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! $ÒÏÐ /Æ 4ÅÁÒ 

3ÔÕÐÉÄ -ÏÈÁÎ 

 

A tiny sparrow 

grew thirsty. 

It drank the vast ocean 

in a single breath, 

yet its thirst was not quenched. 

It drank the remaining 

rivers, lakes, ponds, 

puddles, and reservoirsð 

every last drop of water 

in the worldð 

yet its thirst would not fade. 

It bit and crushed 

mountains of ice, 

devouring them whole, 

yet its thirst was not slaked. 

Wandering in desperate search, 

"Water... water..." 

I called that little bird close, 

and gave it 

a single tear 

of mine to drink. 

As it was drinking, 

the bird suddenly 

flapped its wings in haste 

and flew away. 

"Why?" 

I wondered, and looked down. 

Half of my tear 

was still left behind. 

A moment later, 
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the sound of a bird 

sobbing, weeping bitterly, 

came floating through the wind. 

How does this English rendition feel to you? 
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,ÉÆÅȡ ! "ÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ "ÅÃÏÍÉÎÇ 

.ÉÓÈÍÁ - . 

  

Life progresses, flipping its tail, 

To reach the sphere of energy. 

Struggle for existence, 

Survival of the fittest. 

Made the days secure! 

  

Bounded in the womb, 

Darkness fell around. 

Rejoicing in the voices of care, 

Made the days divine! 

  

Initiated organs' move, 

Delivered, giving her pain. 

Tore the vocal cords and cried aloud, 

Tried to console her pain. 

Made the days emotional! 

  

The drops of milk, 

Ready to refill 
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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 skills. 

Thoughts provoked, 

Helped improve intellect. 

Made the day knowledgeable! 

  

Surrounded by friends, 

Sharing common interests and fun. 

Energetic tempo all around, 

Made the day joyful! 

  

Touched the teen years, 

Confused by its mean, 

Trying to realise it deep, 
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Made the days exciting! 

  

Entering college, 

Extended the freedom. 

Explored the power within, 

Made the days empowering! 

  

Tasting the bliss, 

Led in search of the Holy Spirit. 

Understanding it, 

Made the days grateful! 

  

Exploring ahead, 

Reflecting to build a beautiful present, 

Days become beautiful 

By respecting one's individuality. 

  

Thinking "We", 

Let the world love us! 

It rejuvenates our cells 

To keep us a safe gift of the universe! 
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ÔÈÅ ÍÅÔÁÐÈÏÒ 

4ÁÎÉÓÈÁ 0ÁÒÖÁÉÚ  

 

I heard of a metaphor which went something like "a human's mind is 

their house, their home, their place of Shelter" and it really piqued 

my interest and got me thinking about it. I thought of trying to 

visvalise my mind in the same way and weirdly enough, I didn't see 

a "home", It was more of a foreign house, a place where I did not 

Know which door would lead me where. Some doors semed 

familiar, as if they had been closed for so long that I no longer 

remember what's behind it anymore. Then, I saw a door slightly 

open, I peeked inside and there I saw a pillow fortress, lots of 

drawings clearly drawn by a child, and a blue Swing. After closing 

that door, I thought to myself "maybe this isn't an abandoned house, 

just an Unexplored one"  
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4ÈÅ 3ËÙ 7ÉÔÈÉÎ -Å 

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

and I enjoy writing poems and short stories. I love expressing 

my thoughts through words and exploring themes like 

childhood, dreams, and emotions.  

2ÁÇÉÎÉ #ÈÁÎÄÒÁÖÁÎÓÈÉ 

  

I carry a sky inside my heart, Where broken dreams still make a 

start. Some days are clouds, some days are rain, Some days I smile 

to hide the pain.  

I walk through roads I've never known, Sometimes surrounded, yet 

all alone. The world may never see my fight, But I keep searching 

for the light.  

I've learned that stars are born at night, And even darkness can hold 

light. The wounds I carry, deep and true, Are proof of all 

that I went through.  

So let the winds come, let them blow, I'll find 

my way, I'll learn, I'll grow. For though the 

world may change its view, I'll never stop 

becoming me anew.  

