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| i ke Ioving a god

anwesha verm

I f i had a chance | would set my da
the su when u stir
and th I at your <co
Yo w your | ace

already chosen to | ove

my soul has

as one | oves god

with reverence, with quite fire
with no hope but the | ove itself
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Whi sper of Whiskey
Aster Reyn

Aster Reyn is a tortured poet who f
writing and comfort in beautifully
On every thought of | eaving

Drunk am | in the misty clouded val

Stumbling with my throat burning

From the whisper of whiskey.

On every thought of killing

Drunk am | in the forest alley

Crumbling with the |l ast feel

From the whisper of whiskey‘

On every thought of
Drunk am | in the cl
Tumbl ing with my t oasg

From the whisper of y-
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A Poetry For You

Nahida | sl am Tr
I f || ever could write poetry, I wou
I would write how you came in my |

On a random Sunday.

With a pale face,

a consoling mind

The title of the poem would be your
Or simply t-he way you are

calm, brave, a noble warrior ready

The theme must be on our golden eve
broken self without any fear

Every time you pour extra |liquor on
endl ess care.

Rhyt hm of the poem would be your wo
dar k

The tone would be tender, nostalgic

13



Each stanza would carry the days se

Lines buzz the |l ove melody; give a

I must write up those days, when st
rootl ess

You hold me so tight, |ighten up th

Everyday with you seems a fairytale

You become the guardee, to meet all/l
Perhaps | would write how it feel,
How it aches depth of heart, failin
Or , I would write a vague note for
Bring you honour, I pray, al |l the ¢

14



Someti mes

Aster Reyn

Sometimes | get this urge to write
And haunting

That it makes you

Sl eepless on the darkest night

Starved at the fullest sight

And scared of the shortest f

But every time my pen c¢ AESNt h e

My words fail and
Get caught in my throat e net
Struggl e against the 4

And die at the tip of

15



One with the Eart!l
Diya Chatter

I wish | could be one with the eart
Oh, to beliikne as ttartaenc e

Bathed in quiet bliss.

My soul, one with the earth,
Feeling every el ement surround me,
move through me,

and carry me beyond mysel f. =

Oh, to bel iikne as ttartaen c
Free from all the wo
My mortal self grows
as my spirit drifts
I l ong to be one wit
Wr apped in quiet ser

I n the pure peace

for which a child prays.

16



Baduaao

Lucky
ALucky is a young poet who turns e
captures | ove, pain, and the beauty
Woh mujhe yaad krti hai chahe badua

Woh mujhe pyar Kkrti hai chahe badua
Mer a di l tho kab ka mar gya mer. an

Mgr zinda hai uski ankhon mai <chahe
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"The Forgotten Heig
DrAyesha Sarfr
Once bearers of light, of wisdom pr
Their voices of knowledge would ech
From science to art, their stars br
Guiding the world, their brilliance
But pride took root, and unity wane
Greed sowed discord, the spirit was
They |l eft the Qur'’ u
Chasing the glitte o]
Knowl edge neglecteﬁ w
Virtue abandoned f jje
Division arose where félth ;hoﬁfd u
And might without morals extinguish
Yet hope still lingers, the |l esson
Return to the truth, |l et conscience
With unity, justice, and hearts sin
The path to revival is ever near.

18



RAAHETSAFAR

NaviMussaht aq

ATUM 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 I
KEHTE HO SCH YA YEAH EK JHOOTHA SA
KYA YEAH SCH HAI YA BS TUMHE MUJHE ¢/

TUM KEHTE HO HUMESHA RAAH DOGE KBHI
PATA TOH TUM APNE BAAGH MAI PANAH D

KEH RAHO HO TUM ,
LETE HAI

TOH MAN

EK BAAR APNI Kl SMAR
DETE HAI

AB TOH AADAT SI HA
RANJHI SON KO SACH

SACH JAN KE BHI TA
JANNE KI

AB TUM KEH RAHO HO HUMESHA THAME RA
HATH

JHUTH K SATH CHA LNE SE MILTE HAI K
JAZBAAT

19



AB KEH RAHE HO THAME RAKHOGE TO MAA
HOON

I'S BAAR JUTHE | SHQ KA BAYAAN DEKHTI

KAHA TAK YEAH SAFAR | SHQ KA CHALEGA
JAYENGE

TUMHARE | SHQ KE JHUTHE DAWE MAI UL A
JAYENGE

RAAH NHI MI'LI TOH SCH BAHAR AA HI J

JO MERA HOGA MI LJAYEGA, JI SE JANA H
CHALA JAYEGA

AB | SHQ PR YAKEEN KI YA THA |1 S QADAR
THODA SA TOH YEAH TADPAEGA

AB JARI KRTE HAI AAGE PHI R SE YEAH
KOl TOH MI L HI JAYEGA. _RUYA.

