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The bakery of sile
R. D. HARVVI TH

On
ba
W o
to

On
ev
S

It

Wo
Fo
st
t h

On
ca
hi
t o
s h
de
e X

De
t h

Te
ar
To
it

ce upon a time, there was a gir/l
kery. She ran her bakery happily
rk hard. However, she was very qu
hersel f.
e day, a new shop opened right ne
erything seemed normal, but Angel
l ent. Then, a terrible smell star
happened every night, and it con
rried, Angel decided to install a
r sever al ni ghts, the camera show
range. But Angel c ols
at something was wr&s

e night, she began

refully. Behind a | h
dden tunnel. The tu = d
the shop next door :
e was horrified. Th

ad humandg, shat a,ndd g

pired bread.

ep inside the tunnel, she saw a h
e bad smell and the silence.
rrified but brave, Angel i mmedi at
rived with an evil witch who spec

gether, they captured the ghost a

S cur se.



After the ghost was gone, the bad s

returned. Angel cleaned her bakery,
ingredients, and started her busine
was filled with the happy sounds of

of fresh bread.



Pact with peace
Yakshhi ka Nay

The colours melted into the sky,
featuring a beautiful sunset,
And there she was admiring it,

She was the kind of person who coul

soaking the sunset I|like it would ne
But this ti me |, it was different,
She felt I|ike

not a thing,
but a person.

Later shavarse &l

he was missing
Her heart could make out his presen
which was strange because she al way
She would never want someone to dis

She told then it was the time she f
make a pact with her,

But now it was di fferent,

She felt |ike watching sunset with



woul d force peace to make a permane

or maybe , he was peace
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Measur e Of Love

Saranyapr aka:

My sel f Saranya Prakash. Wor ki ng as
Pal akkad, Keral pubhi2zdhedamghf20235%, b

"Ashtanari kalFor(srmhyrfirsgtorbesk. | a
Neel ambari Suvarnalipi Puraskar.

I wat hedugh the darkness of |l onelin
me. . . .

My mindawes to understand the worl d
I n search of the meaning of happine
I n search of the meaning of sadness
I kept searching for the meaning of
But could not find an answer.

On the long, |l onely road | found th
Love. ..

The measure of happiness. ..

The measure of sorrow. ..

And the measure of desire. . ..

Al | are found in | ove.

11



JOURNEY

Journey

Lifeurney

A very resonant word

But is everything that I|ies behind
May be Not

Journey simply never ends in a day

Rather 1 bhg pavery

Where |lies the seed of adversity, d
hardships & |l ots ;ész)orts.‘/

I n the | anguage '

Journeéegr severanc
I'n general, journe"eads
the fruit of Victory & Debacl e

And on the scale of life, Victory w
But i n tdhies abpopooki notfme nt ,

Al so t herree whivspeor 9 f

the petals of triumph.

Journey doesn't only |l eads to succe

I't gives one an ocean of experience

12
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Chehr

Uska chehra noor
Subah ke suraj |j
Uske cheéhadeakkit hi

Mer i rooh mein Kk

e ka noor
Ut hf ar bash
tha aisa,
ai sa.
ai si,
iran si baithti

Uske gusse ka gahar th‘aﬂv

Dopahar ki dhoop
Us ki baatein thi
Raat ki thandi h
Uska hona tha ai
Jai se aasman mei
Aaj bhi yaad aat

Mer i har dua mei

j ai

ai s

14



The weight of Love I

Nai na Fayaj

They say |l ove is in the air-r
And may b that's why the sky never

Cz may b it has spent centuries hol
watching the hearts rise and fall

And it seems |i ke the air carries w
dared to speak

They say love is in the air..

And may b that's why the sky never
empty. | .

Hi gh above theéehat
drifts through the
l'ight that was never

Yet night after ni.g
borrowed radianaaedacim
guards the storileesf tt htaoto |
soon or staweddeveoyl onght.
one returns home with anoth

They say |l ove is in the air
And mayb that's why the sky never f

There |ies the c¢clouds that wander e
the weight of prayes never spoken

15
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ve a prsn, onl
rs of our exi
l ove is in th
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What i1 s the meaning o
story telling

Saur av Nath

Hell o everyone my name i s saurav na
m from tripura, city panisagar | us
on 25th October 2007 |, Il m an intro
you wi ||l l'i ke my story telling