And if tomorrow feels unclear, I'll take one step 

and face my fear. Because somewhere beyond 

what I can see, A brighter world is waiting for me. 
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).$)!. -!22)!'% 

Someone who loves, who wants to contribute in the making of 

this world more understanding, more sensible and more 

lovelier.  

!ËÁÓÈ +ÕÍÁÒ 

 

Do marriages hold love? 

If it asks two hearts 

to stand at the end of their own story. 

 

If before two souls can choose each other, 

they must first seek permission 

from caste, religion, lineage, tradition, 

status, reputation, wealth, 

and a thousand invisible judges, 

 

then what is being united 

is not love, 

it is obedience. 

 

Children marry their dolls 

without dowry, 
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It without pride, 

without fear of society. 

 

They know nothing 

about customs that suffocate, 

yet somehow 

they understand love better 

than those who claim to protect it. 

How strange ... 

 

We spend our lives teaching 

children what love should become, 

only to unteach them 

the moment they grow 

old enough to love. 

 

If marriage exists 

merely to prevent 

wandering hearts, 

then it is not a 

celebration of love; 

it is a confession 
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that we never learned 

to trust freedom. 

 

The question is not 

whether marriage should exist. 

 

The question is whether 

it deserves to carry the name of love 

while it is burdened 

by prejudice, performance, and possession. 

 

No institution becomes sacred 

simply because it is old. 

 

It becomes worthy 

only when it protects 

human dignity 

more than tradition, 

human freedom 

more than social approval, 

and love 

more than appearances. 
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Before we defend marriage, 

we must first be honest enough 

to see what it has become. 

 

Because nothing can be healed 

until it is first acknowledged. 

 

And perhaps ... 

the day marriage begins 

with two human beings 

instead of a hundred conditions, 

 

it will finally stop being 

a contract written by society, 

and become 

what it always claimed to be- 

an expression of love. 
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4ÈÅ 7ÁÌÌ ÏÆ 0ÒÏÍÉÓÅÓ 

I am Himanshu Kewat is a 20-year-old first-year engineering 

student with a deep passion for creative writing. He loves 

writing fictional stories that explore imagination, emotions, and 

different perspectives of life.  

(ÉÍÁÎÓÈÕ +Å×ÁÔ 

 

Every promise we keep to ourselves shapes who we become. 

Ashu, a 21-year-old engineering student, is overwhelmed by 

expectations. He has failed an important exam, feels distant from his 

friends, and believes he's disappointing his parents. One evening, 

while wandering through an old neighborhood to clear his mind, he 

discovers a faded brick wall hidden behind an abandoned 

community library. 

The wall is covered with colorful sticky notes, handwritten letters, 

and small pieces of paper. A wooden sign reads: 

> ** "Write one promise to yourself. Come back when you've kept 

it." ** 

Curious, Ashu starts reading a few notes. 

* *"I'll forgive my father."* 

** "I'll stop comparing myself to others."* 

* *"I'll learn to smile again."* 

* *"I'll become the first graduate in my family."* 

Some promises are marked with a tiny green tick and a date. Others 

have faded with time, 

Without thinking too much, Ashu writes: 
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> ** "I promise I'll stop living for everyone's expectations and start 

living with purpose." ** 

He folds the paper, pins it to the wall, and leaves. 

Over the next year, life doesn't magically become easier. He still 

struggles, fails interviews, and questions himself. But whenever he 

feels lost, he returns to the wall. New promises appear. Some old 

ones disappear, replaced by short messages like: 

>*"Promise fulfilled. Thank you for believing in me."* 

The wall quietly reminds him that everyone is fighting invisible 

battles. 

Inspired, Ashu begins helping others keep their promises. He tutors 

a schoolboy who wants to pass his exams, encourages a friend to 

seek therapy, and volunteers at the community library where the 

wall stands. 

Exactly one year later, Ashu returns with a green marker. 

He finds his promise, smiles, and draws a small green tick beside it. 

