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Mellow muffins

Indecisive brightness Beyond the brown and barren The hardest rocks fighting the force

Aastha Gupta , AIS Pushp Vihar, X D

R
ebellion or any kind of an opposition has a tendency to

transform an ignited spark of disagreement into a wild-

fire of total revolt. An accordance of this announced

its entrance into my daily routine, an event as unexpected as it

was unwelcomed. The climate was as frigid as any is in Pet-

rograd, though not as frigid as the temperature descends in

northern Russia. Discontent and obtuseness were the sole

prominence of feature on the Russian face as the World War

had just terminated, with nobody expecting another for another

century, let alone the next decade. 

My family and I were ensconced in our excessively compact

living room, where silence spoke the loudest. My brother had

recently been killed in the protest assembly at the City Square

and my father had decamped, probably to scourge for food or

to mourn in isolation. My mother was too submerged in grief

to attempt anything and I was preoccupied nursing reflections

which were too complicated to exit the premises of their fac-

tory, my brain. I worked at a telephone company, connecting

calls all day long, a profession popular for women my age dur-

ing the twenties. A portent of my colleagues had been evicted

from employment without notice over the past few weeks;

such morally unsanctioned actions were a great cause of worry

and insecurity. Uncertainty of employment everyday was not

a pleasant thought to wake up to each morning. Starvation, de-

spair and fear were the only thoughts revolving in my mind,

they were feeding off my health and refused to stop mangling

me. My family alighted from meagre means and would, in all

probabilities, end as such. I could direct all blame at the Czar,

where it entirely belonged. This intelligence was conveyed to

all of Russia, in every nook and cranny or any site of public

discourse. Such was the resentment for the monarchical fam-

ily, a hatred of the highest degree.

If the source of our misery could be traced to the rule of our

royal family, then why did their reign continue until these

bleak moments? Why did it not conclude? Why did their re-

moval not transpire? Why did anybody not execute their as-

sassination? Such contemplation was composed of impropriety

and defiance to societal order as it existed, but patience soon

disables tolerance. My tears displayed their agreement to my

meditations as they streamed down my cheeks. Decision soon

resolved to firmness and compelled me to take a stand for my-

self and my family. I had to change circumstances. I had to

change all of this. 

The succeeding month foresaw my inclusion in the revolutions

of Petrograd. I was present to spectate and enforce the regal

abdication, my aspirations to expunge my family of their of-

fice were near fulfilled. When the Bolshevik forces, of which

I was a minor participant, forced the Czar to flee from Russia

in July, I was reverberating allegiance to my elected cause, my

declarations accompanied by thousands gathered in the City

Square, against all gratuitous violence that had enveloped us. 

A satisfaction of achievement has finally contrived to give me

cause for celebrating my content at this turn of events. 

I have finally done what I set out to do. I have finally com-

pleted all that providence implored my abilities to do. I fought

for my rights and not what is right. I am completed, I am fin-

ished. I am searing. Suddenly an excruciating pain traversed

through my back. I felt tides of blood exude my body as the

blade of my murder was withdrawn from my skin. My body

could no longer stand; I could no longer feel anything. I fell to

the ground and saw several others in a similitude of position,

blood suffusing on the tiles in the square. It must be the sup-

porters of the monarchy. There had been word of a planned at-

tack on us Bolsheviks but our fight paid no heed to

precautions. I feel my sense fading, I feel it all disintegrate. I

am completed, I am finished, I am prepared to die. G  T

I was present to
spectate and enforce
the regal abdication,

my aspirations to
expunge my family of
their office were near

fulfilled.

The Russian ruminator
Storywala
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Ingredients
Mac n cheese muffins
Macaroni (boiled)....................1/2 cup

Mozzarella(grated) ................1/4 cup

Parmesan(grated) ......................2 tbsp

Bread crumbs ........................ 1/4 cup

Olive oil ....................................3 tbsp

Salt.......................................... to taste 

With spinach corn twist
Spinach(blanched) ..................1/2 cup

Corn(boiled) ............................1/2 cup

With bell peppers twist
Capsicum(chopped) ....................1cup

Red bell peppers(chopped) ........1 cup

Yellow bell peppers(chopped)....1 cup

Method
Mac n cheese muffins
n Mix macaroni and

mozarella together

in a bowl.  

n Preheat oven at 190

degrees celsius.

n Grease muffin pan with olive oil.

Dust it with bread crumbs. 

n Fill the pan with macaroni and

cheese mix and top it with

parmesan.

n Sprinkle bread crumbs and olive

oil over every muffin. 

n Bake for 15 – 18 minutes. 

n Cool for a few minutes and muffins

are ready to serve.

Spinach corn twist
n Follow the steps

mentioned above till

baking.

n Now, add spinach and

corn to the mix. Mix well.

n Grease the muffin pan with olive

oil and dust it with bread crumbs.

n Bake for 15 – 18 minutes, until a

golden crust is formed. 

n Cool for a few minutes and serve.

Bell pepper twist
n Make the mixture for

mac n cheese

muffins.

n Now, add chopped

capsicum and bell

peppers to the mix. 

n Grease the muffin pan with olive

oil and dust it with bread crumbs.

n Sprinkle parmesan and bread

crumbs evenly over every muffin.

n Bake for 15 – 18 minutes, until a

golden crust is formed. 

n Cool the muffins for 4 minutes. 

Enjoy your muffins the classic 
way or with a twist! 

Delicious pasta muffin Pragya with her muffin
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In dismay of a hospital’s white walls 

In the dust of lonely royal halls

In the desperation of fulfillment

In the yearning of a compliment

In the anguish of self-guilt

With the suffering of a flower ready to wilt

In the quiet of night

In the imagination of a disgusting sight

In the wake of dark dreams

In the war of finding means

In staring for hours at the window sill

In apprehensions and anxiety that kills

Is there something that stresses you?

And leaves you without a clue

Something extremely dull

Dull enough to rip off your skull

If you are so consumed to be your own doom 

Then you are a victim of the great gloom

Let it see your bright side 

But it shall not always be an easy ride

With a big pain to hide

But then there is victory for those who surf against

these tides  

Because it is this gloom

That will aid you to bloom. G  T
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Across
4. The woman behind all the

mystery

5. The author of best-selling

teen fictions-including The

Princess Diaries series

6. From every mystical paint-

ing to the levels of hell

Down
1. She's the creator of it all-

from the spells to Hogwarts!

2. Philosophy is his thing, life

does he enhance

3. An enchanting storyteller,

will pull each string of the heart

with his Afghani tales

The great gloom
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