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300PEA -1 EAI
A tiny sparrow
grew thirsty.
I't drank the vast ocean
in a single breath,
yet its thirst was not quenched.
I't drank the remaining
rivers, |l akes, ponds,
puddl es, @&nd reservoirs
every |l ast drop of water
in theé worl d
yet its thirst would not fade.
I't bit and crushed
mountains of ice,
devouring them whol e,
yet its thirst was not sl aked.
Wandering in desperate search,
r.

the bird suddenly

fl apped its wings in haste
and flew away.

" Wh'y ?

| wonder ed, and | ooked down.
Hal f of my tear

was still | eft behind.

A moment | ater,



the sound of a bird

sobbing, weeping bitterly,

came floating through the wind.
How does this English rendition fee



Life progresses, flipping its tail,
To reach the sphere of energy.
Struggle for existence,

Survival of the fittest.

Made the days secur e!

Bounded in the womb,

Darkness fell ar ound)‘.‘:, fﬁ / ”
Rejoicing in the y@neRs |lo¥ercd)

Made the days divig

Il nitiat ednowregans
Delivered, giving
Tore the vocal cor(d\
Tried to consol e

Made the days emotional

The drops of milk,

Ready to refildl

10



The starving small stomach.

Made the days contented!

Every heart repeated
A constant name and
Cheered with their funny sounds.

Made the days happy!

Stepped into school,

Teachers served to nurture skil

=~

Thoughts provoked,
Hel ped i mprove intellect.

Made the day knowl edgeabl e!

Surrounded by friends,
Sharing common interests and fu
Energetic tempo all around,

Made the day joyful!

Touched the teen year s,
Confused by its mean,

Trying to realise it deep,

11
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I heard of a metaphotawhiumbmiwedti $ o0
their house, their "hame, itheieal plyap

my interest and got me thinking abo
visvalise my mind in the $samseway a
a" ho'me I't was more of a foreign hous
Know which door would | ead me where
familiar, as if they had been cl ose
remembeérs whatind it anymore. Then, |
open, | peeked inside and there | s
drawings clearly drawn by a chil d,

t hat door, | "tmhhpbghthtaen mpmaeldfoned h

just an Udfdexplored one

13
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My name is Raginni Chandravanshi
and | enj oy writing poems and s
my t hought s t hrough words and
chil dhood, dr eams, and emoti ons.

2ACET E #EA1T AOAO,

I carry a sky inside my heart, Wher
start. Some days are clouds, some d
to hide the pain.

I wal k throveghevemadkndwmr o Boded i mee:

al | alone. The worl d may never see
for the |light.

I've | earned that stars are born at
light. The wounds | <carry,

that | went through.
4,4':;‘
So |l et the winds' IcIorrfeiT@’r;)?/,
my wayl| llelargrow. For A’ﬁ,{'lﬁ,'
worl d may ch'alnlgen & vtesr \U_f»
becoming me anew. s
‘*/’-ﬁ\ A
And i f tomorerIfBake‘/éjT\
and face my fear. Becat
what | can see, A brights

14
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Someone who | oves, who wants to
t his wor |l d mor e understandi ng,

|l ovelier.

|l EAOE + 01 AO

Do marriages hold | ove?
I f it asks two hearts

to stand at the end of their own st

| f before two souls can choose each

they must first seek permission

from caste, religion, |Iineage, trad
status, reputation, wealth,

and a thousand invisible judges,
then what is bei

is not |l ove,

it is obedience. g

Children marr y/ha

without dowr y
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t hat We never |l earned

to trust freedom.

The question is not

whet her marriage should exist.

The question is whether

it deserves to carry the name of | o
while it is burdened

by prejudice, performance, and poss
No institution becomes sacred
simply because it is old.

It becomes worthy

only when it protects

human dignity

—

more than radition,

human freedom

more than social approval,

more than appearances.

17



Before we defend marri age,
we must first be honest enough

to see what it has become.

Because nothing can be healed

unt il it is first acknowl edged.

And perhaps
the day marriage begins
with two human beings

instead of a hundred conditions,

it owi | finally stop being

a contract written by society,
and become

what it always claimed to be

an expression of |l ove.

18
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am Hi ma nssh ug ekdebwda-yfeiarrstengi neer |

student with a deep passion for

writing fictional stories that e

di fferent perspectives of 1ife.
(EI AT OEO +AxAt

Every promise we keep to ourselves

Ashu,yeat2d engi neering student, is

expectationan Hepbasahai eedm, feels

friends, and bel i evaerse nhtes'.s GCdies aepvpeonii

whil e wandering through anheld neig

di scovers a faded brick wall hi dden

community |library.