20



Ki ndness

S Archana
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FI NDI NG POETRY

Ankur Gos wa mi

Ankur Goswami is an Assistant Prof e
Assam, and a regular writer of poen
poems on I nstageiameadrandvelhéd shares

on hi s pfoeeetlrpyo ebmso.gvor dpr ess. com.

I al ways cannot skip the coffee
at this hour, so | set the electric

you must have heard a kettle hoot.

I mean how the steam bottling up
I n the kettle's belly spurs a screa
for me to know I must | eave

a thought midway or un
I must cl ose the noteb
with its blue leathery |
and rise from the kindj

and, you know, head fo

I I oosen my necktie
And warm the water for the vening

And the circle is complete.

22



I't starts while the night yet cling

to my stubborn, curled | ocks.

At 5:30 am, the fine cold air sting
Il rub my pal ms, set

The t esamarulg apricot bl ossoms
carefully patnted along its rim

on the side table

And open a page on Prosody.

I hardly read; instead
I |l ook deep into the garden.
The morning is stildl silver; thick

Yet sl eep by the neighbour's wired
I always |li ke the kids in my class

To b-eam

As September's first | ight, sqgueezi
The two tall houses to my right.

I barely see my geraniums to the | e
Hang in clusters of a collective no

23



And at the far edge by the wal/l
The birds congregate in a customary

Morning exercise.

The ABAB of a ballad folds upon
The brisk |l andings and hasty retrea
The rhyme of the sparrows,

Refining their flair to conform

To an i mpeccabl e 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 attenti on.

24
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The Last Dr aft

Ragini chandrav
My name is Ragini Chandravanshi. I
passionate about writing poems and
my emotions, thought s, and i maginat
skills and sharing my creativity wi
There are words | never spoke,
Feelings hidden |Iike silent smoke.
Pages waited, bl ank and wide,
Hol ding storms | kept inside.
Every tear became a | ine,
Every pain turned into . rhyme.
Broken dreams and sl s nights,
Made my darkened worI _ .i_ght.
This is not my perf

But the echo of my

A final piece, a fea

This 1 s my Isaowutl dr aft.
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Unf i ni shed wor ks

Hemah Sundar amur

The day you decided to wal k away
You never |l et me know

Now | thought of wal king away

You said me you have already wal ked
I n this beautiful journey

There may be ups and downs

We had faced it all togethewy
When it comes to marriage &% V
You talk businesses

I am no one's business

I stand on my feet wit nny
Now | have moved on

Coming back to me = [} \a¥

Do not expect to be tre'atrei’dtf/l,'r I
Now settling all scores even e ia
We apart our ways

I wish you all the best and nothing
endeavour s

Life's goodness and goddess side ha
I am now on a happy at the same tim
Thank you for the experience!

27



Echoes After the E
Pul ak Das

When my breath becomes the breeze,
And | dissolve among the trees,
Let not your sodrow weigh you down
For endings wear a softer crown
Let one dear friend, with quiet gra
Unl ock my phone, a final trace.
And send a note not wrought in grie
But light as dusk, and brief as | ea
"Thanks for cédmin
A whisper sent th
Not ghost, nor j o
A wink across the
What is death but
A pause between e
And i f you smiled when that text ca
Then Idirremahihcught, in name.

28



Beyond Touch n Sear
Pul ak Das

N @

just touching bodies doesndt make i

doesndt make it anything more than

You know that, dondt you?

Loveé

Love i s when you stay up through th

just to watch someone breathe.

ltds searching for them

in the hush of their sleep,

in the murrmaume miferae c ad & me,

in the way their hamd twitches unde

a reflex, reaching for something un

Daylight odecei ves us

in the rush, in the noise,

we become people we don't recoghnize

We | augh, we wor k,

we wear our "okay" I|ike armor.

But ad night

oh, adt night

we peel back the hours,

and there, in the fragile silence,

29
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but someone to make silence with.
To hoddoyoout of need,

but because they know

youbve spent a I|ifetime being stron
and tonight,

you shouldnét have to be.
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The | ast dr aft
Tukt uk

have rewritten myself
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Gl i mpse

Priyanshi Si

The world does not crown just one s

Success wears more than one smile.
The mind needs knowledge, the heart
A soul needs freedom to touch the s

Not about what already exists,

Not bound by the paths

worl d pr
The real beauty-1lies ldpuld

The unseen potenti al be

33



The Geometry of BI
Syeda Hijaab F:

Syeda Hijaab Fatima is a young, und
whose writing explores human emoti o
unspoken realities of society.
They bl amed the fabric, never quest
Her dignity was measured by inches
what | eft unmeasured was
the conscience of thos '
She | earned. She gr ew. s
Yet they still broke d .
I n t hseheensdought refuge E
Tel I me
if even grave cannot B,
What place remains for S
Worl d keeps teaching
the way ot o survive
yet forgets to teach 1 e
Every headline echoes t
she kept seadrtcthe nwo if lod n
except the hands

