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THE LAST DRAFT  

Humna Fatima 

Humna Fatima is a Class 11 student from Methodist High School, 

Kanpur. She is passionate about poetry and creative writing that 

explores human emotions, family, love, loss, hope, and self-

discovery.  

 

I thought the last draft 

would be the one without mistakes. 

  

The one where every sentence stood straight, 

every memory behaved, 

every goodbye ended neatly. 

  

But life is a terrible editor. 

 

It leaves coffee stains on important pages. 

It crosses out people 

without asking permission. 

  

My grandfather left 

in the middle of a conversation. 
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My childhood ended 

between two ordinary Tuesdays. 

  

And my fatherð 

  

he kept tearing pieces from his own story 

to patch the holes in mine. 

  

For years, 

I rewrote myself. 

  

Made the grief smaller. 

Made the smiles bigger. 

Changed the ending 

so it hurt less. 

  

Then one evening, 

I found an old notebook. 

  

Inside were all the versions of me 
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I had tried to eraseð 

  

the frightened child, 

the angry daughter, 

the dreamer who almost gave up. 

  

And suddenly I understood. 

  

The last draft was never meant 

to be perfect. 

  

It was meant to be honest. 

  

So I left the scars where they were. 

I kept the unfinished sentences. 

I stopped apologizing 

for the pages that trembled. 

  

Because a life is not remembered 

for its flawless paragraphs. 
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It is remembered 

for the truth it dared to keep. 

  

And if this is my last draft, 

  

let it look human. 

  

Let it carry fingerprints, 

tear marks, 

and hope. 

  

Let it prove 

  

that even an unfinished story 

can be worth reading. 
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On Margins of Last Storms  

Aditi Asthana 

Aditi Asthana is an emerging poet whose writing explores themes of 

resilience, introspection, and human emotions through evocative 

imagery and reflective verse. 

 

They named her Aditi, child of spring, 

When orchards bloomed and birds took wing, 

Yet fate concealed a different art, 

And stitched a monsoon to her heart. 

  

For while the world wore shades of bloom, 

She carried whispers of monsoon, 

A storm misplaced by time and chart, 

With thunder sleeping in her heart. 

  

Her wavy hair like rainclouds curled, 

Wild rivers dancing through the world, 

Each restless strand a wandering sky, 

Too free to stay, too fierce to lie. 
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She loved the mountains, old and wise, 

That held their storms beneath still skies, 

Like silent giants crowned in gray, 

Who bore their wounds and faced the day. 

  

The rain became her truest friend, 

A love no season's hand could end, 

She chased the lightning's silver gleam, 

And gathered thunder for a dream. 

  

A camera rested in her hands, 

Collecting life in fleeting strands, 

She caught the tears dusk left behind, 

And framed the echoes of mankind. 

  

Her prose flowed soft as rivers deep, 

Her poems woke what shadows keep, 

Each verse a cloud too full to stay, 

Each word a storm that found its way. 

  

Her smile appearedða crescent light, 
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A moon that softened every night, 

Yet hidden past its gentle art, 

Lived all the fractures of her heart. 

  

For she, the eldest, learned too soon, 

How dreams can fade before their noon, 

How duty comes with silent claim, 

And leaves behind a different name. 

  

One by one her wishes fell, 

Like autumn leaves beneath a spell, 

The world called sacrifice a grace, 

While longing lingered in their place. 

  

Her hazel-grey-black eyes would gleam, 

Like stormlit oceans guarding dream, 

So beautiful the world stood still, 

Yet blind to storms beyond its will. 

  

They saw the sparkle, not the rain, 

The strength, but never traced the pain, 
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For hurricanes can calmly rest, 

Within the quiet of a chest. 

  

They called her lost, a drifting soul, 

A dreamer far from any goal, 

Directionless in thought and gaze, 

Adrift within imagined maze. 

  

Yet rivers wander, mountains wait, 

And clouds arrive though running late, 

The paths unseen by common sight, 

Still find the sea by starless night. 

  

An introvert, a mystery's page, 

A thriller locked within a cage, 

She read the silence people wore, 

And understood what words ignore. 

  

Through daily sparks of hope she gave, 

She taught the weary to be brave, 

And touched a million hearts unseen, 
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Like rain upon a field of green. 

  

So spring may claim the day she came, 

Yet storms will always know her name, 

For blossoms bloom and fade apart, 

But monsoons leave their mark on heart. 

  

And if her story feels half-drawn, 

Like thunder waiting before dawn, 

Perhaps she lives between the linesð 

A storm revising her Last designs.  
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Last(ing) Draft 

Anu 

Anu is a poet by heart and an Ai professional by profession . 

Passionate about life and everything it has to offer .  

 

I wrote words a million times... 

Sometimes as thoughts, 

Other times as rhymes. 

A story here, 

A poem there. 

On glowing screens, 

In diaries worn by years. 

Some arrived as scribbles 

Across forgotten pages. 

Some hid between dreams, 

Waiting through the ages. 

Yet the words would not obey. 

They danced 

At the edge of my mind, 

Then drifted away. 

Draft after draft, 

I built and broke, 

Chasing perfect lines 

That never spoke. 

I longed to write, 

Like poets 

Whose verses still soar, 

Like writers 

Whose stories outlive them evermore. 

Yet what I was chasing 
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Had been within me all along. 

Then one day... 

I stopped searching 

For perfect words, 

And listened 

To my heart. 

Out poured 

Smiles and tears, 

Hope and fear, 

Love and loss, 

Every season 

I had carried within. 

And there it was... 

A masterpiece. 

Not because it was flawless, 

Not because it was grand, 

But because no one before 

Had lived my story, 

Or held my heart 

In their hands. 

"Is this my last draft?" 

I whispered. 

My heart smiled 

And replied... 

"My dear..." 

"This is your lasting draft." 
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Scribbles 

Goldi Mishra 

Goldi Mishra is a postgraduate student of Fabric and Apparel Science 

with a passion for literature, poetry, and creative storytelling. She 

enjoys exploring emotions, culture, and human experiences through 

her writing. 

 

My scribbles feel, they whisper my soul, 

They scream aloud, the stories I've held whole. 

I scribbled, I wrote, and then I erased, 

But who will understand these emotions, these phrases? 

  

My scribbles now adorn the walls, a 

mosaic of pain, 

A picture incomplete, yet speaking 

volumes in vain. 

I wrote of my evenings, of my storms and 

rain, 

These scribbles mark the spaces, where 

my heart remains. 

  

I see my past, in every stroke and hue, 

A color once vibrant, now faded, worn true. 
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But he's painted the walls, with his vibrant shade, 

My yesterday lives on, in these scribbled shades. 

  

In my scribbles, I still breathe, still exist, 

A spark ignites, a new tale to insist. 

With colors in hand, I come to create, 

A rainbow on walls, or art that's intricate. 

  

My scribbles hide me, my colors conceal, 

I'll paint these walls with hues that are real. 

No false pretenses, no facade to wear, 

I'll guard these walls, from prying eyes that star 
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The Defense of a Lost Case... 

Kundan Halder 

 

The clouds drifted through the nights I have stayed silent, 

Like a proof of my existence. 

The answer still remains unknown to my questionð 

Am I living, surviving, or merely breathing? 

The wind brushed against my face touching the silent stare I have 

been giving to the endless sky. 

Asking for an unknown reply I am waiting for. 

Everyday I am being distant from myself, 

Slowly losing to the noise inside my head. 

Sometimes I blabber to myself, sometimes to the moon or the stars i 

call my friends. 

Sometimes I choose silence, sometimes gets lost in the crowd I have 

created within my brain. 

The only solution I offer myself is reassurance. 

Reassurance of..I am alive, still kicking to bring a smile to 

everyone's face. 

Reassurance of... everything is fine if I try rather than being lame. 

Reassurance of.. I am happy, i just need to make myself believe that. 

If one day, I were given the choice to choose.. 
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I would choose a life little less, 

The moon would be mine where the stars gave chase, 

Clouds would gather at my command and disappear when I want, 

The sunset will be controlled,  

Everynight a blessing to myself. 

Where the smoke would cause no harm, 

And happiness knocking at my doorstep. 

Even dreams could never fulfill the desire I have 

gifted myself with, 

Every word feels like a mockery to this empty 

vessel. 

The world is beautiful, no complaints, no 

arguments. 