The wall is covered with colorful S

and smal papeeceA wdoden sign reads:

> ** "Write one promise to yourself

it o

Curious, Ashu

[ I foragi

okt stop

S I l ear

S I beco

Some promi ses

have f atdiede ,wi

Wit hout thinking too much, Ashu wri



> ** "] promise |I"'"IlIl stop living fo

l'iving with purpose. " **

He folds the paper, pins it to the

Over the next year, | ife doesn't ma
struggles, fails interviews, and qu
feels Il ost, he returns to the wall.
ones disappear, replaced by short m
>*"Promise fulfilled. Thank you for
The wall quietly reminds him that e
battl es.

I nspired, Ashu begins helping other
a school boy who wants to pass his e
seek therapy, and volunteers at the
wall stands.

Exactly one year | ater, Ashu return
He finds his promise, smil es, and d
Il nstead of removing the not e, he wr
> ** "Pyurpose isn't found in one bi
small pryomirsed ftevery single day."

As he turns to | eave, he notices a

wal |l , holgiienge aofbol maafker. She asks n.

**"Do you think promises written her
Ashu smil es.

**Only if the person writing them d
The girl nods, writes her promise,

Ashu wal ks away, realizing the wal/l

20



* People were . **
* Ending Message : **

The strongest promises are not the
nes we choosesebviksep*for

21
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I am Hi mans huy ekaetwda-yfeiaresstan @iOneer |
student with a deep passion for
writing fictional stories that e
di fferent perspectives of i fe.
occasyi oeaptesses hi s t hought s P2
poetry.

Dani el was a quiet boy who lived in
was precious. His mother could rare
Dani el used each pencil unt il it be
he never threw it away.

He carefully placed every broken pe
his bed.

Hi s classmates | aughed.

"Why keep those useless stubs?" the
Dani el simply smil ed. "They're not
couldn't finish."

Some pencils had stopped in the mid
out while he was writing about hero
never gave up. To Daniel, every bro
waiting for another chance.

Years passed.

Life was not easy. Daniel worked ma
night, and faced rejection after re

22



But he never stopped writing. Whene
opened the old tsthulboxr emihredead nlyi me
unfinished dr eamst haerye amoet sfianiplleyd wdari
beontinued.

One day, a publisher finally accept

That first book became =

I

Then came anot her!

Soon, Dani el was
worl d as a celebr
stories inspeaddr

When journalists
greatest inspirat-
didn't point to a
books. Il nstead,
old tin box.

==
|

e [oANEL|
il 5

72

Inside were dozer
pencils, worn sma
a |little boy who
away s hopes.

Years | ater, a museum dedicated a s
stubs. The plaque beneath them read

"Every masterpiece begins with a |
Visitors expected to see priceless

I nstead, they faodndebtokemembdbrei ng

the smallest, most ordinary things
Message: Great stories often begin
away your hope just because |ife in

23
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Dani el is a student, aspiring w
storytelling and creative expres

exploring the depths of human er
countl ess perspectives that shap

$AT EAI
Main bheed ka hissa tha,
Par bheed jaisa kabhi banna nahi <c¢h
Sabki raahon par chalna aasaan tha,
Par naapmzi | khud chunna chahta tha.
Har mod ne ek sawaal poocha,

"Tu asal mei n hai kaun?"
Main khamosh t ha,

Kyunki jawaab abhi

Kabhi haar ne tod dim
Kabhi jeet ne badal
Par har t ajdhrebea ene

Muj he muj hse hi mi |

Aaine mein chehra roz dekhta tha,



Pa
J a

Ta

Ab
N a
B a

Au

Kh
Ka
Ha

Au

Ma
Pa
Ky

Ma

r
b
b

u

r

u

na

pehch

doosr

apni

ki si

k al

apne

aan aaj
on ki

zindagi

i s e

e khud

e behtar

sapnon

j aakar

nazr on s e

Khildi

aage ni kal

ko tol na
banna

ko sach

d akliaash ka safar,

hi khatam nahi hot a.
naya din ek naya mai
har nayi subah ek na

n ab bhi safar mein h
ab ghabraata nahi

nki maine samajh I|iya

zil se zyada zaroori

mi | i

j een

na ha
hai
hai,

bol na

n hot

ya ra

oon,

hai,

apni

25
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Dani el is a student, aspiring w
storytelling and creative expres
exploring the depths of human er
countl ess perspectives that shap

$ A1 EAI

Har rtnsmad kseavera hota hai,
Har aansu ke baad basera hota hai
Jo toot kar bhi muskura de,

Wa h i insaan sach mein gehra hota ha

Umeed woh diya hai,
Jo aandhiyon se nahi dart a.
Khud | al kar bhi

Dusron ka raasta roshan karta.

