
 





From the Chair 
  
 It gives me immense pleasure to offer you a feast of creative writing by the students of the 

Department of English and Modern European Languages, University of Lucknow. We dedicate this 
issue to Late Prof. C. Vimala Rao – a much loved teacher, a short story writer, a translator and an avid 
traveller. Dr. Rao won the prestigious Fulbright scholarship thrice. She worked in this Department for 
more than two decades. She nurtured us with love, warmth and kindness. She passed away on 10th 
October 2017 at the age of 83. We are releasing our second issue in October 2020. 

 The second issue of Rhetorica Quarterly is a Special Issue on ‘Pandemic’ literature. The virus has 

not only changed our lives, but has also filled us with dread, fear and a deep sense of failure. We know 
life will not be the same again, but we also hope that our creativity will keep the flame burning. If 
poetry is the breeze that helps you breathe, books fill us with hope and courage to bear human 
suffering. We need the voice of poetry, the winds of imagination to stir our minds and stories of love 
and hope to join hands with us in our times of distress and acute loneliness. We also bring non-fiction, 
book reviews and photography in this issue.  
 Reader, we deeply appreciate your interest and hope the journal continues to serve as a literary 
platform for our young minds in the future. The journal welcomes contributions from its ex-students 
as well. Our next issue will be celebrating 100 years of the University of Lucknow and will also focus 
on the City of Lucknow.   
 We hope and pray that the tide of Corona will soon subside and life will get back to singing 
and dancing, holding hands and meeting friends.     
  
Happy Reading! 
          
Ranu Uniyal 
Professor and Head, 
Department of English and Modern European Languages, 
University of Lucknow.
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Life's odd interludes 
As I read Raja Rao's writings, I was also to learn about the depth of his life experiences. 

By C. Vimala Rao, Apr 6, 2017: 23:39 IST (published in Deccan Herald)** 
https://www.deccanherald.com/content/604873/lifes-odd-interludes.html 

 Strange coincidences occur in our lives every now and then, making us wonder about the mystery and 
unfathomableness of existence. We are compelled to accept the possibility of the impossible at such times. 
 In July 1963, on the eve of my leaving the campus in Philadelphia, I saw a notice in the English 
Department announcing that Indian English writer Raja Rao would be visiting to meet the faculty and the 
students. I had not heard of Raja Rao until then. One of his novels, the magnum opus The Serpent and the 
Rope, had been published just a few months before and the publishers were taking him around on a book-
promotional tour.  
 Raja Rao made an exceptionally impressive figure that morning amid the assembled group of 
Westerners. Dressed in white pants and a long, black, Indian-style coat, his flowing hair combed back from his 
forehead, eyes prominent with an inward look, he was sparingly built and stunned everyone with his quiet 
presence. He said just a few words in his soft-spoken voice on how he did not want his name to be printed as 
the author of the book on the cover. He felt that a creative work should stand on its own without the 
individual ego of the writer being imposed on it. The publishers, however, would have none of it!  
 Personally, I was happy to see him that morning as I could break into Kannada after months of 
speaking in English! Even in those very few first moments of meeting him, I was struck by the uncommon 
simplicity of his manner.  
 Later, as I read his writings, I was also to learn about the extraordinary depth of his life experiences. I 
was then able to understand the importance of Raja Rao as an Indian English novelist. As he had spent most of 
his creative years in the Western world, his own country was slow — or reluctant — to recognise his 
achievement. But the publication of The Serpent... changed the reader’s perception about the novelist. 
 A few weeks after my return to India, I had to make a trip to the Madras Port Trust to collect my 
baggage which I had despatched by sea-freight. When some of the packages were being opened for inspection 
at the Customs’ counter, I saw one of the officials looking curiously at the books that formed a major part of 
the packages. When he learnt on enquiry that my subject was English Literature, he asked me if I knew about 
the writer Raja Rao.  
 Taken by surprise at the sudden, uncanny query, I exclaimed, “Yes! I just met him a few weeks ago 
and also saw the copy of his latest novel, The Serpent and the Rope!” The gentleman’s quiet rejoinder to this 
almost knocked me out, “I am his brother!” he said smiling. I stood speechless. What could I say? I thankfully 
collected my packages and left the Customs office.  
 Later, when I spoke of this experience to one of my colleagues, she said, “If you had narrated this in a 
short story, I would not have believed it!” Yes, indeed, life is stranger than fiction. Meanwhile, I have often 
wondered in what way the gentleman claimed to be Raja Rao’s brother? Whether his claim was true or not, the 
fact that I should have met the two “brothers” under such different circumstances during my meaningfully 
connected journey has left me mystified to this day. 

