
 

1 

 

Table of Content 

мΦ like loving a god ............................................................... 11 

anwesha verma ........................................................................... 11 

нΦ Whisper of Whiskey ......................................................... 12 

Aster Reyn .................................................................................. 12 

оΦ A Poetry For You .............................................................. 13 

Nahida Islam Trishna .................................................................. 13 

пΦ Sometimes ........................................................................ 15 

Aster Reyn .................................................................................. 15 

рΦ One with the Earth ............................................................ 16 

Diya Chatterjee ........................................................................... 16 

сΦ Baduaao ............................................................................ 17 

Lucky .......................................................................................... 17 

тΦ "The Forgotten Heights" ................................................... 18 

Dr. Ayesha Sarfraz ...................................................................... 18 

уΦ RAAH - E ï SAFAR ........................................................ 19 

Navissa Mushtaq ......................................................................... 19 

фΦ Kindness in gestures ......................................................... 21 

S Archana selva darshini ............................................................. 21 

млΦ FINDING POETRY ......................................................... 22 

Ankur Goswami .......................................................................... 22 

ммΦ CHOICE ........................................................................... 25 



 

2 

 

Ankur Goswami .......................................................................... 25 

мнΦ The Last Draft .................................................................. 26 

Ragini chandravanshi.................................................................. 26 

моΦ Unfinished works ............................................................. 27 

Hemah Sundaramurthy ............................................................... 27 

мпΦ Echoes After the End ........................................................ 28 

Pulak Das .................................................................................... 28 

мрΦ Beyond Touch: In Search of Warmth ............................... 29 

Pulak Das .................................................................................... 29 

мсΦ The last draft..................................................................... 32 

Tuktuk ......................................................................................... 32 

мтΦ Glimpse ............................................................................ 33 

Priyanshi Singh ........................................................................... 33 

муΦ The Geometry of Blame ................................................... 34 

Syeda Hijaab Fatima ................................................................... 34 

мфΦ SOUL AMIDST AUTUMN ............................................. 35 

Vishakha Tiwari .......................................................................... 35 

нлΦ BL TTER ........................................................................ 37 

Vishakha Tiwari .......................................................................... 37 

нмΦ An Apology ...................................................................... 39 

Ayooluwa .................................................................................... 39 

ннΦ Not so home ..................................................................... 40 

Srushti Pande .............................................................................. 40 



 

3 

 

ноΦ A Flame's Final Life: ........................................................ 41 

Elijah Hendricks ......................................................................... 41 

нпΦ I hate clocks ...................................................................... 44 

Rania sajid .................................................................................. 44 

нрΦ Latibulate .......................................................................... 45 

Anshu .......................................................................................... 45 

нсΦ A Cracked Mirror ............................................................. 47 

Amber Hameed ........................................................................... 47 

нтΦ Because we end ................................................................ 48 

Hamz majid ................................................................................ 48 

нуΦ Birth or Reincarnation? .................................................... 50 

Elijah Hendricks ......................................................................... 50 

нфΦ BLITHE OF THE GIRL I LOVED .................................. 51 

Hirako ......................................................................................... 51 

олΦ The seed ........................................................................... 52 

Rainly herder .............................................................................. 52 

омΦ A Silent Companion ......................................................... 53 

Simran Tekwani .......................................................................... 53 

онΦ Letters Never Sent ............................................................ 55 

Syeda Hijaab Fatima ................................................................... 55 

ооΦ The letter I Never sent ...................................................... 56 

Vaishnavi Holey .......................................................................... 56 



 

4 

 

опΦ FROM MOCKERY TO MAJESTY: Godôs Hand On A Life
 .......................................................................................... 59 

Ms. Bindhu KM .......................................................................... 59 

орΦ ART AND POETRY ........................................................ 62 

Manasvi Sharma ......................................................................... 62 

осΦ THE MESSAGE TO  MYSELF FOR SELF-LOVE ........ 64 

Ms. Bindhu KM .......................................................................... 64 

отΦ The Last Letter ................................................................. 66 

Shagufa Ahmad........................................................................... 66 

оуΦ Noches de rencor .............................................................. 72 

Julia Molina ................................................................................ 72 

офΦ Noche silenciosa ............................................................... 73 

Julia Molina ................................................................................ 73 

плΦ The God that could be seen .............................................. 74 

Liklalen Lairenmayum................................................................ 74 

пмΦ Ek khwaab tha mera ......................................................... 75 

Navneet Rai ................................................................................ 75 

пнΦ The Masquerade ............................................................... 76 

Jiyanshi Virmani ......................................................................... 76 

поΦ love of  life . ..................................................................... 78 

Julfiya rosul Ahmed .................................................................... 78 

ппΦ She shared My Name ....................................................... 79 

Abiha Fatima .............................................................................. 79 



 

5 

 

прΦ Brutally yours ................................................................... 82 

Sirenaiink .................................................................................... 82 

псΦ Ashes of Tomorrow .......................................................... 83 

Varda Naeem............................................................................... 83 

птΦ The Last Draft .................................................................. 84 

Isha Sai ....................................................................................... 84 

пуΦ Nobody Tells You Adulthood Is a Compromise ............... 88 

 Tahira Khair ............................................................................... 88 

пфΦ A LETTER LEFT UNSPOKEN ....................................... 90 

Cashvin Sood .............................................................................. 90 

рлΦ The Devil .......................................................................... 92 

Girneata Carmen ......................................................................... 92 

рмΦ .........Nature in youé... .................................................... 97 

Manav poudel ............................................................................. 97 

рнΦ Summary of life ................................................................ 98 

Manav poudel ............................................................................. 98 

роΦ Asymptote ...................................................................... 100 

Lorraine Antony ........................................................................ 100 

рпΦ imperfection ................................................................... 103 

Haleema Amir ........................................................................... 103 

ррΦ Peace Withheld ............................................................... 104 

Shalom C. Anya ........................................................................ 104 

рсΦ "Ek Anjaani Kahani" ...................................................... 106 



 

6 

 

Pragya chaudhary ..................................................................... 106 

ртΦ Lost In A Dream ............................................................. 108 

Ibne Raihan ............................................................................... 108 

руΦ The Last Ray of Hope .................................................... 109 

MAHEK GUPTA...................................................................... 109 

рфΦ The Pen Became My Wings ............................................ 111 

Nimra Afzal ............................................................................... 111 

слΦ Tears ............................................................................... 115 

Rukaiya Malik .......................................................................... 115 

смΦ Life ................................................................................. 116 

Rukaiya Malik .......................................................................... 116 

снΦ The Witness Below ......................................................... 117 

Haya Atif Gaba ......................................................................... 117 

соΦ More than a Coincidence ................................................ 119 

Haya Atif Gaba ......................................................................... 119 

спΦ The Train Didn't Stop There Forever .............................. 121 

Shreya Nema............................................................................. 121 

срΦ Unfolding Tears .............................................................. 123 

Nafis Alam ................................................................................ 123 

ссΦ The Letter I Never Sent .................................................. 124 

Leela R ...................................................................................... 124 

стΦ Love Left in the Silence ................................................. 127 

VL Tanisa Swain ....................................................................... 127 



 

7 

 

суΦ Home .............................................................................. 133 

Aashima Bhardwaj ................................................................... 133 

сфΦ Star ................................................................................. 134 

Aashima Bhardwaj ................................................................... 134 

тлΦ Love Left in the Silence ................................................. 135 

VL Tanisa Swain ....................................................................... 135 

тмΦ The Last Draft ................................................................ 141 

Aman Pal .................................................................................. 141 

тнΦ "If only I had you, I would be understood" .................... 142 

Maryam Khalid ......................................................................... 142 

тоΦ Nigeria Is Not a Country ................................................ 144 

Micheal O Soretire .................................................................... 144 

тпΦ Eyes ................................................................................ 148 

Enigma ...................................................................................... 148 

трΦ The Beauty of Endings ................................................... 150 

Jefry Jenifer .............................................................................. 150 

тсΦ Ĥŉŏźœ ........................................................................ 152 