It is just... 

My lost case I continue trying to defend, 

Asking the clouds for validation. 

As... 

The clouds drift through the n 

ights I have remained silent. 
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The Art of Not Being Myself.. 

Kundan Halder 

 

Who am I? 

Life has been kindð 

too kind, perhaps. 

A quiet rain of blessings falls on me, 

unasked, undeserved, unearnedð 

each drop landing like a question I never dared to ask. 

Everything was given form before I could shape desireð 

education, work, a life neatly arranged 

as if fate feared my choices. 

And yetð 

something rots beneath the surface. 

A storm without thunder 

lingers in the hollow of my chest, 

whispering questions that refuse to die. 

Am I searching for somethingð 

or slowly dissolving into nothing? 

If handed the right to choose my future, 

I would hesitateð 
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not out of fear of failure, 

but from the certainty 

that I would ruin something already perfect. 

So I sitð 

blessed, yet burdened, 

full, yet endlessly empty. 

Time moves. 

Days decay into nights, 

seasons shed their skins, 

years collapse into silenceð 

and still, the question grows teeth. 

I look at the sky, 

not in wonderð 

but in accusation. 

Sometimes I borrow meaning from films, 

pretending their scripts were written for me. 

Sometimes I hide inside songs, 

mistaking echoes for answers. 

Sometimes I dissect othersô lives, 

hoping to find a fragment of myselfð 

but all I gather is noise. 
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And thenð 

thereôs the quiet poison of what if. 

These days, 

living feels no different from survivingð 

just a performance with better lighting. 

Perhaps acting is my truth. 

After all, 

I have mastered the art of being everyone 

except myself. 

For friends, I am laughter. 

For family, I am stability. 

For strangers, I am whatever they need me to be. 

And for myselfð 

I am a question mark that never resolves. 

Every night, I sit alone, 

the wind brushing past me like a ghost 

that knows more than I ever will. 

My eyes search the empty skyð 

not for answers anymore, 

but for proof 

that something out there understands. 
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But the sky remains indifferent. 

Silent. Vast. Unfeeling. 

Just like the void within me. 

And somewhere between breath and thought, 

my unanchored soul whispers againð 

Who am I? 
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Samaj ki kahani 

Sangita bharti 

 

Mai bolu to galat hai .... Par ... 

Kya laks koi jivan ka hai ...... 

Mai bolu to jahar hai ..... Par ..... 

Hai kya udeshya koi jivan ka .... 

Ha nhi bhed bhaw aaj koi karungi ....... 

Par thori to karwi sachai aaj bolungi ...... 

Tum larke ho ya larki khare sab pr sawal honge ..... 

Par hai kya ye parwarish aaj bhed sab khulenge ..... 

Thora rubaru samaj se honge ....... 

Tum larke ho kam pe focus kro .. bs kam pr ... bs kam 

pr ... nam pr nhi .... galat sune ... bs kam pr ... wahi hamari 

bhasa me paiso pr ... hmm kam pr ..... 

Larki ho to suno .... ki agar larki ho to suno ...... 

Ghr ke km kro ... bas sab ki suno .... sab ki suno .... man ki 

nhi na ..... bas sab ki suno ..... 

Choro sab sapno ko ... Uran ki gati thori dhimi kro .... 

Larke ho ya larki bas ghut ghut ke mro ..... 

Par bas samaj ki suno ..... samaj ki suno ..... 
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Poetry 

Vidushi 

I am vidushi, from palwal , Haryana. I am 11 years old , my poem 

leans into imagination and the strength inside a girl  

 

The magic in her heart 

A notebook full of half drawn dreams ,  

And headphones going out to screams 

A girl walks a path her own,  

In a vibrant world she builts alone 

No need of crowds or light,  

She finds her rhythm in the night 

A quite strength, a quite place  

She finds her own space 

In every step a story starts ,  

With the magic in her heart  
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"The Compass Within" 

Nihitha 

I am an engineering student with a deep interest in expressing the 

thoughts and emotions, that shape everyday life. Through poetry, I 

wish to share them with others in the hope of creating a connection. 

 

They say follow your heart, 

But they also say protect it, 

as if the two aren't constantly at war, 

as if the heart isn't both a map 

and a soft, breakable thing 

that learns courage only through bruising. 

 

They say forgive and forget, 

But they whisper never let someone hurt you twice, 

as though the mind can erase, 

as though the soul doesn't remember what shaped it. 

They say patience is key, 

Yet remind you that life waits for no one, 

urging you to hurry and slow down 

all in the same breath. 
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They say so many things. 

 

And the world, loud and restless, 

is full of advice, 

Some of it wise, steady, 

shaped by years of falling and rising, 

And some of it just noise, 

echoes of other people's fears, 

other people's regrets, 

other people's unfinished stories 

that they try to hand to you. 

 

People will tell you what to do, 

what to choose, 

who to be. 

But they don't live in your skin. 

They don't wake with your worries, 

they don't carry your longings, 

they don't feel your quiet aches 

that sit in your chest like unsent letters. 
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They don't know the storms you endured, 

the nights you survived, 

the battles you fought silently 

while the world slept. 

 

The truth is- 

no one has the perfect answer. 

No path is neat, 

no decision ever free of shadow, 

no life completely understood even by the one living it. 

 

Life isn't a straight line or a rule book; 

It's a messy sprawl of moments 

that contradict, collide, and coexist. 

It's confusing, unpredictable, 

deeply personal, 

and different for every soul breathing. 

 

So listen and learn, 

Take what resonates, 
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what feels like truth to your bones, 

and let the rest fall away like dust. 

 

Because deep inside you, 

beneath all the noise and doubt, 

there is a compass- 

quiet, patient, ancient. 

It knows the weight you've carried, 

the heartbreaks that shaped you, 

the victories that lifted you, 

the secret dreams you buried, 

the ones you still dare to chase. 

 

It has felt every fall, 

every rise, 

every shift in the wind of your life. 

It learned your north 

not from clarity, 

but from chaos. 

 

And you- 
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you're the one who has to live with your choices. 

You're the one who takes each step, 

slow or trembling or strong, 

on the road that unfolds beneath you. 

 

Only you can write this story. 

Only you can decide its plot twists, 

its pauses, 

 

its quiet rebirths. 

 

So when the world grows too loud, 

when advice pulls you in every direction 

until you feel stretched thin 

between what others expect 

and what you truly want, 

stop. 

 

Close your eyes. 

Breathe. 

Let the noise fade, 
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let the confusion settle like dust in sunlight, 

and feel for that compass, 

that soft, steady pull in your chest 

that whispers instead of shouts. 

 

Follow where it points. 

Even if the path is dim, 

even if you doubt your steps, 

even if no one else understands. 

 

It knows your north. 

It always has. 

And it will lead you- 

not to perfection, 

not to certainty, 

but to a life that is unmistakably yours. 

 

Trust the compass within- 

it's been quietly guiding you all along, 

waiting for the moment you finally listen. 
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Us 

Safiya Husain 

Safiya Husain is a corporate lawyer and multidisciplinary artist from 

Meerut. While her academic and professional foundation is rooted in 

an LLM and the rigours of legal practice, her spirit is fuelled by the 

fluid worlds of painting and poetry. 

 

I've always kept things guarded, But for you, I'll dip my pen in 

white. 

Nothing hidden, nothing wise. 

I will seal my past away, 

Leaving it to rest in the dark To let it brighten what will be ours. 

I'll shut the box of T' tight 

To give 'us' a fair chance by the time we 

meet; 

And I hope you will do the same. 

I've learned to love from my mother: 

I am as fiercely possessive as a mother, Yet I 

love with the heart of a child-Pure, intuitive, 

and entirely devoted. 

And I hope that is something you, too, will 

bring to our table. 
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SINCE JUNE 22 ̿  

Arpit Raj 

 

It's again raining inside my heart. 

No amount of love can fill my emptiness 

And eventually, 

it's not even you this time, 

because what I feel is the depth of memories 

which never try to get wet when it rains.  

  

The days were so easy with you, 

but the nights without you are even harder. 

It's like an open-heart surgery. 

What you made is not my heart homeless; 

you claimed ownership in an egoistic heart, 

and the house no longer belongs to me.  

  

There were no circumstances 

where you could stretch my wounds. 