Kabhi manzi |l
Kabhi hausl a
Bas ek chhoti

Phir se jeene

Zindagi har roz imtihaan | eti hai,



Kabhi khushi, kabhi gham det:i hai
Par jo dil mein umeed sambhal kar r

Waqgt usi ko nayi pehchaan deta hai

Mat gino Kkitni baar gire ho,
Yeh dekho kitni baar uthe ho.
Har naya din ek naya mauka hai,

Bas apni roshni ko kabhi mat buj haa

Jab tak saansein chalti.i hain,
Tab tak kahani baaki hai
Jab tak dil mein umeed zinda hai,

Tab tak har haar se jeet baaki hai

27
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Ashu diye-ad d2Gtudent and aspiring

Madhya Pradesh. He |l oves creativ
fictional stories i nspired by
everyday |ife. He also | ikes wi

thoughtsi agd . fe

I OEO +
They told me,
"Foll ow the map,
and you will find where you belong.
So | searched
through cities that never | earned m

across roads that stretched
|l i ke unanswered questions,

beneath skies

but every direction
pointed somewher
North whispered
South offered

East promised




st hel d memori es
at refused to fade.
wal ked them all,

t every destination

I't |Ilike a house
th someone else's |light
owing in its windows.

t ween my heartbeats.

dden beneath

once ttried to erase



A map.

Not dr awn
but with
Not fol de

but carri

wer e made

waiting p

for the s

C

ou

ed

of

rage.

n

k
ug
ov

S

paper,

faith.

i ndness,
h every soul

ed.

rom failures,

had

S

ms

e d

ati

t

cli mbed.

oo soon,

ently

eason

| would return.

Il'ts ocean

were deep

S

Wi

t h

forgiveness,
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was h
t he
of e
and
At t

t her

Not
Not
Not
Si mp
beco
t he
my s
had
I co
No w,

when

i ng

wei g

me .
beco
beco
beco
Ly,
me
per s
oul
al wa

ul d

away

ht

"what i f"

regret.

enter,

y s

no treasure

perfect.
admired.

someone

known

be.

peopl e ask

el

chest

se.
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ere
no
a
pl a

er

un

t h

I am goi

l onger
pl ace o
ce my h

my hear

fol ds

every s

ng,
i nt
the hori

d

eatest |

ur ed

red

cour age,

d ’

strength

Zon.

ourneys

road

my heart
estination.
ri se,
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ery dream,
ery choice,
ery act of
d wherever
rpose,

d kindness

know

am already

the right

hope.

|l ove,

|l ead

pat h.
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Ashu diye-ad d2Gtudent and aspiring

Madhya Pradesh. He |l oves creativ
fictional stories i nspired by
everyday |ife. He also | ikes wi

thoughtsi agd . fe

I OEO +
They asked me,
"What color is |l oneliness?"

| searched t answer ,

Lonel iness i
for black stil!]l holds the comfort o]
It is not white,

for white carries the promise of a

though oceans c¢cry beneath the moon.

Loneliness is the color

34



of a chair I eft empty at dinner,
of a message never replied to,

of footsteps echoing

—

through halls hat once held | aught

of old photographs,
where smiles remain

but voices have forgotten

It is the pale gray

bet ween yesterday and tomorrow,
where memories bl oom

l'i ke wildfl owers

in abandoned fields.

Someti mes,

|l oneliness wears the color of rain,
not because it fall s,
but because -it arrives quietly

without asking,

35



wi thout-

and | eav

a |ittl

't is t
painted

hi dden

wher e a

mor e di

No audi

Only <co

And | r

|l onel in

verything

forced

rowded

another

before.

smil e,

pavemen
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of healing after winter,

the warm amber

of a candle refusing the dar k,
the gentle pink

of hope blooming

where sorrow once | ived.

to be our final destinati on.
Perhaps it is only the quiet canvas
where resilience

chooses its brightest col ors.

So if you ever ask me again,

" Wh at col or is |l oneliness?

I will smile and say,

"I't is every color

we | ose before we find ourselves

and every color

37



we discover
when we finally
to bloom again.

begin

38



I wal ked away more times than | can

chasing the things that could never

I f
and
Yet
bef
You
and
I d
but
| e
but
You
You
And
I f
So
Not

but

ailed the promises | made,
carried the weight of my own mi
You never counted my failures
ore calling me Your chil d.

r mercy met me where my strength

Your grace reached places my ha
eserved distance,

You offered forgiveness,

xpected judgment,

You answered with | ‘o",v_"

never | oved me bec“il%‘u pe

|l oved me because Yo

every time | retu’”ﬁh“ ir o Kk

ind Your arms sti.
o

today | |l ay my pri & bggten Yo u.

because | have earned( anot her ¢

because Your | ove has never dep



on how many times | have fallen.

