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THE LAST DRAFT

Humna Fati ma

Humna Fatima is a Class 11 student
Kanpur. She is passionate about po
explores human emotions, family,
di scovery.
I thought the | ast draft
would be the one without mistakes.
The one where every sentence stood
every memory behaved,
every goodbye endémﬁ’e*

=
But life is a terrible editof.
I't | eaves coffee stains on i mportan
It crosses out people
without asking permission.
My grandfather | eft
in the middle of a conversation.




My childhood ended

bet ween two ordinary Tuesdays.

And myofather

he kept tearing pieces from his own

to patch the holes in mine.

For year s,

I rewrote myself.

Made the grief smaller.

Made the smiles bigger.

Changed the ending

Then one evening,

| found an old notebook.

I nside were all the versions of me



| had trdoied to erase

the f

-

ightened chil d,
the angry daughter,

the dreamer who al most gave wup.

And s

c

ddenly | wunderstood.

The | ast dr aft was never meant

to be perfect.

It was meant to be honest.

So | left the scars where they were

I kept the unfinished sentences.

I stopped apologi zing

_.,
o
.
—
=y

e pages that trembled.

Because a |ife is not remember ed

for its flawless paragraphs.

10



|t is remembered

for the truth it dared to keep.

And i f this is my |last draft,

|l et it |l ook human.

Let it carry fingerprints,

tear mar ks,

and hope.

Let it prove

that even an unfinished story

can be worth reading.
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On Margins of Last .
Aditi Astha

Aditi Asthana is an emerging poet w
resilience, introspection, and hum
i magery and reflective verse.

They named her Aditi, child of spri
When orchards bl oomed and birds too
Yet fate concealed a different art,

And stitched a monsoon to her heart

For while the world wore shades of
She carried whispers of monsoon,

A storm misplaced by time and chart

With thunder sl eeping in
Her wavy hair | ik

Each restless st-

Too free to stay,

12



She
That
Li ke
Wh o

The rain became her
A love no season's
She chased the | igh
And gathered thunde
A camera rested in
Collecting life in
She caught the tear
And framed the echo
Her prose fl owed so
Her poems woke what
Each verse a cloud
Each word a storm t
Her smil &aappesacedt

|l oved the mount

held their sto

silent giants

bore their woun

h

light,

ol d

neat

nds,

ng s

ma n k
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ands

behi
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A moon that softened every night,

Yet hidden past its gentle art,
Lived all the fractures of her hear
For she, the el dest, |l earned too so

How dreams can fade before their no
How duty comes with silent cl aim,

And | eaves behind a different name.

One by one her wishes fell]

Like autumn | eaves beneath a spell,
The world called sacrifice a grace,
Whil e Ionging lingered in their pla

Her Jgaadglack eyes would gl eam,

Like stormlit oceans guarding dream

So beautiful the world stood still,
Yet blind to storms beyond its wild.l
They saw the sparkle, not the rain,
The strength, but never traced the

14



For hurricanes
Within the qui
They called he
A dreamer f ar
Directionl ess
Adri ft wi t hin
Yet rivers wan
And ¢l ouds arrtr
The paths unse
Still find the
An introvert,
A thriller |l oc
She read the s
And understood
Through daily
She taught the
And touched a

c

et

r

an

of

c

| ost

from a

in

t

h o

i magin

der

i ve

en

S

a

ked

what

e a

by

almly r

a

ny

est,

chest.

goal

ught an

ed

i ftin

g

SO

d gaze,

maz e.

mountain

t hough ru

b

common

y

starl

mystery's p

wi thin a

ence

spar ks

weary

mi

(0]

peopl e

words i

n

of hop

t

o be

heart

s wait,

nnin

g

| a

sight,

ess
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Like rain upon a field of green.

So spring may claim the day she cam
Yet storms will always know her nam
For blossoms bloom and fade apart,

But monsoons | eave their mar k on he

And if her -csrteowry, feels half
Like thunder waiting before dawn,
Perhaps she | ives between the |lines

A storm revising her Last designs.

16



Last (ing) Draft

Anu
Anu is a poet by heart and an Ai
Passionate about | ife and everythin
I wrote words a million ti mes.

Someti mes as thought s,
Ot her times as rhymes.
A story here,
A poem there.
On glowing screens:
I'n diaries worn by
Some arrived as scrijk
Across forgotten_ padgie
Some hid betweenir%
Wai ting through
Yet the words wo
They danced
e
e
r
d
r

At the edg of my mind,

Then drifted away.
Draft afte draft,
I built an broke,
Chasing perfect I|lines

That never spoke.
I longed to write,
Li ke poet s

Whose verses stildl soar ,

Li ke writers

Whose stories outlive them evermore
Yet what | was chasing

17



Had been within me all along.
Then one day.

| stopped searching

For perfect words,

And |l istened

To my heart.

OQut poured

Smiles and tear s,

Hope and fear,

Love and | oss,

Every season

I had carried within.

And there it was.

A masterpiece.

Not because it was fl awl ess,
Not because it was grand,
But because no one before
Had | ived m story,

o<

Or hel d my eart

I n their hands.

"Il's this my |l ast draft?"

I whispered.

My heart smil ed

And replied.

"My dear. . . "

"This is your lasting draft."

18



Scri bbl es
Gol di Mi s hr

Gol di Mi shra is a postgraduate stud
with a passion for literature, poe
enjoys exploring emotions, culture,

her writing.

My scribbles feel, they whisper my
They scream aloud, the stories | 've
I scribbled, I wrote, and then | er
But who wil/ understand these emot.i
My scri bbles now ai

mosaic of pai n,

A picture incompl el

vol umes in vain.

Il wrote of my eveni
rai n,

Thes cribbles mai
my heart remains.

D
(2]

| see my past, in cEveociy SL 1 unec and

A col or once vVvibrant, now faded, W 0

19



But

My

he's painted

yesterd

my scri
park ig
h color

ai nbow

f

cribbl
paint
al se p

guard

ay

bbl
nit
s i

on

es
t h
ret

t h

es

es
en

e s

vV e

the walls, with hi
s on, in these scr
I still breathe, s
a new tale to insi
nd, I come to crea
s, or art that's |

me , my col ors con
wall s with hues th
s, no facade to we
walls, from prying
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Kundan Hal de
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t hr
e X i
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ving
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00Ss e

of . .
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r to
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my

=)
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r merely b

my face to
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ly | am wa

nt from my
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sel f, S ome
e, somet i m
myself is
e, still k
ing is fin
py, i just

the choice

21



I would choose a Ilife little | ess,
The moon would be mine where the st
Clouds would gather at my command a
The sunset will be controll ed,

Everynight a blessing to mvself.