I tried to bury my love for you , 

but it bleeds back through the wounds in me.  
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It's the pain that showers through my tears 

whenever you find a lane through my heart. 

You are a kind of wave of the ocean 

that has the potential to reach the shore, 

but my shore was never meant 

to sit behind the ocean.  

  

Will you ever know that after you left 

I replayed every moment like a scene  

I could fix ?  

I build a home of memories and live there alone.  

  

And for how long I must endure this pain 

for just because I love you?  

As a final act of love , 

I immortalized your memories and you became 

the murderer of my Nights.  

  

I have mastered the art of bleeding quietly 

And funny how people called it maturity 
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because the floor stays clean 

  

For eyes never know 

they were someone's reason to write  

It rained that day. It never stopped after. 
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The Tragedy of Your Immortal 

Memories 

Arpit Raj 

 

Does all this really matter in the end  

these nights, this pain, this jealousy, 

rewinding memories through old chats, weekly, monthly, and yearly 

too? 

Will all of this make sense at the end? 

  

Whenever I see you, my heart feels discomfort, 

but my smile tries to act like nothing happened. 

Yet what I feel inside is still in the same place, the same person, the 

same memories  

as if they got a power through my memories 

to hold it tighter than anything else before. 

It is not just a reminder of what has been lost. 

It is so deep and so subconsciously rooted 

that I never succeed in convincing my heart that I am still okay. 

  

It is true that after some moments I become normal 
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and physically present for myself again, 

but these waves of emotions, whenever they pass through my lane of 

heart, 

have the same energy and potential 

to carry me back into those memories like nothing had changed yet, 

the same eyes, the same smile, the same love. 

And across all these intervals, what has really 

changed 

is only the path , your memories take to reach me 

whenever I feel empty inside. 

  

Sometimes I talk in front of the mirror that I exist 

in this world 

just to remember those people who no longer have any existence in 

me. 

And funny how imagination can give me everything that I always 

wanted, 

not truly, but still, somehow, it feels true. 

I think you have changed a lot, not alongside my journey  

you are walking in a different lane. 

Your heart is travelling across oceans and oceans and oceans, 

while mine is still stuck in a lake of memories. 

You are too far to catch within the same timeline, 
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maybe time itself would have to reverse for us to meet beneath the 

same clouds 

we once existed under in the past. 

  

I never wanted you to become so immortal in my poetries 

that your existence would be questioned physically. 

You remain such a questionable part of my life 

that every success still feels your emptiness. 
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Him and Death ̿  

Soumyaaa 

 

For you a thousand years.. 

I'll wait for you at the door, 

Please don't be too quick  

But when you arrive.. 

I hope you remember me... 

I'll be with you in every snow and rain.. 

I hope for you loving me wasn't just vain.. 

Please turn to me when the world gets cruel... 

Oh don't you dare hide... 

I'll ask the almighty just this last time.... 

So I can wait for you at the door.. 

But please... please don't be quick to arrive... 
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The Sun's Peril  

Raiqua Haider 

Raiqua Haider is professionally a student and spiritually a book 

enthusiast. A passionate reader and aspiring writer, she enjoys 

creating stories, and finding magic in the written word. 

  

The people don't look at the Sun anymore. 

They seem happier to see it set. 

"Do they not remember?" He thinks, 

"that i was something beautiful made of death, 

Yet died again for them?" 

It is true that humans forget sacrifices easily. 

Just like they forgot how the Sun burned for them, 

Till all that was left was fire itself. 

Now he gives  the Moon some light every night,  

And envies the confessions they don't dare have when he's bright. 

Millions of years of lighting their life, 

Yet all they see is a circle of flame. 
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The Last Draft 

Anupama Sham Budhrani 

Anupama Sham Budhrani is a profound and well-known poet and 

author. She has completed her M.B.A and Post Graduation in 

Computer Applications. She has written 4 books:- "A COLLECTION 

OF POEMS, "THE ADVENTURES OF JAMES BOND, "POETRY 

-A TASTE OF LIFE, STORIES, ARTICLES, AND POEMS WITH A 

PERSONAL TOUCH. 

 

The last draft, 

should possess some special craft, 

of suspense, emotion and thrill, 

written by the writer's visualization and skill. 

It should possess cheer, 

and joy filled with tears. 

It should prove to be worthwhile, reading again , 

and have a feeling of being in a spirit of gain. 

With passion and love , it should be written , 

and all the melodrama to just fit in. 

It should be checked for corrections , 

and edited for all necessary grammatical inspections . 

With pleasure and care taken, 

It should have the treasure to awaken , 

the inner voice of a person , 

with necessary words and precision . 
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Will you decide to stay when I die 

Khushi Tripathi 

I am Khushi tripathi an Indian poetess, I love to write about misrey 

and death and some relatable poems. Ideally if I change a single 

person positively it will be a success for me. I wish for everyone to 

find their way of happiness and peace  

 

Tell me my man would you stay here if i die early 

Or will you stay in my grave like there's no hurry 

I don't want to be loved right now but will you stay up close 

My dead body stays cold not moving but tell my dear will u dare to 

hold 

Will kiss my forhead one more last time which crave 

Tell me honestly babe will you stay a bit longer on my grave 

Will you move on so fast like every other 

Or just keep my memories with u forever 

My heart aches now and i feel like dying 

But once i want to touch the skyy 

Try to keep your eyes on me when thry get me ready 

Losse all your control forget about being strong and steady 

I want someone to cry on grave like they lost something 

Like i was the only one like i was yours 
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The Beauty of Friendship 

Pinak Debnath 

Myself Pinak Debnath. I'M from Pecharthal, Tripura. I'm Studying 

BCA from ICFAI UNIVERSITY Tripura. I'm here to express my 

thoughts and feelings. 

 

The Beauty of Friendship 

Written by Pinak Debnath 

A friend is someone who cares about me, 

And stands with me every day. 

We talk, laugh and play together, 

And enjoy our moments in every way. 

When I feel sad or worried, 

My friend helps me feel alright. 

A few words from a good friend 

Can make my day bright. 

We share our problems and feelings, 

And help each other too. 

A true friend is always kind, 

Honest and caring too. 

Friendship is a special bond, 

That grows with love and care. 

Life becomes happy and beautiful, 

When true friends are always there. 

I am thankful to my friends, 

Who brings happiness into my life. 
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Their support and encouragement 

Help me in every time. 

A good friend is a precious gift, 

More valuable than gold. 

The memories we make together 

Will stay with us as we grow old. 
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The Letter Time Never Delivered 

Dr Shabana Singh 

 

They said time heals every wound, 

Yet some names still echo louder than silence. 

I still set an extra cup of tea on lonely evenings, 

For habits never learn the language of goodbye. 

 

The old clock keeps ticking, 

But it stopped for me the day you left. 

Since then, Iôve measured life 

Not in years, but in memories. 

 

I searched for you in crowded streets, 

In the scent of first rain, 

In songs that forgot their own endings, 

And in every sunrise that looked a little incomplete. 

 

One day, I opened the drawer 

Where your last handwritten letter slept. 

The ink had faded, 
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But your love hadnôt. 

 

It wasnôt asking me to keep crying. 

It wasnôt asking me to wait. 

It simply whispered, 

*òLive beautifully enough that my absence never becomes your 

prison.ò* 

 

That day, I planted flowers 

Where grief had built its home. 

I smiled without asking forgiveness from the past. 

I laughed without feeling guilty. 

 

Now, when people ask 

If I still miss you, 

I tell themð 

 

ñI no longer look for you in the sky. 

You bloom in my kindness, 

You breathe through my courage, 

And every dream I dare to chase 

Carries your fingerprints.ò 
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Perhaps love never truly ends. 

It only changes its addressð 

From someoneôs presence 

To someoneôs soul. 
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Stardust and Silhouette 

Samriddhi Gupta 

Samriddhi Gupta 

Student, Athlete & Innovator Samriddhi is a driven Class 10 student 

and competitive badminton athlete from Uttar Pradesh, India. 

Balancing academic excellence with a passion for cutting-edge 

technology, she actively explores 3D game development and robotics. 

 

The cosmos dipped its brush in dark, 

And struck a match to find a spark. 

With molten gold and stardust spun, 

It spun the canvas of the sun, 

Then spilled a vibrant, breathless blue 

To wash the earth in morning hue. 

The world is art, alive and breathing, 

A gallery of nature's weaving. 