34



SOuUL AMI DST AUTUMN
Vi shakha Ti we

Bri mmi ng with

A depressing s
An i mperfect |
Seemed to gave
The tiny raind
Portrayed her
Perhaps she es
A Soft Wi nd?
To |ift her ba
Or Acceptance?
l's a trait of
Stuck with real
The | ast soul
To the call,
Of the seasons
The falling | e
Pictured her s
Some <cri mson,
A call of the
And descending
The scenery fr
Ceases to fros
With a cold | o
And a dry broo
The pink hour
To reap their
Being it home
And sell them to words

The vibrant wor |l d
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Sifted the soul

The feeling of nothingness
Changed to fullness

Knows ?

Yes, not all her demons are defeate
The i mperfect acceptance

Colored the soul again.

Life gets ahead

Seasons |l eft behind

And again its her, only her alone
Departing to inaugurate,

A brand new chapter of I|ife

To |Iive a new color

Wit hout wrping off the old ones

36
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I't's the story of the | eaves,
The crunchy | eaves, 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?

I n between pages,

Of a curious soul
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An Apol ogy

Ayool uwa

And so | ask you, what is | ove?

For | am an alien among such emoti o
You speak of desire

as though it were a second heartbea
turning names into wa ers.

I search my own ches ‘

for that same pul se

Yet only silence ans

For what | hold is t ador
never the wildfire 't y 0
Love, if | cannot re earn
Who am | to remain t ; y O
They tell me such an alifeis anit
The tangelation of sk senc
I f so, perhaps | am i

So forgive me, Ay " nmo .

For such words are ones | cannot <co
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Not so home

Srushti Pan
Il "' m Srusyhadat,d astiudent writer who e
emotions, ideas, and everyday momen
me , is a way to observe peopl e, und

of the world around me.

A house has 4 wall s,

My home had mor e.

36 friends, 20 benches and memories
We had scribbles on our desks and a
each of which was surrounded by || or
A teacher that cared for us and a s
Together formed somet hing,

none of us tried t
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A Fl ame' s Final L i
El i jah Hendr.i

Elijah Hendricks is an aspiring au
words on a page as his medi um. He h
tranquility within poetic remarks e

and achieves to captureetbtetaedisence
and sentiment within his works.

When dusk meets dawn, a flame is bo
A flame that burned so bright it co
It dances, it sways, it smiles at t
He feels at peace, unbeknownst to s
"Desire is the root of all sufferin
The fl ame was forced to move wicks,
Leaving past memoirs burnt.

But why does this flame care so dee
of memory?

Judgement day arises.

The fl ame faces potential extinguis
Quietly excruciating, tiny water dr
soul .

The droplets managed to simmer into
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He nearly perished.

As fate is pernicious, A& =

't brought him others to |

Finding familiar tranqui |

He enjoyed peace, =

Even if it was only withiﬁi

Destiny challenged hi m: S

Anot her risk of extingui®

To save he shards of hisg

separate taper, :
Attempting to escape the

ashes |l eft behind

However, he eventually trekked back
Rebuilding ties that were never tru
Al t houg cloudy with a mist of ques
He still journeyed into unknown ter
The worst has yet to arrive;

A series of events cause catastroph
The fl ame wanted to be put out,

To di sappear into the fog, a famil:@
into

Running away i s never easy,

But whe the doomsday of smoke and
One must strive to survive,

Survive the downf all of a family
The wax closed off his spirit, but
His flame slowly dying quietly, beh
How can one heal covered wounds?
How can one mend themself against f
After a slight, jagged recovery,

He moves onto another wick once aga

4 2



This flame is silent, this fl ame is
from ot her s.
"No more attachments. "

People may go as fast as they came,
But the flame gained a newfound com
His flame grows brighter as his wou
He wi || never forgetextheagmesthalenstr

4 3



I hate c¢cl ocks

Rania saji

The hands on the clock just keep ti

With a click youbdbve | ost another se
hour, another moment.

It hi nk | have an abundance of ti me \
still living yesterday.

the clock keeps ticking away the ti
had,

the time | begged to utilise yet on
agai n,

| 6m met with the silen

I hate clocks. I wi sh

days never

ended,

some nights remained f
empty.

| wi sh | knew how to |
has already ate me
whol e.