N
A
|

Where the smoke would W arm

And happiness knockin ey TSt

Even dreams coul d
gifted myself with

Every word feels |
vessel

The world is beauti
argument s.

I't is just

My | ost case | continue trying to d
Asking the c¢clouds for wvalidation.
As .

The clouds drift through the n

ights | have remained silent.
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The Art of Not Being
Kundan Hal de

Who am | ?
Life hasd been kind
too kind, perhaps.
A quiet rain of blessings falls on
unasked, undedser ved, unearned
each drop landing |like a question

Everything was given

education, work, a |
as i f fate feared my
And oy et

somet hing rots beneaf

A storm without t hun

l'i ngers in the hollow

whi spering questions
Am | searchidg for
or slowly dissolving
I f handed the right t

| woul d® hesitate

o cho

fédrm before

atly arra

ng?-?
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not out of fear of failure,

but from the certainty

that | would ruin something already
So & sit

bl essed, yet burdened,

full, yet endlessly empty.

Ti me moves.

Days decay into nights,

seasons shed their skins,

years coll ajpse into silence

and still, the question grows teeth

not i nd wonder
but in accusation.
Someti mes | borrow meaning from fil

pretending their scripts were writt
Someti mes | hide inside songs,
mi staking echoes for answers.
Sometimes | dissect otherso6 |ives,
hoping to findoda fragment of myself

but all I gather is noise.

24



And d hen
thereds

Th e

iving f
a p
ps

a

For frie

For f mi

For st

An 10

q

Every ni

t h wi nd

t hat kno

My eyes
not for
but for

t hat S

ma

my

t he

days,

eel

er f
act
I,

st
se

nds

Iy,

range

my s
ues
ght
br
WS
sea
ans

pro

omet hi

qui et poison of what if
s no aifferent from suryv
ormance with better 1igh
ing is my truth.

ered the art of being ev
I f .

, I am | aughter.

I am stability.

rs, I am whatever they n
el f
tion mark that never res
. I sit alone,

ushing past me | i ke a gh
more than | ever wil

réh the empty sky
wers anymor e,

of

ng out there understand
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But the sky remains indifferent.
Silent. Vast. Unfeeling.

Just |l ike the void within me.

And somewhere between breath and th
my unanchored soul whispers again

Who am | ?

26



Samaj K i kahani

Sangita bhat

Ma

Ky a

Ma
Ha
Ha
P a
Tu
P a
Th

Tu

or

as

r

or

r

k

b o
| a

bo

e

b a

[

k

[

a

0

rke ho ya | arki khare sab pr

i kya ye parwarish aaj bhed s

rubaru samaj se honge .. ... ..

rke ho kam pe focus kro .. bs
nam pr nhi gal at sune

me paiso pr hmm kam pr

ho to suno . ... K i agar | ar ki
km kro ... bas sab ki suno
..... bas sab ki suno . . . ..
sab sapno ko ... Uran ki gati

ho ya | ar ki bas ghut ghut ke

S samaj ki suno .. ... samaj k
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Poetry

Vi dushi
I am vidushi, from pal wal , Har yane
|l eans into imagination and the stre
The magic in her heart
A notebook full of half drawn dream

And headphones going out to screams
A girl walks a path her own,

I n a vibrant world she builts al one

No need of crowds or .|

She finds her rhythm: iz
Tj&’-‘-{'()’

A quite strength, jiaJ
MR

She finds her own?*!

Y

I n every step a

With the magic i

28



"The Compass Withir

Ni hitha
I am an engineering student with a
thoughts and emotions, that shape ¢
wish to share them with others in t
They say follow your heart,
But they also say protect it,
as if the two aren't constantly at
as i f the heart isn't both a map
and a soft, breakabl e thing
that | earns courage only through br

They say forgive and forget,
But they whisper never | et someone
as though the mind can

as though the soul does ¢ xmb er

They say patience is key.
Yet remind you that | ife
urging you to hurry and sl

al | in the same breath.
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They

And

Some
shap

And

ot he
ot he

t hat

wh at
wh o
But
They
t hey
t hey

t hat

they try
e will te
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hey don't
don't wak
don't car
don't fee
sit in yo

ny t

hings.

d

an

d

teady,

t
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opl e’ s
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f e
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y O

u what t
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h your

ur

y

our

tl ess,
and ri si
ar s,
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o do,
skin.

worries,
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i ke

aches

unsent
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They
t he

t he

Take

do
ni g
bat

w h

ht
t |

he

h a

S i

nt
n f
pe

fe

neat

mpl et

Sy sp

adi ct

the storms you endu
survived,

fought silently

sl ept.

perfect answer.

r free of shadow,
ely understood even
raight | ine or a rul
rawl of moment s

, collide, and coexi
unpredictabl e,

or every soul breath
ear n,

ates,
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what feels |like truth to your bones

and |l et the rest fall away | i ke dus
Because deep inside you,

beneath all the noise and doubt,
there i s a compass

gui et, patient, ancient.

I't knows the weight you've carried,
the heartbreaks that shaped you,
the victories that | ifted you,

the secret dreams you buried,

the ones you still dare to chase.

I't has felt every fall,

every shift in the wind of your | if
It |l earned your north
not from clarity,

but from chaos.

And -you

32
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sl ow
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| et the confusion settle |ike dust

and feel for that compass,

that soft, steady pull in your <ches
that whispers instead of shouts.
Foll ow where it points.

Even i f the path is dim,
even if you doubt your steps,

even | f no one el se understands.

It knows your north.
I't al ways has.