Look close upon the forest floorð 

A masterpiece behind each door. 

The fractal ferns, the mossy green, 

The quietest, most sacred scene. 

The mountains trace a jagged line, 

A sculptor's monument divine, 



 

52 

 

While rivers carve a winding grace, 

Like silver veins on earthôs embrace. 

But brushstrokes arenôt just found in trees, 

Or painted by the ocean breeze. 

The gallery is found in usð 

The human heart, tumultuous. 

A crowded street, a shared embrace, 

The lines of time upon a face, 

The laughter echoing in the park, 

The neon bleeding through the dark. 

We are the mediums of the grand, 

The moving clay within the hand. 

The changing seasons take their turn, 

Where autumn leaves like campfires burn, 

Before the winter blankly throws 

A pristine coat of quiet snows. 

Then spring revives the sleeping earth, 

A colorful, chaotic birth. 

It is a play that never ends, 

Where every broken color blends. 

We walk through galleries of air, 
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With masterpieces everywhere. 

The heavy storm, the lightning strike, 

No two sunsets are quite alike. 

So look around, uncloud your eyes, 

Beneath the ever-shifting skies. 

The universe does not design 

A single cold, utilitarian line. 

It crafts, it builds, it dreams, it starts: 

This living world is art of arts. 
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Beyond the Spectrum 

Samriddhi Gupta 

Samriddhi Gupta 

Student, Athlete & Innovator 

Samriddhi is a driven Class 10 student and competitive badminton 

athlete from Uttar Pradesh, India. Balancing academic excellence 

with a passion for cutting-edge technology, she actively explores 3D 

game development and robotics.  

 

The clock in the center of the town square did not measure time; it 

measured color. At dawn, it pulsed a faint, translucent violet. By 

noon, it was a blinding, saturated amber. The citizens of Varnapuri 

lived their lives by the hue of the sky and the clockôs steady glow. 

Advait, however, was colorblind in a world that ran on pigment. To 

him, the clock was merely varying shades of gray. While others 

knew exactly when to harvest crops (at deep vermilion) or when to 

retreat indoors for the storm season (when the horizon turned a 

bruised, metallic teal), Advait had to rely on the texture of the air 

and the smell of the wind. 

He worked as the townôs archivist, a job given to him out of pity, 

cataloging old parchment that everyone else deemed faded. One 

evening, when the clock was presumably humming a quiet, sleepy 

indigo, Advait found a loose floorboard beneath the grand 

pendulum. Hidden underneath was a glass sphere, no larger than a 

cricket ball, filled with a swirling, completely colorless liquid. 

When he touched it, the world didnôt suddenly burst into a spectrum 

of red or green. Instead, the ambient noise of the townðthe distant 

chatter, the rustle of leaves, the ticking of the gearsðstopped 

completely. 

The sphere vibrated against his palm, emitting a low, resonant hum. 

Advait blinked. The gray stone walls around him began to ripple. 

Where others saw a static wall painted in traditional ochre, Advait 



 

55 

 

saw lines of pure energy, vibrating like guitar strings. He realized 

then that color was just a visual translation of frequency. The 

townspeople were seeing the music of the universe, but they were 

deaf to its actual sound. 

He stepped outside into the square. The crowd was gathered, staring 

anxiously at the clock tower. It was flashing frantically, a color 

Advait couldn't identify, but the people looked terrified. 

"The plague-tint," anxious Ananya nearby whispered, clutching her 

child. "The sky is turning the color of the great drought." 

Advait didn't look at the sky. He held the sphere up and listened. 

The frequency of the air was jagged, sharp, and discordant. It wasnôt 

a curse from the heavens; the giant gears of the color-clock were 

grinding against a trapped block of slate, throwing off the town's 

entire resonance. 

Ignoring the panicked shouts, Advait climbed the scaffolding of the 

tower. He didn't need to see the warning lights. He followed the 

harsh, screeching vibration in his ears. Reaching the main gear 

mechanism, he saw the wedge of stone jammed deep in the teeth. 

With a heavy wrench, he levered the stone free. 

The gears snapped back into place with a deep, harmonious thrum. 

Below, the crowd gasped as the sky instantly shifted back to a 

peaceful, golden twilight. They cheered, praising the sky's mercy. 

Advait climbed down, slipping the sphere into his pocket, smiling 

quietly in the shadows of his beautifully gray world. 
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Two Sides of a Coin 

Muhammad Affan Bhat 

Hi, I'm M. Affan, a boy from Kashmir trying to kickstart my writing 

passion. I'm 13 and from DPS Srinagar this is my first time entering 

a competition to express my art [hopefully a good start (^_^)]. 

 

A coin spins high into the air, 

Caught between a hope and prayer. 

For just a moment, none can tell 

Whether fortune waits or shadows dwell. 

One side glimmers in the morning sun, 

A symbol of battles fought and won. 

It tells of laughter, dreams set free, 

And all the things we long to see. 

It speaks of courage, love, and light, 

Of stars that guide us through the night. 

It whispers softly, "Keep moving on, 

For every dark night births a dawn." 

Yet turn it over, and there remains 

A side engraved with silent pains. 

The tears we hide, the fears we keep, 

The promises broken, the wounds too deep. 

It carries echoes of lonely days, 

Of winding roads and forgotten ways. 

It knows the weight of every fall, 

The times we felt we had lost it all. 

But neither side can stand alone; 

A single face is not the whole. 

For joy gains meaning after sorrow, 
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And loss gives value to tomorrow. 

The brightest stars would never shine 

Without the darkness of the sky behind. 

We spend our lives chasing one side, 

Trying our hardest our scars to hide. 

Yet every triumph, every mistake, 

Helps shape the person we eventually make. 

The cracks we carry, the lessons we learn, 

Become the fire through which we burn. 

Like a coin worn smooth by countless years, 

Marked by laughter and stained by tears, 

We gather stories along the way, 

Each one shaping who we are today. 

Some chapters sparkle, some chapters ache, 

But all are pieces of the lives we make. 

And when the coin is finally still, 

Resting beyond fate's restless will, 

May we look back and clearly see 

The strength within our duality. 

For we are not defined by our highest rise, 

Nor only by moments of failure and cries. 

We are the sum of every choice, 

Every silence, every voice. 

So let the coin spin wild and free, 

Across the oceans of destiny. 

For beauty lives in what we joinð 

The two true sides of a single coin. 

One side is hope, one side is fear, 

One side is distant, one side is near. 

Yet both together tell the story of life, 

Its endless wonder, its joy and strife. 
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And in the end, when all is known, 

No side was ever meant alone. 

For every heart, every soul we meet, 

Walks on two sides beneath their feet. 

A balance fragile, yet divineð 

Like two sides of a coin, forever entwined. 
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My comfort is me 

Vidushi 

 

When the world feels loud and wide , I stay inside  

No need for hands to hold me , I'm my own guide 

  

I am the calm that I was waiting to find, 

The soft voice that is always kind 

When I am list , I know where to hid 

Right here, in me , soft and aligned  

  

I am the home I am the light  

Comfort is me, through day and night  

If the sky turns blue the rain won't hide 

I'm The shelter where my heart can bide  

No borrow warmth, no outside tide 

Just me and me and peace inside  

If the world forgets to be kind 

I'll the love, I keep in my mind  

No more searching far and wide  

My comfort is me, that's my pride 
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Just Once More .... 

Neha Agarwal 

Hey there it's Neha Agarwal a teen writer who really loves writing 

booksssss  ź  

 

Just once more, I wanted to see him 

Absorb every bit of him like never 

before 

Remember every cell of him 

Just once more, I wanted him to stay a 

little longer 

 

He handed over the books and 

disappeared in the crowd like he never 

existed 

My eyes looked for him as they realised 

it was the last time. 

My hands started shaking and the 

colours fell down from my hand. 

I stood there knowing the tiny wish of 

"once more" 



 

61 

 

 

Once more, I felt the need for him to 

stay once more; but once more l 

realised there's no once more .... 
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Unread 

Mensana pangambam 

 

How strange you are. 

You notice the rain before it arrives. 

You notice a flower blooming at the edge of a road. 

You notice sadness in the eyes of strangers. 

  

Yet somehow, 

you do not notice the person who has loved you through every 

season. 