Instead of removing the note, he writes underneath: 

> ** "Purpose isn't found in one big moment. It's built by keeping 

small promises to yourself every single day." ** 

As he turns to leave, he notices a young girl standing in front of the 

wall, holding a blank piece of paper. She asks nervously, 

*"Do you think promises written here really come true?"* 

Ashu smiles. 

*"Only if the person writing them decides they will."* 

The girl nods, writes her promise, and pins it to the wall. 

Ashu walks away, realizing the wall was never magical. 
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** People were .** 

** Ending Message :** 

*The strongest promises are not the ones we make to others, but the 

ones we choose to keep for ourselves .* 
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4ÈÅ "ÏÙ 7ÈÏ #ÏÌÌÅÃÔÅÄ "ÒÏËÅÎ 0ÅÎÃÉÌÓ 

I am Himanshu Kewat is a 20-year-old first-year engineering 

student with a deep passion for creative writing. He loves 

writing fictional stories that explore imagination, emotions, and 

different perspectives of life. Along with storytelling, he 

occasionally expresses his thoughts and feelings through 

poetry.  

(ÉÍÁÎÓÈÕ +Å×ÁÔ 

 

Daniel was a quiet boy who lived in a tiny house where every pencil 

was precious. His mother could rarely afford school supplies, so 

Daniel used each pencil until it became too small to hold. Even then, 

he never threw it away. 

He carefully placed every broken pencil in an old tin box beneath 

his bed. 

His classmates laughed. 

"Why keep those useless stubs?" they asked. 

Daniel simply smiled. "They're not useless. Each one holds a story I 

couldn't finish." 

Some pencils had stopped in the middle of a poem. Others had run 

out while he was writing about heroes, adventures, and people who 

never gave up. To Daniel, every broken pencil represented a dream 

waiting for another chance. 

Years passed. 

Life was not easy. Daniel worked many jobs, wrote late into the 

night, and faced rejection after rejection. 
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But he never stopped writing. Whenever he felt like giving up, he 

opened the old tin box. The tiny pencil stubs reminded him that 

unfinished dreams are not failed dreams-they are simply waiting to 

be continued. 

One day, a publisher finally accepted his manuscript. 

That first book became a bestseller. 

Then came another ... and another. 

Soon, Daniel was known around the 

world as a celebrated novelist whose 

stories inspired millions of readers. 

When journalists asked where his 

greatest inspiration came from, he 

didn't point to awards or shelves of 

books. Instead, he showed them the 

old tin box. 

Inside were dozens of broken 

pencils, worn smooth by the hands of 

a little boy who refused to throw 

away his hopes. 

Years later, a museum dedicated a small glass display to those pencil 

stubs. The plaque beneath them read:  

"Every masterpiece begins with a line that almost wasn't finished." 

Visitors expected to see priceless treasures. 

Instead, they found broken pencils-and left remembering that even 

the smallest, most ordinary things can carry extraordinary dreams. 

Message: Great stories often begin with broken things. Never throw 

away your hope just because life interrupted your first chapter. 
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+ÈÕÄ +É 4ÁÌÁÁÓÈ 

Daniel is a student, aspiring writer with a deep passion for 

storytelling and creative expression. Through fiction, he enjoys 

exploring the depths of human emotions, imagination, and the 

countless perspectives that shape life.  

$ÁÎÉÅÌ 

 

Main bheed ka hissa tha, 

Par bheed jaisa kabhi banna nahi chahta tha. 

Sabki raahon par chalna aasaan tha, 

Par apni manzil khud chunna chahta tha. 

 

Har mod ne ek sawaal poocha, 

"Tu asal mein hai kaun?" 

Main khamosh tha, 

Kyunki jawaab abhi baaki tha. 

 

Kabhi haar ne tod diya, 

Kabhi jeet ne badal diya. 

Par har tajurbe ne dheere-dheere, 

Mujhe mujhse hi mila diya. 

 

Aaine mein chehra roz dekhta tha, 
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Par pehchaan aaj jaakar mili. 

Jab doosron ki nazron se jeena chhoda, 

Tab apni zindagi khili. 