40
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AAAT T ET C8

Amna Arisshwaad t er and researcher w

transformative power of wor ds. 5

resilienceoveelyf emoti ons, and f
experiences.

Life is a collection of seasons. Th
feels bright and effortless, and th
ourselves surrounded by uncertainty
However, every season has a purpose
often prepare us for the growth we

fl ower does not bloom overnight, hu
patience, and care to become the be
understanding of purpose has evol ve
purpose was something grand that on
thought it was connected to extraor
remar kabl e success But with experi
exi st in the smallest achseoffkiendn
failure, in the decision to | earn,

someolniefées. Bl oomi ng with purpose mear
of our journey. It means embracing

and achievements because each exper
The scars we carry are not signs of

we survived, | earned, and grew. The)
the battl es we wasu ghtt i sriel ewhtelny .I T hgeure
my abilities and wondered whether m
somewhere meaningful. Like many peo

of doubt where the path ahead seeme
became the foundayiobaught mmegpawit é&n

41



belief, and the importance of conti.i
i mmedi ate. Growth is rarely comforta
darkness before it reaches the 1igh
move through difficult phases befor
Chall enges are not always obstacles
to grow. They push us beyond our <co
di scover strengths wejoeveeykhaw wat¢
taught me the value of compassion.

fighting unseen battles, a Ilittle Kk
A simple word of encouragement, a h
understanding heart ctaon kbeeecpo ngeo isnogme
Purpose is not only abouitspalrsonal
about 6towt webute to the |lives of

ot hebred ileve that eve‘:‘r\“y,ﬂperson b}as a
unique | ight withi nSs

circumstances, fear's [/
people forget their
begins when we r ec o)
We cannot bl oom by"
comparing oursEevIevre
fl ower has its own

beauty. Human jour »
Our timelines may 2P 3D t\ thhat
not make one jour néE; »_s:;s:mﬁi'hﬁngfu

S
t han an o thhaesr . aWrwatylsngbeen a
way for me to connect with emotions

Through words, | have found a space
and feelings can be understood. Wri
moments, share perspectives, and cr
magever meet . Being part of Bloom w

reminder that words have the power
encour zgectEipe of blooming also repr
A person who has experienced diffic
they were before. Every challenge |
di sappointment teaches something va
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space for a
i s about | e
Purpose is

searching.

contributin
create mean
careers, so
someti mes i
I have | ear
recognition
and the abi
meaningf ul

and continu
A fl ower do
receives su
Humans ar e

faith, we C
uni que way.
searching f
accept ours
create pos

continuing.
di mensi ons

me c¢cl oser t
with purpos
with the wo
with Purpos
continue to
little more

g
b

nning. Life is
ning how to rise after

t a destination that w
is a continuous journ
Our purpose may chang

g remains constant. So

times in relationships

simply beceming a bett

d that success is not

True success is found

ty to remain compassi o

fe is one wkrerarwa@ggon

moving forward with ho

not question whether
ight, water, and ti me,
mi | doveW tdletgatmi enrad @ ,0n

al so disaobvewnour pur
e greatest transfor mat

perfection and start
ves, l earn from our ex
vity, wej dergn ey tios | g tviel

am stildl l earning, gr

mysel f. But | know on
who | am meant to beco
truly mednshéaeicomi ogr,
d. I am grateful for t
and to share a piece o
row, inspire, and bl oo
eauti ful
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Jyotirmayee Pattanaik is a biot
aut hor , poet , and content writer
about science, |l iteratur e, and |

*Ul OEOI AUAA 0AOC

Every flower blooms in its own seas
with the flowers beside it, nor doe
trusts the process of growth, dr awi
gentl e rain, and warm sunlight.
Life is much the same. Growth is no
purpose. Every challenge shapes you
teaches resilience, and every small
you are meant to become.

Bl oo not for appl ausey SEus.
r ctions reflect g
embrace courage, and
When you grow with in
becomes a garden that g
bl oo as wel | \
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The brightness stars are not by day
They shine when darkness fill the w
So when the road see

Let hope become gui di

A gentle word, a hel
Can change a heart a
True greatest grows

By |l ifting others e v il

No dream is small, no!
For courage lives in
Step forward with a faithful heart,

For every ending birth a start.