Since my childhood, I never really
father. Maybe the word "fatHer" was
see children |l aughing with their fa
their happiness, and receiving |l ove
breaks. |l sit quietly and wonder, "
hav a father?" Peopsl ef israsyt ah efraot,h efri r
and first protection. But | never g
words. I only heard them from other
fat her. Not hrecasuse i hé ailede. But s
father who is alive and still not b
of pain. A pain that cannot be expl
not that | don't have a fatHer. The
don't know what it means to have on
I needed support. I needed someone
be okay. But instead, I l earned how
pain alone. Sl owly, ttiegamaitm tadret e
father. Then | started hating the wo
someone |l oving their father, I felt
take their happiness away, but beca
just once.|l téadobgttpéapher sl wehough
| eave, hurt, and disappoint their <c¢
understanding of the word "father."

17



Day. Ppopt epictures with their fathe

t h
st
re

® ® < ®D® Y D®TD®D® TS DOD

oy}
c

ank them for everything they have
ay silent because | have nothing
l ationship that | nevewstmely had
aves me, or hurts me, I remember
rson who was supposed to stay in
en what can | expec/t erm ot her s?
at is why | becameg gmoglonal
at is why small R &

eply. Maybe that

ople. And maybe

ather"™ stildl hu

alize. But even

de one promise

come a father,

el what | felt.

estion their wo never m
cause of my abs I never
aning of a fath

may not bemaypemakecmi satakers. |

t o wi | stay.

wi || Il i sten.

wi |1 | ove t hem.

cause | know how painful it is to
ive, yet feels |Ilike a stranger. An
e qguestion remains the same i n my
ther?Because after algl ftoredédreyear
swer .
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Dystopian worl d

Anami ka s
I am a col |l egeKesrtadladetnday dm.om IInave,t

She opened her eyes to total darkne

—

move around and was restricted by
space around her. She started to fe

r search she f

D

around her. During h
crack in the |l eft side of her. Wi t h
she broke the crack into a rift. A

into her cage, Wi thin days she brok

her cage and blinding |light wel come
warm wor | d. She slowly got up from
Humans in this world | ay eggs and ¢
Her | egs was not strong enough to ¢
fall down as she stood up, but she
give up yet. Finally with al/l her e

of the egg. With quivering | egs she

soon as she came out of the egg, a
appeared in front of her and scanne
the scanning, it showed her various

19



dr i nk.

A

name, her weight, her age,
her dislikes and informat.i
i ke that stuff. Humans in
with the knowledge of I ang
even
wor |l d

so s

ol d h

anner.
On |

ngs beside h;.,”: T W A d

ving soul could be seen. T

essert except a path and a
s on the screen. |t said t
With that said she started
fficult at first but with
red the art of walking. As
iny table at the side of t
nd found a few suppl ements

screen appeared and it sai

20
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choosen path and find their own.

22



AnMai n Aur Me r | Kal a

Har mandeep ko

Sab

itna

wo h
Di |
par

Sabk

Ma i n
shay

Har

puchte hain,
i khti kyun ho?

baatein maine chhupa di,

aansu haste haste pee I|iye.
kehttarmr she ong hoo,

humne bhi haan mein haan mila d
e dbat aun

eh nahi paati,

l'ikh deti hoon

mein toofan roz uthte the,
chehre pe suk
o lagta tha s
e andar jhaan
og samaj h nahi
al faazon mei
toot kar bhi

ad aadat S i h

dard ko | af zo
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poetry meri zindagi ho gayi thi
Aur har poemé

mera ek version.
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Har s ha
and the
and evo
transf o
soul

The Wi thheld Weep

Har sha Ravi

is an emerging poet who writ
silent battles carried with
cative verse, she explores t
rming unspokemeswmotitess wimnho

Be a | a
sai d th
Be gent
said th
You' re
You | oo

Condemn

Cast as

what ma
No one

what s h

dy,

e taunting voice.
| e,

e scornful gaze.
rough,

k tough!

ed by the

ide by ignobl

knew
de her thi
knew

e felt
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The unsaid struggl es,
The unheard wai l
Was it the harrowed heart,

Or was it the seared soul ?

The tor ment she bor e,
The shame she wor e,

It was those nights,

It was those sights.
A nascent soul was born,
A maiden of might, tamed by none.

I't was those withheld weeps

That made her undaunt ed.