 

Ab na kisi se aage nikalna hai, 

Na kisi se khud ko tolna hai. 

Bas kal se behtar banna hai, 

Aur apne sapnon ko sach bolna hai. 

 

Khud ki talaash ka safar, 

Kabhi khatam nahi hota. 

Har naya din ek naya main hota hai, 

Aur har nayi subah ek naya raasta kholta hai. 

 

Main ab bhi safar mein hoon, 

Par ab ghabraata nahi. 

Kyunki maine samajh liya hai, 

Manzil se zyada zaroori apni pehchaan hoti hai. 
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5ÍÅÅÄ 

Daniel is a student, aspiring writer with a deep passion for 

storytelling and creative expression. Through fiction, he enjoys 

exploring the depths of human emotions, imagination, and the 

countless perspectives that shape life.  

$ÁÎÉÅÌ 

 

Har raat ke baad savera hota hai, 

Har aansu ke baad basera hota hai. 

Jo toot kar bhi muskura de, 

Wahi insaan sach mein gehra hota hai. 

 

Umeed woh diya hai, 

Jo aandhiyon se nahi darta. 

Khud jal kar bhi, 

Dusron ka raasta roshan karta. 

 

Kabhi manzil door lage, 

Kabhi hausla kam pad jaaye. 

Bas ek chhoti si umeed, 

Phir se jeene ki wajah ban jaaye. 

 

Zindagi har roz imtihaan leti hai, 
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Kabhi khushi, kabhi gham deti hai. 

Par jo dil mein umeed sambhal kar rakhe, 

Waqt usi ko nayi pehchaan deta hai. 

 

Mat gino kitni baar gire ho, 

Yeh dekho kitni baar uthe ho. 

Har naya din ek naya mauka hai, 

Bas apni roshni ko kabhi mat bujhaana. 

 

Jab tak saansein chalti hain, 

Tab tak kahani baaki hai. 

Jab tak dil mein umeed zinda hai, 

Tab tak har haar se jeet baaki hai. 
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4ÈÅ -ÁÐ )ÎÓÉÄÅ -Ù (ÅÁÒÔ 

Ashu is a 20-year-old student and aspiring writer from Jabalpur, 

Madhya Pradesh. He loves creative writing and enjoys writing 

fictional stories inspired by emotions, imagination, and 

everyday life. He also likes writing poems to express his 

thoughts and feelings.  

!ÓÈÕ + 

 

They told me, 

"Follow the map, 

and you will find where you belong." 

So I searched 

through cities that never learned my name, 

across roads that stretched 

like unanswered questions, 

beneath skies 

painted with borrowed dreams. 

I carried a compass, 

but every direction 

pointed somewhere outside of me. 

North whispered of ambition. 

South offered comfort. 

East promised beginnings. 
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West held memories 

that refused to fade. 

I walked them all, 

yet every destination 

felt like a house 

with someone else's light 

glowing in its windows. 

One quiet dawn, 

when the world 

was still asleep, 

I stopped running. 

I listened 

to the silence 

between my heartbeats. 

There, 

hidden beneath 

old fears, 

forgotten hopes, 

and scars 

I once tried to erase- 

 

I found it. 
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A map. 

Not drawn with ink, 

but with courage. 

Not folded in paper, 

but carried in faith. 

Its rivers 

were made of kindness, 

flowing through every soul 

I had ever loved. 

Its mountains 

were built from failures, 

standing tall 

to remind me 

how far I had climbed. 

Its forests 

held dreams 

I had buried too soon, 

waiting patiently 

for the season 

I would return. 

Its oceans 

were deep with forgiveness, 
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washing away 

the weight 

of every "what if" 

and every regret. 

At the center, 

there was no treasure chest, 

no crown, 

no finish line. 

Only a single word 

written in quiet gold- 

Become. 

Not become perfect. 

Not become admired. 

Not become someone else. 

Simply, 

become 

the person 

my soul 

had always known 

I could be. 

Now, 

when people ask 
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where I am going, 

I no longer point 

to a place on the horizon. 