So |l et your kindness brightly shine
A |light that time cannot confine.
The world is changed not all at onc

But by one heart that dare to bl oom
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I al ways

The

ste

Through

| was t

You

And

But

t he

spo

f ou

und

A sudde

The

That

bit

y O

a

k

n
t

u

caught you when you used t
dy hand, the shadow at your
every broken heart and midn

e quiet place where you cou

you came to me with bright
hadnoét seen in quite a whi
e of her, a beautiful surpr
d a brand new reason you co

d the joy completely 1light

ess so pure it held me stil

«in that spa

er truth | had to swall ow d

were happ®&, and that | was
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But not the one who made your worl d
Not the reflection |iving in your v
I was the comfort in your | onely ni

But she became the morning sun for

So | wi || |l ock the words | me ant t o

And keep the secret safely out of s

I 611 cheer you on and watch you wal
And |l earn to | ove you in a differen
(R be the friend you need, the ste
To celebrate the |l ove you finally f
I'd rather have you with me, place U
Than speak my truth and | ose you fr

4 8
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| am Jahnavi Shar ma, a | aw stud
|l iterature and creative expressi
expl ore emoti ons, identity, and

everyday experiences.

*AET AOE OEAOI

For the first time, | felt homel ess
Not because | didndét have a home of
But because | didndét have a 6homeo
A pl ace

Where it feels |ike home

Or a person who feels | ike home
Even more foolish of me to think th
my worth after | eaving the pl ace
But

The opposite happened

I even |l ost the one cent | had of m
Which | wused to call mine

And yet here | am even unable to re
presence of mine all those times?

I gained nothing and | ost everythin
had for the place we call home

And
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Now

I am nothing but a | ost wanderer
Who has a place to tell others
That vyes, I have a home to return t

But the reality is

Do I ?

l snét home a feeling of belongingne
A sense and a presence of yours

And here | am wondering

Then where goes the person

Who doesndt go home

Or
Rat her
Goes to those four wall s

And doesnét belong

Feels |ike a stranger

Which is strange

Because that was the only place whi
Feeling of finding home while | ivin

And here i am 6a wandererd in my ve
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Kal ai
dwar a
ka Aar

Yah py
ka yah
Gehr a

Bahan

bhai n

Bhai k
| adna

Yah Bh
Kabhi

per Rakhi bandhne Se Pahle to
Rakhi aur mithaai ka dam hua,
ambh Hua, FI'R ant b hi vai se h
ar ka dhaaga, aur Raksha Karn
Chehra Hai ,Jisne Sabhi Bhai
Ha i
Ka Chehra Mano bhai ke Iiye F
Dekhe to uska Gujara Na Hot a
a sath mein Khada Rehna behan
aur rut hana bahan ki Aadat ho
ai Bahan ke sath nibhaane Ka
Na khatm karne ka I rada hai
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Hi My Reader Fel"lKmws!'hi"Kkhiblutlt a
Current'lm B&8si&cdlly A Corporate
Al so Being An lAictéwvat BtaeadlenkKe Op

Publishing My Words Which | Feel
The World Letting Them Know Abou

+ AOOEEE $000

My Mot her As The New Bride
Pl ant i"nrR®OSTESeapl i ng Of A Tiny Height;

Nurturing |t Al Day & Night

Gi fted By Her Br.
To Hi s Bel oved S:

From The Bazar s

She Watered |t

I'n The Long Summer Night s;

Like A Mother Who Al ways Knows When
Thirsty.

TheROSEBecame Her First Child
Eventually Growing Into The Height,

Bl ooming Like A Red Bright Ball
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TheROSEEventually Became The Most B
Oof My MetBGaerden;

OQutshining Other Flowers Which Exis
Bl oomed!

I Came NowWolt heolLMYye
Giving Her More Joy & Pride ;
| SaRMOSEMy El der Sister

With Sharp Blade Thorns & Dazzling

| | 1T ROEE
But Mot her Liked Her The Most,

Once | Got BRQSEWh dUpe FRPet al s Wer e T
Lying At Th'es.Base Of Her

"ROSEWas Abused By Crows
But | Had No Remor se?

As | Never Abused Her I n My Senses

Years Pas$&ODSEy With
Me & My Mot her

Untill That One Tragic Chapter
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The Night Which Took Away Two FIl owe

Mot her Petals Shredded
Leaving Me Forever DEAD!
"ROSEThat Night Changed Forever |t

Mot her Funer al Took Pl ace
Now ROSEHad No Head!

She Lost Her Head Al ong With Her Cr
Existing.

One WinterRMDELINafhyy WMet her Did
Putting Me I nto Forever Guilt
Her Last Petals Have Fallen I nto Th

And Her Sharp Blade Thorns & Branch

| Lost My Root s
So DROSE
Her Roots Were Decayed,

Giving Me An Untimely Farewell

"ROSEReunited Wi th Mother

Only | Stand Wi thered
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With Dual Memori es Of Two Unti mely
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12&! 115),

I n

The
Mi g
Tho
Mi g
You
Mi g
Tho
Mi g
The
Mi g
The
Mi g
The
Mi g
The
Mi g
The

Mi g

the journey of |ife,
problem which weighs heavy,
ht be strengthening you.
se anxious and silent days ,
ht be defending you.
r endless efforts without any re

ht be preparing

se isolated
ht 'bse wsoy of

| esson V
ht be purifyiﬂgfk

days withou
ht be beauti

path in which you fal/l a number
ht be creating you.