I stand before you like a page filled with your name, 

 

You speak of loneliness 

  

as though I have not watched it 

sit beside you for years. 

  

As though I have not wished 

a thousand times to take its place. 
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The Girl In Me 

Srisha Shyam Roy 

 

I lie in my bed 

Staring at the ceiling  

Wide-awake and thinkingé.. 

 

A strange feeling creeps up my heart 

Squeezing it tighté 

 

Suddenly, everything feels right 

 

A girl is running with a smile so bright  

A trophy in her hand 

A medal around her neck  

Screaming on top of her lungs 

ñMom I Won!ò 

 

The room went silent  

The lights in the room changed 

It wasn't sunlight, it was my phoneôs screen, 
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A tug tore open my heart  

Now, my eyes are bleeding  

They burned,  

fixed on the screen glowing with the words 

ñYou Failedò  

One thing ran through my mind frantically  

ñGive Up!ò 

 

I felt that girl scream inside me 

ñHow could you give up on my dreams?! When all I ever wanted 

was for you to stand where we once pointed and said someday..ò 
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THE FIRST DRAFT IS MY LAST 

SIVASANKARI YUVARAJ 

Sivasankari Yuvaraj was born in 1991 in Salem, Tamil Nadu. She 

completed her Bachelor of Engineering in EEE at Sona College of 

Technology, Salem, and earned her Master of Engineering (ME) in 

Power Systems from Paavai Engineering College, Namakkal. 

 

Think of it, dream of it; 

With passion we need, filled with fun, 

Happy to write a book on fathers, 

Filled with joy, I wished him first. 

Make me a correction in the book, 

Since my father loves perfection, 

The draft I made first is last. 

No correction is needed, because we make it 

An extraordinary work about a book. 

But the draft I made as a book 

May be filled with faith; 

My first book, known to be extraordinary. 

So, the first draft of a book is last, 

My first book comes with grace, 

First made, it lasts. 
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The journey of me continues to be; 

Best of my father, starts with no draft. 
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Twinned thoughts 

Lathrima Suvi 

A writer who believes emotion carry more than just words do. 

 

Hearts that spoke together, 

Words that needed no meaning. 

Love brought them together, 

Lovelier days cherished, 

Loveliest memories made. 

Miseries always afar, 

Hate was never in the cards. 

Peace always lingered in minds, 

Melodies of the soul, 

Sung by the whole. 

Every thought was shared, 

It was twinned by them. 
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Who is She ? 

Neetika tyagi 

 

Yes, She is the one whom god made  

with dimpled smile and curly hair. 

Simple with pretty face quite fair. 

She is my beloved, 

 

My heart, my world !  

No world describe her 

She is even more precious then gold !! 
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Bark of burdens 

Janane 

Poetry is expressing your heart through words which take birth from 

the depths of one's soul. Writing gives one immense pleasure as it 

knits one's emotions and feelings into beautiful words.  

 

A sorrow tree existed in my town, 

Carrying fragments of grief 

Left behind by the people of my own. 

Its girth grew with every passing day, 

A reminder of what poison becomes 

When left to grow on its own. 

One day, it decided to share its story with the passersby; 

People played deaf, 

Painting ignorance as busyness, 

As its bark cracked a little more each day. 

Then a young boy from a nearby town spotted the weary tree; 

Its anger and sorrow etched into every scar, 

Its leaves withering and its branches snapping 

Beneath the weight of sorrow. 

Without thinking twice, he embraced the tree, 

Neither hesitant nor driven by pity; 

He chose humanity over a selfish facade. 

His act exposed the truth, 

To those who treated humanity like a pawn. 
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The Place I Used to Call Home. 

Adrija 

 

There was a time 

when these walls held my laughter, 

when every room knew my name 

and every corner felt like shelter. 

I called it home. 

How strange it is? 

that a place can stay the same 

while becoming unrecognizable. 

The windows still face the morning, 

the hallway still leads to my door, 

yet somewhere between yesterday and now, 

the light forgot how to stay. 

The air grew heavy with unspoken things, 

with words that lingered 

long after they were spoken, 

with silences sharper than arguments. 

I learned to walk quietly, 

to carry storms within my chest, 

to smile through questions 

I was never allowed to ask. 

This house taught me 

how loneliness can exist 

even when every room is occupied. 
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It taught me 

that hearts can ache 

without leaving a single bruise, 

that love can become distant 

without ever saying goodbye. 

Some nights, 

I trace old memories 

like cracks in fading paint, 

searching for the warmth 

that once lived here. 

I search for the child 

who believed every doorway 

led somewhere safe. 

But the echoes answer instead. 

And so I stand here, 

between what was 

and what is, 

mourning not a place, 

but the feeling it carried. 

For the saddest thing about losing a home 

is not leaving it behind 

it is waking up one day 

and realizing 

you never left, 

yet somehow, 

it is already gone. 
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Destiny brought them together 

Vajrala Sree Lakshmi Sowmya 

Hi my self vajrala Sree Lakshmi Sowmya I'm practicing advocate at 

Andhra Pradesh. Beside that i had my passion for writing poetry, 

poems, novels, fictional stories.  

 

Krishna Nagar at 4:30 PM smelled like rain and jasmine. Swati 

adjusted her ghungroos in her bag, her anklet bells silent for once. 

The auto ride from her intermediate college to Natya Tarangini 

dance school was her favorite 20 minutes of the day. Kuchipudi was 

the one place her heart wasnôt in textbooks.But today, the rusted gate 

was locked. A paper stuck crooked: ñNo class today  Guruvu garu 

went to Rajahmundry.òSwatiôs shoulders dropped. She was 17. Too 

old to cry over a cancelled class, too young to not feel the sting of it. 

She sat on the cement parapet outside, kicking her slippers against 

the wall. Thak. Thak. Thak.Thatôs when she heard it.Pak. 

The clean, impossible sound of leather on willow.Across the lane 

was a patch of ground everyone called ñStadium.ò It was just dirt, 

three bricks for stumps, and a dozen intermediate boys who played 

like their life depended on it.One boy was 

batting. Tall, sun-dark, sweat making his 

college shirt stick to his back. He didnôt 

smash like the others. He waited And when 

the ball came, pak it sang. Swati had loved 

that sound since she was 8, watching her 

brotherôs matches from the terrace. She 

never told anyone. Girls in Krishna Nagar 

didnôt play cricket. They learned dance. Or stitching. Or ñhome 

science.òThe boy missed one. The ball rolled near her feet. She 

picked it up. It was heavier than she thought. Red, scuffed, smelling 
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like earth.He jogged over. ñThanks.ò 

She couldnôt speak. Then, before her fear could catch her: "Cané 

can I hold the bat?òHe blinked. The other boys hooted. ñEy Ajay, 

nee fan vachindi ra!òAjay. So that was his name. He looked at 

her  really looked. Not at her bag with ghungroos, not at her braid. 

At her eyes.ñI know you,ò he said suddenly. ñYou come to the dance 

school, right? Youôre always running because youôre late.òSwatiôs 

face went hot. ñYou know me?ò 

ñKrishna Nagar is small,ò he grinned. ñAnd youôre the only one who 

runs towards class, not away from it.He held out his bat. Not 

laughing. Not mocking. Offering.The bat was heavier than her 

mridangam practice. Her hands shook. 

ñLeft hand on top, right below,òAjay said, stepping close but not 

touching. ñNowé wait for it.òHis friend bowled a slow underarm 

one, kind. Swati swung. Missed. The boys didnôt laugh. Ajay just 

said, ñAgain.òShe missed three times. The fourth, pak. Not far. Just 

enough to make the bat vibrate in her hands like a living thing.She 

looked up, startled, delighted. Ajay was smiling like sheôd hit a six 

at Eden Gardens.ñYouôve got timing,ò he said. ñDancers always 

do.òThat day, Swati didnôt learn Kuchipudi. She learned that willow 

could be as honest as a tillana. She started coming early. ñFor class,ò 

she told Amma. But sheôd sit on the parapet with her books, 

watching Ajay bat. Sometimes heôd call, ñOne ball,Kuchipudi!ò and 

sheôd take stance while the boys fielded.He started coming to watch 

her too. On Annual Day, he sat in the last row while she performed 

Krishna Shabdam. He didnôt understand the mudras. But he 

understood how her feet struck the floor  determined, like his front-

foot drive. Intermediate ended. 