I hate clocks, they never stop tick
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Lati bul at e

Anshu
What a strange beast is man,
Who preaches | ight, yet walks in sh
Speaks of truth with silver tongue,
Whil e draping ignorance |ike a bl ad
He praises grace, then scorns the w
Lifts himself on borrowed pride,
A king of words, a thief in deeds,
With shadows where his soul should
He says one thing, yet acts another
Pl ays noble tunes in t wi ways,
And when the truth st a befo
He kneels, defeated,
To guard his view, hef{ : wn o
Crushes voices, stifl
As if to say, #Alf 1 06m:
Then none shall wal k i
He mocks the beasts as ing
Yet stoops below their ce,
Performs what even the’ un,
Then stares himself in: ros
He wears a chil dbés masfk w,
Wrecks the |l ives that pat
And hides among the <co wd,
Unmoved by consequence i
He claims, AThe past is dead,
But what of the soul he once betray
That child too was | ost in ti me,
Left to wither, |l eft afraid.
Can such wounds forget the fire?
Can such echoes fade away?
The pain stildl breathes in silent r
The grief stildl haunts the day.
No, you wonét change, nor will you
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Il ed
she

caste

of

on,

not i
consi

he
(0]

t
t
t

by

Control
t hat

her owh

der

used
i sed

ef

trut h,

he

r eal

when
her

was shattered and broken

ng

bel

she |ived a

down,
i fe

sun go
d the |
chances

t he

remember e

Wat c hi
She

s he

wher e

ost

he
i

t
t

remembering
he
sacrifice

Despite

she

me

t

| ove
find
ayed

of
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A Cracked Mirror

Amber Hameed

I am Amber Hameed. | did masters i

graduation in ELT. . i have al ways

poetry..expressing the feelings by

A Cracked Mirror. ..

Refl ects as many parts of me

As many pieces,

Al |l ook back at me in awe

Remi nds me of all the broken pieces

One | eft alone at night

One | osing the game

One | eft aching inside

One being the scapegoat

Al | |l ooking at me now

"Standing and growing'

Redi scovering myself ..
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Because we end

Hamz maj i d

Hi , I am Hamza majid. I am 14 years
school . I like to write poetry and
yo thanks everyone who | oves my wor
I f we could |live forevermor e,

Woul d we still cherish what we're |
Woul d sunsets feel as warm and brig
I f endless days replaced the night?
The fl owers bloom, then fade away,
That' s what gives beauty to their s
The clock keeps moving,

And that's what gives €

We | ove because we knq"\w/

That's what makes mo

A single | augh, a han% A

Becomes more preci ousizhy ,igol

4 8



Death stands silent, far from sight
A shadow wal king with the 1light.

Not there to steal, not there to ha
But to remind us time won't wait.

So chase your dreams beneath the sk

Speak your truth, don"t I|let it die.
For life's not precious despite its
I'ts ending makes it worth the spend
The stars burn bright, then fade ab
Yet still they fill the world with

And maybe thatds |ife's greatest ar
Not |l iving forever,

But | eaving a mark upon a heart.
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Birth or Reincarnat
El i jah Hendr.i
The Tweéemtsy of April marks the date
Skin as fair as snow,
Hair as smooth as
Eyes as bright as
A smile that perso

He was t

Even
One

"EIl i
My g

Wa s

Oor a

Not h
Fat e

You
The
Fore
Unt i

t he
t hat

i ng
doe
mu st
Uni v
ver
I y o

he purest ,
angel s pra
refracted:

n spirit

t

| - = , ;

gr iyphut e qusaneyx,) e of
e

proves you

50



BLI THE OF THE GI RL |
Hi rako
The war that has started for you
Il s the war where | am |l osing for
How soon | have |l ost this race
That soon you changed your face
Darling, | thought you were my
But God knows you have become my
I thought you were the moonlight
But never knew you were the |ight
Our |l ove is a flower
My soul is the one t
At l ast the way you
l's the way you took N TR g

¢

BLATTER
Vishakha Tiwart

=

a Wy« my
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The seed

Rainly herd.

Rainly herder a student th8Sbkeyear f

has | oved writing short stories and
to it in middle school

[Itm a seed in a world of many monst el
One that | ooks the same of every ot

Monsters can be anything even a see
Seeds are a hope of [|ife

A small growth in a
They can be beautif
But even seed can go
They are fragile but

But only time wil!/
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A Silent Compani on
Si mran Tekwar

Simran Tekwpuobl iishead saeutfhor of For
passionate poet, and a firm believe
connect. Writing has always been h
herself and the world around her.
I't never judged the mess | mad e
A silent companion that al ways stay
Not perfect words, not al ways right
But this pen made every syllable br
It saw the days | could barely spea
With crumbled pages, torn & weak.
When the world t
It was this pen
It bled my truth
Narrating my sec
When | ife offere
I't whispered gen
For words donodt
They break cages
Il rewrote the world with my tool,



A journey that had my rul e.

I owe no crowd, | owe no stage,

I owe the pen, Il owe the page.