26



Speci al

Sehrish Afz
lt's my first attempt i f | don't su
Yo are the sunshine that
Brighten up my day,

A mile so radiant that Chases
Al the gray away.
Your beauty is a gift, a treasure
To behol d,
A ear tt ot kmankdg my | ove for you unf
Your eyes are |like the stars,
Shining bright and cl ear, l
Your laughter is musyi?\‘" -‘ *\)

A S
Vani shes all fear. AN
Yo ar e avoge&m,of art, ‘+‘-
A eautiful soul, th .,6_,Jf'ljche‘¢s_«>-‘my h
Yo are the light tﬁ i\‘dek%x‘é
Through the night, 5 \ﬂﬂk‘é
Your kindneasspand | %5
Me every day,

27



Tdhe a betitrerewerrysomossi bl e way.
Your smile is my happiness,

My joy and my delight,

Your ©presenntaek eisn my | if e,

Ever yftehalngj ust right.

28



"The Magic of Musi

Om hairwar i

My name is Om Hari Tiwari. I am a N
Record Hol der, and the Founder of
about music, creativity, and innova
Music is a |lovely art,
I't brings joy to every

) S *-/‘ ol
Soft and sweet or \,Ed“'
It fills our days —h g
I't helps us smile
And makes good momé&
Music speaks a | angu
A gift enjoyed by me
Music is an important part of our |
rel ax. Di fferent types of music are
Music can express feelings such as
excitement . I't brings rpeetoipdres tmoree h
enjoyable. Many students | isten to
their free ti me. Music is often cal
it is understood and | oved all over
happiness to our 1|ives.

29



Grandf at her

Suman Ghosh Dast

Suman Ghosh Dastider is a poet, res
West Bengal, I ndi a. He holds a Mast
gualified UGC NET and GATE in Engli
stories, and essays, anfdoliksl adree.pl y
Boarded the train, to reach in time
When got the news, my grandfather

SIl'ipped on floor and cracked the |I|e

Coated the paste of turmeric and sl

Hi s face became pal e, g

Mot her c¢cried and stil‘ 1

iwhat happened to yo
Recover soon babu,

You will be fine soot

T 4

I, with rainy eyes, ,
. "'yjfl‘ ‘:\j“\
The emotions wer e elepha%)t’:"*

I told him, Adadu, you wil/| recover

30



Grandfather says, fiJoy, peace and |
Now time to rest. o and smiled.

I thought it was just a small fract

We all were wrong, as it was a brai
Slowly slowly he | ost his speech

I never saw this way collapsing of

He went at morning, when rains were

Room was full with peopl e, it was s

The mourning cry is frightening, ha

31



Map of Thinking

Suman Ghosh Dast

Suman Ghosh Dastider is a poet, res
West Bengal, I ndi a. He holds a Mast
gualified UGC NET and GATE in Engli
stories, and essays, anfdoliksl adree.pl y
I knew nothing, nothing about the w
I n chaensi gohft ,danyy heart swirled.
Cannot birds swimming,

Cannot fire freeze, - f
Learning to touch, S0k ast
Learning to run, andHx e
Learning the joy andqmr.u’e\vf& p
This -absaspding | can |

I knew nothing, not w
I'n the c-hagbt pfmgdake

I knew something, something about t
Human reason, and irrationality of
Knowing the death, | earning to I|ive

32



Not seeing the coming, |l earning to

Being the calm, |l earning to amour,
Erasing the |lines between rich and
I knew something, something about t
Fruits on the table, can be cut thr

I know evertyhtimign ga,b oeutertyne mi nd;

It creates and destroys, and floats
Rai ndrop is an ocean to Vvirus, ocea
Twigs can be shelter and iron may b
I know nothing, l'imitless of the gl
But it is not wholly futile to atte

33



The Galaxy of sile

Sonakshi Ja

Sonakshi Jain is an emerging poet |
t hat l'inger in the heart. Her wor Kk
and the beauty hidden within silenc
We rise beneath the same pale sky e
bells in different ways.
The morning gathers us beneath one
strangers once mor e.
Once, gravity was simple. A glance
could alter the course of an ordina
Now you orbit | aughter | no |l onger
memories |ike a planet faithful to
Bet ween cl asses, bet ween crowded ha
di stances that shoul cr
« S *
an entire galaxy has '
I still recognatheyo‘{',f«;ﬂé" i o
familiar tilt of you,, . ad
voice carriedbuhrbhaeg, ‘
no | onger arrange th h
And perhaps that is trbagedy‘s qﬁiet
not that you disappeared,
but that you remained.

