Kiran has a lighter side, he does come off as this 
very stern person, but he isn’t, is he? He’s just as goofy and slapstick as everyone 
else. And don’t get me started on Kavana, she’s the same wherever she is, in book 
club or not in book club, just one self-centered...sorry, didn’t mean that, don’t 
publish, please. Ok, thank you, bye. 

But really, thank you for letting me know that I’m not as smart and intelligent as 
Aliptha, Sahana, Varun or Lamiya. It makes me want to read and learn more to 
be as smart as them. And sometimes when Anamika comes to the book club, she 
too makes me feel dumb. It’s nice to feel stupid for a while, it makes me feel like 
a student, when I had few cares in the world other than the impending doom of a 
design submission (which we had almost every week) or if my final model would 
make it past the Deepanjalinagar bus stand in one piece. It never did, but I tried, 
and that’s what counts (not to the faculty, but yes, to me it did).

Thank you for showing me that reading doesn’t mean book-in-hand, sitting in 
the library reading them cover to cover. I learnt of so many books over the past 
3 semesters which I can read whenever I want, wherever I want. I like those kinds 
of books; they make me feel like I’m reading a lot when actually I’m not. So cool 
nah? 

Thank you for giving me a platform to speak and make little sense, I know I ramble 
too much in class, but that’s because I get death stares from students when I ask 
them some question that makes them think for a few seconds. So I have to fill the 
silence with something nah? Thus ramble-ramble-ramble.
 
Thank you for making me poorer every month with a host of books getting 
delivered, it makes me feel like I’m getting some gifts. My Amazon cart has 
never been this empty, period. It makes me feel like I have some kind of worldly 
possession that I can add to my last will and testament. There’s no money there, 
but at least I have books.

In short, thanks for being the way you are, a day I look forward to every week. 
Please don’t come once in 2 weeks, come every week. I promise I won’t get 3 or 4 
books like I used to, to look like I’m reading and try to act smart and all that. God 
promise, I’ll only get one book from now on. 

With lots of love,
A wannabe reader and a book hoarder.

Madhavi S Nair

Riddhi Agarwal

The Taj Mahal, our first stop in the itinerary. 
Behold the miracle in marble. We forgot 
about our frozen fingers and chattering 
teeth just for a bit as we walked towards the 
monument. All we knew about the building 
was finally right in front of our eyes, and yet 
it wasn’t and was much more than what we 
had read about in our textbooks. 

The eleven days were a walk through 
history, landscape and an eye-opener for 
design. Our quick tour of Agra was mainly 
historical, and the transition to Delhi was 
abuzz with the energy of the citizens. 
From the confusing metro network to the 
late evening shopping sprees with the 
‘pleasant’ shouts of “sau rupaye” (hundred 
rupees); from the lovely gardens to the 
historical wonders of the Mughal period; 
from the streets of Chandni Chowk to the 

alleys of Haus Khaz; there was never a dull 
moment in our exploration of Delhi.

Chandigarh was a stark contrast to the 
chaotic, bustling streets of Delhi. The 
‘sector’ system of arrangement, though 
extremely meticulous and precise, did 
make us miss our ‘nagars’. And yet the 
peaceful and calm city reminded us of 
Mysore. Compared to the harsh traffic 
of Delhi, we felt much more at ease in 
the streets of Le Corbusier’s masterplan. 
From huddling through different periods 
of history and the modern world, we got 
to see and experience a lot on this trip. 
On the whole, our batch got back to the 
airport with extra heavy luggage, lots of 
learning, wide smiles, still chattering teeth, 
and enough sweaters to last us a decade 
in the least. 

The house we spent most of our childhood 
in, 
now belongs to a stranger.
Who lives with his wife and children 
And I wonder if his kids hide at the same 
corner in the balcony while playing hide 
and seek.
If they also keep their favourite chocolates 
where bhaiya used to, 
On the top shelf in the kitchen. 

Last week when I was completing my 
science assignment, 
It made me wonder how magical our 
bodies are from the inside. 
Atoms and molecules filling up every 
space, 
Blood gushing through our veins, 
Thick like red paint spilled on a blank 
canvas. 
Which is to say, how all our bodies are so 
similar, 
A galaxy swirling inside each one of us.

Last night, when I kissed 
Farhan at the street corner 
And not under our favourite lamppost, 
because he was too afraid 
If someone saw him in the dark,
He held my hand a little firmer. 

