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M 
y generation is blamed for failing to 
understand the complexity of love. My 
generation is presented as one that 
frowns upon hand-written letters and 

similar gestures of romance, deeming them as too 
cheesy. My generation is seen as shallow. My 
generation swipes right.  

 It is hard to argue that the attitude towards 
romance and relationships has been altered greatly 
from the time our grandparents, and even parents, 
were young couples. With the rise of dating apps, 
social media, as well as our idolization of the too-
cool-to-care persona and changing tempo of life, 
cynicism seems to have crept into our perception. In 
this age of information, naivety is a social stigma; so 
to avoid the shameful label we ostentatiously 
announce our conviction that true love is a myth. 
We cringe at the reoccurring theme of devotion in 
literature, bashing Romeo and Juliet for 
succumbing to childish and unreasonable surges of 
passion. We claim that itôs pointless to search for a 
soul mate, although some still hold hope of one day 
experiencing the kind of sensation that made people 
write confessional poetry to express the intensity of 
the feeling.  

  I donôt think we should be bashed for 
distancing ourselves from ideals of our 
predecessors. We are different, and our 
environment is nothing like the one they were 
exposed to. Of course, occasional nostalgia for the 
ógood old daysô is expected, and even beneficial, as it 
connects the whole human kind into a single entity 

held together by universal ideas. Still, we do not 
necessarily uphold identical values prevalent in the 
past; perhaps we fear commitment and underplay 
the importance of sentiment, but overall our love is 
just as beautiful as love 20, 60, or 200 years ago in 
its context. It has its good sides; itôs playful, 
unpredictable, mysterious, personal, and 
independent. Each generation is blamed for having 
the ñwrongò attitude towards love that is actually 
never really wrong at all. Love is not a static 
concept; on the contrary, its dynamics have 
annihilated an impressive number of strict social 
boundaries over the centuries. Love conquered class 
divide, as the family name lost its significance, no 
longer constituting much more than a combination 
of letters. Love conquered racial prejudice, when 
skin pigment ceased to be a factor in developing 
feelings for a person.  Love conquered gender bias, 
when the crowds gathered before Supreme Court of 
America proudly waved rainbow flags as a sign of 
sheer jubilation. Itôs in our human nature to reject 
novelty and change, as it makes us feel unsafe and 
insecure. Thatôs why the condition of love of the 
younger generation has always been criticized by the 
older generation; as love constitutes an entity so 
universal, its changing nature is a frightening 
prospect and itôs our instinct to preserve it. But 
maybe, we need to realize that what we are 
witnessing is not this generationôs spiral into abyss 
of superficiality, but rather a gradual evolution of 
the concept of love. 

By Anastasia Broder 

The Dynamic Nature of Love  

A moment so minuscule that its consideration 
seems irrelevant. A fraction of a second where 
everything seems possible. A feeling of warmth 
and delight overwhelming your body. A flash 
where every tissue, every cell transubstantiates 
into molten gold. But even this gold, does not 
compare to the unearthly shade of the eyes; 
your eyes. Your eyes, your hair, your mouth 

with a laughter so bright, so clear, like the 
world is made of ice and sugar. Wanting to 
press your heart against mine until the 
separation becomes impossible and existence 
irrelevant. Simply letting go of imperfections, 
because in this exact moment, the world is 
perfect.  
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By Nandini Bulchandani 

 

I stand back in awe  

As I witness the birth, 

Of a glowing orb of blue and green 

The planet which shall be named ñEarthò 

 

I stand back in awe  

As I listen to the sounds, 

Of life beyond imagination 

Of beauty that knows no bounds. 

 

I stand back in awe  

As I look upon kindness bloom like a flower, 

An eternal prayer of love 

Growing stronger by the hour. 

 

But something is changing 

The glowing orb is catching fire, 

Its embers glinting ruefully  

It is swallowed by the human pyre. 

 

Malignant shadows masking  

The desperation for power, 

Suffocate the life of imagination until 

Before this desire, all it does is cower. 

 

I stand back helpless 

As kindness wilts and dies, 

The prayer becomes a blade 

And murders before my eyes.  