Anisha Sahay ............................................................................ 152 

ттΦ ōś ĮĶ ŏŶŜŏūŉ ........................................................ 157 

Apurva Jain ............................................................................... 157 

туΦ Ŝő ŘŐ ŏƎ ŅŰŏ ŘūŬŏœ Ŝź ........................................ 158 

Shuaib. Meeruthi ...................................................................... 158 

тфΦ Bachpan .......................................................................... 160 



 

8 

 

Neeti Machhar .......................................................................... 160 

улΦ ĶœŐŰĸ ......................................................................... 161 

Mariyam Firdaus ....................................................................... 161 

умΦ ĥŮķőů ŋʂū ............................................................... 163 

Abhishek Kumar Mahato .......................................................... 163 

унΦ Aakhri mulaqat ............................................................... 166 

Jyothi ........................................................................................ 166 

уоΦ *ĸœŅů, ķūŏźŘů ĳő Ňűőů* .................................... 169 

Jyothi ........................................................................................ 169 

упΦ ŏƑ ŏŰľŶ ̠ůĶūő Ɵſ ....................................................... 172 

ĶŰ ŏūőů ĸůŬŅĶū ..................................................................... 172 

урΦ "ŅŶőŶ ĨŇő ŏƎ ŏŶőů Ĥŏő ĶŜūŉů" ............................. 174 

Suraj N. Tiwari ......................................................................... 174 

усΦ Poem and shayari ........................................................... 178 

Lalita Chandel........................................................................... 178 

утΦ ŘŶő ................................................................................. 179 

 Nusarat Bano ........................................................................... 179 

ууΦ Have Patience Rejection Process Result ........................ 180 

ASHUTOSH ............................................................................. 180 

уфΦ Adhura safar ................................................................... 182 

Anshika kumari......................................................................... 182 

флΦ ĶȂū ňūĸū .................................................................. 184 



 

9 

 

Mr. Introvert.............................................................................. 184 

фмΦ Ōű œ Ľź ŏŜĶŅŶ ŉŜůƁ .................................................. 185 

Anishk Tenguriya ...................................................................... 185 

фнΦ ŏƑ ŋœūŘ ƟƁ ................................................................... 187 

Anishk Tenguriya ...................................................................... 187 

фоΦ őūŜ œƁōů śŜůé ŋő ŏƁŬŠœ Ĥŋŉů Ŝŷ  ŇŶő śŶ śŜůé 

ŋő ĽůŅ ŋƽů Ŝŷ ........................................................ 188 

Ishika Aggarwal ........................................................................ 188 

фпΦ ĶŲ  ˿ĶŜūſ Ŝź ŅŰŏ? ..................................................... 190 

Anju Mishra .............................................................................. 190 

фрΦ The last draft................................................................... 192 

yɰȑÍÖ ÒÙ ............................................................................... 192 

фсΦ ͻϽув ϝКϸ ḣуṾ ͝ϐ  ......................................................... 195 

Skyboundgaze ........................................................................... 195 

фтΦ ŃŉŕńŏŉŐƥ ŊŉŐ ...................................... 197 

Gloria Rose ............................................................................... 197 

фуΦ _qÌ|f .................................................................. 205 

S.mahalakshmi .......................................................................... 205 

ффΦ "{lubuqÌ» _ufÁ" ................................. 208 

SINTHANAI SELVAN . S ....................................................... 208 



 

10 

 

мллΦ ..................................................................... "

Ufk  ́avÀi½"................................................ 211 

SINTHANAI SELVAN . S ....................................................... 211 

 



 

11 

 

like loving a god 

anwesha verma 

 

If i had a chance I would set my days to the rythm of your breathing  

the sun would rise only when u stirred, 

and the night would fall at your command 

  

You would not bend to tie your laces 

for, i would kneel gladly, 

not from my weakness, 

but from my joy in serving 

  

I would place the world before you, 

not as a conquest 

If hunger touched your lips 

I would bring you food and coffeee 

as though u were the altar 

and i, the trembling devotee 

  

my soul has already chosen to love you  

as one loves god 

with reverence, with quite fire 

with no hope but the love itself 
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Whisper of Whiskey 

Aster Reyn 

Aster Reyn is a tortured poet who finds solace in tragically beautiful 

writing and comfort in beautifully tragic falling. 

 

On every thought of leaving 

Drunk am I in the misty clouded valley 

Stumbling with my throat burning 

From the whisper of whiskey. 

 

On every thought of killing 

Drunk am I in the forest alley 

Crumbling with the last feeling 

From the whisper of whiskey. 

 

On every thought of loving 

Drunk am I in the cliffed promontory 

Tumbling with my toasted breathing 

From the whisper of your whiskey. 
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A Poetry For You 

Nahida Islam Trishna 

 

If I ever could write poetry, I would write about you 

I would write how you came in my life 

On a random Sunday. 

With a pale face, confused eyes, 

a consoling mind with thousands lies. 

 

The title of the poem would be your name 

Or simply the way you are- 

calm, brave, a noble warrior ready for the game. 

 

The theme must be on our golden evenings, when I revealed my 

broken self without any fear 

 

Every time you pour extra liquor on the teacups, give me love and 

endless care. 

 

Rhythm of the poem would be your words; that fade away all the 

dark 

The tone would be tender, nostalgic, wrapped with lark. 
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Each stanza would carry the days sealed with live 

Lines buzz the love melody; give a blissful vibe. 

 

I must write up those days, when storm destroyed me, leaving me 

rootless 

You hold me so tight, lighten up the dark with all your bless 

Everyday with you seems a fairytale, where I, the princess 

You become the guardee, to meet all my dreams left no blemishes. 

 

Perhaps I would write how it feel, yet no incomplete verse 

How it aches depth of heart, failing to arrange the unspoken words 

Or, I would write a vague note for you, carries only your name 

Bring you honour, I pray, all the goals with heavenly fame. 
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Sometimes 

Aster Reyn 

 

Sometimes I get this urge to write something so deep 

And haunting 

That it makes you 

Sleepless on the darkest night 

Starved at the fullest sight 

And scared of the shortest flight 

But every time my pen caresses the paper 

My words fail and 

Get caught in my throatôs loose net 

Struggle against the softest bladeôs debt 

And die at the tip of my fingerôs casket 
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One with the Earth 

Diya Chatterjee 

 

I wish I could be one with the earth, 

Oh, to be in a trance-like state, 

Bathed in quiet bliss. 

My soul, one with the earth, 

Feeling every element surround me, 

move through me, 

and carry me beyond myself. 

Oh, to be in a trance-like state, 

Free from all the worries of the world. 

My mortal self grows numb 

as my spirit drifts toward peace. 

I long to be one with the earth, 

Wrapped in quiet serenity, 

In the pure peace 

for which a child prays. 
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Baduaao 

Lucky 

ñLucky is a young poet who turns emotions into words. His work 

captures love, pain, and the beauty of unspoken feelings.ò 

 

Woh mujhe yaad krti hai chahe baduaao mai shi 

Woh mujhe pyar krti hai chahe baduaao mai shi  

Mera dil tho kab ka mar gya meri ankhon mai  

Mgr zinda hai uski ankhon mai chahe baduaao mai shi 
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"The Forgotten Heights" 

Dr. Ayesha Sarfraz 

Once bearers of light, of wisdom profound, 

Their voices of knowledge would echo around. 

From science to art, their stars brightly shone, 

Guiding the world, their brilliance well known. 

 

But pride took root, and unity waned, 

Greed sowed discord, the spirit was drained. 

They left the Qur'an, its essence untold, 

Chasing the glitter of power and gold. 

 

Knowledge neglected, ignorance grew, 

Virtue abandoned for shadows untrue. 

Division arose where faith should unite, 

And might without morals extinguished their light. 

 

Yet hope still lingers, the lesson is clear: 

Return to the truth, let conscience steer. 