She got into B.Com, still dancing.He got into B.Sc, still playing for 

the local club. 

They fought. About careers. About ñlog kya kahengeò when a 

dancer was seen with a cricketer at the tea stall. 

They patched up. Over lemon soda and mirchi bajji, arguing 

whether Kapil or Dhoni was better.He taught her the cover drive. 
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She taught him to count adi talam.At 22, Ajayôs shoulder gave out. 

No Ranji dreams. He joined a bank. 

At 23, Swatiôs Guruvu said, ñYou should teach now.òShe opened a 

small class in her verandah.The day he told her about his shoulder, 

she didnôt say ñitôs okay.òShe handed him her ghungroos.ñTry. If I 

can hold a bat, you can tie these.òHe didnôt become a dancer. But he 

learned to spot her aramandi from bad aramandi. He became her 

mridangam player at recitals.The day she told him her parents were 

looking for a ñsettled groom,ò he didnôt say ñrun away with me.ò 

He bought a bat, wrote ñWill you play the rest of life with me?ò on 

it with white paint, and left it at her dance classThe wedding had 

two things a mandapam and a cricket pitch photo booth.Now 

Krishna Nagar, 15 years later. 6:10 AM.Swati ties her ghungroos for 

her students. 

Ajay chucks throwdowns to their 9 year old daughter, Anu, who has 

her motherôs feet and her fatherôs wrists. 

Their 6 year old son, Vihaan, sits on the parapet  the same one 

banging mridangam beats on his school bag while waiting for his 

Kuchipudi class.Sometimes, when no oneôs watching, Swati still 

asksñCan I hold the bat?ò 

And Ajay, now with a little grey, still says: ñIôve known you since 

you came running to dance class. Itôs always been yours.òPak.The 

sound still sings. 

So do her anklets.In Krishna Nagar, dance and cricket stopped being 

ñboy thingò and ñgirl thing." 
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Kya woh bhi sochta hoga? 

TULSI DAMOR 

Hi. I'm Tulsi damor,18 year college student trying to get into my 

passion. Writing my emotions in words. 

 

Kahin suna tha ki aakhir mein sirf yaadein reh jaati hain... 

Raat ke aakhiri pehar mein use yaad karti hoon, 

Uski baaton ko aaj bhi dil se lagati hoon. 

Beheki si rehti hoon uski yaadon mein, 

uski muskurahat, uska nadaan chehra yaad karti hoon. 

Baaton ke beech hui woh nok-jhok yaad karti hoon, 

Aur sab yaad karte-karte woh aakhiri pal yaad 

karti hoon, 

Jab hum bichhad gaye the... 

Tab sochti hoon... 

Kya woh bhi sochta hoga ki main aaj bhi 

uski baaton ko yaad karke muskurati hoon? 

Kya woh bhi jaanta hoga ki main uski tasveer 

ko ghanton tak dekhti rehti hoon? 

Kya woh bhi sochta hoga ki uske bataye hue 

gaane 

Main aaj bhi baar-baar sunti hoon? 

Kya woh bhi mehsoos karta hoga ki anjaane mein hi sahi, 
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Main aaj bhi usse dobara milne ke sapne dekhti hoon? 

Aur kya woh jaanta hoga ki bichhadne ke baad bhi, 

Main usse utna hi pyaar karti hoon? 

Khair... aakhir mein sirf yaadein hi toh reh jaati hain. 
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WHEN THE HEART BLOOMS  

PAYAL CHOWDHURY 

Payal Chowdhury a Bengali girl from Belpahar, Odisha. Born to an 

elite family of education and culture who had a hobby of writing from 

the age of 10 and gradually it turned to passion. 

 

Have you ever questioned yourself? 

What kind of life you're dwelling? 

What makes you everyday? 

What's your actual goal of life? 

Are you meant to just follow? 

Or bloom everyday? 

Do you ever like your work? 

Do you get time to groom ? 

If ever you have dreamt to fly in the sky, 

If ever you have dreamt to shine on the stage, 

If ever you want to know your worth, 

Is when you must chase what your heart needs, 

Love your heart's small cravings and deeds, 

If you love nature, 

Make it a routine to visit the lake and 

Once in a while you sit. 

When does a man grow? 

Yes, the trick you must know, 

It isn't when you struggle through, 

It isn't when you just pressurise being gloom, 
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Read your heart's desire, 

Recognise your hearty aspires, 

Heal from the past mistakes, 

Learn something new, 

Is when the heart blooms. 
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Man in Pink 

Bhavika Chelani 

Bhavika Chelani is a Chartered Accountant by profession and a 

poetess by passion. She began writing in 2020, when the stillness of 

lockdown opened the doors to poetry and self-expression.  

 

Man in pink, not less of a man, but a bit more human.... 

A man who is bit strong and a bit tender, 

Who doesn't link emotion with gender, 

Who not only understands you, but also rely to cry on your shoulder, 

The one who understands that sometimes showing emotional 

weakness is not any disorder, 

Who knows that hiding worries behind a smile is not at all the sign of 

a warrior, 

The one who understands that sharing what 

he's going through can make the path easier, 

That not pretending to be alright, but trusting 

her for support and solutions actually makes 

life happier, 

The one who stands by her emotional 

breakdown but also when feels overwhelmed 

sheds down his own tear, 

The one who knows that showing his emotional feminine side will 

not make him weaker, 
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Who breaks the sterotype and hold her hands for his fear, 

Who teaches her to be strong enough to face this world but also learns 

to be vulnerable in front of her. 

That's who the man in pink is, 

Not less of a man, but a bit more human! 
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Abb badi ho gyi hoon, papa 

Urusa Muskan 

I'm Urusa Muskan. A small writer who wants to create a world 

where everyone can feel her emotions 

 

Ungli pakad ke tune chalna sikhaya, 

Apne hathon se mujhe badhna sikhaya. 

Socha tha jab badi ho jaungi, 

Tujhe duniya ki har khushi lautaungi. 

  

Zindagi bhar bas tere saath rahungi, 

Har musibat mein tera sahara banungi. 

  

Abb badi ho gayi hoon, Papa... 

Phir bhi is duniya se darr lagta hai, Papa. 

Kal jab kisi aur ghar ki ho jaungi, 

Kya phir bhi is ghar ko apna keh paungi? 

  

Bas yun hi hamesha mera haath thaame rehna, Papa, 

Kyunki aapse juda hokar... 

Shayad main kabhi muskura na paungi. 
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The Rain's Song 

Jassprit Singh Kalsi 

 

I'm singing in the rain 

I'm dreaming in the rain, 

I wish to fly, 

In the grey skies above. 

L wish to swim 

In a river in the flow. 

I wish to be alive 

To flow into a lake 

A lake by me 

For me forever. 

 

But I'm still singing, 

As He rain stops singing. 

The grey turns blue, 

With rivers and waters. 

For how the Lain, 

Cools down the world. 

To remind people of their past. 
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And how the grief flows away, 

To show how the world keeps spinning. 

Do you feel it? 

The anguish of your past pain? 

Flowing away like the rain. 
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The seventh vachan 

Aayat zehra 

 

The priest said we must say seven vachans. I wrote six at night.    

The last one, I left blank.    

Arjun gave me tea and smiled. ñWhy so sad? Itôs just for show.ò    

I hit his dress with my pen. ñNo, Arjun. Itôs a true word. And the last 

oneé I will say it when I look at you.ò    

He laughed. ñFine. Two days left. Then look at me all you want.ò    

Two days later, I looked at his shut eyes. But there was glass 

between us.   

A machine made noise. Beep. Beep.   

In my hand was my paper. Six vachans. The last oneé still blank.   

He had a bad crash. He was on his way to get my red dress for the 

wedding. A big truck hit him. It was raining.    

The doctors said big words. óHurtô. óSleep that wonôt endô. óHe 

wonôt wake upô. I only heard ótwo daysô. Our wedding was in two 

days.    

It was very cold in Srinagar. The place smelled like clean floors and 

lost hope. I sat there for two days. Then one more day. My hand 

paint was still there. An óAô was on my skin. His name. The paint 

was now dry and broken.    

Each day, a kind nurse let me see him for a short time. Each day, I 

took out my paper.    
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ñFirst Vachan: I will walk with you. I will help you.ò Beep.    

ñSecond Vachan: I will make your heart strong.ò Beep.    