And it will |l ead you
not to perfection,
not to certainty,

but to a |ife that i s unmistakably

Trust the eompass within

it's been quietly guiding you all a

waiting for the moment you finally

34



Us

Safiya Husa

Safiya Husain is a corporate | awyer
Meerut. While her academic and prof
an LLM and the rigours of I egal pr a

fluid worlds of painting and poetry

|l " ve al ways kept things guarded, Bu
whi t e.

Not hing hidden, nothing wise.
I owi || seal my past away,
Leaving it to rest in the dark To |

[ I shut the box o

To give 'us' a fair
meet ;

And | hope you wil/
|l " ve | earned to | ov

I am as fiercely po
l ove with thRuhearit
and entirely devote ‘o

And | hope that s
bring to our table.
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SI NCE JUNE 22
Arpit Raj

I't's again raining inside my heart.
No amount of | ove can fill my empt.
And eventually,
it's not even you this time,
because what | feel is the depth of
which never try to get wet when it
The days were so easy with you,
but the nights without you are even
It s | i-tkearath swpreqer y.
What you made is not my heart homel
you cl ai med ownership in an egoisti
and the house no | onger belongs to
There were no circumstances
where you could stretch my wounds.
Il tried to bury my |love for you |,
but it bleeds back through the woun

36



I't's the pain that showers through
whenever you find a |l ane through my
You are a kind of wave of the ocean
that has the potential to reach the
but my shore was never meant

to sit behind the ocean.

Wi | | you ever know that after you |
I replayed every moment | ike a scen

| could fix 2

I build a home of memories and |ive
And for how long | must endure this
for just because | |l ove you?

As a final act of | ove ,

I i mmortalized your memories and yo

the murderer of my Nights.

I have mastered the art of bleeding

And funny how people called it matu

37



because the floor stays cl ean

For eyes never know

they were someone's reason to write

It rained that day. I't never stoppe

38



The Tragedy of Your
Me mori es

Arpit Raj

Does all this really matter in the
these nights, this pain, this jealo

rewinding memories through old chat
too?

Wi | | al |l of this make sense at the
Whenever | see you, my heart feels
but my smile tries to act | ike noth
Yet what | feel instde Bametpbklsbn,

same memori es
as if they got a power through my m

to hold it tighter than anything el

It is not just a reminder of what h
I't is so deep and so subconsciously
that | never succeed in convincing
I't is true that after some moments

39
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he

h a

t h
An
ch
w h
So

ju

d

me .

An
w a

y 0
Yo

whi

Yo

physically present for myself a

these waves of emoti ons, whenev
tl

the same energy and potenti al
arry me back into those memori e
same eyes, the sam 1 e
across all these | vh a
ged

nly the path , you t a
ever | feel empty

ti mes | talk in front of the mi

his worl d

to remember those people who n

funny how i magination can give
ed,

truly, but still, somehow, it f
ink you have changed a | ot, not
are walking in a different | ane
heart is travelling across oce
e mine is stildl stuck in a | ake

are too far to catch within the
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me iitself woul d have to rev

maybe ti
| ouds

same ¢
we once existed under in the past.
I never wanted you to become so i mm

that your existence would be quest:i
You remain such a questionable part

that every success stildl feels your
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Him and Death

Soumyaaa

For you a thousand years.

"Il wait for you at the door,
Pl ease don't be too quick

But when you arrive..

I hope you remember me. ..

I be with you in e\‘/ery. ’;s/now\.“
I hope for you IOVIngmewa |
Please turn to me whe‘_"h ik

Oh don't you dare hi'de.q

" 11 ask the al mighty &

So | can wait for ygg& at
& 2 / / 7 ¢ A D
But please... please don't be "qu

4 2



Rai qu
ent hu
creat

The Sun's Peril

Rai qua Hai de

a Haider is professionally a
siast. A passionate reader an
ing stories, and finding magic

The p
They
"Do t
"t hat
Yet d
't is
Just
Ti ||
Now h
And e
Mi ||

Yet

al |

eople don't |l ook at the Sun an

seem happier to see it set.

hey not remember?" He thinks,

i was something beautiful ma d

ied again for them?"

true that humans forget sacri

|l i ke they forgot how the Sun b

al | that was | eft was fire its

etgevdeon some | ight every nig

nvies the confessions they don

ons of years of lighting their

they see is a circle of fl a
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The Last Draft
Anupama Sham Budft

Anupama Sham Budhr ani-k nnoswna pporeaf oaunnd

aut hor . She has <completed her M. B
Computer Application$S$A SEPeLELT | @Ni t
OF POEMS, "THE ADVENTURES OF JAMES

-A TASTE OF LI, FEARTITCQARISES AND POEMS V
PERSONAL TOUCH.

The | ast dr aft,

should possess some special craft,
of suspense, emotion and thrill,
written by the writer's visualizati
I't should possess cheer,

and joy filled with tears.

I't should prove to be worthwhile, r
and have a feeling of being in a sp
With passion and | ove , it should b
and all the melodrama to just fit i
I't should be checked for correction
and edited for all necessary gramma
With pleasur e ™t & -

I't should ha

the inner vo

with necessa
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Will you decide to st
Khuslhii pat hi

I am Khushi tripathi an I ndian poet
and death and some relatable poems
person positively it wild.l be a succ

find their way of happiness and pea

Tel | me my man would you stay here
Or will you stay in my grave |ike t
I don't want to be |l oved right now

My dead body stays cold not moving
hol d

Will kiss my forhead one more | ast
Tel | me honestly babe will you stay
Wi | | you move on so fast |ike every
Or just keep my memories with u for
My heart aches now and i feel i ke
But once i want to touch the skyy

Try to keep your eyes on me when th

Losse all your control forget about
I want someone to cry on grave |ike
Like i was the onl e i
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The Beauty of Frien
Pi nak Debnat

My sel f Pinak Debnat h. I*" M from Pecl
BCA from | CFAI UNI VERSI TY Tripura.
thoughts and feelings.

The Beauty of Friendship
Written by Pinak Debnath

A friend is someone who cares about
And stands with me every day.

We tal k, | augh and play together
And enjoy our moments in every way.

When | 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 problem
And help each ot her
A true friend is al
Honest and caring

Friendship is a
That grows with
Life becomes hap
When true friendﬁqW 

|

| am thankful t O™

LY
Who brings happiness
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Their support and encouragement
Hel p me in every ti me.