34
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So
t hr

whi
won

and

se enough to see.
far to reach.

we continue beneat
ough the same uniwv

l e I watch your ho
dering how someone

st i tyle afrese If rloing hny

enough t

same

from

stand

Cl ose
h the
erse,
rizon
can
heart.
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Dusky

Annapur na

Maj um

Hell o my name iis Anpoapuenal WMapumda
engineering. For me the journey of
class for school magazine although
after that | never stop writing and
thoughts through poem.

A morning full of dusty skies,

Out from no were arrives.

I't slowly turns gre

And started a rainy

I't looks Ilike a Ilig

And giving an indic er
The scent of earth, ~me
Awakens | ife, dispel

Rain gives bl ossoms an ew
And then they again became alive

36



Rains makes everything looks fine,

Whet her it's day or night.

37



Di | Chahta hai

Mahi ma Shar me
Mahi ma Sharma, a I|iterature enthusi
pursuing her M. A. in English Litera
her creative expression in composin
Hindi, and Urdu.
Theharne ko dil chah*‘tf’wa;i
Ab bas ruk jaane T o™
|l shqg beshaekhabédrai
Par jte¢ hlehar ke chahné k o
Teri aankhon mein doob jaane ko dil
Saari duniya bhulaane ko dil chahta
Yun toh aabaad hain kayi ki sse in |
Par apni tagdeer tujhse milaane ko
Dhadkanon me sirf tera hi zikar rah
Tuj he apne wajood mein utaarne ko d
hai I
Khwabon ke aashiyane toh bohot bun
Ab hageeqat tujhse sajaane ko dil c
Zamaane ki rasmon se ab kya hi hai

38



Tere saaye mkondiuimrchahtaankeai Lo B
Kahin choot na jaaye tera haath mer
Har safar mein tujhe humsafar banaa

chahta hai A

Waqgt ki raftar ko aaj tham jaane do
Har | amha tere paas bitaane ko dil
|l shg bédanheaehabédrai tumse,

Bas hamesha ke |iye tera ho jaane Kk

39



Save The Gir|l Chi

Al eena khan

She makes the world bright
but she struggles to see the | ight
We must save her;

She is the future of

She |l oves to see the
not the body full oft
You must give her wi:

not the pain to cry

40



Ghar

Jeeshree Ver

Banjaare se the hum, | aga hi tha th
Uske aane se, mujhe main mil gaya.
Aankhon mein chamak, chehre par mas
khamoshi, aur hal ki S i muskurahat.
Zul fon ki har kat , gaal on par woh na
nazrein, aur phir halka sa muskuran
Maano waqt tham sa gaya ho, phool k
l agi ho, aur chaand dharti par utar
Mai n delstka raamm&hon mein, aur woh n
rahi t hi

Achanak wuske haathon ki woh | akeer
tha, use padhna mera kaam tha.

Mai ne muskurakar pooch 1|iya, "Aapka

Woh shar ma kar
se boli,

"Mera ghar toh
hai, jo mujhe
bas uske paas

o
e =

Us ki baat sunkar | aga, ghar SII’L‘f' ee

pattharon se nahi banta, ghar toh w
milta hai

41



Woh phir pooch baithi, "Aur aapka g

Maikruch pal khamosh raha, phir dheer

'"Mera ghar koi makaan nahi . "
Shayad yahi samajh nahi paaya tha m
raha, woh koi jagah nahi thi.

Phir achan&ak ehsaas hua

Mera ghar. .. uska dil t ha.

4 2



The Pages of Memor
Zareen

Some untold words, some suppressed
Lost somewhere in the dust of ti me
Today, as |l oneliness knocked on my
I remembered you again, |ike every
Those beautiful dreams we saw toget
Those hours of conversation, where
Someti mes | aughing until the eyes w
And sometimes sul king over 1little t
coaxed.
These distances are |
The feeling of your pt¢t
single moment. '
I n every breeze, your
today,
The gathering of your
within my soul
Admittedly, these path:
now,
But the hope for the destination st
Il s it the game of fate or some cons
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i ven
it ra
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desp

mor e

know

her 'y

mpl e

ou
a
in
he
it
c
t
ou
he
he

t your memories, this |i
chance, let it all begin
once more with our old
re and | am here, but ou
e the distance, |l et the
an | say to you in these
his, these heartbeats ca
are with me or not, you
final content ment of th
art of mine.
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Fear s

Al eena khan

| don't fear the oceans
That could drown me whol e;
I fear the |l and of your heart

That could bury my soul

| fear your false promises,
Not your betrayals and 1| ies;
For broken words hurt deeper

Than the truth that di es.