ñThird Vachan: I will keep your money safe.ò Beep.    

ñFourth Vachan: I will love your mom and dad like mine.ò My voice 

broke. He had no mom. No dad. Only me. Beep.    

ñFifth Vachan: I will love our kids.ò Beep.    

ñSixth Vachan: I will be with you when you are sad 

or happy.ò Beep.    

Then I stopped. The last one was not there. The 

machine was the only sound.   

After two more days, the doctor came to me. ñWe 

must talk. His mind is dead, Aayat. The machineé it 

is not helping now. We must let him go.ò    

I did not cry. I had no more tears. I just said yes. I 

asked for five minutes. Just me and him.    

They went out. The room was now beepé beepé beep.    

I sat near him. His hands were like ice. Not his hands. The hands 

that held mine at the lake. The hands that made the óAô on my skin.    

I took out my paper. My hands shook. The words were not clear.    

I read all six. My voice was fine till the end. Then I saw the blank 

part.    

The machine sound changed. Beepé beepé beeeeeep.    

Then no sound. It was so quiet it hurt.    

I took the pen near his bed. The pen he used at the door. I used it for 

the last time.    
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My write was not good. It had tear marks.    

óThe Last Vachan: I will not say I will be with you for seven lives, 

Arjuné I will let you go from this one life. Go. Be free. I love you, 

so I say bye.ô    

I shut the paper. Once. Twice. I put it on his chest, near his heart. 

The note was done. I sent it.    

It rained hard outside. The kind of rain that makes Srinagar new.    

I went out. I did not look back. My hand paint was light brown now. 

The óAô was almost gone.    

They put him in the ground the next day. The paper went with 

him.    

No one asked me what I wrote. No one had to know.    

Some notes are not for people who live. Some notes are only for 

God.    

That day I knewé the last vachan is not about not letting go. Some 

days, it is about being brave and letting go. 
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Demon 

Anamika S 

 

As she slowly opened her eyes, saw the bars of the cage and sighed. 

She was sure, it would have been opened by now. But the menacing 

gates stood tall, she was powerless. 

Once upon a time there was a little demon, who was very kind and 

wanted to help people by using her powers. But the people were 

afraid of her as she was a demon. Yet, the demon was determined to 

prove them wrong. She doesn't want to follow the conventions that 

all demons are bad. But everything she did always ended up in 

horrible ways. No matter what she tried hard to be good, but 

couldn't do it. The God created demons as weak havens and created 

angels to protect the humans from demons. This was the rule of the 

century. But the poor demon doesn't want to follow the norms, but 

her good intentions were resulted in havoc. Soon the people got fed 

up and they came together and burned the demons using the demon's 

own angry and said not at the people but at herself for allowing this 

to happen. Her self pity was hard to watch. 

It was always hard for her to remember the past. She hated the god 

for making her a demon and giving her a kind heart. She hated the 

people for rewarding her kindness with fire. But more than 

everyone, she hated herself for allowing this to happen. Every day 

she wallowed in self pity and was of different spirits. The century in 

the cage yet fighting her choices. 

One day a human was passing by her. He was a tourist. He likes to 

travel to new places and meet new people. He was fascinated by the 

beautiful cage and came near it. As he came close, he saw a dark 
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figure sitting at the edge of the cave. He called out to the figure, 

ñWhy are you in a cage?ò 

The demon only grunted in response. The man was not gonna quit. 

He asked again, ñWhy are you in a cage?ò She doesn't respond. The 

man asked again and again. The demon got agitated, so she turned 

around and told him to take a good look. ñThis is why I am caged. 

The man doesn't understand. 

Then the demon proceeds to tell him that her identity, that she is a 

kind demon and God punished her for not following the norms he 

created for them. The man heard the story in silence. After she was 

done, he asked again, ñWhy are you in a cage?ò 

The demon was livid. She screamed at the man, ñBecause I am a 

demon and God punished me for it by locking me in a cage.ò 

The man doesn't phase. He just pointed his finger at the side of the 

cage. He followed his hand. He pointed his hand to the door of the 

cage. It was open, it was always open. 
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Daani and Nishu: A Story I Will Never 

Forget 

Daani chauhan 

Daani Chauhan a aspiring student from the peaceful town of Karnah, 

Kupwara, in Jammu & Kashmir. While working hard to become a 

NIA officer, he also follows his passion for writing and music. 

 

It is hard to put into words how much those two years at Akash 

Institute, Srinagar, meant to me. They were not just years of study; 

they were the most beautiful years of my life. Every morning, I 

woke up knowing that I would see Nishu, and that thought alone 

made my day brighter. 

Nishu was a Sikh girl, full of kindness, laughter, and positive 

energy. I am Muslim, but religion never stood between us. What 

connected us was trust, respect, friendship, and a bond that grew 

stronger with every passing day. 

From the day we met, something felt different. She had a 

smile that could make anyone forget their worries. 

Her laughter became a part of my daily life. She 

trusted me more than anyone else. Since she did not 

have a brother, she often told me that I was the first 

boy she truly trusted. Hearing that meant the world 

to me. 

Our days were filled with classes, notes, assignments, and dreams. 

We studied together, helped each other with difficult topics, and 

motivated each other to work harder. During our 11th and 12th 

classes, we pushed each other to succeed and became among the top 

students in our class. 
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We spent countless hours together in the library. Surrounded by 

books and silence, we found comfort in each other's company. 

Sometimes we would study seriously, and other times we would end 

up laughing over the smallest things. 

Almost every day, we ate together. Whether it was chaat from a 

roadside stall, sweets from a nearby shop, or simply sharing snacks, 

those moments felt special. We even shared a water bottle, passing it 

back and forth without thinking twice. Looking back now, it seems 

like a small thing, but it became one of my favorite memories. 

One of our favorite places was the bus stand where we waited for 

her van. After classes ended, we would sit together and talk for 

hours. Sometimes I carried her bag when she got tired. Sometimes 

she enjoyed her favorite ice cream while I teased her with silly jokes 

just to make her laugh. 

People often looked at us and wondered what was so interesting that 

we could spend hours talking. But we never cared about what others 

thought. We were happy in our own world. 

As time passed, our friendship became deeper. Without realizing it, I 

started loving herðnot only for her beauty but for her kindness, 

innocence, and the trust she placed in me. She became my best 

friend, my confidant, and one of the most important people in my 

life. 

We clicked countless selfies and recorded videos together. Every 

memory became precious. I saved all those photos and videos on a 

pen drive so that I could never lose them. 

Nishu was creative and thoughtful. One day, she made a beautiful 

photo frame with our picture and kept it in her room. It became a 

symbol of our friendship and the memories we shared. 
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Together, we dreamed about becoming doctors. We imagined 

studying in good medical colleges, helping people, making our 

families proud, and building a bright future. We talked about our 

dreams as if they were already waiting for us. 

Then came the day that changed everything. 

On 10 October 2025, I received a call from Nishu. Her voice 

sounded weak. She told me that she was not feeling well and that the 

symptoms of her brain problem had returned. My heart sank when I 

heard those words. 

Soon after, she was admitted to Amrita Hospital in Faridabad for 

treatment. Every day, I prayed for her recovery. I kept hoping that 

she would come back and that everything would be normal again. 

But fate had other plans. 

On 14 October 2025, I received a phone call from her sister. 

It was a call I never wanted to receive. 

With a trembling voice, she told me that Nishu had passed away. 

For a few moments, I could not believe what I was hearing. It felt as 

if the entire world had stopped. The girl who had shared my dreams, 

my laughter, my studies, and my happiest memories was gone 

forever. 

That day broke something inside me. 

Since then, life has never been the same. 

Even today, whenever I open my pen drive and watch our old videos 

or look through our selfies, tears fill my eyes. Every photo tells a 

story. Every video brings back a memory. 
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Whenever I visit Rajbagh, I remember her. The roads, the 

surroundings, the places where we walked and talked all remind me 

of her presence. Every corner feels connected to a memory we 

created together. 

People often see me smiling and think I am strong. The truth is that I 

carry a pain inside my heart that very few people know about. I hide 

my sadness and continue moving forward because that is what she 

would have wanted. 

I miss her every day. 

I miss her smile. 

I miss her laughter. 

I miss waiting with her after class. 

I miss carrying her bag. 

I miss hearing her voice. 