And when | raised up high, they ask
I hold my pen, and tell them now.
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Letters Never Seni
Syeda Hijaab F:

Syeda Hijaab Fatima is a young und ¢
novelist whose writing explores hum
and the unspoken realities of socie

A drawer i ®shiided etnh enylsetaerrti ousl y bene
Envel opes gathledrred oirmedwstf,ol ded by

Thousands of |l etters rest in silenc

each one beginning
al mestcaped words.

Some faded before i ¢ g e ec
its true meaning. g

Some were stained
fell

But somehow.
Not hing was seal ed.

None was ever poste

For courage, it seemes® LT i
| adteevery single time.
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The |

etter I

Never

Vai shnavi Ho |l

I feel the wurge

to Il ook at you

and | et you I|iwv

People say you

that you dwel |l

Yet witness my

| wander the wo

| f Il " m honest,

they also shel't

| wi sh | coul d

l'ighten its wei

But | am not un

you are stildl i

unfinished by t

And these tear s

somewhere withi

to hol cl ose

e, f

ev my eyes

o through my word

etly within my ga

st

still sear chi

ng

my
er
t el
ght
awa
nno

i me

ar

n t



The

The

y

e

S

wi sh t

on

f

vV e

l'y vyo

my wi

y ou

mor e.

an

d I h

hat not

an

e

yone

d you

unspo

u may
sdom

ectio

mor e

gl e |
ave p
proo

who ¢

wi s h
cl os

er mon

i ful t

e you

oubt .

ken t

S

n

t

I
f

a

e .

r

ngry with you,
soot he t hem.

tands in oppositio
, born of innocenc
han you |live yours
feti me,

ayed two roles tog
enough?

n, measure it.

0O meet you,

on worldly matters
an your form
inhabit

ut hs
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even Shri Krishna Yadav may read,
but to understand t hem,

my younger brother (Kaanhu) is enou

I believe you are the hel msman of m

for without your wildl,

not even a single |l eaf in this worl
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FROM MOCKERY TO MAJES
Gododébs Hand On A LI

Bi ndhu
contrib

Ms . Bi ndhu KI

K. Mwi nmsi raqy awtah ar , poet, an
utions to over 30 anthologie

book ChirTdhrei cle's Codes: When ficti ol

becomes
l'iterar

ahdctsomecogni zed for her el
y excellence.

Peopl e
To forg
Rejecte
Peopl e
Wit h an

Wh a't a

A pure
And an
Now i s

Deser vi

My Lord

of his time 6strainedo,
et hi m
d him from their | and.

of this time O0straind to ado

unexplainabl &

contradictor

soul chased
entire | and,
at redempti or
ng a crown

shal l crown eterna
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Priesthood and Kingship
He is a wonderful warrior,

The treasured peacekeeper.

Let the world sleep unannoyed
I n his peace for his peopl e
Who waited for him, losing their

Body of desires and dr eams,

Saving souls from the hell of fire.
Earth shakes in agony
Emits her fury, commands the seas t

Uproot every human pride and posses
A plan made in heavenly real ms
For the cosmic balance,

Bet ween divine plans and human desi

I's it inevitable to balance
To control the wicked?
The aggressive and di sobedient,

The namesake believers.
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stand
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who i
rong

racul

i on

never serves

ivine wild!

, |l eave your hope,

he Divine with your

er t

fake,

he tears of sacri fi

before the holy!

s all sins,

s all mi nds,

ts all atrocities
al | creations.
was the chosen

s born holy

pill

ous

ar on whom

kingdom will

profiteering

human des

favour

ce

actions
ri se.
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ART AND POETRY

Manasvi Sharn
A writer from India, hoping to get
one day. I want to | eave an i mpact
want my ideas to be remembered thro

The poet wanted to be the poetry

The artist wanted to be the art

Both yearned to be | oved

Yet God gave them the ability

To be I oving endl essly

A love that can surpas me itself

DN R
] ART anD x"

{4, POETRY &
s @

For poetry never fades
And art never dull s
No matter how powerful“
He can take away peop

But not art and poetr

I f anybody would ask

About |l ove and its r oaH

6 2



Both would smile and sigh
Because they |l oved too deeply

But everybody | eft without saying g

They preserve their muse
Through their writing and their pai
So that even when death cl aims ever

I't can't take away them

And |l et me tell you a secret
The secret to Iimmortality isn"t a m
But art and poetry itself.
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THE MESSAGE SIEQA F FOR

SELEOVE
Ms . Bi ndhu K
Bindhu K. Mwi nmsi raqy awtah ar , poet, an

contributions to over 30 anthologie
bookhe Chroniahmné' 6s Codesgni zed for

narratives and |literary excellence.
ASdlofved is one of the most confusin
the worl d. But it hol dpsacuetdmonsotd ei rrmp o

age where people run behind goal s,
mi sfortunes, and finalsly-ISedgeéets to

the foundation of our ment al peace,
growt h, soci al ful fil ment, and over
A life concern that we must sader st
in |Iife and promote in our c
To be more-sl pveciselisgiehf 0
soul , needs, and | ife mis] e
fulfilment. It is never b
body and -Invivned .i sSeal fnecess car
i magination. Imheshoote pit; b e
everyoneds |ife.