't fear the dar kness

That | ingers deep

| fear the hope I ¢

Refl ected i n myx«

Not the | and of%

For dreams can



And | eave no hope tomorrow.

't fear the hatred
You may hold for me;
I fear the |l ove you spared,

The | ove that could not be.

| fear the truth within my eyes,
Not the | ies upon your tongue;
For silent hearts remember

What words | eave unsung.

I don't fear my mortality,
Nor the day | fade from sight;

| fear an unseen forever

Without you in my |ife
After all these countless fears,
My strength still calls your name;

For every wound you've given me

Has never qgquenched the fIl ame.
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I love you for who you are,
Not who you pretend to be;
I I ove you not because | must,

But because | choose to.

I choose you through every stor m,
Through every passing day;
I wish for you, and only you

I n every fear, in every way.

47



When Every Word Became

Pr e r]hwm

Prerna Jha is a source of inspirati
as a graphic designer and illustrat:
Arts (BFA) degree in Animation from

There was a ti me

when your name | ived

bet ween my every sentence.

Even silence carried your voice,

and every page | wrote

felt i ke it was wali

Now, | read those ol
|l i ke wal king through
The | aughter has bec
the promises are covVe
and the ink has | ear
to cry without | eavi

ng

Some words stild]l remember
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how your hands once held them gent|l
Some commas stildl pause,

hoping you'l/ return

to finish the conversations

we | eft halfway.

Il never erased you.

Time simply turned your presence
into a chapter | could no | onger re
The |l etters remained,

but the heartbeat Dbehind them

sl owly became a memory.

I't hurts to realize
that the person | wrote endless poe
now | ives only in the spaces

bet ween ol d pages.
You are no |l onger my tomorrow

you are my favorite yesterday.

Yet | keep writing.
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Not because | expect you to read my
but because every poem carries away
a little of the pain

I was never brave enough to speak a

And perhaps that i s what healing is

not forgetting the story,

not pretending the tears never fell
but | earning to smile

at the handwriting of a younger hea

that | oved with everything it had.

So | cl osed the notebook

without <c¢closing the memori es.

Because some people |l eave our 1|lives
but they never truly | eave our word
They become the quiet I|ines
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we whi sper

on |

when

has

onely

every

become

to oursel

ni ghts

wor d

a memory.

vV es
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The beauti f ul al mo

Dhyana shah

Peopl e cha
But you're
changed me
you in eve

you're jus
How coul d
when you s
gui et mome
I n songs,
Before you

Now you're

A story th

me ?
when you s
| wanna wr

The way st

nges with ti me

the one who

too. .. I stil |l search
rything but now

t a memory

I forget

ti | exi st

nt s

I n

''re

a

at

u learn to forget

till exist in quite momen

ite thousand pages to you

ars fail to outshine
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mo
Ho

me

y o
Yo

En
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t h
sp
Yo

Ma
ag
Be
be
Yo

Li

on.

w di

de
be

a

you | earn to forget

captured your beauty

camer a
y c¢click, it was al ways
ound

es are gazing stars
l'ing my soul l'i ke a

ng gl ow

aut vy, a master stroke,
ptures my gaze |ike a
ng sun.

ght is worth more than
and gal axi es

me f all in | ove

nd again

lies in the eyes of

r !l

auty is an art
painting | can't erase
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Your presence outweighs
thousand gal axi es
Yet it is your absence that

breaks me.

For in every moment without

you,

I find myself falling all over agai
How did you Il earn to forget

me. . ! ?

When | still remember you

because my heart never | earned to |
Maybe we were never meant to be. ..
heart wil|l l et you fully go.

54



The voice within

Dhyana shah

The clock ticks |l ouder than before,
Each second feels Iike so much more
Books are closed, the exams are gon
Yet fear inside keeps holding on;

What i f | am not enough to achieve?
What iif | fail? What wil/ they say.

The thoughts just won't fade away,

Dreams and doubts begin to fight,

Stealing all my sl eep;
Mar ks on paper, a single sheet
Decide if 1'"ve faced

defeat;
But deep inside a .
Whi sperig hdof tilsyn' t

I am more than nwusr

More than seeds | 've sown.

Win or | ose, "1l stand tall, Becaus
and there is no |limit of what

I can be.
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The Final Sentence TE€F

Pr e rJmva
Prerna Jha is a source of inspirati
as a graphic designer and illustrat:
Arts (BFA) degree in Animation from

Everyltthimgs only one sentence.
No thunder shook the sky.