With unity, justice, and hearts sincere, 

The path to revival is ever near. 
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RAAH - E ï SAFAR 

Navissa Mushtaq 

 

ñTUM KEHTE HO HUMESHA SATH DOGE  

AGR BHOOL JAO RAAH TOH HATH DOGE 

KBHI BHOOL JAO KHUDKO TOH YAAD DOGE  

KBHI YAAD NA AAYE TOH APNE JAZBAAT DOGE , 

KEHTE HO SCH YA YEAH EK JHOOTHA SA FASANA HAI  

KYA YEAH SCH HAI YA BS TUMHE MUJHE AZMANA HAI  

TUM KEHTE HO HUMESHA RAAH DOGE KBHI BHUL JAO 

PATA TOH TUM APNE BAAGH MAI PANAH DOGE  

KEH RAHO HO TUM , TOH MAN 

LETE HAI  

EK BAAR APNI KISMAT KO IZAZAT 

DETE HAI  

AB TOH AADAT SI HAI JHOOTHI 

RANJHISON KO SACH MANNE KI  

SACH JAN KE BHI TALAB HAI SACH 

JANNE KI  

AB TUM KEH RAHO HO HUMESHA THAME RAKHOGE 

HATH  

JHUTH K SATH CHA LNE SE MILTE HAI KUCH ALAG HI 

JAZBAAT  



 

20 

 

AB KEH RAHE HO THAME RAKHOGE TO MAAN LETI 

HOON  

IS BAAR JUTHE ISHQ KA BAYAAN DEKHTI HOON  

KAHA TAK YEAH SAFAR ISHQ KA CHALEGA CHLTE 

JAYENGE  

TUMHARE ISHQ KE JHUTHE DAWE MAI ULAJHTE 

JAYENGE  

RAAH NHI MILI TOH SCH BAHAR AA HI JAYEGA  

JO MERA HOGA MILJAYEGA, JISE JANA HOGA WOH 

CHALA JAYEGA  

AB ISHQ PR YAKEEN KIYA THA IS QADAR LAZIM HAI KI 

THODA SA TOH YEAH TADPAEGA  

AB JARI KRTE HAI AAGE PHIR SE YEAH SAFAR KOI NA 

KOI TOH MIL HI JAYEGA. _RUYA. 
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Kindness in gestures 

S Archana selva darshini 

 

Eyes spark boldness, 

Actions speak louder 

than words. 

A smile reveals quiet 

strength, 

Anger shows her 

hidden concerns. 

 

In silence, she stands 

unwavering, 

In chaos, calm and 

strong. 

Her heart is firm yet 

gentle- 

Where kindness still 

belongs. 

 

Not just beauty in her 

presence, 

But wisdom in her 

ways; 

A spirit fierce and 

graceful 

Shining through her 

days. 
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FINDING POETRY 

Ankur Goswami 

Ankur Goswami is an Assistant Professor in English at Guwahati , 

Assam, and a regular writer of poems. He loves teaching poetry. His 

poems on Instagram are well-received and he shares on Facebook and 

on his poetry blog feelpoems.wordpress.com.  

 

I always cannot skip the coffee 

at this hour, so I set the electric kettle. 

you must have heard a kettle hoot. 

I mean how the steam bottling up 

In the kettle's belly spurs a scream 

for me to know I must leave 

a thought midway or unattended. 

I must close the notebook 

with its blue leathery cover 

and rise from the kind dying sun 

and, you know, head for my kitchen duty. 

  

I loosen my necktie  

And warm the water for the evening coffee, 

And the circle is complete. 
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It starts while the night yet clings 

to my stubborn, curled locks. 

  

At 5:30 am, the fine cold air stings my nose. 

I rub my palms, set 

The tea mug--small apricot blossoms 

carefully painted along its rim-- 

on the side table 

And open a page on Prosody. 

I hardly read; instead 

I look deep into the garden. 

  

The morning is still silver; thick shadows 

Yet sleep by the neighbour's wired fence. 

I always like the kids in my class 

To beam- 

As September's first light, squeezing between  

The two tall houses to my right. 

  

I barely see my geraniums to the left 

Hang in clusters of a collective noun. 
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And at the far edge by the wall 

The birds congregate in a customary 

Morning exercise. 

  

The ABAB of a ballad folds upon 

The brisk landings and hasty retreat, 

The rhyme of the sparrows,  

Refining their flair to conform 

To an impeccable cadence. 

I want the children's eyes to glint 

  

As with the arrival of a haiku- 

The wet dog  

Stamps its foot  

At the open classroom door 

For attention. 
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CHOICE 

Ankur Goswami 

Ankur Goswami is an Assistant Professor in English at Guwahati , 

Assam, and a regular writer of poems. He loves teaching poetry. His 

poems on Instagram are well-received and he shares on Facebook and 

on his poetry blog feelpoems.wordpress.com.  

 

We tend to forget our choice 

that we could live freely  

under the sky. Like that crow 

  

that now sits upon the small fence 

of twigs, its caws pointing at newly blossomed 

yellow orleans, we could sit 

  

upon the grass under the wide grey 

heaven of projected stars, holding hands, 

mostly looking up and briefly 

  

at us, with a tickled smile and like the crow 

fly at will, to the edge of a tall 

mountain, face the sun somewhere, 

  

listen to the breath of the wind and love 

the clouds and the sheep to measure 

our lives, as if they were all 

that mattered to us. 
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The Last Draft 

 Ragini chandravanshi 

My name is Ragini Chandravanshi. I am a student of Class 11 and 

passionate about writing poems and stories. Writing helps me express 

my emotions, thoughts, and imagination. I dream of improving my 

skills and sharing my creativity with the world. 

 

There are words I never spoke, 

Feelings hidden like silent smoke. 

Pages waited, blank and wide, 

Holding storms I kept inside. 

Every tear became a line, 

Every pain turned into rhyme. 

Broken dreams and sleepless nights, 

Made my darkened world feel bright. 

This is not my perfect art, 

But the echo of my heart. 

A final piece, a fearless craft, 

This is my soul ð my last draft. 
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Unfinished works 

Hemah Sundaramurthy 

 

The day you decided to walk away 

You never let me know 

Now I thought of walking away 

You said me you have already walked past me a long time ago 

In this beautiful journey 

There may be ups and downs 

We had faced it all together 

When it comes to marriage 

You talk businesses 

I am no one's business 

I stand on my feet with every penny I earnt with my name on it 

Now I have moved on 

Coming back to me 

Do not expect to be treated like I used to 

Now settling all scores even 

We apart our ways 

I wish you all the best and nothing but the best of best and all good 

endeavours 

Life's goodness and goddess side has awakened me 

I am now on a happy at the same time spiritual journey of my life 

Thank you for the experience! 
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Echoes After the End 

Pulak Das  

When my breath becomes the breeze, 

And I dissolve among the trees, 

Let not your sorrow weigh you downð 

For endings wear a softer crown. 

  

Let one dear friend, with quiet grace, 

Unlock my phone, a final trace. 

And send a note not wrought in grief, 

But light as dusk, and brief as leaf: 

  

"Thanks for coming," it will sayð 

A whisper sent the human way. 

Not ghost, nor joke, but something more: 

A wink across the final door. 

  

What is death but change of form? 

A pause between each beating storm. 

And if you smiled when that text came, 

Then I remainðin thought, in name. 



 

29 

 

Beyond Touch: In Search of Warmth 

Pulak Das  

 

Noð 

just touching bodies doesnôt make it love, 

doesnôt make it anything more than a moment of skin on skin. 

You know that, donôt you? 

  

Loveé 

Love is when you stay up through the night 

just to watch someone breathe. 

Itôs searching for them 

in the hush of their sleep, 

in the murmur of a half-remembered name, 

in the way their hand twitches under the blanketð 

a reflex, reaching for something unseen. 

  

Daylight deceives usð 

in the rush, in the noise, 

we become people we don't recognize. 

We laugh, we work, 

we wear our "okay" like armor. 

But at nightð 

oh, at nightð 

we peel back the hours, 

and there, in the fragile silence, 
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a different version of us wakes upð 

softer, lonelier, realer. 

  

Thatôs when you have to find them. 

Not just touch them. 

Know them. 