l onger you wait before you reac
ht be elevating you.

number of mistakes done by you

ht be teaching you.
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Remove all the negative thoughts, b

Mi ght be just reaching you.
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12&! 115),

From the most careless man,

Ti || becoming the most responsi bl e
The journey starts of a father

The heart which seems hard to the w

Becomes the most soft place for a b

From buying a collection of shirts
Ti |1 not buying a single shirt in h
From having lots of fights and winn

Ti || |l osing in front of the baby gi
domi nant . { ‘
From getting irritated in‘@[é‘é\h!/'sing
2 \ :
Till carrying lots of t&nty
A - common man , becoming a ‘v\i\w\Ef‘r b\\f"‘qr
~ \ \ I

The strongest shoulder tol c\l i mb and
L /

WEAN
ums “a\nd
0 |
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Anj ani Sinha is an English Honol
7.75 and is currantlIGr apuwuras ei rSg |
Coll ege for Women, Jamshedpur.

prolific poet and author who ha:
several poems on the Your Quote a

L ox 1) 3) . (!

A tiny seed beneath the soil, Waited
was found.

It faced the rain ,st‘d‘ 'bgssy
Never stopped til!/l Ii“:‘ ‘
Turbulent storms and
Still the roots pen

Bl oom with purpose, Vv

I't became a beacon of l'ight.
Waiting f ors Hlluosoweirng
Finally it stood as a Tree which pr

Eventual l L OOWER bUSHWH med with grace

joy and eternal gl ee.
Bl ooming |like a flower symbolizes |
A fl ower blooms majestically then t

with joy.
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Eternal bliss is found there which
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tl'y open an ol d wood

she-had bought over
nd anyone's wrist.
ied a year.

ed a lifetime of wai
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e silk that became e
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"Martyr.
"Anna

Do you know why everyone smiles on
while |I'"m the only one who cries ev
she whispered to his photograph.

Ther e wa s no answer .

Yet

sometimes silence has a voice.

And only tears know how to hear it.
When Meera was a I|little girl,

she was terrified of the dark.
Whenever the electricity went out,
she would run and grab her brother
Smiling, he would always say,

"As |l ong as | 'm here, darkness wil|l
Back then,

she believed him.

Today

he was gone.

Yet

she no | onger feared the dar k.

Because the courage he had given he
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w h
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of Raksha Bandhan,
to a cemetery.

he War Memor i al on t
the stone

er' s name

forever.

n this year, Anna
Rakhi

aved name.

tanding nearby asked
can't even see it an
still tie a Rakhi f
smil e.
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me smiles are born
l'y to hide tears.

don't know

ether he can see it or not
t I know one thing

am stild]l his little sister.
d that

1 never change.
gentle breeze drifted by.

e |l oose end of the Rakhi

s it merely the wind
had an el der brother
ietly reached out

caress his little sister's head
me Dbrothers never truly die.

ey simply become

e memories

eir sisters carry forever.

era slowly rose to | eave.

st t hen,
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the caretaker of the memori al call e

"Ma ... just a moment ."

He reached into his pocket

and took out a small envelope.
"Thi s

your brother gave it to me

two days before he died."
Meera's hands began to trembl e.
"He told me

L f don'"t return ... give this to
Bandhan. "'"

With shaking fingers,

she carefully opened the envel ope.

was an ol d Rakhi
Beneath it

l ay a folded |l etter.
't was written

in her brother's handwriting.

I f one day
you are unable to tie this Rakhi ar

don't |l et that break you.
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Don
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hos

aus

o mi

sto

Ra k
me n
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me one
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e | '"m ¢
give my

want ed t

i ve

nal |y

t h

t hi

one.

I i f

n

e

g

for this co

0] protect your s.

happily

Rakhi
me

a Bandh

an.

she finished

down.

n wait.i

ng

al answer .

e lette
at t he

through

reached

reading the

her.

r tightly against

sky,

her

tear s.
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who tied the Rakhi for me,
Anna. "

The wind blew gently.
She wiped away her tears
and wal ked forward.

This ti me

she never |l ooked back.