Our kiss lasted a little longer than last time 
and we looked into each other’s eyes a little 
longer than usual 
Promising we would always be together. 
Or at least try to. 
Because ‘always’ seemed like a lost word 
between everything that is happening in 
the country. 

Another forgotten word amongst violence, 
bloodshed, and fire. 
Just like a lover unable to fulfill his promise. 
Trying but failing.

While I write, I realise how this poem is all 
over the place 
But so is my mind. 
Trying to 
Remember, 
Recollect 
And record 
Everything at once. 
Like it’ll help me save a life. 
Maybe yours,
Maybe mine.
Because tomorrow someone from the 
crowd might pull out their guns.
Someone might already be ready with a 
sharpened knife. 
Everything feels a little unsafe.
It’s not just another bad phase. 
Together we wanted to fly
Wanted to dive 
But,
Nothing is promised.
Not you,
Not me,
Not this life.

Waltz across the North

Always?
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Noor Unnahar describes herself as ‘a 
modern-day artist who writes way too much 
poetry’. She is a YouTuber, blogger, and 
social media personality. None of which I 
knew when I added ‘Yesterday I Was the 
Moon’ to my Amazon cart. There was 
something undeniably intriguing about her 
name - Noor Unnahar. Doesn’t the name 
itself impress you? 

Funnily enough one of the first poems in 
the book is about her name. She talks about 
how her mother’s name translates into ‘the 
sun of the women’ and her name translates 
into ‘light of the day’ and so she explains 

“the sun named me light; I know how to 
dwell in the sky”. Through her writing, she 
paints a picture of her life growing up in 
Karachi where she was brought up by 
strong women who formed the backbone 
of her household. She points out that the 
men in her house weren’t involved and 
the women played the important role of 
passing good values and morals onto the 
children. 

Noor’s poetry is simple yet precisely 
highlights her experiences as a young 
woman coming from a conservative family, 
trying to find her place in a fast-paced 

world. There is a poem in this book for 
everyone. You can relate to her childhood, 
her homesickness, her heartbreaks, her 
faith, her belief in art and most of all the 
confusion that arises with the ultimate 
question- “Am I doing any of this right?” 
For her, poetry is an escape; a way to 
understand herself a little better. This is 
best put in her own words-

“when ache arrives
put it on paper

it is here to hurt your heart
use it to save your art”

Untitled by Noor Unnahar

Yesterday I Was the Moon
A book review by Aliptha Reddy Govindu

Biographical movies are the new fad. 
‘Bohemian Rhapsody’ is one more addition 
to this genre. A movie penned after the 
band’s eternal ballad rather than the band 
itself. Instead of celebrating their heroics 
(which happens out of respect) the movie 
throws light on their dirty laundry which 
people have been hunting for since the 
‘80s.

What happens when an astrophysicist, 
a graphic designer, a major in scie vnce 
honours, and an electrical engineer come 
together? An unprecedented achievement 
in rock and roll history is witnessed. If you 
are a Queen fan there isn’t a point reading 
this review, your heroes won’t let you 
down. As a fan myself, Bohemian Rhapsody 
had me in the first half, not going to lie. 

Rami Malek hits a home run with his 
flamboyant portrayal of Mercury. A band, 
so influential at their pinnacle, making 
music never heard of before, hit by scandals 
day in and out. We all know their infamous 
reputation, from Mercury being bisexual to 
John Deacon (The guy with the long guitar 

dropping the bass) quitting the band. But 
the movie shows why the band needs to be 
celebrated apart from their music. It’s rare 
for glorified biographies to be so open-
ended and yet bring down the box office.
You might not know Mercury, might not 
have heard of Mercury but, this movie will 
definitely make you witness him and maybe 
even celebrate his life. When the music 
subsides, all that remains is the eccentric 
personality  walking on the stage looking 
dead straight into your eyes. Yes, you 
are officially the QUEEN’s audience, not 

someone who brought a ticket to a movie.
So, why should you watch the movie? So, 
that next time someone says “Mama”, you 
can go “Ooo-ooo-oooh” with context.

Why shouldn’t you watch the movie? It 
inspires you to be a part of the QUEEN 
fake fandom just because you have 
watched it and we honestly you don’t need 
more people like you (no offense). AND, 
Bohemian Rhapsody isn’t the band’s name, 
cheers.

Fab or Fad?
A movie review by Eshaanth Gurung and Kavan Lobo
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