Hear the words they never say, 

feel the ache they hide 

between ñIôm fineò and ñgoodnight.ò 

  

Because warmthð 

real warmthð 

is not just body heat. 

Itôs a palm on your chestð 

not to arouse, 

but to anchor you. 

ñIôm here. Iôm staying. Breathe.ò 

  

Weôve all been in beds 

where weôve felt colder 

than when we were alone. 

Weôve undressed, 

but stayed untouched. 

Weôve whispered names 

into silenceð 

names that never echoed back. 

  

And stillð 

we keep searching. 

For that one person 

who doesnôt just take your clothes off, 

but takes your burdens too. 

Who holds your fears 

like prayer beads, 

and kisses the scars 

they didnôt leave. 

  

We all crave that. 

Not just someone to make love to, 
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but someone to make silence with. 

To hold youðnot out of need, 

but because they know 

youôve spent a lifetime being strong, 

and tonight, 

you shouldnôt have to be. 
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The last draft 

Tuktuk 

 

I have rewritten myself 

in margins and midnight notes 

crossed out names 

softened endings 

pretended certain chapters 

never happened 

Yet every version of me 

returns to the same page 

A girl holding memories 

like pressed flowers 

beautiful enough to keep 

fragile enough to crumble 

Perhaps healing was never 

becoming someone new 

Perhaps it was learning 

to read old paragraphs 

without wanting to 

tear them apart 

And so I leave these words 

unpolished 

ink smudged by trembling hands 

Not because they are perfect 

but because I am tired 

of editing my survival 

This is my last draft 

I will let it exist 

exactly as it is 
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Glimpse 

Priyanshi Singh 

 

The world does not crown just one style 

Success wears more than one smile. 

The mind needs knowledge, the heart needs ties 

A soul needs freedom to touch the skies 

Not about what already exists, 

Not bound by the paths the world predicts. 

The real beauty lies in what could be- 

The unseen potential waiting to be free 
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The Geometry of Blame 

Syeda Hijaab Fatima 

Syeda Hijaab Fatima is a young, under 18 poet and emerging novelist 

whose writing explores human emotions, resilience, identity, and the 

unspoken realities of society.  

 

They blamed the fabric, never questioned the hands. 

Her dignity was measured by inches of cloth; 

what left unmeasured was 

the conscience of those hands. 

  

She learned. She grew. She became strong. 

Yet they still broke down the door.  

In the end, she sought refuge beneath the Earth.  

Tell me- 

  

if even grave cannot promise peace, 

What place remains for a woman to simply breathe? 

  

World keeps teaching daughters 

the way to surviveð 

yet forgets to teach sons not to destroy. 

Every headline echoes the same truth:  

she kept searching for safetyð the world kept changing everything 

except the hands. 
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SOUL AMIDST AUTUMN 

Vishakha Tiwari 

 

Brimming with flows, 

A depressing soul launched in rain  

An imperfect life  

Seemed to gave up without a try  

The tiny raindrops  

Portrayed her crumbling life  

Perhaps she esquires a gentle touch,  

A Soft Wind? 

To lift her back again. 

Or Acceptance? 

Is a trait of only the fearless ones the brave  

 

Stuck with realisations   

The last soul respond  

To the call, 

Of the seasons of fall. 

The falling leaves around 

Pictured her scattered life  

Some crimson, yellow, green and brown  

 

A call of the embracing winter 

And descending spraul  

The scenery from a vivid aqure  

Ceases to frostiness  

With a cold look  

And a dry brook  

The pink hour for shapers 

To reap their crops  

Being it home  

And sell them to words  

 

The vibrant world 
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Sifted the soul  

The feeling of nothingness 

Changed to fullness 

Knows? 

Yes, not all her demons are defeated. 

The imperfect acceptance  

Colored the soul again. 

 

Life gets ahead  

Seasons left behind  

And again its her, only her alone  

Departing to inaugurate, 

A brand new chapter of life. 

To live a new color  

Without wrping off the old ones . 
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BL TTER 

Vishakha Tiwari 

 

Leaves conclude their journey 

Only when they fall, 

And even then, not at once ð 

They wait for a curious soul 

Or a lost one, 

Or simply a hurried feet 

That do not know, 

They are ending a story! 

They wait to be broken into sound 

Into small brittle music, 

Into crunches passing by, 

Forgotten as soon as they are heard. 

Only then, 

Under wandering steps and 

Rushing leaves, 

Does a leaf finally learn 

What it was going toward; 

The crunchless green leaves, 

Seems to die 

Earlier than their time 

Earlier than its soul could live 

And feel the heat, the soft winds 

It missed a complete life? 

Or was its purpose fulfilled? 
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It's the story of the leaves, 

The crunchy leaves, the green ones... 

Fallen on the roads, 

Entangled in someone's hair, 

To melt back into the earth, 

To return, gently, to dust. 

Or end up? 

In between pages, 

Of a curious soul. 
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An Apology 

Ayooluwa 

 

And so I ask you, what is love? 

For I am an alien among such emotions. 

 

You speak of desire 

as though it were a second heartbeat, 

turning names into warm prayers. 

I search my own chest 

for that same pulse. 

Yet only silence answers, 

For what I hold is the want to adore, 

never the wildfire that consumes you. 

 

Love, if I cannot return your yearning, 

Who am I to remain the object of your adoration? 

 

They tell me such an act is humanity's final act of union. 

The tangelation of skin, the essence of devotion. 

 

If so, perhaps I am its mistake. 

So forgive me, Ay¨nmo mi. 

For such words are ones I cannot comprehend. 
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Not so home 

Srushti Pande 

I'm Srushti, a 15-year-old student writer who enjoys exploring 

emotions, ideas, and everyday moments through words. Writing, for 

me, is a way to observe people, understand feelings, and make sense 

of the world around me. 

 

A house has 4 walls, 

My home had more. 

36 friends, 20 benches and memories that stayed to the core. 

We had scribbles on our desks and a chart behind our door, 

each of which was surrounded by lore. 

A teacher that cared for us and a syllabus that left us sore, 

Together formed something,  

none of us tried to ignore.  
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A Flame's Final Life: 

Elijah Hendricks 

Elijah Hendricks is an aspiring author based in Florida who uses 

words on a page as his medium. He has always found happiness and 

tranquility within poetic remarks ever since he was in middle school, 

and achieves to capture the essence of true emotion, understanding, 

and sentiment within his works. 

 

When dusk meets dawn, a flame is born. 

A flame that burned so bright it could blind. 

It dances, it sways, it smiles at the world. 

He feels at peace, unbeknownst to society's lingering dangers. 

 

"Desire is the root of all suffering." 

The flame was forced to move wicks, 

Leaving past memoirs burnt. 

But why does this flame care so deeply about those crisp fragments 

of memory? 

 

Judgement day arises. 

The flame faces potential extinguishment: 

Quietly excruciating, tiny water droplets nullifying the flare of the 

soul. 

The droplets managed to simmer into the heart: 



 

42 

 

He nearly perished. 

 

As fate is pernicious, 

It brought him others to become one with: 

Finding familiar tranquility and stability once more. 

He enjoyed peace, 

Even if it was only with him for a moment each day. 

 

Destiny challenged him: 

Another risk of extinguishment. 

To save the shards of his heart left, he moved onto a 

separate taper, 

Attempting to escape the inevitable guilt of the disintegrated 

ashes left behind. 

 

However, he eventually trekked back to revisit old memories, 

Rebuilding ties that were never truly broken. 

Although cloudy with a mist of questions, 

He still journeyed into unknown territory. 

 

The worst has yet to arrive; 

A series of events cause catastrophic damage: 

The flame wanted to be put out, 

To disappear into the fog, a familiar person once dared to venture 

into. 

 

Running away is never easy, 

But when the doomsday of smoke and blaze ultimately transpires, 

One must strive to survive, 

Survive the downfall of a family. 

 

The wax closed off his spirit, but consumed his resolve, 

His flame slowly dying quietly, behind closed doors. 

How can one heal covered wounds? 

How can one mend themself against fate's inevitable attack? 