Because

the waiting had finally come to an
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The First Hero
Before | knew
what courage | ooked Iike, | saw it
He never wore a crown. He never ask
feared, he silently
fought first.
This thread upon your wrist is not
I't is my gratitude for every tear y
They say a brother protects his sis
But they never speak of the sister
behind every smil e,
praying that the w tays kind t
hi m.
Rakhi i s not a fesm‘
It is two hearts p"r ng h
"I1'f |ife becomes t avy,
never carry it alon
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SaalhirRhafi g i s a young emerging V
Jammu & Kashmir, Il ndi a. Known
emotionally driven storytelling,
| ove, hope, silence, and the bea

SEAEUAEA 2AAl

To hold a flame so duwi @thley,e.t he win

I grew up small, a shadow in the ha
st andgtiinigl , Until your voice broke thi
sudden daylight on a frozen sild|

We built a world out of the smalles
unfinished phrase, Two years of sile

heavy storm disguised as quiet days

And when the moment @l to say it
all,The spoken word~A"%olla.,.ed nefo
they fell; A nervo ’ i

wal |l And trapped o
broken shelll

Yet l ove survived|1 BemaC
year swwhesturned, we signed a
harder vow: To measure passion not
patience that we offer now.

"Wait two |l ong year s /"0 Anhde &s\py atke dtut
for such a fragile light,'Y2t true w
touchlf it is born to make it throu

70



Life pulled its tides, as I|ife so o

slowly drifted far. Not out of <cold
climb to be the ones we are.

Her final messag@Arpaused nlse glien miyn @
cl osi n"gBedcooomme: yourself. Give time it
wi || meet when wé& are something mor
So let the storm hold back until it
or the rain; Love is the patience o
earth wild.l l et it bloom again.
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Bhuvi ka Chhabam eaehkar ccivm@ar@moet wh

explores themes of heal ing, re:
di scovery. Currently pursuing a
Engineering, they find solace in
the power to expresasy.what words
AOGAAOA

kabhi muj he | agta tha

ki zindagi meri merji se chalti hai
na pairon ko thaharne ki aadat thi,
na dil ko darrne ki

gir kar bhi hans diyaﬁkarti'thi.
jane vo lkaakif iktariseb & @@ *karti thi
phl e ek pal bas | v

phek ball bas kh

phir na jaane ky

ki waqt aage bad
aur main wahin Kk

phl e sab kitna a
phl e chalna bhi

ab sab saath hot h

ek tanhai S i mere saath chal ti hai
ye safar kuch sukoon, kuch hausl a,
jism thak jaata hai,

di | haar jaata hai,

aur zehan aksar unhi sawaal on mei n
jinka koi jawab nahi hot a.
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phir bhi har roz,
main apne bikhre huéd ominsson ko same

har roz thodi S i hi mmat wudhaar | et
khud ko phir se banane ke | iye.
jane kitna waqt | agega,

magar ek din main phdir khud tak pah
na woh | adki jo kabhi thi

na woh jo is dard ne bana diya,
bal ki koi aur . ..
jo tootne ka matl ab bhi jaanti hogi

aur dobara uthne ka bhi
jo gir kr smbhlna jaant.i h o
jo fir se khelna kudna janti ho

shyd phle se behtar
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They wheeled me back into a room,
called it recovery,
as if the body coul recover
before the soul remembered where it
Hours ago,
I had split mys
so another hear
could keep beat
Then came the s
Not a cel ebrati
Not a |l uxury.
Just warm water
meeting a body that no longer felt
I stood there,
one hand against the wal/l
because my | egs had forgotten
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how to belong to me.

The water ki ssed bruises

l eft by needles that promised relie
I't traced the fingerprints of | abou
still trembling beneath my skin.

My stomach was stil/l round,

a room echoing with absence.
The cradle was full

My arms were empty.

My hair carried the scent of hospit
of fear,
of midnight prayers whispered

bet ween contractions.

Bl ood circled the drain
l i ke the |l ast chapter of a story

my body had survived.
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| crie

Not be

Not be

Every

The te

The pa

The wo

Someon

d.

ause | was wunhappy.
ause | was happy.

because no | anguage
r invented a word

oming two peopl e

ngle day.

rop carried somet hin

ror.

n.

man who had entered t

wal ked back out .

e

Softer.

el se did.

g

h e
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Stronger.

Forever divided
between the girl she used to be
and the mother the world would only

once she stopped bl eeding

Outside the bathroom,

a tiny cry reminded me

that | was still needed.

So | dried my tears

before I dried my skin.

Wrapped myself in fresh clothes

over an exhausted soul

And wal ked out.

Not heal ed.
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But carrying a miracle

that had been carried by me f

r

st.

People say birth creates a chil d.

They rarely speak
of the quiet funeral
held for the woman

who existed before it.

That first shower

wash washing away bl ood.