No clocks stopped ticking.
The world kept moving

as if nothing had happened.

But inside me,

an entire |ifeti me

Il read those final
again and again,
hoping they would c
hoping | had misund?®@é
hoping heartbreak

was only a typo.
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It wasn't.

One sentence

turned "forever into once.
It turned "we" into "I, k"

and home into a place

I could no |l onger return to.
Funny how | ife works.

Years of | aughter,
countless promises,

| anieght conversations,
shared dr eams,

and quiet prayers.

al | of them defeated

by a single I|ine.

Af ter that ,
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every sunrise felt unfamiliar.
Every song carried your shadow.
Every street remembered our footste
while | walked al one,

pretending | wasn't searching for s
who had already | eft.

I wanted to write another ending.

One where | ove stayed.
One where goodbye never | earned my
One where the | ast page

didn't ache to be read.

They don't al ways end

the way hearts beg them to.

So | folded the pain

bet ween the pages of my soul
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and

Not

but

wher
t he

wh o

But

kep

bec

bec

w h

nde

t

ng

ut

Vi

had forgotten you,
ven broken hearts

beat again.

ead that final sentenc

sounds | i ke the end.

e the place

'y met myself

f me

d that surviving heart

et kind of courage.

t hat once broke me

erything.

chapter.

nowi ng it,
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earned

61



Punching Bag

Prisha Kapodc

Everyone knew where to |l eave their
A sl ammed door,
A bad grade,

A fight they coul dnbé

A day that went wro

Somehow,
it was all my fault

Al | the roads | ed t

I became the space where everyone e

But while doing so, they didndét rea
They hit, not with hands but words,
Sharp enough to linger

just quiet enough to be called noth

| hel d, not with arms but sil ence.
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Carrying

Yet
Hol d

Stor

And

They

They

They

Bec
unl e

Expe

al ways

in

ms

g on

| n

me h

ad s
my s
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hed

i ng

apol ogies th

remai ned i

to baggage
ever starte

w, every ti

apart,

m toget her.

hol d on.

omeone to r
el f .

en they wer
everything
soak

me t o

at were never
n my mout h.
that | never p
d.

me | ife needed
un to

e hurting they
on me

up |i ke a cush
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But when | was hurting

there was only silence.

Maybe thatodéds what a punching bag is
Not something people hate

Rat her, something they trust to tak
Again

And again
And again

Until one day, itdéds hanging by a th
And everyone is surprised
that it hurts too.
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The weight of | ove I

Nai na Fayaj

They say |l ove is in the air-r
And may b that's why the sky never
Cz may b it has spent centuries ho

hearts watching the hearts rise and

And it seems |i ke the air carries w
no | oner dared to speak
They say love is in the air

And may b that's why the sky never

Hi gh above therderilfitess tthhreo umoho nt,hteh a't
darkness, wearing a |light that was

Yet night after night scattered tha
across the world .. and guards the

deep,l eft too soon or stayed too | o
that this time no one returns home

piece of heart.

They say |l ove is in the air-r

And mayb that's why the sky never f

There |ies the clouds that wander e
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A page

I nj ust i

Dur rRii cha

That 6s

()
(7]

>
)

worl d full of

butterfly

pouring into
I a sourkEduead
crimination

ashesqueality

re for freed

ce
gots will
bl ood

ugliness

pieces of

ror reflects

ars the brideos

pride for

he
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et mremelmbd esut
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1degs afnar jursitvicle
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or freedom
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heart and
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soul still ac
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blindness o
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But with a heart screaming for righ
In a world full of ignorance and un
Even she canét reach to her dr eams

Cause sheods i

They grasped

when she talk
They caged he
When she wal k
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Tu hai kya?
Mohak Baj aj

Tu hai kya?

Hai kya kahaani teri ?
Tu hai kaun?
Hai kya wajood, aukaat teri?

Kya bana tu
jo dekha tha sapna

tune bachpan mein

Kya pure Kkiye
vaade tune

jo kiye tune apno

Ya fir kho gaya
tu bhi

is duni ydhakdh bhaag

mei n yuhi kahi ?

69



Tu hwpa?

Hai kya kahaani teri?

Pure kiye kya khwaab tune
Ya ul ajh gaya tu bhi

apno ya sapno ke beech kahin.

Hai kya naaz khud par tuj he?
Mil a paata hai kya tu nazrein
apne aap se hi?