A good friend is a precious gift,
More valwuable than gol d.

The memories we make together
Will stay with us as we grow ol d.
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The Letter Ti me Neverl
Dr Shabana Si

They said time heals every wound,

Yet some names still echo | ouder th
I still set an extra cup of tea on
For habits never |l earn the | anguage

The old clock keeps tiwc
But it stopped for m
Since then, |1 06ve mea§

Not in years, but i nf
I searched for you i oW T Btree

I'n songs that forgot their own endi

And in every sunrise that | ooked a
One day, I opened the drawer
Where your |l ast handwritten | etter

The ink had faded,

4 8



But your | ove hadnot .

I't wasndédt asking me to keep crying.
It wasndt asking me to wait.
I't simply whispered,

*0OLive beautifully enough that my a
prison. o0*

That day, I planted fl owers
Where grief had built its home.
I smiled without asking forgiveness

I laughed without feeling guilty.

Now, when people ask
I f still mi ss you,

| t eldl t hem

Al no |l onger |l ook for you in the sk
You bl oom in my kindness,

You breathe through my courage,

And every dream | dare to chase

Carries your fingerprints.o
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Perhaps |l ove never truly ends.
I't only chamnges its address
From someoneds presence

To someoneds soul
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St ardust and Sil hoi

Samriddhi Gup
Samriddhi Gupt a

Student, Athlete & Innovator Samrid
and competitive badmint on athlete
Bal ancing academic excell-edge with
technology, she actively explores 3
The cosmos dipped its brush in dark

And struck a match to find a spark.
With molten gold and st

I't spun the canvas of t

Then spilled a vibrant,
To wash the earth in mof
The world is art, aliwv
A gallery of nature's

Look close updén the for

A masterpiece behind each door.

The fractal ferns, the mossy green,
The quietest, most sacred scene.
The mountains trace a jagged |ine,

A sculptor's monument divine,
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Like silywv
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easons take
eaves |ike
ter bl ankly
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vives the s

ing grace,
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ust found
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the dar k.

grand,
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their t
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t hrows
SNowsSs.

l eeping

aotic birth.

hat never e

oken col or

We wal k through galleries

nds,

bl ends.
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With masterpieces everywhere.

The heavy storm, the | ightning stri
No two sunsets are quite alike.
So |l ook around, wuncloud your =eyes,

Beneat hshhétewgr ski es.

The universe does not design

A single cold, wutilitarian | ine.
It crafts, it builds, it dreams, it
This |iving world is art of arts.
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Samrid
Studen
Samrid
at hl et
wi th a
game d

Beyond the Spectru
Samriddhi Gup

dhi Gupt a
t, At hl ete & I nnovator
dhi is a driven Cl ass st ul

10
e from Uttar Pradesh, I ndi a.
p as sedogne ftoerc hcnuatlitoignyg, she act.i
evel opment and robotics.

The cl
measur
noon,
l i ved
Advai
hi m,

knew

retre
brui s
and t
He wo
cat al
eveni
i ndig
penuwn.
cricke
When h
of red
chatte
compl e
The sp
Advailt
Wher e

O >0~ oo DO —~F

ock in the center of the town
ed color. At dawn, it pulsed
it was a blinding, saturated
their lives by 0tshestheuaed yo fg | tohwe
, however, was colorblind in
he clock was merely varying s
xactly when to harvest crops
t indoors for the dtarm seaso
d, metallic teal), Advait had
e smel |l of the wind.
ked as the townbs archivist,
ging old parchment that every
g, when the c¢clock was presuma
, Advait found a | oose floorhb
Hi dden underneath was a gl as:
t ball, filled with a swirlin
e touched it, the world didno
or green. I nst eatdh e t dies taanbti e

r, the rustl e oofstloepapveeds, t he

tely.

here vibrated against his pal
blinked. The gray stone wall

others saw a static wall pain
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saw | ines of pure
then that <col or
townspeople were
deaf to its actua
He stepped outsid
anxiously at the
Advait couldn't i
"The #liagqyé
child. "The sky i
Advait didn't | oo
e frequency of
curse from the
inding against
tire resonance.
noring the pani
wer . He didn't
rsh, screeching
chani sm, he
ith a heavy wren
e gears snapped
l ow, the crowd
aceful, gol den
Advait climbed do
quietly in the sh

wa s

anxious

saw

gasped

energy,
just a
seeing the
I sound.

e into the square.
clock tower. It wa
dentify, but the p
Ananya nearby w
s turning the colo
k at the sky. He h
the air was jagged
heavecnlsoc kt hwee rgei an't
a t roafpfp etdh eb It oocwkn ' osf

vi brating
visual t
musi c o

Advai
the wa
his

cked shout s,
need to see
vi bration in
the wedgd.of ston
ch, he | evered the
back into place w
as the sky
twilight. They <che
wn, sliplpimg the s
adows of his beaut
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Two Sides of a Coi

Muhammad Affan E

Hi , IAfmh ami., a boy from Kashmir tryi:H
passion. | '"m 13 and from DPS Srinag
a competition to express my art [ ho

A coin spins high into the air,
Caught between a hope and prayer.
For just a moment, none can tel

Whet her fortune waits or shadows dw
One side glimmers in the morning su
A symbol of battles fought and won.
It tells of | aughter, dreams set fr
And all the things we |l ong to see.
It speaks of courage, |l ove, and |ig
Of stars that guide us through the
I't 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 fe

ars we kee

The promises broken,,
I't carries echoes
Of winding roads a
I't knows the weigh
The times we felt

But neither side can n ¢ ¥n e ;
A single face is not the whole.
For joy gains meaning after sorrow,
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And |l oss gives value to tomorrow
The brightest stars would never sh
Without the darkness of the sky beh

We spend our | ives chasing one side
Trying our hardest our scars to hid
Yet every triumph, every mistake,
Hel ps shape the person we eventual
The cracks we carry, the | essons we
Become the fire through which we bu
Like a coin worn smooth by countl es
Mar ked by |l aughter and stained by t
We gather stories along the way,
Each one shaping who we are today.
Some chapters sparkle, some chapter
But all are pieces of the |l ives we
And when the coin is finally still,
Resting beyond fate's restless wil/l
May we | ook back and clearly see
The strength within our duality.