**The Department of English and Modern European Languages expresses its gratitude to the Deccan Herald for 
publishing this article. This is Prof. C. Vimala Rao’s last published piece.

https://www.deccanherald.com/content/604873/lifes-odd-interludes.html
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Ackn!ledgement 
Buoyed by the success of the inaugural issue of Rhetorica, we are back with another. Its theme 

connects with the contemporary time. It is important to pay gratitude to those involved in making this 
dream come true, for “Gratitude is a divine emotion, it fills the heart of the giver and the receiver with 
happiness and motivation. It maintains the spirit of all those involved and invokes the blessings of 
God.” 

On behalf of the Rhetorica team, the team of editors would like to thank the Vice Chancellor, 
University of Lucknow, Professor Alok Kumar Rai for offering us his support. We express our 
heartiest gratitude to Professor Ranu Uniyal, Head of the Department of English and Modern 
European Languages, University of Lucknow who has been there as our greatest inspiration and 
guide. We thank all the faculty members of the department as it is the knowledge that they imparted, 
which has helped to increase our understanding, vocabulary and precision. Our sincere gratitude is 
reserved for all the contributors who are the body and the soul of the journal. 

We have the deepest appreciation for the fellow members of Rhetorica team who put in their 
hard work and dedication to formulate the issue. Without co-ordination of the members and 
supervision of the heads, the smooth processing of Rhetorica could not have been possible. 

Most importantly, I thank all our readers for their time, attention and love - it is what we 
strive for. 
 
Happy Reading. 
Stay Safe and Stay Blessed. 
         
With warm regards, 
Akanksha Pandey, 
Fiction Co-Editor, 
Editorial Board, 
Rhetorica Quarterly. 



Letter from the Editor 
The landmark events and world altering occurrences of the twentieth century were the two 

World Wars- fought with weapons, the loss of life and property occurring due to the warfare and a 
general mood of despair and distrust prevailing due to divided loyalties. In the twenty first century, it’s 
far more personal. There are no raging wars on the battlefield, no soldiers defending borders, no 
political deliberations and absolutely no attempts at peace- this time every individual is his/ her own 
soldier- cum- leader- cum- protector or annihilator. No arsenal and ammunitions to exterminate 
others and protect self for the enemy remains invisible, the name is known, the form is clear but its 
presence remains elusive. The enemy spares none- respects no national borders, honours no age, 
considers no sex, fears no religion and ravages every region. The only refuge for physical self- 
preservation is self- isolation but man is a social animal. This is the “terrible beauty”- THE 
PANDEMIC. 

The propriety demands I say, “It gives me immense pleasure” as per norms, but I would rather 
address my case to the readers by humbly stating that it is my solemn duty to introduce this issue of 
the journal “Rhetorica Quarterly- A Literary Journal of Arts, Volume 1, Issue 2, Monsoon 2020” on 
the theme “Pandemic” As the two World Wars produced distinct literary genres of the “war poetry, 
trench literature and trauma literature” etc., the pandemic too has brought forth “Pandemic Literature” 
a creative as well as a critical genre. This issue of the journal is an earnest attempt to be a part of the 
broad output of the pandemic literature being contributed from all over the world. 

Living in unprecedented times comes with its share of highs and lows. The pandemic is 
unprecedented for all the contributors as well as readers of the journal but it is quite precedential for 
humanity at large. Pandemics have had lasting impacts on our lives and have pretty much paved the 
ways of our lives today. This paradoxical relationship is upheld in this edition of the journal as we have 
endeavoured to come up, in this issue, with a theme that sounds grim yet has ample space for hope 
and rejuvenation. The contributors have almost inadvertently been attuned to this very idea and the 
entries stand a testimony to that. It is fair that even while facing unprecedented circumstances, we 
sought and found solace in the most familiar refuge: the written word.  

I would like to express my congratulations and sincere gratitude to all the contributors for 
trusting us with your precious thoughts and diligent creative outputs, which form the content of the 
journal.  

With warm regards, 
Ansh Sharma, 
Fiction Editor, 
Editorial Board, 
Rhetorica Quarterly.
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It Never Rains but Pours 

 

s she woke up, she fumbled for 

her watch and took a glance at 

the time. Realising that it was 

late, she stumbled out of bed and 

shuffled towards the window, yanked it 

open and peeped outside. There, the 

atmosphere was tense and saturated with 

sadness, the firmament was as heavy as lead 

and it took no psychiatrist to figure out that 

it would soon rain cats and dogs. 

Instantaneously, she tip-toed towards the 

bathroom where she took a luke-warm 

shower. Then she dashed to the kitchen 

where she gobbled two slices of bread and 

a half-filled cup of coffee and then hurried 

down the road where her fiancé was waiting 

for her. 

Lineo had spent half of the previous 

night in the kitchen preparing mouth-

watering food for her fiancé. It was the day 

after which phase two of lockdown in 

Lesotho was lifted, and like everybody else, 

she could not wait to finally breathe from 

outside her house. For quite some time she 

had only been in touch with her man 

telephonically and at that time she was on 

the verge of dissecting due to the eagerness 

and longing of being in his arms, as an old 

age adage rightly says: "Distances make the 

heart grow fonder." 