 

After a slight, jagged recovery, 

He moves onto another wick once again, a husk of his former ego: 
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This flame is silent, this flame is hidden, this flame is concealed 

from others. 

"No more attachments." 

 

People may go as fast as they came, 

But the flame gained a newfound comfort with those he trusts. 

His flame grows brighter as his wounds slowly heal. 

He will never forget the mental struggle of self-extinguishment. 
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I hate clocks 

Rania sajid 

 

The hands on the clock just keep ticking my time away. 

With a click youôve lost another second, another minute, another 

hour, another moment. 

I think I have an abundance of time while tomorrow is here and Iôm 

still living yesterday. 

the clock keeps ticking away the time I never 

had,                                                                                                       

         

the time I begged to utilise yet once 

again,                                                                                                     

                          

Iôm met with the silence of waking up the next day. 

I hate clocks. I wish some books never closed, some 

days never 

ended,                                                                       

some nights remained full, my house never turned 

empty. 

I wish I knew how to live in the moment when time 

has already ate me 

whole.                                                                   

I hate clocks, they never stop ticking on the wall. 
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Latibulate 

Anshu 

 

What a strange beast is man, 

Who preaches light, yet walks in shade, 

Speaks of truth with silver tongue, 

While draping ignorance like a blade. 

He praises grace, then scorns the weak, 

Lifts himself on borrowed pride, 

A king of words, a thief in deeds, 

With shadows where his soul should hide. 

He says one thing, yet acts another, 

Plays noble tunes in twisted ways, 

And when the truth stands bold before him, 

He kneels, defeated, in a haze. 

To guard his view, he breaks down others, 

Crushes voices, stifles flight, 

As if to say, ñIf Iôm in chains, 

Then none shall walk in light.ò 

He mocks the beasts as lesser things, 

Yet stoops below their quiet grace, 

Performs what even they would shun, 

Then stares himself in the mirrorôs face. 

He wears a childôs mask of sorrow, 

Wrecks the lives that cross his path, 

And hides among the cowardôs crowd, 

Unmoved by consequence or wrath. 

He claims, ñThe past is dead, Iôve changed,ò 

But what of the soul he once betrayed? 

That child too was lost in time, 

Left to wither, left afraid. 

Can such wounds forget the fire? 

Can such echoes fade away? 

The pain still breathes in silent rooms, 

The grief still haunts the day. 

No, you wonôt change, nor will you try, 
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You feed on pain to taste delight. 

Yet in your game, one fault you made, 

You stirred a soul once lost to dark. 

And slept in wounded peace, 

Now stirs with burning eye. 

Your cruelest gift shall not be wasted,  

Witnessing the birds loving their prison,  

she knew,  

awareness was her poison.  

Dreaming of leaving behind the cage of,  

slavery and sick notion.  

Removing the veil of ignorance,  

When raised voice,  

was labeled as the act of arrogance.  

What a fair world she lived in,  

the king remains the king even after he sin,  

Where one's life was decided by his kin?  

The birth of a person,  

described his prison where freedom was given to none on the name 

of caste and religion?  

Controlled by the notion,  

that she used to consider her own emotion,  

when realised the truth,  

her belief was shattered and broken.  

Watching the sun go down,  

She remembered the life she lived as a mere pawn, 

remembering the chances where she could have the crown.  

Despite the time she lost,  

the sacrifice of love this freedom costs,  

she was glad of finding the life she lost. 

It might be delayed but wonôt be dead. 
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A Cracked Mirror 

Amber Hameed 

I am Amber Hameed. I did masters in english literature and post 

graduation in ELT..i have always intrigued by the beauty of 

poetry..expressing the feelings by being concise yet whole.. 

 

A Cracked Mirror... 

Reflects as many parts of me 

As many pieces, 

All look back at me in awe.. 

Reminds me of all the broken pieces; 

One left alone at night 

One losing the game 

One left aching inside 

One being the scapegoat 

All looking at me now 

'Standing and growing' 

Rediscovering myself.. 
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Because we end 

Hamz majid 

Hi, I am Hamza majid. I am 14 years old and I study in Delhi public 

school. I like to write poetry and I love to play music as well. I wnat 

yo thanks everyone who loves my work.  

 

If we could live forevermore, 

Would we still cherish what we're living for? 

Would sunsets feel as warm and bright, 

If endless days replaced the night? 

  

The flowers bloom, then fade away, 

That's what gives beauty to their stay. 

The clock keeps moving, none can hide, 

And that's what gives our steps their stride. 

  

We love because we know we'll part, 

That's what makes moments touch the heart. 

A single laugh, a hand to hold, 

Becomes more precious than pure gold. 
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Death stands silent, far from sight, 

A shadow walking with the light. 

Not there to steal, not there to hate, 

But to remind us time won't wait. 

  

So chase your dreams beneath the sky, 

Speak your truth, don't let it die. 

For life's not precious despite its end, 

Its ending makes it worth the spend. 

  

The stars burn bright, then fade above, 

Yet still they fill the world with love. 

And maybe that's life's greatest artð 

Not living forever, 

But leaving a mark upon a heart. 
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Birth or Reincarnation? 

Elijah Hendricks 

 

The Twenty-First of April marks the date an innocent soul was born: 

 

Skin as fair as snow, 

Hair as smooth as silk, 

Eyes as bright as stars, 

A smile that personified sunshine. 

 

He was the purest soul that ever lived, 

Even the angels praised his grandeur, 

One that refracted Heaven's promise. 

 

"Elijah." 

My god is Yahweh. 

 

Was it a declaration of devotion? 

Or a retelling of someone of renowned glory? 

 

Nothing in this world is of true purity; 

Fate does not favor those who were born with happiness: 

 

You must earn it. 

The Universe will eternally test your worth, 

Forever trapping you in a cycle of self-righteousness, 

Until your broken spirit proves you virtuous. 
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BLITHE OF THE GIRL I LOVED 

Hirako 

 

The war that has started for you 

Is the war where I am losing for you 

How soon I have lost this race 

That soon you changed your face 

Darling, I thought you were my mate 

But God knows you have become my fate 

I thought you were the moonlight which loved me 

But never knew you were the light that killed me 

Our love is a flower that never blooms 

My soul is the one that forever glooms 

At last the way you brought the wreath 

Is the way you took away my last breath 

 



 

52 

 

The seed 

Rainly herder 

Rainly herder a student this year for college in her hometown.  She 

has loved writing short stories and poems when she was introduced 

to it in middle school.  

 

Iôm a seed in a world of many monsters 

One that looks the same of every other seed 

Monsters can be anything even a seed like us 

Seeds are a hope of life  

A small growth in a big world 

They can be beautiful and warm 

But even seed can go bad if not treated right 

They are fragile but strong 

But only time will tell 
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A Silent Companion  

Simran Tekwani  

Simran Tekwani is a self-published author of Forget & Smile, a 

passionate poet, and a firm believer in the power of words to heal and 

connect. Writing has always been her way of understanding both 

herself and the world around her. 

 

It never judged the mess I made 

A silent companion that always stayed. 

Not perfect words, not always right, 

But this pen made every syllable bright. 

It saw the days I could barely speak, 

With crumbled pages, torn & weak. 

When the world turned loud & cold, 

It was this pen I could hold. 

It bled my truth on silent pages, 

Narrating my secret wars & hidden rages. 

When life offered me to stop there, 

It whispered gently, ñI am here.ò 

For words donôt ask for space or sun, 

They break cages and then they run. 

I rewrote the world with my tool, 
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A journey that had my rule. 

I owe no crowd, I owe no stage, 

I owe the pen, I owe the page.   

And when I raised up high, they asked how 

I hold my pen, and tell them now. 
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Letters Never Sent 

Syeda Hijaab Fatima 

Syeda Hijaab Fatima is a young under eighteen poet and emerging 

novelist whose writing explores human emotions, resilience, identity, 

and the unspoken realities of society.  

 

A drawer inside the heartð hidden mysteriously beneath the ribs.  

Envelopes gathered in dust, their corners folded by hesitation.  