For we are not defined by our highe
Nor only by moments of failure and
We are the sum of every choice,
Every silence, every voice.

So |l et the coin spin wild and free,
Across the oceans of destin

For beauty |l i&es in what we join
The two true sides of a single coin
One side is hope, one side is fear,
One side is distant, one side is ne
Yet both together tell the story of
I'ts endless wonder, its joy and str
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And in the end, when al l i s known,
No side was ever meant al one.

For every heart, every soul we meet
Wal ks on two sides beneath their fe
A balance fréagile, yet divine

Like two sides of a coin, forever e
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My comfort i1 s me

Vi dushi

When the world feels | oud and wide
No need for hands toe hold me | [ 1]
I am the calm that | was waiting to
The soft voice that is always Kkind
When | am |ist I know where to hi
Ri ght here, in me soft and aligne
I am the home | am the | ight

Comfort is me, through day and nigh

I f the sky turns
Il " m The shelter whe
No borrow war mt h, .
Just me and me and
I'f the world forgets
"1l the | ove, I

No more searching

My comfort is me,

59



Just Once More

Neha Agar wal

Hey there it's Neha Agar wal a teen

bookssisss

Just once more, | wanted to see him

Absorb every bit of him l|like never

before

Remember every cell of him

Just once more, | wanted him to sta

little |l onger

He handed over the 00%3

di sappeared in the € g d& ne

existed I

My eyes | ooked for real

itwasthelasttimi

My hands started shav;lg

colours fell down fro :

I stood there knowing the tAiny wi s h

"once more"
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Once mor e, I felt the need for him
stay once more; but once more |

realised there's no once mor e
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Unr ead

Mensana pangamb

How
You
You

You

Yet

you
seas

You

n

n

o o

nge you ar e.
ce the rain before it arriv

ce a flower Dblooming at the

ce sadness in the eyes of s
how,
ot notice the person who ha

before you | ike a page fill

k of

h |

de you
h |

nd ti
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The Girl | n Me
Srisha Shyam

I I'ie in my bed
Staring at the ceiling

Wi daewake and thinkingé.

A strange feeling creeps up my hear

Squeezing it tightEéeé

Suddenly, everything feels right

A girl is running with a smile so b

A trophy in her hand

s

A medal around hernec:
A :ﬁ‘ﬁon\\]‘()bi! <+

Screaming on to!

AiMom | Won! o

The room went silent o

The Iights in the room changed

I't wasn't sunlight, it was my phone
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They
fixe
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One
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=13

fe

i Ho w
was

g t

my

or

e

burn

d on

Fai l

t hi

ng

e Up!

It

t

h

coul

for

y

open
es are
d,

he scre
do

ran thr
t girl
you gi
u to st

my heart

bl eeding

en glowing with th

ough my mind frant

scream insi de me

ve up on my dr eams
and where we once
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THE FI RST DRAFT | S MY
SI VASANKARI YUVAR;

Sivasankar.i Yuvar aj was born in 19¢
compl eted her Bachelor of Engineer:i
Technol ogy, Sal em, and earned her N
Power Systems from Paavai Engineeri

Think of it, dre
With passion we

Happy to write a
Filled with joy,
Make me a correc
Since my father

The draft | made
No correction is

An extraordinary

But the draft | ma d e ag a book

May be filled with faith;
My first book, known to be extraord
So, the first draft of a book is |Ia

My first book comes with grace,

First mad e, it |l asts.
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The journey of me continues to be;

Best of my father, starts with no d
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Who i s She ?

Neeti ka tya

Yes, She is the one whom god made
with di mpled smile and curly hair.
Simple with pretty face quite fair.

She is my beloved,

My heart, my worl d
No worl d describe

She is even mor e
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Bark of burdens
Janane

Poetry is expressing your heart thr
the depths of one's soul Writing g
knits one's emotions and feelings
A sorrow tree existed in my town,
Carrying fragments of gr@
Left behind by the peop B'W N
I'ts girth grew with eve d
A reminder of what pois
When |l eft to grow on it
One day, it decided to t
People played deaf,
Painting ignorance as b
As its bark cracked a |i e
Then a young boy from a nea y town
I'ts anger and sorrow etched into ev
I'ts |l eaves withering and its branch
Beneath the weight of sorrow
Wit hout thinking twice, he embraced
Nei ther hesitant nor driven by pity
He chose humanity over a selfish fa
Hi s act exposed the truth,
To those who treated humanity |Iike
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The Pl ace | Used to
Adri j a

There was a ti me
when these walls held my |l aughter,
when every room knew my name

=~

every corner felt | e shelter.

called it home.

at a place

® D D

—~ =5 =~ @

i s?
an stay th same
unrecogni zabl e.

strange i

Q o -
(¢

| e becomin

windows stild]l face the morning,
hall way still |l eads to my door,
somewhere between yesterday and
light forgot how to stay.
air grew heavy with unspoken th
h words that Iingered
g after they were spoken,
h silences sharper than argument
earned to walk quietly,
carry storms within my chest,
smile through questions
never allowed to ask.
s house taught me
|l oneliness can exi st
n when every room is occupied.
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I't taught me

t hat hearts can ache

wi thout | eaving a single bruise,
that | ove can become distant
without ever saying goodbye.

o

Some night s,

| trace old memories

|l ike cracks in fading paint,
searching for the war mth
that once | ived here.

I searchifladr t he

who believed every door way

|l ed somewhere safe.