As she approached, she could not 

believe her eyes and her face was left with 

no choice but to wear a wide smile. Getting 

closer and closer, she perceived the driver's 

door of a large Ferrari opening and out of it 

came a dark-skinned man, with his neatly 

trimmed beard cascading from the front of 

his ears through to the black N95 mask he 



 

was wearing. He was quite a catch! Instead 

of him embracing her, he reached out to the 

door behind the driver's seat and pulled out 

a pack of blue disposable cotton masks and 

a small bottle with transparent contents 

which in no time became clear to her that it 

was a hand sanitizer. 

"Hey stranger, long time!" Thuso 

exclaimed as he shoved a pack of masks 

under his arm and sanitized his hands. 

While he was doing all these, the smile 

under the mask that cast Lineo under its 

spell was radiated in his eyes. "Give me 

your hand." He instructed while he 

stretched his hand to put a few drops of 

sanitizer in her hands, which she slowly and 

thoroughly applied. Thuso then unpacked 

and pulled out one piece of mask and 

handed it over to her. "Observing social 

distancing rules, huh?" She enquired, 

deeply, looking up to him since he was a 

few inches taller. Her eyes were moving 

inquisitively to and from both his eyes, 

giving him that “how-long-will-you-

manage-to-keep-this-distance” look. 

No sooner had her eyes finished 

doing the magic work than he threw the 

masks back into the car through the window 

and grabbed her. He passionately embraced 

her and clearly due to the strong chemistry 

between the two, Lineo too let no other 

minute lapse before she found herself 

buried in his arms. Moments later, they let 

go of each other and Thuso escorted her to 

the passenger door which he opened for her 

and shut after she got herself comfortable 

on the heated leather seat. He walked 

around the car back to the driver's seat 

where he energetically hopped in and 

locked the doors as he removed his mask 

and sighed with relief. Before he could turn 

on the ignition, he held her hand so tightly 

that it almost ached and off they drove. 

Light droplets of scattered 

cloudburst had begun pattering when they 

drew in front of a supermarket. Thuso 

wanted to buy a few things to pamper his 

girlfriend after such a long time. "I need to 

buy something to eat and uh…" He looked 

into the distance in an effort to think. "We'll 

also pass by the pub to grab some drinks to 

last us the entire weekend." He added. "Oh 

okay, I had prepared a little something 

which we can enjoy later. I wanted to add a 

touch of me to remind you of what you have 

been missing." Lineo answered as she 

softly stoke his chin beard. 

"What do you have, let me see!" 

Thuso said with great enthusiasm. She 

handed him a cooler bag which she had 

earlier put on the dashboard. As he opened 

it, his sense of smell was greeted by the 

inviting aroma of spices, and upon 

uncovering the lunchbox, his eye met good-

looking juicy nyekoe, (sorghum cooked 

together with beans). He inhaled with 



 

satisfaction and his stomach responded with 

a growl. "I last saw this when I was in high 

school!" He remarked with appreciation. It 

was indeed uncommon for one to just wake 

up one day cooking such food, for the mere 

reason that it is regarded as traditional food, 

it was only seen and eaten on special 

occasions like cultural day celebrations in 

African communities. 

When it was announced that there 

was going to be lockdown some weeks ago, 

Lineo was one of the people who was wise 

enough to buy durable food to ensure that 

she did not run out of food among which 

she had grains in large quantities. Not only 

did this come as a shock to the whole world, 

but it has also brought confusion and 

uncertainty. In the first phase of lockdown, 

people had taken this matter so lightly that 

they did not think it would last much longer, 

little did they know that the worst was yet 

to come. 

"Okay sweetheart, I'll be back in a 

sec." Thuso said as he unlocked the door 

readying himself to leave, but before he 

could get the door opened, Lineo held him 

by the arm and asked; "I thought I was 

going with you to choose what I want?" 

Thuso reminded her of how long they had 

been together, and that he knew exactly 

what she needed. He also added that he 

could not let her walk in the rain because he 

loved her so much that it would kill him to 

see her sick. He went out and splashed 

across the wet road towards the shop where 

he quickly selected items from the shelves. 

Nonetheless, he took much longer in there 

because only 30% of the staff had been 

reinstated to work as one of the measures 

taken to reduce the spread of the corona 

virus, so pay points were so limited that it 

felt like he took forever. 

After what seemed like an eternity, 

he came out with parcels in his both hands 

and it took no brainer to guess that they 

were heavy. The downpour was at that 

moment at its peak but the only option he 

had was to get back to the car. "It has to be 

now." He murmured. He ran into the rain 

until he reached where he had parked. 