Unfortunlaoceé yi ssmi §interpreted as s

but it is not : olvhee inse a&ninndg nogf osneelbfs
this busy world, realising oneds mi
breathe consciously, nurturing ones
cal mness, inhaling sootkinhg @&ifr of

happi nesfsulafnidl mend tf.

6 4



Sedl 6ve is not about ignoring or neg
is all about prioritising and ackno
existence.

Thatdéds the gracious moment when you
Being aware of who you really belon
your footsteps, it is a break of si
are and what you should become.

Sed 6ve is an act of wisdom, a thoug
i fe.
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The Last Letter
Shagufa Ahma

Shagufa Ahmad is an English teacher

a deep love for words and storytel
stories, and heartfelt |l etters, she
resilience, and human emotions.

You knew, didn't you?

You knew | wouldn't know how to | iv
Yet you wal ked away as though | eavi
thing you had ever done.

I f you ever come back, | ook at me c
the girl who once believed her enti
y ou I am still breathing, but | do
supposed to feel I i ke.

Before you left, | wish you had sto
wondered what would become of me. |
crying unt.il there were no tears | e
woul d never come, hoping every unf a
your s.

You probably knew | wouldnét be abl
And you were right.

People say time heals everything, b
to hide my wounds. It never healed
Sometimes | tell mysel-fidbdt Mawybap
I |l oved you more than you ever | ove
But then another question finds its
Didnét you feel anything for me?
Not even once?

Didnét my presence ever make your d
smile ever make you smile? Was ever
to forget?

That question has |lived inside me e
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How does someone become a stranger
so close

You turn

never as

whet her

whet her

But fro

moment ,

y ou

The onl

God for

Once, I

No w, |

you are

I still

SO i mpo

saved.

Didnét our 1o

conversation?

One | ast meet. g

One | ast good e

I cannot believe | meant so little
ending.

I often think that i f you ever retu
where ydwmoltefitn méne same place physi
emotionally.

Still waiting.

Still carrying conversations that n
Still hol ding onto a goodbye | neve
They say separation hurts more than
I never understood those words unti
There were nights when breathing fe
My hands trembl ed.

My chest felt unbearably heavy.

I had never imagined that someone ¢
as though everything inside them ha
The hardest part wasndt your absenc
I't was needing you when you were no
There was only meé
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at it echoe
faces, pla
e way someo
st meeting.
ou with cou
before me,
peace | had
il d feels a
ery unanswe
rd.

felt beaut
ted tomorrtr
mil e witho

seemed to
wly faded.
ame unfami|l
unding borr
st time you
t every he
s and s

s |l oved.
eelings.
me .

ssed

h you.

l i ve witho
words woul d
ew peopl e.
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But every time someone walks into m
for traces of you.

Woul d you have |l aughed Ilike this?
Woul d you have cared |ike this?
Woul d you have understood me withou
And when the answer is no, I quiet]l
Maybe that isnét fair to them.

But neither was | osing you.

Perhaps you think | have forgotten
How could | ?

Some people | eave your [|ife.

Ot hers |l eave pieces of themselves i
You belong to the second kind.

The bond between my heart and your
Whet her we speak or remain stranger
continue to visit me every single d
Not a single morning passes without
Not a single night ends without me
I dondédt know who wil/ hold your han
I dondédt know who wil/l become your h
I only &now this

No one will ever | ove you the way |
Because | |l oved you without condit]i
Wit hout expectations.

Wit hout knowing whether | would eve
Perhaps that was my mistake

Or perhaps it was simply the purest
This |l etter exists because some emo
in silence.

Maybe one day these words wil/l S 0 me
Maybe youdl |l read them when | ife is
Maybe, just for a moment, youdll re
Maybe youéll wonder how the girl wh
di sappeared from your | ife.

And maybe youblld whisper to yoursel
Al should have spoken to her one | a
Sometimes | think |l ove is the most

created.
I't gives ordinary moments extraordi



mpl e smile becomes unforgettabl
ief conversation becomes someon
odbye becomes the beginning of
you, I truly |lived.

iness finally felt complete.
became real

prayers started making sense.
were never just another person
became my peace.

afest place.

avorite habit.

eason to believe that broken pe
you di sappeared Quietly.

out explanations, Without promis
out | ooking back.

hough everything we shared had
despite everythingé

ver hated you

e were countless nights when |
anger.

uld have asked God to make you
ead, every prayer ended the sam
you al ways be happy

l'ife be kind to you

no one ever hurt you the way | o
use | ove never taught me reveng
nly taught me how to keep | ovin
me a memory.