But the echoes answer instead.
And so | stand her e,

bet ween what was

and what i s,

mourning not a place,

but the feeling it carried.
For the saddest thing about | o0osing
is not | eaving it behind

it is waking up one day

and realizing

you never | eft,

yet somehow,

it is already gone.
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Destiny brought them

Vajrala Sree Lakshn

Hi my self vajrala Sree Lakshmi Sow
Andhra Pradesh. Beside that i had
poems, novels, fictional stories.
Krishna Nagar at 4:30 PM smelled Ii
adjusted her ghungroos in her bag,
The auto ride from her intermediate
dance school was her favorwae 20 mi
the one place her heart wasnodét in t
was |l ocked. A paper s tGQucrku veur ogoakreud :
went to Rajahmundry. oSwati ds shoul d
old to cry over a cafieell edheclsasang
She sat on the cement parapet out si
the wall. Thak. Thak. Thak. Thatoés w
The clean, impossible sound of | eat
was a patch of ground everyone call
three bricks for stumps, and a doze
l'i ke their I|ife depended on it.,.One
battingdaT&l |l swean m&k’ n G s g
college shirt stick oten his ‘
smash like the ot hefb/ i\ \ | w Nt/ i
the ball came, pak ¥ 4}\(

that sound since she-‘a_“f‘yv)j}‘.\_,;. L @
brotheroés matches f ri *fmsy;,ﬁ

never toGidr lasmyiomeKr isihna' wagai
didnét play cricket. They | earned d
science. 0The boy missed one. The ba
picked it up. I't was heavier than s
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|l i ke earth. He jogged over. AThanks.

Eden Gardens. iYoubve got timing,

She couldnét speak. Then, before he
can | hold the bat?o0He blinked. The
nee fan vachindi ra! 0Ajay. So that
hereally |l ooked. Not at haeri dbag wit
At her eyes. il know you, 0 he said s
school, right? Youdre always runnin
face went hot. fAYou know me?0
AKri shna Nagar is small, 0 he grinne
runs towards cl ass, not away from
l aughing. Not mocking. Offering. The
mri dangam practice. Her hands shook
AiLeft hand on top, right below, 0Aj a
touching. ANowé wait for it.oHis fr
one, kind. Swat i swung. Mi ssed. The
sai d, fAgain. 0She missed thdestti me
enough to make the bat vibrate in h
|l ooked up, startled, delighted. Aja
at
do. 0That day, Swati dadnéd tbat nwKul
could be as honest as a tillana. Sh
she told Amma. But shedd sit on the
atching Ajay bat. Sometimes hedd c
shedd take stancde Hehisltearttheed bcooynsi nfg
her too. On Annual Day, he sat in t
Krishna Shabdam. He didndét understa
under stood how hedetferemi mead uclki kehehi
foot drive. I ntermedi ate ended.
She got into B.Com, still dancing.H
the | ocal club.
They fought. About careers. About A
dancer was seen with a cricketer at
They patched up. Over | emon soda an
whet her Kapil or Dhoni was better. H
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She taught him to count adi tal am. A

No Ranji dr eams. He joined a bank.

At 23, Swatids Guruvu said, AYou sh
small c¢class in her verandah. The day
she didndét say fAitds okay. oShe hand
can hold a bat, you cancere Bhesheod
|l earned to spot her aramandi from b

mridangam player at recitals. The da

l ooking for a fisettled groom, o0 he d

He bought a bat, wrote AW I I you pl

it with white paint, and left it at

two things a mandapam and a cricket

Krishna Nagar, 15 years later. 6:10
S.

g
her student
s

Ajay chuck throwdowns to their 9 vy

her motherod6s feet and her fatheroés

Their 6 year old sont,he&/ihamea,ormseé t s

banging mridangam beats on his scho
Kuchipudi ¢l ass. Someti mes, when no

asksfiCan | hold the bat?o0

And Ajay, now with a little grey, s
you came running to dance cl ass. It
sound still sings.

So do her anklets. I n Krishna Nagar,

Aboy thingo and Agirl thing."
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Kya woh Dbhi socht a
TUL S| DAMOR

Hi . I " m Tul si damor, 18 year <coll eg
passion. Writing my emotions in wor
Kahin suna tha ki aakhir mein sirf
Raat ke aakhiri pehar mein use yaad
Uski baaton ko aaj bhi dil se | agat
Beheki si rehti hoon uski yaadon me
uski muskurahat, uska nadaan chehr a
Baaton ke beg¢dhlkhyiaawolkamak hoon,
Aur sab -yamde kwoh eaak aad
kart.i hoon,
Jab hum bichhad gaye
Tab sochti hoon. .
Kya woh bhi sochta h aj
us ki baaton ko yaad : ti
Kya woh Dbhi jaanta ho k
ko ghanton tak dekhti
Kya woh bhi sochta ho t
gaane
Mai n aaijbabhri shuanari hoon
Kya woh bhi mehsoos karta hoga ki a
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Main aaj bhi usse dobara milne ke s
Aur kya woh jaanta hoga ki bi chhadn
Main usse utna hi pyaar kart.i hoon?

Khair... aakhir mein sirf yaadein h
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WHEN THE HEART BLOOM:

PAYAL CHOWDHURY

Payal Chowdhury a Bengali gi rl fron
elite family of education and cul tu
the age of 10 and gradually it turn

Have you ever questioned yourself?

What kind of |ife you're dwelling?
What makes you everyday?

What's your actual goal of Ilife?
Are you meant to just follow?

Or bloom everyday?

Do you ever |like your work?

Do you get time to groom ?

I f ever you have dr eamt fly t
I f ever you have dr ead on
I f ever you want to worth
I s when you must chas he
Love your heart's sma an
I f you | ove natur e,

Make it a routine to ake
Once in a while you

When does a man grow?
Yes, the trick you mu
"t when you str §¥e through,
"t when you just p?essurise b

n
n
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Read your heart's desire,
Recognise your hearty aspires,
Heal from the past mistakes,
Learn something new,

I s when the heart bl ooms.
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Man i n Pink
Bhavi ka Chel

Bhavi ka Chel ani is a Chartered Acc
poetess by passion. She began writi
| ockdown opened t heexproassiton.poetry

Man in pink, not |l ess of a man, but
A man who is bit strong and a bit t
Who doesn't |link emotion with gende
Who not only wunderstands you, but a

The one wh o under stands t hat S 0ome
weakness is not any disorder,

Who knows that hiding worries behin
a warrior,

The one who under st
he's going through <c

That not pretending
her for support and
l'ife happier,

The one who stands 7
breakdown but al so _'

sheds down his own t {/j /

The one who knows that showing his
not make him weaker,
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Who breaks the sterotype and hold h

Who teaches her to be strong enough

to be vulnerable in front of her.
That' s who the man in pink is,
Not |l ess of a man, but a bit mor e h
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Abb badi ho gyi hoo

Urusa MusKkan

Il " m Urusa Muskan. A small writer wh
where everyone can feel her emoti on
Ungl i pakad ke tune chalna sikhaya,

Apne hathon se mujhe badhna si khaya
Socha tha jab badi ho jaungi

Tujhe duniya ki har Kkhushi l aut aung

Zindagi bhar bas 't

Har musi bat mei n t

Abb badi ho gayi h
Phir bhi is duniya

Kal jab kisi aur g

Kya phir bhi i s gh

Bas yun hi hamesha mera haath thaam
Kyunki aapse juda hokar. .
Shayad main kabhi muskura na paungi
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The Rain's Song
Jassprit Singh

Il " m singing in the rain

I " m dreaming in the rain,
| wish to fly,

In the grey skies above.