Most of all, I miss having her beside me. 

Although she is no longer physically present, she continues to live in 

my memories, my prayers, and my heart. The lessons she taught me, 

the trust she gave me, and the happiness she brought into my life can 

never be forgotten. 

This is the story of Daani and Nishu. 

A story of friendship, trust, dreams, and love. 

A story that ended too soon but will never be forgotten. 

And as long as I live, I will continue to cherish every memory we 

created together, carrying her with me in my heart wherever life 

takes me. 
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One last Draft 

Pari Meena 

Pari Meena is a rising Indian author whose words shimmer with 

emotion, mystery, and quiet power. Her writing drifts between lyrical 

stillness and inner storms, weaving heartfelt fiction that lingers long 

after the last page is turned. 

 

I wrote my dreams in fading light, 

Some flew away, some stayed the night...  

  

I chased the stars with restless feet, 

Found a few, but not complete...  

  

The roads were long, the skies were wide, 

Yet many tears I chose to hide...  

  

Some doors I closed, some closed on me, 

Some took my heart and kept the key...  

  

I lost old friends to time and space, 

Still carry traces of their face...  
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I broke apart, I healed again, 

Turned silent scars to quiet strength...  

  

Not every wish became a flame, 

Not every prayer returned the same...  

  

Yet here I stand with open hands, 

Holding the dust of vanished plans...  

  

And when I read these pages through, 

I see a soul that somehow grew... 

  

The words are worn, the ink runs thin, 

But every line holds where I've been... 

  

So let this be my final art, 

A simple story from the heart... 

  

No perfect ending, bright or grand, 

Just truth and love in trembling hands... 
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For life was never meant to last, 

We're all just writing... 

  

our final draft.  
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Fading Echoes 

Sahanaa 

 

An empty, dark room waits silently, patiently.   

Though far away, it seemed to say: even lonely hearts find their way. 

  

This place was once filled with people,   

With laughter and trust.   

Now itôs broken.   

Loneliness and solitude contradict themselves,   

Yet every road we left behind still holds a memory in its heart. 

  

Memories are strange.   

Suddenly, the moments have passed.   

The storm moved on.   

Sometimes people change ð like distant ghosts ð for our peace.   

  

No one sees the tears I show.   

Still, I wait for sunshine after rain.   

Yet every page I turn is new.   

I just hope for something new.   
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The sun began to rise,   

And bloomed again before my eyes ð   

But never like before. 

  

Darkness became my only friend.   

Eventually it whispers where we truly belong,   

But no one seems to hear.   

  

I stand among the people like a shadow fading with light ð   

A heart full of untold stories. 
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Beyond the weak sight 

Nitika 

 

I designed a whole world in my mind, 

Where each and every person is so kind. 

Everyone is living their dream life, 

With no more murders with a knife. 

The real world is so cruel, 

Each and every person tries to look cool, 

But for me they are just fool. 

The world in my mind has river so clean, 

And the forests are unexpectedly green. 

I am doing my dream job, 

On this imagery beautiful globe. 

I am dancing under the golden moonlight, 

Anyone can see even with a weak sight. 

No one here stops me to follow my passion, 

Doesn't matter if it's dancing or fashion. 

But the reality is sour, 

My parents think study is the only thing I am made for. 

My imagination can only make me glad, 
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Because the reality is a little sad 
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The Banquet of Bonds 

Vito Lcho 

 

Upon a ceremonial banquet fair, 

Introduc'd, I took my seat with care. 

Where honey'd tongues in silken guise, 

Did weave deceits 'neath polished eyes. 

 

Array'd in forms both short and tall, 

Some flat, some sphere, some sharp, some small. 

A dine so brief, yet traps unseen, 

'Neath pandals grand, of borrowed sheen. 

 

Amidst them all, two joys I found, 

Whose souls in mutual bond were bound. 

With them I sat, with heart unshod, 

And felt as though near Heaven's abode. 

 

Like city lights in night's embrace, 

Their warmth illum'd that distant place. 
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And there, amidst life's tales untold, 

Found blood of kin, in friendship's gold. 

 

As summer's rain doth soothe the day, 

As balances in calm display, 

As shooting stars bring hope anew- 

So was my soul with gladness full. 
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Trembling white sheet 

Shilpa Pattanshetty 

Hello everyone! I am shilpa, I am a homemaker by role and a writer 

at heart. For the past 6 years I am writing inspiring quotes, short 

stories and poems in English and Kannada language on many social 

media platforms. 

 

Today I overheard a conversation between my pen and a white 

sheet. 

The white sheet trembled and said, 

"What if she bleeds all her pain on me? I know her very well, she 

doesn't write her story with words, she writes it with her wounds, 

and I am sure that if once her truth stains me, I will never be the 

same again. After that, I won't carry her story, I will forever carry 

her scars". 
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Natureôs unsaid voice 

Hetvi Rahil Shah 

 

Swift was the moon's epical move 

To withdraw the sun's dazzling shine 

And disguise the sky with its sparkling constellation 

How I wish the breeze would have pressed against my cheeks 

A tree standing across the flickering lamp post 

Unnoticed was the leaves' jolt to convey a 

message. 

To me standing by the lamp post who was cold 

and famished 

Little I could remember the exact same tree 

Where my friend and I stood by the bark 

And transmitted endless talks 

And oh., I couldn't help but stop thinking about 

our playful sweet banter and giggles 

Today, the tree is a messenger and an 

embodiment to our unforgettable memories 

More did I anticipate the tree's next signs till the leaves 

wilted, 

Tears shed and drenched my dry eyes, 

A heartbreaking sigh that 

Took over my throbbing gutted heart. 
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The Final Incision 

Muhammad Husnain Aziz 

Husnain Aziz is a contemporary writer and digital content creator 

based in Pakistan, known for his sharp, analytical perspective and 

compelling, logic-driven commentary.  

 

The metronome of a failing heart, 

counts the seconds left to art. 

Beneath the lampshadeôs jaundiced glow,  

the ink-stained fingers shake and slow,  

dragging a heavy,  

rusted nib across the cage of a dynamic rib. 

A thousand ghosts of paper white litter 

the floorboards in the night, 

crumpled spines and broken proseð the executionerôs row 

of those who died before they reached the end.  

But this one, this one, will transcend. 

The clock-face stares with a glass eye, 

as shadows in the room comply. 

The tragic hero he conceived steps from the margin,  

quietly grieved; the villain smiles beside the bed,  
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plucking the thoughts right from his head. 

Reality is thinning out, erased by certainty and doubt. 

To make the fiction fully bleed,  

a darker sacrifice is agreed.  

The masterpiece is nearly done, 

the final chapter has begunð but ink alone cannot suffice 

to pay the architect's steep price. 

He signs his name in crimson thread,  

and lets the pages take the dead. 

The book is bound,  

the spine is whole; the last draft finished, 

takes his soul. 
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Friends or foe ..? 

Abhijeet Sharma 

I am Abhijeet a promoniet genz poet who wrote about diffrent aspects 

of life in such a penetrative manner for your heart. 

 

We always judge people like their behavior 

But we don't know thing doesn't work like that in our favour 

People always starving for their own greed 

They keep contact on the basis of their feed 

Greed is all about contacts, money, time 

And wanna join your food, smoke, 

fight & crime 

People make contacts to your 

friends for replacing you forever 

If you wanna become irreplaceable 

act like they are in your favour 

Or unchangeable truth save your 

&  

People will rush with fear because not everyone have strength for 

face 

The truth have some kind of contract 

Like explosive, unfavourable in every act 

We can try this and check your faith 

And you can check how many people are real ones  
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Supreme or Cream ? 

Abhijeet Sharma 

I am abhijeet Sharma a progressive genz poet who portrays about 

different kind of topics and entities of life in deepest way. 

 

On the name of supreme people always gets cream  

For this work they will beg for votes, money, man power or scream  

People go there for become a person who is spritual seek or false 

peace  

Some go for money, power, child and 

grace  

They chanting supreme and thinking 

about world  

Going supreme's house and begging for 

world  

They will tell us we've connections, 

we're enlightened, we can also do this 

for you  

But in reality no one never ever able to build connections for you  

We always have connection but need to clear trash of our monitor 

The supreme state of our consciousness 

Enough for make connection with creator  

But main thing who you are who take own experience (Also This 

World) Seriously  






























































































































