
felt like the canon life-changing english
teacher for every gay kid after i asked my

friends to draw me something they are scared
of, and/or used to be scared of for the cover

send fun fonts (pls) or anything at all (pretty pls)
to put in here, or not, at @delhizine on insta orrr
mail me at littlestkumquat@gmail.com or find

me frolicking somewhere and say hi orrrrr find
us at delhizine.in

I spent 19 years and 5 months on this planet being too
scared to even try solving a sudoku. The smartest
person in 5th grade (Riddhi Gupta, I still think about
you) had this little book of sudokus that she carried
with her EVERYWHERE. She would spend every
interstice of time she found with that book. I looked
over her shoulder one day and saw her filling in digits
at the speed of light. I knew at age 10 that I could
never be as perfect as her and felt there was no point
in trying.

9 years later, I was at what could be called the
bottommost of all rock bottoms. I was desperately
looking for a hobby to feel better and decided to
finally solve the sudoku at the back of my differential
equations notebook. Every row every column every
grid I completed elicited a giggle out of me. Grinning
my biggest grin I scribbled the last number and felt
jubilation like I had never before. My brain had just
grown a six pack. I felt like kicking myself at how
stupid I was to have not done this fun, silly, stupid
thing all these years because I was too fucking scared
of 81 squares on a sheet. After 2 days of religiously
solving 3 every day, I wrote in my notes, “I feel really
happy about how im repairing things with sudokus.”

Next possible option was to stop eating which was
doable. I spent my time thinking about eating but not
eating and reading up as much as I could to convince
myself how eating was the worst thing I could to do
myself. I came across a cursed evil twin of list dot
com telling me the TOP 10 UNHEALTHIEST FOODS
and topping the list was drumroll, my wife of almost
2 years, Ms. cheesecake. They listed the caloric
breakdown with threatening language suggesting
that if I ate as less as just 1 spoon of pecan cheesecake
I would gain 20kgs overnight. Frightened and
determined as I was, I signed the divorce papers. At
every buffet, in true Yolanda Hadid fashion, I would
have the tiniest bite of a cheesecake and give the rest
to my mom.

Ever since I normalised this for myself, even the
thought of having a full slice of a cheesecake on my
own in one sitting makes me nauseous. Trying to
imagine it deepens the ever-worsening pit in my
stomach and I don’t even eat poorly anymore, in fact
I love food, I love eating, I think it’s its own religion
in a way. I had given up on ever enjoying
cheesecakes the way I did.

Until.

I stopped being scared of a silly stupid sudoku.
I was probably very sleep deprived and too
delirious to draw sane conclusions but it made
perfect sense to me at 8pm 28th Dec and makes
perfect sense to me now that if I could get over
the fear of boxes-on-paper by filling in the
boxes-on-paper with numbers, ill get over the
fear of milk-and-flour-and-sugar-mixed-in-the-
right-proportions by simply eating milk-and-
flour-and-sugar-mixed-in-the-right-proportions.
I admittedly have been too scared to try it yet.
I’m scared I won’t immediately love it as much
as I did the first time around and if it’s not
perfect like that what was the point of all of this. 
Unworking all of this is going to take time and
also smaller cheesecakes.

Mongini’s in CP has a very small cheesecake
slice for 70rs. I think I’ll start there :P.

This sentence echoed the sentiment of another note I
had written a month ago “I feel really bad about how I
ended things with cheesecakes”.

Papa’s birthday, 2019. 
Didi insisted we have a family dinner at the Big Chill
that had opened 5 minutes away. It was here that I met
a temporary love of my life, blueberry cheesecake. Up
until then, the concept of a CHEESE being a CAKE
disgusted me. The very existence of CREAMCHEESE
didn’t sit right with me. But one bite into this smooth,
silken, pound of goodness and the biscuit OOOO THE
BISCUIT I was in love. Suddenly everything around
me was a cheesecake. My friends were cheesecakes.
This honeymoon period where everything I loved was
a cheesecake lasted a few weeks.

Then we locked down and I was forced to look at
myself more so than ever. And I hated what I saw, I
hated my body, I hated the way my bones stuck to
each other. In an ideal world, I would’ve picked apart
each fibre of my body, laid it out on a big mat, and
arranged these pieces the way I wanted them to look,
the way chloe fucking ting looked. Obviously, couldn’t
do that.

Brush Script infamously
often makes it to every

‘Worst Fonts’ shortlist. I
don’t think that’s very
fair; it reeks of making

fun of the girl who took
a risk and put herself

out there creatively. Is it
a dated typeface?

Absolutely.

My conclusions from my survey of a sample of 1
(me) lead me to believe that if you were a child
with access to the internet, Brush Script MT was
one of the first standout fonts, if not the most used
one. For an assignment, we had to write 50 fun
facts about Maharashtra and I wrote every single
one of them in yellow Brush Script MT on a blue
background. It looked like migraine, I see that
now. But back then, I’d never seen anything
cooler. There’s a font that looks how my
handwriting is supposed to???

But it came up around a time when the general public
was comparatively very new to fonts. For them to see
handwritten cursive as a print and not painted
manually must have been an experience. The only
problem with it, apart from its semi-illegibility, is that
it’s perfect to a fault. You can’t try to resemble real
handwriting while being as uniform as the typeface is
BUT THAT’S WHY IT’S NOT HANDWRITTEN IF
YOU WANT FAULT JUST WRITE IT BY HAND MAN.

Would I personally ever use Brush Script? 
In most cases, no. Would I
fight its case every time?
Definitely. I believe
typefaces should be
allowed to exist just for the
whimsy, just for the chance
that 1 in 1000000 people
would maybe use it for a
heading. Not everything
has to be mind-numbingly
everywhere like Helvetica.