L wish to swim

In a river in the f1l ow.
| wi sh to be alive
To flow into a | ake

A |l ake by me

For me forever.

But "' m stil]l S i

As He rain stop
The grey turns
With rivers and!’
For how the Laih
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 spinnin
Do you feel it?

The anguish of your past pain?

FIl owing away | i ke the rain.
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The seventh vachar
Aayat zehr e

The priest said we must say seven Vv
The | ast one, I left bl ank.
Arjun gave me tea and smiled. fAWhy
I hit his dress with my pen. ANo, A
oneé | will say it when | look at vy
He | aughed. AFine. Two days left. T
Two days |l ater, | |l ooked at his shu
bet ween us.
A machine made noi se. Beep. Beep.
In my hand was my paper. Six vachan
He had a bad crash. He was on his w
wedding. A big truck hit him. It wa
The doctors said big words. 6Hurt 6.
wondédt wake updé. | only heard 6t wo d
days.
It was very cold in Srinagar. The p
|l ost hope. I sat there for two days
paint was still there. An O6A0 was o
was now dry and broken.
Each day, a kind nurse | et me see h
took out my paper.

8 4



Fi

=13

=13

Se
Th

=t

Fo
ro

o

Fi

=13

Si

=t

Th
ma

(9]

Aft
mu
i s

par
Th
Th

| t
t he

r st Vachan:

cond Vachan:

i rd Vachan:
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e.

Vachan:

He had n
fth Vachan:

t h
appy.

Vachan:
0O Beep

n |
hine

stopped.
was the

er two mor e
t tal k. His
ot helping

ot
or fi

hine sou

sound.

t he
ti

ook
| ast

pen
me .

I will walk with you
| wi || make your he
| wi || keep your mon
| wi || |l ove your mo
0O mo m. No dad. Only
| wi ||

| wi | |

The | as;g

only s

days, t m
mind i s

now. We

| had nq A
mi nut es. me and
The room was now bee
Hi s hands were 1|ike
at the | ake. The han
aper. My hands shook
My voice was fine t
nd changed. Beepé be
I't was so quiet it h
near his bed. The pe
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My write was not good. It had tear

6The Last Vachan: I owi || not say |

Arjuné | will l et you go from this

so | say bye. 6

I shut the paper. Once. Twice. Il pu
The note was done. I sent it.

It rained hard outside. The kind of

I went out. | did not | ook back. My
The O0A6 was al most gone.

They put him in the ground the next
hi m.

No one asked me what | wr ot e. No on

Some notes are not for people who
God.

That day | knewé the |l ast vachan
days, it is about being brave and |

(7]
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De mon

Anami ka S

As she slowly opened her eyes, saw
She was sure, it would have been op
gates stood tall, she was powerl ess
Once upon a time there was a I|little
wanted to help people by wusing her

afraid of her as she was a demon. Y
prove them wrong. She doedgrhatt want

all demons are bad. But everything

horrible ways. No matter what she t
couldn't do it. The God created dem
angels to protect the humatntse from d
century. But the poor demon doesn't
her good intentions were resulted i
up and they came together and burne
own angry and said noftorataltlhoewipnego ptlf
to happen. Her self pity was hard t
It was always hard for her to remem
for making her a demon and giving h
people for rewarding her kindness w
everyone, she hated herseldy for al/l
she wall owed in self pity and was o
the cage yet fighting her choices.

One day a human was passing by her.
travel to new places and meet new p
beauti ful cage and came near it. As
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figure
AWhy a

The
He ask
man as
around
The ma

de

Th
k

cr
do

The
demon

The
cage.
cage.

sitting at the edge of he c
re you in a cage?0

mon only grunted in response.
ed again, AWhy are you a ¢
ked again and again. The demo
and told him to tag¢eda good
n doesn't understand.

he demon proceeds to tel him
emon and God punished her for
d for them. The man heard t he
he asked again, AiWhy are you
mon was | ivid. She screamed a
and God punished me for it by
n doesn't phase. He just poin
He foll owed his hand. He poin
It was open, it was al ways op
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Daani and Ni shu: A St oc

Forget
Daani c hauha

Daani Chauhan a aspiring student fr
Kupwar a, i n Jawimiul e& wkoarskhimmigr .hard to
NI'A officer, he also follows his pa
I't is hard to put into words how mu
I nstitute, Srinagar, meant to me. T
they were the most beautiful years
woke up knowing that | wonéd see Ni
made my day brighter.
Ni shu was a Sikh girl, full of kind
energy. I am Musl i m, but religion n
connected us was trust, respect, fr
stronger with every passing day.
From the day we met, something t
smile that could make anyo# t
Her | aughter became a f[i.; 47 ‘a
trusted me more than ar; S
have a brother, she oft t
boy she truly trusted.: t
t o me
Our days were filled with c¢classes,
We studied together, helped each ot
motivated each other to work harder
classes, we pushed each othemp to su
students in our <class.
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Whenever | visit Rajbagh, I remembe
surroundings, the places where we w
of her presence. Every corner feels
created together.

People often see me smiling and thi
carry a pain inside my heart that v
my sadness and continue moving forw
woul d have wanted.

I mi ss her every day.

I mi ss her smile.

I mi ss her | aughter.

I miss waiting with her after cl ass
I miss carrying her bag.

I mi ss hearing her voice.

Most of all, I mi ss having her besi
Al t hough she is no |l onger physicall
my memories, my prayers, and my hea
the trust she gave me, and the happ
never be forgotten.