Although he tried his utmost to quickly put 

things into the car, he was completely 

drenched as he finally jumped into the car. 

Lineo was feeling pity for him so much that 

she felt like lending him her jacket which 

unfortunately was twice smaller than his 

actual size. She however helped him to 

remove his dripping hooded jacket that had 

then stuck on his body. 

From there, their ride seemed like 

heaven, soft music was played to the lowest 

of its volume, they were chitty-chatty while 

holding hands and taking random glances at 

each other. In a long run, they reached 

Thuso's apartment which Lineo knew 

inside out, for she had been there a number 



 

of times. They parked in the garage and 

took the grocery bags into the house. In a 

few minutes they spent in the kitchen, they 

heard some coughs from the bedroom. 

"Wait, did you leave somebody in here?" 

Lineo asked disgustedly. Instead of 

responding to her, Thuso hurriedly moved 

to the bedroom to check what could 

possibly be happening, and Lineo followed 

him. 

There, on the bed sat a woman who 

seemed to be deadly ill.  She was breathing 

with fits and starts. Before Thuso could 

even sneeze, words chose to automatically 

escape his lips; "My wife!" This came out 

in a very disappointed manner. His better 

half was there as well as the woman whom 

he had promised heaven and earth. He 

pompously took a few steps toward his wife 

and vehemently asked; "What the hell are 

you doing here?" At that time, both anger 

and shame had overwhelmed him. He had 

not even mentioned it once to Lineo that he 

had a family, and she therefore saw her 

future with him. 

Lineo was beyond herself with 

anger for being fooled but nipped her furry 

in the bud. The woman was ceaselessly 

coughing into the scarf wrapped around her 

face. "Is this why you no longer send us 

money?" She asked. Tears brimmed her 

eyes as she continued; "I… I was trying so 

ha…rd to fend for the chi…children." She 

was gasping, breathing seemed a far-

fetched possibility for her. Lineo 

unconsciously flipped her eyes across the 

room, from the woman to Thuso as if trying 

to tell him to do something. But what? 
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REGISTRATION FORM 

Department of English and Modern European Languages 

Alumni Association 

University of Lucknow 

 

Full Name   : _______________________________ 

Year of Passing  : _______________________________  

E-mail ID   : _______________________________  

Mailing Address  : _______________________________  

Contact No.  : _______________________________  

Current Affiliation : _______________________________  

Occupation   : _________________ (Govt./Pvt./NGO) 

Signature   : _______________________________  

The Department extends an invitation to all of its alumni students to become an active part of 

‘Department of English and Modern European Languages Alumni Association’ by sending in 

the duly filled registration form enclosed with this invitation. We look forward to your active 

response and enthusiastic participation in this initiative. 

Alumni can submit either a hardcopy or a softcopy along with a passport size photograph. It can 

be mailed to departmentofenglishlu@gmail.com 

Youtube Link  : https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCjJ3fNDYQO-gA5nwBKGNdcA 

Facebook Page Link : www.facebook.com/groups/departmentofenglishandmel.lu/ 

mailto:departmentofenglishlu@gmail.com


 
A brief History: 
 
per aspera ad astra 

 

The Department of English and Modern 
European Languages was established in 

1921, “aiming for blanket extensive 
knowledge to the researchers, post-

graduates and under-graduates.” Headed 

with hard work and a zeal “to seek, to find 
and not to yield.” It has its mark till date. 

The courses are revised and updated every 
three years.  

 
Over 200 research scholars have received 

their Doctorate degrees from the 
Department. The Department endeavours 

to enrich literary and language studies by 

teaching and guiding research in areas as 
British Literature, English Language 

Teaching, Stylistics and Discourse 
Analysis, American Literature, 

Contemporary Literature, New Literatures 
in English, Literature and Films, 

Australian Literature, Canadian Literature, 
Colonial and Post Colonial Literature, 

Indian Writing in English, Literatures in 

Translation, Comparative Literature, 
Drama, Theatre Studies, Translation 

Studies, Cultural Studies, Gender Studies, 
Disability Studies and Creative Writing. 

Innovative courses to enhance student 
employability. Courses for general users of 

English have been developed as add-on 
Courses in collaboration with others. 

 

The Department also offers Advanced 
Diploma, Diploma and Proficiency courses 

in Russian, German and French. In the 
1960s the study of Linguistics with special 

reference to English was introduced in the 
M.A. English Course and the first 

Language Lab with four booths was set up, 
including American Literature as its part 

too.  
 

In 2020, the old English Literary Society of 

the Department of English and Modern 
European Languages has been revived and 

named ‘Rhetorica’ - a literary platform for 
students to participate in Dramatics, 

Debates, Creative Writing, and other 
academic activities. The year 2020, will 

also be celebrated as the Centennial Year 
by the University.  

 

Prof. Ranu Uniyal is the current Head of 
the Department. 
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