Thousands of letters rest in silence, 

each one beginning with 

almost- escaped words.  

Some faded before the ink could recognize 

its true meaning.  

Some were stained with tears that never 

fell.  

But somehow...  

Nothing was sealed.  

None was ever posted.  

For courage, it seemed, arriving a little too 

lateð every single time. 
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The letter I Never sent 

Vaishnavi Holey 

 

I feel the urge to hold you close 

to look at you once, fully, 

and let you live forever in my eyes. 

People say you echo through my words, 

that you dwell quietly within my gaze. 

Yet witness my unrest 

I wander the world, still searching for you. 

 

If I'm honest, my eyes are not filled with you alone; 

they also shelter tears. 

I wish I could tell you what my heart carries, 

lighten its weight, if only a little. 

But I am not unaware 

you are still innocent, 

unfinished by time, tender in age. 

 

And these tears are not merely easing my soul; 

somewhere within them, they look for you. 
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They wish to be angry with you, 

and only you may soothe them. 

As if my wisdom stands in opposition 

to your affection, born of innocence. 

 

I live you more than you live yourself and perhaps I live myself 

even more. 

In this single lifetime, 

you and I have played two roles together 

is that not proof enough? 

Let anyone who can, measure it. 

 

Now I only wish to meet you, 

to hold you close. 

Surely, a sermon on worldly matters is due 

is it not? 

 

More beautiful than your form 

is this role you inhabit 

without a doubt. 

 

These unspoken truths 
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even Shri Krishna Yadav may read, 

but to understand them, 

my younger brother (Kaanhu) is enough. 

 

I believe you are the helmsman of my other self; 

for without your will, 

not even a single leaf in this world can move !! 
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FROM MOCKERY TO MAJESTY: 

Godôs Hand On A Life 

Ms. Bindhu KM  

Bindhu K. M. is an award-winning author, poet, and storyteller with 

contributions to over 30 anthologies. She is the author of the fiction 

book " The Chronicle's Codes: When fiction becomes truth and truth 

becomes fiction" and is recognized for her engaging narratives and 

literary excellence.  

 

People of his time óstrainedô, 

To forget him 

Rejected him from their land. 

People of this time óstrainô to adore him, 

With an unexplainable devotion. 

What a contradictory demeanor! 

  

A pure soul chased by evil 

And an entire land, then. 

Now is at redemption, 

Deserving a crown of glory. 

  

My Lord shall crown him with eternal 
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Priesthood and Kingship 

He is a wonderful warrior, 

The treasured peacekeeper. 

  

Let the world sleep unannoyed 

In his peace for his people 

Who waited for him, losing their 

Body of desires and dreams, 

Saving souls from the hell of fire. 

  

Earth shakes in agony 

Emits her fury, commands the seas to engulf the land 

Uproot every human pride and possession 

A plan made in heavenly realms 

For the cosmic balance, 

Between divine plans and human desires. 

  

Is it inevitable to balance 

To control the wicked? 

The aggressive and disobedient, 

The namesake believers. 
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This version never serves human desires 

But the divine will. 

Oh, world, leave your hope, 

To tame the Divine with your favours, 

Here matter the tears of sacrifice and true devotion 

Not your fake, profiteering actions. 

  

You stand before the holy! 

That burns all sins, 

That melts all minds, 

That counts all atrocities, 

That sees all creations. 

  

Yes, holy was the chosen 

One who is born holy 

A strong pillar on whom 

A miraculous kingdom will rise.   
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ART AND POETRY 

Manasvi Sharma 

A writer from India, hoping to get their own poetry book published 

one day. I want to leave an impact in the world through my poems. I 

want my ideas to be remembered through the poems I write. 

 

The poet wanted to be the poetry 

The artist wanted to be the art 

Both yearned to be loved 

Yet God gave them the ability  

To be loving endlessly  

  

A love that can surpass time itself 

For poetry never fades  

And art never dulls 

No matter how powerful the grim reaper might be 

He can take away people 

But not art and poetry  

  

If anybody would ask them 

About love and its road of torment 
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Both would smile and sigh 

Because they loved too deeply 

But everybody left without saying goodbye. 

  

They preserve their muse  

Through their writing and their painting  

So that even when death claims everything  

It can't take away them 

  

And let me tell you a secret  

The secret to immortality isn't a miracle 

But art and poetry itself. 
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THE MESSAGE TO  MYSELF FOR 

SELF-LOVE 

Ms. Bindhu KM 

Bindhu K. M. is an award-winning author, poet, and storyteller with 

contributions to over 30 anthologies. She is the author of the fiction 

book 'The Chronicle's Codes' and is recognized for her engaging 

narratives and literary excellence. 

 

ñSelf-loveò is one of the most confusing and misinterpreted words in 

the world. But it holds utmost importance in this fast-paced modern 

age where people run behind goals, where humans are tested by 

misfortunes, and finally forget to live a life of fullness. Self-love is 

the foundation of our mental peace, physical health, spiritual 

growth, social fulfilment, and overall growth. 

A life concern that we must understand, and a principle to lead 

in life and promote in our social circles. 

To be more precise, self-love is living a life knowing our 

soul, needs, and life mission; moreover, a divine 

fulfilment. It is never a luxury, but it is a real need of our 

body and mind. Self-love is a necessity, not an 

imagination. In short, it should be the core principle in 

everyoneôs life.  

Unfortunately, self-love is misinterpreted as selfishness, 

but it is not. The meaning of self-love is finding oneôs own worth in 

this busy world, realising oneôs mission in life, giving time to 

breathe consciously, nurturing oneself with hydrating water of 

calmness, inhaling soothing air of mental peace, and nutrients of 

happiness and self-fulfilment.   
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Self-love is not about ignoring or neglecting the care of others, but 

is all about prioritising and acknowledging oneôs own needs and 

existence. 

Thatôs the gracious moment when you find the divinity in you. 

Being aware of who you really belong with, and what should guide 

your footsteps, it is a break of silence, becoming aware of who you 

are and what you should become.  

Self-love is an act of wisdom, a thoughtful path to the fulfilment of 

life.       
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The Last Letter 

Shagufa Ahmad 

Shagufa Ahmad is an English teacher, poet, and emerging author with 

a deep love for words and storytelling. Through her poems, short 

stories, and heartfelt letters, she explores themes of love, loss, hope, 

resilience, and human emotions. 

 

You knew, didn't you? 

You knew I wouldn't know how to live without you. 

Yet you walked away as though leaving me behind was the easiest 

thing you had ever done. 

If you ever come back, look at me carefully. Look at what is left of 

the girl who once believed her entire world began and ended with 

you. I am still breathing, but I don't know if this is what living is 

supposed to feel like. 

Before you left, I wish you had stopped for just one moment and 

wondered what would become of me. I wish you had imagined me 

crying until there were no tears left, waiting for a message that 

would never come, hoping every unfamiliar call would somehow be 

yours. 

You probably knew I wouldnôt be able to survive your absence. 

And you were right. 

People say time heals everything, but time has only taught me how 

to hide my wounds. It never healed them. 

Sometimes I tell myself that perhaps my love was one-sided. Maybe 

I loved you more than you ever loved me. 

But then another question finds its way back into my heart. 

Didnôt you feel anything for me? 

Not even once? 

Didnôt my presence ever make your day a little brighter? Didnôt my 

smile ever make you smile? Was every moment we shared so easy 

to forget? 

That question has lived inside me ever since you left. 
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How does someone become a stranger to the person they once held 

so close? 

You turned away without looking back. You 

never asked if I was okay. You never asked 

whether I had eaten, whether I had slept, 

whether I was still smiling. 

But from the day I met you until this very 

moment, I have never stopped praying for 

you. 

The only thing that changed is what I ask 

God for. 

Once, I prayed that you would become mine. 

Now, I simply pray that wherever you are, 

you are happy. 

I still wonder if the reason you left was truly 

so impossible that nothing could have been 

saved. 

Didnôt our love deserve one last 

conversation? 

One last meeting? 

One last goodbye? 

I cannot believe I meant so little to you that silence became our 

ending. 