Ya fir chura |l eta hai nazrein

jaise churaata hai apno se hi

Tu hai kya?

Hai kya kahani teri ?

Kya pasand hai
tujhe kahaani jo hai abhi?
Ya fir rehta hai

af sos mein tu yuhi kahin?
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Kya hua?
pasand nahi

kahaani yeh

aayi

waal i ?

Toh badal daal ,

Toh badal daal ,

kahaani apni

Na rakh toh

ya mal aal y uhi kahi n.

Taakpupahe

af sos,

l og tujhse ki,

tu hai kya?

Hai kya teri

Kehna tu bhi

kahani ?

Ut hakar kabhi,

main bana
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j o thi
Aur yeh

kahaani

chaah
hai

mer i

mer i
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Bangal ore days
Mohak Baj aj

To the place
that was once a stranger to me,
you broke me,
you watched me
but somehow,

you were al so

who saw me stand

You became my home,

my co-mf ort

not al l at once,

but in slow, quiet nights,

in moments where | found myself
singing, dancing, |l aughing alone.
A place where | found myself,
and slowly | earned

to respect myself.
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You
when
and
You
qgui e
whi l
I di
yet

t hat

Ther
I fe
i ke
j ust
And
you

to f

You
S o0ome

and

watched me f ail
others doubted me

|l eft me at my | owest.
s-t ayed

tly

e | built something
dn't even believe in,
it became something
made people proud.
e was a ti me

't aimless,

| had no voice

noi se in my own head.
somehow,

gave me space

ind one.

gave me memories
that stil]l hurt,

s ome
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that make me smile without warning.

To the city

that gave me people I "I1 carry for
memories | "1 hold ont o,
and | essons | " 11 never forget,

| made mi stakes here,
| earned from some,

and | earned to | augh at the rest.

To the pl ace

I never owned,

but still bel onged t o,
you were never perfect,

but you were mine.

And maybe that's why,

even with all the imperfections,
you'll always be

a bittersweet part of me

home.
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Moti vati on

Shubham Kumar
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Echoes of a Faded
Var shitha
My heart is tired, my soul is torn,
From every hope | once was born.
I needed you more than words coul d
But you just slowly wal ked away.
I don't feel hunger, I don't feel t
Day and night blur in my mind.
I don't know what | 'm doing here,
Just drowning slowly in silent fear
Where are you now, my | ove, my pain
Why don't you see this endless rain
I called your name through empty sp
But only silence showed its face.
Il " m not holding myself together any
Somet hing inside me is tearing at t
Il try to breathe, but the air feels



Like my own body is caving in.

I don't know where the hours go,

Day turns dark before | know.

Time is |l ost, my sense is gone,

Il " m standing here, but not for | ong
Now every memory comes alive,

Like it refuses to just survive.

It breathes again

It burns but neve

I miss the way it
So soft, so | ost,
Li ke even ti me ha

What you once mea

| try to move, | try

But some memories don't fade away.
They find my heart in every beat

And turn the silence into repeat.
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| stil |l remember that moment so cl e
When everything faded except you ne
A touch, a silence, a breath betwee

Like the world had never truly been

So comkebaskwal k once mor e

Through every path we wal ked before

Let every corner feel alive

With the | ove we couldn't hide.

And | don't know how to explain

Why even places feel my pain,

As i f the world we once made bright
Still waits for us in silent 1ight.
My heart is tired, my soul is torn,
From every hope | once was born.

I needed you more than words coul d

But you just slowly wal ked away.
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I don't feel hunger, I don't feel t
Day and night blur in my mind.
I don't know what | '"m doing here,

Just drowning slowly in silent fear

Where are you now, my | ove, my pain
Why don't you see this endless rain
I called your name through empty sp

But only silence showed its face.

am not holding myself together anym

Something inside me is tearing at t
Il try to breathe, but the air feels
Like my own body is caving in.

I don't know where the hours go,

Day turns dark before | know.
Time is | ost, my sense i s gone,
I " m standing here, but not for | ong
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Li fe without you

Gurneet Kaul

I was far away,
somewhere in between my |l oneliness,

I wandered across a path

full of glitters and sparkl es,
But soon | |l earned "twas a hollow g
as a mirage full of mer e refLegtion

I oft pai otrad nyaoy

coloured your soul

yet your spoken Wordq
&
and |ife twirled Lgﬁej
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Li fe of Girl s

Saurav Nath
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peop
| W 0
smi |l

ad pa
easy

ugh,

there is always a big argumen
about whose |l ife is tougher.

and as a boy, I accept that

l'ife is toughli Bes bheendi hone
girl's life is a |Ilittle more

bus and every single person is
omewhere else, and some even w
y calilf et?haA gam ledsywelrally can'
arent s’ permi ssion. She can't

because if her family doesn't
ns only a memory. Loving someo
goné of the hardest feelings. |
family who get s.;

daughter witheg

end her whol e

"t even know.