It was baptizing a mother.
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From Roots to Wings is a poem al
becoming. |t reflects the journ
embracl sgdorams, reminding us t
strength while our wings give us

%i AOI OET A $1 O]

|l grew where silent rivers ran,
With little more than hope in hand.
The earth beneath would hold me tig

And teach my soul t o see,‘\lf th\eﬂ‘ Il i ght

The storms would ben
Yet never steal my (¢
Each tear became t he

That hel ped my hidde

The roots | wore wer Aind stro
They whi€perdd,this i's A e you be
They held me cl ose through dar kest

And filled my heart with gentle gra

But every seed was born to rise,
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To greet the endless open skies.
No branch was made to fear the bree

Or spend forever with the trees.

So little by little, dream by dream
Life became more than it had seemed
The doubts that echoed in my mind

Were | eft Il i ke fallen | eaves behind

Now wings unfold where fear once st

From every choice that courage made

The wind no | onger feels unknown,
For every flight has | ed me home.
I f ever you should | ose your way,

Or fear the coming of the day,
Remember roots are not a chain,

They help you rise through joy and

Sl oom with faith, stand brave and
Let hope become the heart of you.

For every soul, if love still sings
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Khwahish Kedia is a 16 year ol d
to over 75 anthologies, few mag
t hemes expl ore deep Hu man e mot
nature and much mor e.

+ExAEEOE +AAE

On my everyday path |l ay a rock. Eve

and every day it left my feet a |it
I kept telling myself ottthat 4 dme pay n
would fade on its own.

But all I Il earned was how to wal k w
Heal ing never began wuntil the day I

rock asi de.
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The trees that grow

On the earth give us food,
And they give us wood

To build our h

Trees give us
So we can brea
They give us ¢
On hot summer

They are home
And food for us.
They give | ife to every living thin
So we need trees every day.

Thank you, dear trees,
For all you give us,
You keep us saf e,

And keep us alive.
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I'ts full of wup ansd |diovwenl sy saonnde tiinnsetsa ni
on a down mode Someti mes we get pea
outside our window, Sometimes we fo

Someti mes we feel good in our compa
ourselves |l onely.

Someti'"meguistt the little things that
Sometimes those |little things insta
Someti mes we find peace in a dark r

suffocat

o
=}

pl ace.

Someti mes u enjo
Somet i me
same wor k.

(7]
c
(o]
¢}
—

Someti mes u want
around u, Somet i
yourself only.

Someti mes u ar e
Sometimes u are
unmotivated huma

I'ts ok to feel al
l'ife and it i s f
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sitting alone in a city that does n
not a single familiar soul in sight
and yet, a quiet fullness gathers w
soft as dusk settling into forgotte

is this peace,
or just the echoing
finally heard?

i have never known t

in this borrowed sky

i belong in a way i

a strange comfort in

what does this evening place into m
a reflection of all i have been cha
or the universe, holl ow yet Kkind,

returning me to myself?
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the sky is unbearably gentl e,
trees breathe in shades of green,
birds stitch sound into the air.

and even the restless traffic

than the wars i carried within
when i was fihome. 0O
strange, this city

this heart of mine,
this existence that runs endl essly
only to collapse into stillness

it cannot explain.

how do you name this feeling.

of becoming your own shelter?

i wi sh i had known this softness
within the wall s i once called mine
but it was always just a house,
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empty in all the ways that mattered

perhaps it has always been this way
perhaps it always wil/ be. ..

and i wi || keep finding refuge

in unfamiliar streets,

sitting quietly beside myself,
l aying down the battl es

i no | onger wish to fight.
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A retired professional aged 65 |
for travelling, photography, S
writing.

+ 2A0E
Beauti ful is a flower when it bl oom
Looking lovely Iike a full mo o n

Of fering velvety petals soft & smoo!

Often in colours stranger than trut|

Many times with a fragrance _g,i

A,

everyone a soot heg

When one smiles
It relaxes thw f:
Turning all sorrows nto happiness

Hel ping mindset come out of gl oomin
A s every bloom brings smiles with

Pur pose is there behind each bl oomi:i

Uni que is the purpose of each part
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Rai nbow | i ke colours help resolve t|
Pet als teach how to be brave agai nst
Open to bees for sucking nectar for
Sul ful they |l ook watching butterfli
dance on them

Enchanting they blooms | ook when

rain drops trickle on them
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(OAO 1T &£ 71 01 A
Lets meet Ayesha Rabia the stude
Literature fjrom PaKiisntam . MMrirt i ng

t he gui dance of Professor Us
encouragement hel ped her di sco
observations can acquire extr
transformed through the ink of |

| UAOEA 2AAEA

Vi brant colorful world quietly conc
some sorrowful faces some shattered
radi ant moon could illuminate deep
some faces blossom |Iike grace of ro
even bl aokgbstsholds its own beauty,

shifting seamaslbinceembodiynuity,
flowing rivers
While silent m
A spark of hopgd
fragile breath
An obscured nol

As |l oyal frienid

Bright color i

bringing jodys whdrua | drdeam
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