I ever wanted was for you to st
oncee

old my hand , To |l ook into my ey
tell me ,

rything wild.l be alright. o

aps that single sentence would
maybe some stories are never me
e some people come into our |iv
s |like, not what forever | oo0oks
became the most beautiful chapt
al so the most painful
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Yo
A

Ye
So
N o
Bu
an
So
An
On
An
|

|

|

On
On
On
A

Be
t o
Uun
I 6
An
k e
Fo
Fo
Fo
An
Kn
Yo
Bey
And
I n

We

But

—“wnw C

PQ@oOdMOsSso—agn—~

ca-—-—=-@oa—-~

c

y | stil
et eé
oving.

l oving vy
accepted

ough to
agai n.

comesé
th the s
est corn

are the unfinished stor
tory | could never compl
one | will never stop
this is my last letter.
because | have stopped
because | have finally
wer edé
e goodbyes are never spo
some people réemain with
y as memories.
if I'ife is ever kind en
on6t ask you to | ove me
on6t ask you to return t
nly ask for one thing.
|l ast call
|l ast conversation
|l ast meeting.
oodbye that we never had.
ause some stories deseryv
have another beginning.
il that day, if it ever
I carry your memories wi
somewhere, in the quiet
p Wwaiting
your | ast call
your | ast meeting.
the goodbye we never go
if that day never comes
w this:
were | oved beyond words
ond reasons, And beyond
perhapsé
another |ifeti me,
will d&m&dlet &gasamay goodbye
to stay with each other
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Noches de rencor

Jul i a Mol i n

Unida a |l as voces
vuel ves a asomarte.
Absurdo ser?2a

huir de tus sonrisas.
Otra sombra m§s

Il ena de burl as m2a
Mal dita seas,

tan joven y eterna.
Desapareces,

pero el vac2o0 solo
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Noche silenci osa

Julia Mol N
E I Sol se despide
y el mundo se apaga.
Dej 8ndome sola con | o que m8s temo,
mi s propios pensamientos,
gue me agarran con fue‘r:///z,’?;;'
y con voces y susurro&z”{l Pra. o
‘ g j
me consumen Ientamente.,h'ﬂ J
Oh, la noche, \/7))‘\
tan silenciosa por fuef a .
pero tan ruidosa por dentro.
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T

h e

God t hat coul d

Li kIl alen Lairen

How great

Wh e n
To t
Gui d
Ti ||
Shin

You |
he
i ng me
we
ing al

the path before me,
ead me on my way.

path of truth and success,

Spreading

through every day.

reach our zenith's ray.

I around,
|l ove and kindness bright.

You taught us our duty;

Hol ding out a hand in |light,
Afraid of nothing, standing right.
Hiding all the pain and sorrow,
You taught wus to smile aw

You showed me :

The true meaning of Bar ov e,
A journey worthy every" '
Most enlightened is t

Wher e | can find endl

Endless love, truth uy « i
Are the one true gift : i ace
"The God ' ’ A

t hat coul d b‘
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Ek khwaab tha mer a

Navneet Rali

Ek khawb tha mer a,

wa hi manj il thi mer i

Jaha pahuchna tha hume

Khud ko bhi kho ke.

Magar mera khwab adhura sa reh gaya
Jab meri manjil ne naya ashiyana c¢h
Koshish phir bhi kKri paane ki

Apni manj il 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 a ) di

Mere khwabon ko nai il Gayi
Ye naye raste mujhe cf g
Ye manjil mili pehle § '
Chaha hai isne hai saj b hEE sne
Tota tha main apanaya, :

Ye manj il meri yahi a a
Yahi hai mere jeene ;

|l sse hi mai n mukkamal
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The Masquer ade

Jiyanshi Virn

Jiyanshi, a 16 year old, she writes

caut hor of more than seven anthol ¢

account dedicated to poetry called

newly made awareness page called ft

Lights on, cameras dr awn.

This time, | choose what to be show

The chandelier glitters as it watch

Now, I become who they came for.

Silk gloves, crooked smil es,

The mask knows me better than mysel

The ballroom, a huge cage,

where youbre trapped until you unde

Mi dni ght came, but the mask didnot

I't6s strange how the world preferre

The dancing continues, the mirage s

But something feels off.

I adored the |l ight unti/l it |l eft me

Lights off, cameras gone.

I watch the mirrorball reflect borr

I chose the illusion, but not mysel

The mask slipped on its own.

I removed the lie, but the truth do
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I still wait |ike it might come any
Wit hout the audience, is the art ev
The night ended and set me free,

but where do | go if | have no plac
|l exist, with the mask, the smile,
But without it, I 6m just a |l ost sou
Broken and scattered |ike a mirrorb

The play ended, | i ke someone blew o
And | see a refle n.