I place my hand 

over my heart 

and smile. 

 

Because the greatest journeys 

are never measured 

in miles. 

They are measured 

in moments of courage, 

acts of love, 

lessons learned, 

and the quiet strength 

to keep moving 

even when the road 

cannot be seen. 

The map inside my heart 

has no final destination. 

It unfolds 

with every sunrise, 
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every dream, 

every choice, 

every act of hope. 

And wherever love, 

purpose, 

and kindness lead- 

 

I know 

 

I am already 

on the right path. 
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4ÈÅ #ÏÌÏÒ ÏÆ ,ÏÎÅÌÉÎÅÓÓ 

Ashu is a 20-year-old student and aspiring writer from Jabalpur, 

Madhya Pradesh. He loves creative writing and enjoys writing 

fictional stories inspired by emotions, imagination, and 

everyday life. He also likes writing poems to express his 

thoughts and feelings.  

!ÓÈÕ + 

 

They asked me, 

"What color is loneliness?" 

I searched the sky for an answer, 

the sea for a reflection, 

the sunset for a clue- 

but none of them knew. 

 

Loneliness is not black, 

for black still holds the comfort of stars. 

It is not white, 

for white carries the promise of a blank beginning. 

It is not blue, 

though oceans cry beneath the moon. 

 

Loneliness is the color 
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of a chair left empty at dinner, 

of a message never replied to, 

of footsteps echoing 

through halls that once held laughter. 

 

It is the fading gold 

of old photographs, 

where smiles remain 

but voices have forgotten 

how to return. 

 

It is the pale gray 

between yesterday and tomorrow, 

where memories bloom 

like wildflowers 

in abandoned fields. 

 

Sometimes, 

loneliness wears the color of rain, 

not because it falls, 

but because it arrives quietly- 

without asking, 
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without warning- 

and leaves everything 

a little heavier than before. 

 

It is the invisible shade 

painted behind every forced smile, 

hidden inside crowded rooms, 

where a heart can feel 

more distant than the stars. 

 

Yet, 

one evening, 

I watched a tiny flower 

push through a crack in the pavement. 

No applause. 

No audience. 

Only courage. 

 

And I realized 

loneliness has another color. 

 

It is the soft green 
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of healing after winter, 

the warm amber 

of a candle refusing the dark, 

the gentle pink 

of hope blooming 

where sorrow once lived. 

 

Perhaps loneliness 

was never meant 

to be our final destination. 

Perhaps it is only the quiet canvas 

where resilience 

chooses its brightest colors. 

 

So if you ever ask me again, 

"What color is loneliness?" 

 

I will smile and say, 

 

"It is every color 

we lose before we find ourselves- 

and every color 
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we discover 

when we finally begin 

to bloom again." 
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5ÎÃÏÎÄÉÔÉÏÎÁÌ 

"Ù -ÉÃÁÈ Ò -ÁÒÁË 

 

I walked away more times than I can remember, 

chasing the things that could never satisfy. 

I failed the promises I made, 

and carried the weight of my own mistakes. 

Yet You never counted my failures 

before calling me Your child. 

Your mercy met me where my strength ended, 

and Your grace reached places my hands never could. 

I deserved distance, 

but You offered forgiveness. 

I expected judgment, 

but You answered with love. 

You never loved me because I was perfect; 

You loved me because You are. 

And every time I return with a broken heart, 

I find Your arms still open. 

So today I lay my pride before You. 

Not because I have earned another chance, 

but because Your love has never depended 
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on how many times I have fallen. 
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"ÌÏÏÍÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÐÕÒÐÏÓÅȡ4ÈÅ ÊÏÕÒÎÅÙ ÏÆ 

ÂÅÃÏÍÉÎÇȢ 

Amna Arshad  is a  writer and researcher who believes in the 

transformative power of words. Her writing reflects themes of 

resilience, self-discovery, emotions, and the beauty of human 

experiences.  

!ÍÎÁ !ÒÓÈÁÄ 

 

Life is a collection of seasons. There are moments when everything 

feels bright and effortless, and there are moments when we find 

ourselves surrounded by uncertainty, struggles, and questions. 