; isn't itRAoThiy

s because she ¥

ty thinks it's|

es a baby i n heurjao |

s, goes through un'vbearable pai
, faces periods every month, f
ometi mes even has her own choi
e still say, "Girls have an ea
der if we're all nldookinyg gat | tsh
s are tears they never show, s
in they silently carry every s

at al |
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Continual

Aditya Anil K a
I see around me
Wannabe demi gods
Whil e god remains dead
Beneath the thrust of the oblivion

May there be the One or not

their thirst

—

One can't resis
For meaning

Meaning in what's done and what's t
Meaning in death & meaning in one's

Seeing them seek, | nd my

®

Am | di fferent?

Every stone, pictur
Every stone, pictur
That could hallucin
I see virtues drift

Of the rivers of f ai
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FEW LI NES BEFORE | C
ASHNA ZI A

I am a recent Class 12 graduat e, S «
bal ancing my passion for science wi
hearts that feel deeply and soul s s
Before | die before | die,

I just want to make you smile.

Final draft of my |I|ife,

I wish | could read it to you
with you by my side.

But you are so far away,
farther than the stars and sky.

I wish | could make you smile
or hear your heartbeat
one |l ast ti me.

I't would make up for ou
but you are so far awa

Final draft of my |ife
I wish it hadn't rema
just a draft.

You are my |l ast seven
and | am happy

that, at |l east,

we are together
in my heart.

I hope you come
to see my face,
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my face
for the very |l ast ti me.

Before | go deep underground,
come to me and hold my hand.
Say nothing,

shed no tears.

Maybe | could still feel your
even in my coffin.
Before | di e before | di e,

I just want to make you smile.

88

prese



Love feels | i ke

Raman shar ma

I had been lovely and |ife was 1|i ke
Comedy that Symphony had a very swe
Mel ody Where | met with People

iwho were Greedy and Whose Love

.,"" 2
. . 0
Feels like a social ﬁ@%@dy
FWINN*Y 2
7N\

Life is solitude

That is not bad |
Peoplebs desires

| could only meditate

So Esthela in the I ife which is my
Wher e | dondét feel i ke | shoul d al
Where | ove is a hell |l i ke a rush fe

And attracts its Prey Showing the f
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HOW COULD | ?
Var sha D F

That was neither that or this,
Confusion over chaos.

Somewhere trust overlapped the cons
Behind the unending waves | possess

Still under the stil!]l

Hel d out and withered§
May | rest out or rusv
For ME, for MYSELF

Under the midst of t wgs
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The Mercy

Hi
Tungkhung
by the
wor |l d, she
and unanswe

Hi
F a
na
W o0

mak hshi

scinated
tur al
nder s

Yo u

makhs hi

Mi st ool

Tungkh

ia is a student
ntersections of
uses poetry as
red questions.

The Mercy You Misto

To the |ivi

ng,

Yo speak my

Yo ur se me

Yet there i a stor

never t ol

ry |

s e ef of t en

gri

about t wo sou

Not i ngs.

Not heroes.

Merely two ordinary

who spent a |ifeti

| watched them when

| watched them bui

raise two children

me

ok for Loss

s if it were a S

I arrive carryin

have carried

y |
d ’

shouts | ouder t

| s.

heart s

choosi each

ng

their hair was

d a home from | a

beneath a roof S
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and scatter their |l ove through deca
Il i ke gardeners sowing seeds they wo
Ti me moved gently then,

li ke a river humming beneath the su
Neither noticed how swiftly it flow
But rivers do not ask permission be
The years gathered around them
l' i ke autumn settling upon an old or
Their children grew.

The house grew quieter.

The stairs became steeper.

The winters became col der.

And the-ir hearts

those faithful ctocks within their
began forgetting how to keep perfec
The woman hid her pain behind smile
The man pretended his breath was no
his chest not growing heavier.

Each feared the other's suffering m
So they became caretakers of one an

When her hands trembl ed,
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