A Message From God  



 

Movie vs. Book 
This movie adaptation of the famous Thomas 
Hardy novel is incredibly pleasant on the eyes 
with its stunning British landscape. It opens 
with a scene featuring our lovely female lead, 
Miss Bathsheba Everdene, riding a horse 
across vast green fields. Soon we meet the 
gentle and reserved sheep farmer, Gabriel 
Oak, who falls in love with the wilful young 
lady, as the two other gentlemen in the movie 
also do. Having rejected two respectable 
suitors, Miss Everdene, the strong and 
independent mistress of a well-off farm  (you 
go, girl!), fell for the ñbad boyò in the movie ï 
the charming yet dangerous soldier Troy (not 
the one in HSM, mind you). As I watched her 
making the same mistake that most of us girls 
do, I began to contemplate why we all prefer 
bad boys to nice guys. It is similar to how flies  
chase after bright, blinding fires only to die 
instantly once they reach them. A suicidal 
mistake I would say, as our heroine soon 
learns the consequences of playing with fire. 
 
 I have never read the book , so I canôt 
compare it to the movie, but the plot flows 
well and it is easy to sympathise with the 
affectionate Gabriel Oak, watching him 
guarding his love all along. The soundtrack 
complements the movie with its beautifully 
touching melodies, the highlight being the 
duet ñLet no man steal  your thymeò; this also 
serves to emphasise Miss Everdeneôs 
attractive determination as a woman refusing 
the social constraints and perceptions of 
female roles in Victorian times. The historic 
setting, presented by round hats, fancy ruffled 
dresses, farmerôs costumes, traditional dances 
and Victorian houses allows for a quick 2-
hour time travel to bygone times. 
 This classic romance film is perfect for 
weekends when you realise all chick-flicks on 
Netflix share the same story and that you are 
sick of American high school dramas. Highly 
recommended. 
 
By Ira Li 

This book is about how the lives of four people ï 
Gabriel Oak, Bathsheba Everdene, William Boldwood 
and Frank Troy ï with different backgrounds and 
aspirations intertwine, charting their relationships 
through different circumstances. 
 I have never felt so relieved to have finished a 
book ï Far from the Madding Crowd is óthickô and 
heavy, despite its short length. Although it isnôt too 
slow-paced, or wordy, I struggled to maintain an 
interest in it. The cause of its insipidity is its topic: 
despite the beautiful romantic story suggested by the 
blurb, this book is about everyday life, and love, in 
rural Victorian England. Bathsheba Everdene, the 
centre of so much attention, has ordinary thoughts 
and feelings, most of which are self-absorbed. 
Gabriel Oak, a sheep farmer ï and my favourite of 
Bathshebaôs ósuitorsô (or hopeful admirers) ï is 
humble and understated in the way he lives his life. 
The only characters that seem somewhat fantastical 
come to their tragic ends through the course of the 
story. Perhaps this suggests the underrated value in 
living an ordinary, honourable life ï sometimes, the 
most safe and boring option is the one that will make 
you happiest. 
 I felt compelled to read this book, knowing it to 
be a largely beloved classic; there is something 
distinctly rewarding in reading a órespectedô book, 
despite this being a poor reason for reading one. 
Nevertheless, I started it, determined not only to 
read it, but enjoy it. Frankly, I was disappointed: I 
tried to like it, but as I wasnôt gripped, I found it hard 
to pick up. I forced myself to read a couple  of pages 
every day, ploughing through them slowly and 
reluctantly. It wasnôt until the end that I finally began 
to like it, when the plot gained momentum and 
exciting events occurred in succession. If it wasnôt for 
this, I wouldnôt recommend the book at all: more 
than once, I came close to putting it down. 
 Far from the Madding Crowd is Marmite: 
some rave about it, whilst others think it tedious. Iôm 
not sure which I fit under ï I found a lot of it hard-
going, but by the end wished I had savoured it. 
Overall, itôs a great, well-written book, but must be 
read with patience: eventually, it is rewarding. Itôs 
good for people who like old classics for their 
language and history, but donôt want too long a book 
(and donôt mind a drawn-out, sometimes 
monotonous plot). 
By Alia Derriey 



 

The Bottom Line: Movie  
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