I often think that if you ever returned, you would find me exactly 

where you left meðnot in the same place physically, but 

emotionally. 

Still waiting. 

Still carrying conversations that never happened. 

Still holding onto a goodbye I never received. 

They say separation hurts more than death. 

I never understood those words until I lost you. 

There were nights when breathing felt difficult. 

My hands trembled. 

My chest felt unbearably heavy. 

I had never imagined that someone could remain alive while feeling 

as though everything inside them had already died. 

The hardest part wasnôt your absence. 

It was needing you when you were no longer there. 

There was only meé 
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And a silence so loud that it echoed through every corner of my life. 

People eventually forget faces, places, and even voices. 

But they never forget the way someone once made them feel. 

I still remember our first meeting. 

I remember waiting for you with countless questions in my heart. 

But the moment you stood before me, every question disappeared. 

Seeing you brought me a peace I had searched for my entire life. 

Perhaps that is how a child feels after finding comfort in their 

motherôs embrace. 

Meeting you felt like every unanswered prayer I had whispered to 

God had finally been heard. 

For the first time, life felt beautiful. 

For the first time, I wanted tomorrow to come. 

You became my reason to smile without trying. 

Then one dayé 

You left. 

And everything beautiful seemed to leave with you. 

The light in my eyes slowly faded. 

The smile on my face became unfamiliar. 

Even laughter started sounding borrowed. 

I still remember the first time you held my hand. 

In that one simple moment, every heartbeat inside me celebrated. 

You never looked into my eyes and said, ñI love you.ò 

But love isnôt always spoken. 

Sometimes it is hidden in the way someone waits for you. 

The way they remember little things. 

The way they notice your silence. 

The way they protect your heart without even realizing it. 

You made me believe I was loved. 

I didnôt imagine those feelings. 

You planted them inside me. 

And when I finally confessedð 

ñIôve fallen in love with you. 

I donôt think I can ever live without you.ò 

ðI never imagined those words would become my punishment. 

Since then, I have met new people. 

Kind people. 

Good people. 
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But every time someone walks into my life, I find myself searching 

for traces of you. 

Would you have laughed like this? 

Would you have cared like this? 

Would you have understood me without explanations? 

And when the answer is no, I quietly walk away. 

Maybe that isnôt fair to them. 

But neither was losing you. 

Perhaps you think I have forgotten you. 

How could I? 

Some people leave your life. 

Others leave pieces of themselves inside your soul. 

You belong to the second kind. 

The bond between my heart and your memory has never broken. 

Whether we speak or remain strangers forever, your memories 

continue to visit me every single day. . 

Not a single morning passes without your name crossing my mind. 

Not a single night ends without me wondering where you are. 

I donôt know who will hold your hand in the future. 

I donôt know who will become your home. 

I only know thisð 

No one will ever love you the way I did. 

Because I loved you without conditions. 

Without expectations. 

Without knowing whether I would ever be loved back. 

Perhaps that was my mistake. 

Or perhaps it was simply the purest thing I ever felt. 

This letter exists because some emotions become too heavy to carry 

in silence. 

Maybe one day these words will somehow reach you. 

Maybe youôll read them when life is quieter. 

Maybe, just for a moment, youôll remember me. 

Maybe youôll wonder how the girl who loved you so deeply 

disappeared from your life. 

And maybe youôll whisper to yourselfð 

ñI should have spoken to her one last time.ò 

Sometimes I think love is the most beautiful miracle God ever 

created. 

It gives ordinary moments extraordinary meaning. 
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A simple smile becomes unforgettable. 

A brief conversation becomes someoneôs favorite memory. 

A goodbye becomes the beginning of a lifetime of longing. 

With you, I truly lived. 

Happiness finally felt complete. 

Hope became real. 

Even prayers started making sense. 

You were never just another person to me. 

You became my peace. 

My safest place. 

My favorite habit. 

My reason to believe that broken people could become whole again. 

Then you disappeared Quietly. 

Without explanations,Without promises. 

Without looking back. 

As though everything we shared had belonged to another lifetime. 

But despite everythingé 

I never hated you. 

There were countless nights when I could have filled my prayers 

with anger. 

I could have asked God to make you feel my pain. 

Instead, every prayer ended the same way. 

May you always be happy. 

May life be kind to you. 

May no one ever hurt you the way losing you hurt me. 

Because love never taught me revenge. 

It only taught me how to keep loving someone, even after they 

became a memory. 

All I ever wanted was for you to stay. 

Just onceé 

To hold my hand ,To look into my eyes. 

And tell me, 

ñEverything will be alright.ò 

Perhaps that single sentence would have saved something inside me. 

But maybe some stories are never meant to have happy endings. 

Maybe some people come into our lives only to teach us what love 

feels like, not what forever looks like. 

You became the most beautiful chapter of my life. 

And also the most painful. 
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You are the unfinished story I still carry inside my heart. 

A story I could never completeé 

Yet one I will never stop loving. 

So this is my last letter. 

Not because I have stopped loving you. 

But because I have finally accepted that some letters are never 

answeredé 

Some goodbyes are never spokené 

And some people remain with us foreverð 

Only as memories. 

And if life is ever kind enough to bring you back to this letteré 

I wonôt ask you to love me again. 

I wonôt ask you to return to me. 

I only ask for one thing. 

One last call. 

One last conversation. 

One last meeting. 

A goodbye that we never had. 

Because some stories deserve an ending, even if they are not meant 

to have another beginning. 

Until that day, if it ever comesé 

Iôll carry your memories with the same love I always have. 

And somewhere, in the quietest corner of my heart, a part of me will 

keep waitingð 

For your last call. 

For your last meeting. 

For the goodbye we never got to say. 

And if that day never comesé 

Know this: 

You were loved beyond words, 

Beyond reasons, And beyond endings. 

And perhapsé 

In another lifetime, 

We will meet againð Not to say goodbyeé 

But to stay with each otheré 
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Noches de rencor 

Julia Molina 

 

Unida a las voces 

vuelves a asomarte. 

Absurdo ser²a 

huir de tus sonrisas. 

Otra sombra m§s 

llena de burlas m²as. 

Maldita seas, 

tan joven y eterna. 

Desapareces, 

pero el vac²o solo crece. 
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Noche silenciosa 

Julia Molina 

 

El Sol se despide 

y el mundo se apaga. 

Dej§ndome sola con lo que m§s temo, 

mis propios pensamientos, 

que me agarran con fuerza 

y con voces y susurros 

me consumen lentamente. 

Oh, la noche, 

tan silenciosa por fuera 

pero tan ruidosa por dentro. 
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The God that could be seen 

Liklalen Lairenmayum 

 

How great the path before me, 

When You lead me on my way. 

To the path of truth and success, 

Guiding me through every day. 

Till we reach our zenith's ray. 

Shining all around, 

Spreading love and kindness bright. 

You taught us our duty; 

Holding out a hand in light, 

Afraid of nothing, standing right. 

Hiding all the pain and sorrow, 

You taught us to smile awhile. 

You showed me 

The true meaning of hardwork, love, and sacrificeð 

A journey worthy every mile. 

Most enlightened is the place 

Where I can find endless grace. 

Endless love, truth untold, 

Are the one true gifts to embrace: 

"The God that could be seen." 
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Ek khwaab tha mera 

Navneet Rai 

 

Ek khawb tha mera, 

wahi manjil thi meri 

Jaha pahuchna tha hume 

Khud ko bhi kho ke. 

Magar mera khwab adhura sa reh gaya 

Jab meri manjil ne naya ashiyana chuna 

Koshish phir bhi kri paane ki 

Apni manjil ko behad chahne ki 

Uss din Toot bikhar gye hum 

Jab chun ke hume chhoda gaya 

Chhod diya wo manjil humne bhi 

Mere khuda ne naya ashiyana diya 

Mere khwabon ko nai manjil mil Gayi 

Ye naye raste mujhe chahne lge 

Ye manjil mili pehle se behtar 

Chaha hai isne hai sambhal bhi isne 

Tota tha main apanaya hai isne 

Ye manjil meri yahi ashiyana mera 

Yahi hai mere jeene ki wajah 

Isse hi main mukkamal hua ... 
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The Masquerade 

Jiyanshi Virmani 

Jiyanshi, a 16 year old, she writes poems and essays. She has been a 

co-author of more than seven anthologies. She has an Instagram 

account dedicated to poetry called ñAurelia_journalò, she handles a 

newly made awareness page called ñthe.lantern.journalò.  