The mirror return f

I't vani shes again

So | live when |

And the ballroom
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| ovd idfe

Jul fiya rosul

Hi , I am Writter ' J°' R Ahmed.

Today is my birthday and | have no
best fnmicdndc.a’l | him,dayg Wwedasaisdulpi
Screctly, I |l ove jack. But | can't

of me. My heart goes 100 + drop. I
One day -WkhkoadaeyWowalyi kseo?fmet hi ng at
and | don't know thaanwhb dad' tokpb
how to make different things.
Actually this is the first part
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She shared My Name
Abi ha Fatim

name s Abiha Fati ma. I write
ounce themselves, the quiet grie
nsformations, and questions that

o

O T wnw o T O0T ® O S

ar gume
remar k

Saturday morning, Il visit the
d asking questions. The first
I sympathy people reserve for
d me by name. By ftrhees hf iwatthe, r h
mal | glass vase before | even
di sguising tragedy. Now he s
ing white |Iilies. "You've co0me
Yes." It isregsiaer thas bdepla
tree in the cemetery. The ro
of the stone. Nature has neve
ence. I brush away the fallen
It el | Thheer baobookust Imyv ewereeka.d. Tt
by editing too much. The peo
ess. Sometimes | | augh whil e
nal. The cemetery has become
qgually appgrbapvieateveB8hauwaomn.
e of the | eaves. Because she
ignored. Bottle caps. Feathers
She once cried because the
a storom.l o'nlgt ttoo obkuitlhde m ts. " Th e
nt . She believed effort deser
able things before adults tea
rst day of school. Neither of

79



i nstead,
pencil s

we
befo

mat hemati cs.

me

sap

re
bo
fa
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ou
Fi
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h a
or
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Sh
w h
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ch
| a
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me mber
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" Yo

da
Th
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be
ho
an
co

y

e
k
0

e
u
u
I

n
n
n

rul er
ng

her
bei
rai
ts from h
orite cit
ks. The t
ears bef
ishing I u
ht. Findi
personal
inary aft
d, "What
ldn't sol
wrote he
ever cl a
ogi zed t
ged peop
hed so h
cl ock wh
mu st mi
Somet i
pages ar
e tiny ho
wers that
rything.
rnal i st.
Il d adm
ieving
esty.
ounces th
dol ences.

i d

friends.

re.

Thhienrge sitsr asnogmee ta b o ut

boxes.
waited unti
ng called o
pen. Every
Back then, forev:
smi ssal Our shoes
rk sheets. Arguing
Saving sewnts for o
acher who always tucke
re photographs. The ti
ch before recess ended
g f i ve r uipnege sf obretnuenaet h
y visited us. Funny. N
rnoons will become pri
was she | ike?" | answe
e fradtibaeasbl Shecahwny
name with tiny circle
sroom plants died. She
tables after bumping
overhs gheéveShki ¢thou§
she'd forget what w
spending time with
her terribly." 1 loo
Ilrdad nghemdalnou & btom
e filled with impossibl
uses. Circles instead o
botanists would never
AR Gettecttivé. pAitngaaecher.
A bird. I have tried ve
Children have the ext
entity is unlimited. Ad
gr owi ngc
is leaving.
clothing. One

compared pencil
re class. I

I hated bei
for my blue

ny di
oOmewo
i es.

e

® — 5 S O

e
r d
| e
S's

me s

v
r
S
0
I
a
i

at
N o

someone
bl ack
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trying very hard to become acceptab

child you used to be and wal ks away
They call it "growing up." The firs
asking "why?" The secondgwa3hepeaki
came curiosity. Wonder. Trust. The
dreams. One by one, they disappeare
noticed a |ife was ending. Least of
once, "Does her family eewned visit?"
realized | had no idea. How do you
mourning her is the one who survive
name. I't never needed one. I al ways
Every year, I bring flomwegess twertéd e
permanent. Who waved at passing tra
stones because beauty al one was rea
was wherever | aughter echoed. She w
the same birthday. The ismgne We eams.
even answered to the same name. Str
there were never two little girls.
that everyone mistook it for growin
I believe she willoremeamt Somekl cem
twice. | visit because memory, |I|ike
when | eft unattended. And | am terr
that stone, unable to remember the
"l buried the only person who knew
perform."

Because perhaps the cruelest part o
we | ose our innocence. It is that w
silence it |l eaves behind. "Il buried
before | learned to perform.
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Brutally yours

Sirenaiink
She walked into his world with cond
in her heart.
Aditya Mal hotra was a man who beli e
controll ed. Power . People. Outcomes

another calcul at ed
become another thin

nside the walls of
ought with raised
l ances, difficuldt
|l owly began changi
either of them exp

What began as an ar
obligation slowly b
dangerous.

A choice.

But can | ove born i
truly free?

Brutal liys Mi dar k, -beu
romance about contr
gui et courage it ta"
them choose you back.
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