This is the story of Daani and Nish
A story of friendship, trust, dream
A story that ended too soon but wil
And as |l ong as | live, I will conti
created together, carrying her with
takes me.
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One | ast Dr aft

Par i Meena
Par i Meena is a rising Indian auth
emotion, mystery, and quiet power.
stillness and inner storms, weaving
after the | ast page is turned.

I wrote my dreams i

Some flew away,

| chased the star sky

Found a few, but

The roads were long, the skies were
Yet many tears | chose to hide.
Some doors | c¢closed, some closed on

Some took my heart and kept the key

I lost old friends to time and spac

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

Turned silent scars to quiet streng

Not every wish became a fl ame,

Not every prayer returned the same.

Yet here | stand with open hands,

Hol ding the dust of vanished pl ans.

And when | read these pages through
I see a soul that somehow grew.

The words are worn, the ink runs th
But every | ine holds where | 've bee
So | et this be my final art,

A simple story from the heart.

No perfect ending, bright or grand,

Just truth and |l ove in trembling ha
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Fading Echoes

Sahanaa

An empty, dark room waits silently,
Though far away, it seemed to say:
This place was once filled with peo

With | aughter and trust.
Now itébdés broken.
Loneliness and solitude contradict

Yet every road we |l eft behind stildl

Memori es are strange.
Suddenly, the moments have passed.
The storm moved on.

Someti mes p&bpke dhsasdthfgenr a@lhrospgesace.

No one sees the t
Still, | wai t for
Yet every page |

I just hope for s
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The sun began to rise,

And bl oomed agad n before my eyes

But never |l i ke before.

Darkness became my only friend.

Eventually it whispers where we

But no one seems t o hear .

I stand among the peopl & |like a

A heart full of untold stories.
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t

h e S |

k a

we ak

Ni ti

I designed a whol

Where each and e

Everyone is 1|

With no mor

The real W o

Each and ev

But for me

The worl d i

And the forests

I am doing my dr

On this | gery

| am danci und

Anyone ¢ ee

No one h stop

Doesn't matter i

But the real

ity i

My parents think

My i maginati on

e
Ve
ng
de

st

worl d i

ry

m

j ob,

autiful gl obe.

the golden moonl

n with a weak s

ig
me to follow my p

it's danci or f

ng
sour,

udy is the only

only make me gl a
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Because the reality is a little sad
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The Banguet of Bon
Vito Lcho

Upon a ceremonial banquet fair,
I ntroduc'd, | took my seat with car
Where honey'd tongues in silken gui

Did weave deceits '"neath polished e

Array'd in forms both short and t al
Some flat, some sphere, some sharp,
A dine so brief, yet traps unseen,

'"Neath pandals grand, of borrowed s

Ami dst them all,
Whose soul s in mutEs
With them | sat ,

And felt as thoug

Like city lights i S embrace

Their warmth illum'd that distant p
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And there, amidst I|ife's tales unto
Found blood of kin, in friendship's

As summer's rain doth soothe the da
As balances in calm display,
As shooting stars bring hope anew

So was my soul with gladness full
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Trembling white sh

Shil pa Pattans

Hel |l o everyone! I am shil pa, I am a
at heart . For the past 6 years | a
stories and poems in English and Ka

media platfor ms.

Today | overheard a conversation be
sheet .

The white sheet trembled and said,

"What iif she bleeds all her pain on
doesn't write her story with words,
and | am sure that if once her trut
same again. After thafprkveontctarcagr

her scars
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Natureds unsaid vo

Het vi Rahi |l S
Swift was the moon's epical mo v e
To withdraw the sun's dazzling shin

And disguise the sky with its spark

How | wish the breeze would have pr
A tree standing a i ckeri
Unnoticed was the to c
message.

To me standing by st who
and famished

Little | could re ] >xact s
Where my friend and Vg by the
And transmitted e : : :

And oh. , I coul dn stop t
our playful sweet giggl e
Today, the tree | and
embodi ment to our Il e mem
More did | anticipate the tree's ne

wil ted,

Tears shed and drenched my dry eyes
A heartbreaking sigh that
Took over my throbbing gutted heart
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The Fi nal |l nci si o

Muhammad Husnai n

Husnain Aziz is a contemporary Wwri:
based in Pakistan, known for his s
compel | idmg,velno gioomment ar y.

The metronome of a

counts the seconds

Beneath the | ampsh g
t hestmkned fingers

dragging a heavy,

rusted nib across the cage o0 yn
A thousand ghosts of paper white |Ii
the floorboards in the night,
crumpled spinedthaedekheokbenopenéds ro
of those who died before they reach
But t Hhihs somen,e, will transcend.

The dlacek stares with a glass eye,
as shadows in the room comply.

The tragic hero he conceived steps
guietly grieved,; the villain smiles
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plucking the thoughts right from hi

Real ity is thinning out, erased by
To make the fiction fully bleed,

a darker sacrifice is agreed.

The masterpiece is nearly done,

the final chhpteinkasal baguoannot su

to pay the architect's steep price.
He signs his name in crimson thread
and | ets the pages take the dead.
The book is bound,

the spine is whole; the | ast draft

takes his soul
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Friends or f oe
Abhijeet Shar

I am Abhijeet a promoniet genz poet
of life in such a penetrative manne
We al ways judge people |Iike their b

But we don't know thing doesn't wor
People always starving for their ow
They keep contact on the basis of t
Greed is alll about contact s, money,
And wanna join youfef €9 Tk

fight & cri me R : &
People make cont
friends for repl
I f you wanna bec
act | i ke they ar
Or unchangeabl e

&

truth sa

Peopl e wildl rush with fear because
face

The truth have some kind of contrac
Like explosive, unf avourable in eve

We can try this and check your fait
And you can check how many peopl e a
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Supreme or Cream ?

Abhijeet Shar

I am abhijeet Sharma a progressive
di fferent kind of topics and entiti

On the name of supreme people al way
For this work they wil!/l beg for vot

People go there for become a person
peace

Some go for mo
grace

They chant
about wor |

Going supreme'’
worl d

They will tell
we're enlighte
for you

But in reality o}

We al ways have connection but need
The supreme state of our consciousn
Enough for make connection with cre

But main thing who you are who take
Worl d) Seriously
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