 

Lights on, cameras drawn. 

This time, I choose what to be shown. 

The chandelier glitters as it watches me perform. 

Now, I become who they came for. 

Silk gloves, crooked smiles, 

The mask knows me better than myself. 

The ballroom, a huge cage, 

where youôre trapped until you understand how to play. 

Midnight came, but the mask didnôt fall. 

Itôs strange how the world preferred someone I did not know. 

The dancing continues, the mirage stays on. 

But something feels off. 

I adored the light until it left me alone. 

Lights off, cameras gone. 

I watch the mirrorball reflect borrowed light like it is its own. 

I chose the illusion, but not myself. 

The mask slipped on its own. 

I removed the lie, but the truth doesnôt knock yet. 
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I still wait like it might come any second. 

Without the audience, is the art even worth the price? 

The night ended and set me free, 

but where do I go if I have no place to be? 

I exist, with the mask, the smile, the laugh. 

But without it, Iôm just a lost soul. 

Broken and scattered like a mirrorball. 

The play ended, like someone blew on the flame of a candle. 

And I see a reflection. 

The mirror returns a face it swears is mine. 

It vanishes again when the light turns on. 

So I live when I hear my name in the applause. 

And the ballroom remains the place that calls me home. 
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love of  life . 

Julfiya rosul Ahmed 

Hi, I am Writter ' J' R Ahmed.  

Today is my birthday and I have no idea what to do . Then I saw my 

best friend " Jack ". I call him and he said hi  ,Jay what's up . 

 

Screctly, I love jack. But I can't said because when he came in front 

of me. My heart goes 100 + drop. I feel shy. But he is my best friend 

. One day he asked me - who do you like?  I say something about it 

and I don't know that who had complaint about it and I don't know 

how to make different things. 

Actually this is the first part . 
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She shared My Name 

Abiha Fatima 

My name is Abiha Fatima. I write about the things that rarely 

announce themselves, the quiet griefs, forgotten memories, invisible 

transformations, and questions that stay long after the answers are 

gone. 

 

Every Saturday morning, I visit the cemetery. The old caretaker has 

stopped asking questions. The first year, he watched me with the 

careful sympathy people reserve for fresh grief. The second year, he 

greeted me by name. By the fifth, he had begun placing fresh water 

in a small glass vase before I even arrived. Routine has a peculiar 

way of disguising tragedy. Now he simply nods when he sees me 

carrying white lilies. "You've come to see your friend again." And i 

nod. "Yes." It is easier than explaining. Her grave sits beneath the 

oldest tree in the cemetery. The roots have begun swallowing the 

edges of the stone. Nature has never been particularly respectful of 

permanence. I brush away the fallen leaves. The marble is always 

cold. I tell her about my week. The books I've read. The poems I've 

ruined by editing too much. The people who mistook confidence for 

happiness. Sometimes I laugh while talking. Sometimes I get 

emotional. The cemetery has become the only place where both 

seem equally appropriate. She would have loved autumn. Not 

because of the leaves. Because she used to collect things everyone 

else ignored. Bottle caps. Feathers. Broken chalk from classroom 

floors. She once cried because the janitor threw away a bird's nest 

after a storm. "It took them so long to build it." That was her 

argument. She believed effort deserved to survive. Children say 

remarkable things before adults teach them practicality. We met on 

the first day of school. Neither of us liked introducing ourselves. So 
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instead, we compared pencil boxes. She always sharpened her 

pencils before class. I waited until they broke. She hated 

mathematics. I hated being called on to read aloud. She would trade 

me her ruler for my blue pen. Every Friday, we promised we'd never 

stop being friends. Back then, forever still sounded believable. I 

remember rainy dismissal. Our shoes soaked through. Folding paper 

boats from homework sheets. Arguing over whether clouds had 

favorite cities. Saving seats for one another. The smell of library 

books. The teacher who always tucked loose strands of hair behind 

our ears before photographs. The tiny victories that felt enormous. 

Finishing lunch before recess ended. Getting every spelling word 

right. Finding five rupees beneath the desk and believing fortune 

had personally visited us. Funny. No one tells you that one day those 

ordinary afternoons will become priceless. Last winter, the caretaker 

asked, "What was she like?" I answered without thinking. She 

couldn't solve fractions. She always finished the blue candy first. 

She wrote her name with tiny circles instead of dots. She cried 

whenever classroom plants died. She trusted everyone. She 

apologized to tables after bumping into them. She believed birthdays 

changed people overnight. She thought adults never lied. She 

laughed so hard she'd forget what was funny. She never looked at 

the clock while spending time with someone she loved. He smiled. 

"You must miss her terribly." I looked at the gravestone. "Every 

day." Sometimes I bring old notebooks. I read them aloud to her. 

The pages are filled with impossible handwriting. Letters shaped 

like tiny houses. Circles instead of dots. Margins decorated with 

flowers that botanists would never recognize. She wanted to become 

everything. An artist. A painter. A detective. A teacher. A writer. A 

journalist. A bird. I have tried very hard to become someone she 

would admire. Children have the extraordinary privilege of 

believing identity is unlimited. Adults call that immaturity. I call it 

honesty. There is something strange about growing older. Nobody 

announces that someone is leaving. There is no funeral. No 

condolences. No black clothing. One ordinary afternoon, while 
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trying very hard to become acceptable, someone quietly gathers the 

child you used to be and walks away with her. The world applauds. 

They call it "growing up." The first thing she lost was the habit of 

asking "why?" The second was speaking without rehearsing. Then 

came curiosity. Wonder. Trust. The loud laugh. The ridiculous 

dreams. One by one, they disappeared so politely that nobody 

noticed a life was ending. Least of all me. The caretaker asked me 

once, "Does her family ever visit?" I almost answered. Then I 

realized I had no idea. How do you explain that the only person still 

mourning her is the one who survived? The gravestone bears no 

name. It never needed one. I always knew who rested beneath it. 

Every year, I bring flowers to the girl who believed promises were 

permanent. Who waved at passing trains. Who collected pretty 

stones because beauty alone was reason enough. Who thought home 

was wherever laughter echoed. She was my oldest friend. We shared 

the same birthday. The same dreams. The same handwriting. We 

even answered to the same name. Strange, how nobody noticed 

there were never two little girls. Only one, disappearing so gradually 

that everyone mistook it for growing up. I still visit her. Not because 

I believe she will return. Some seasons are not meant to bloom 

twice. I visit because memory, like a neglected grave, grows quieter 

when left unattended. And I am terrified of a day when I walk past 

that stone, unable to remember the sound of her laugh. 

"I buried the only person who knew me before I learned to 

perform." 

Because perhaps the cruelest part of becoming an adult is not that 

we lose our innocence. It is that we eventually stop noticing the 

silence it leaves behind."I buried the only person who knew me 

before I learned to perform. 
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Brutally yours 

Sirenaiink 

 

She walked into his world with conditions in her hands and survival 

in her heart. 

Aditya Malhotra was a man who believed everything could be 

controlled. Power. People. Outcomes. A contract marriage was just 

another calculated decision... until the woman he married refused to 

become another thing he could own. 

Inside the walls of the Malhotra house, battles weren't 

fought with raised voices, but with silence, stolen 

glances, difficult choices, and two people who 

slowly began changing each other in ways 

neither of them expected. 

What began as an arrangement built on 

obligation slowly became something far more 

dangerous... 

A choice. 

But can love born inside a cage ever become 

truly free? 

Brutally Mine is a dark, emotional slow-burn 

romance about control, freedom, healing, and the 

quiet courage it takes to choose someone... and to let 

them choose you back. 

 




































































































































































































































