However, every season has a purpose. The storms we experience 

often prepare us for the growth we never imagined. Just like a 

flower does not bloom overnight, human beings also need time, 

patience, and care to become the best version of themselves. My 

understanding of purpose has evolved with time. Earlier, I believed 

purpose was something grand that only a few people discovered. I 

thought it was connected to extraordinary achievements and 

remarkable success. But with experience, I learned that purpose can 

exist in the smallest acts of kindness, in the courage to continue after 

failure, in the decision to learn, and in the ability to bring hope to 

someoneôs life.Blooming with purpose means accepting every part 

of our journey. It means embracing our struggles, lessons, mistakes, 

and achievements because each experience shapes who we become. 

The scars we carry are not signs of weakness; they are evidence that 

we survived, learned, and grew. They remind us of our strength and 

the battles we fought silently.There was a time when I questioned 

my abilities and wondered whether my efforts would ever lead 

somewhere meaningful. Like many people, I experienced moments 

of doubt where the path ahead seemed unclear. But those moments 

became the foundation of my growth. They taught me patience, self-
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belief, and the importance of continuing even when results are not 

immediate.Growth is rarely comfortable. A seed must break through 

darkness before it reaches the light. Similarly, we often have to 

move through difficult phases before discovering our true potential. 

Challenges are not always obstacles; sometimes they are invitations 

to grow. They push us beyond our comfort zones and help us 

discover strengths we never knew we possessed.My journey has also 

taught me the value of compassion. In a world where everyone is 

fighting unseen battles, a little kindness can create a lasting impact. 

A simple word of encouragement, a helping hand, or an 

understanding heart can become someoneôs reason to keep going. 

Purpose is not only about personal success; it is also 

about how we contribute to the lives of 

others.I believe that every person has a 

unique light within them. Sometimes, 

circumstances, fears, or criticism make 

people forget their worth. But true growth 

begins when we recognize our own value. 

We cannot bloom by constantly 

comparing ourselves with others. Every 

flower has its own season, colour, and 

beauty. Human journeys are the same. 

Our timelines may differ, but that does 

not make one journey less meaningful 

than another.Writing has always been a 

way for me to connect with emotions, experiences, and ideas. 

Through words, I have found a space where thoughts can breathe 

and feelings can be understood. Writing allows me to preserve 

moments, share perspectives, and create connections with people I 

may never meet. Being part of Bloom with Purpose is a beautiful 

reminder that words have the power to inspire, heal, and 

encourage.The concept of blooming also represents transformation. 

A person who has experienced difficulties is not the same person 

they were before. Every challenge leaves behind wisdom. Every 

disappointment teaches something valuable. Every ending creates 
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space for a new beginning. Life is not about avoiding difficulties; it 

is about learning how to rise after them. 

Purpose is not a destination that we reach once and then stop 

searching. It is a continuous journey of becoming, learning, and 

contributing. Our purpose may change as we grow, but the desire to 

create meaning remains constant. Sometimes purpose is found in our 

careers, sometimes in relationships, sometimes in creativity, and 

sometimes in simply becoming a better version of ourselves. 

I have learned that success is not only measured by achievements or 

recognition. True success is found in personal growth, authenticity, 

and the ability to remain compassionate despite challenges. A 

meaningful life is one where we continue learning, continue caring, 

and continue moving forward with hope. 

A flower does not question whether it deserves to bloom. It simply 

receives sunlight, water, and time, and gradually reveals its beauty. 

Humans are similar. With patience, self-love, determination, and 

faith, we can also discover our purpose and bloom in our own 

unique way.The greatest transformation happens when we stop 

searching for perfection and start embracing progress. When we 

accept ourselves, learn from our experiences, and use our abilities to 

create positivity, we begin to live with purpose.My journey is still 

continuing. I am still learning, growing, and discovering new 

dimensions of myself. But I know one thing: every step has brought 

me closer to who I am meant to become. And this is what blooming 

with purpose truly means becoming, evolving, and sharing our light 

with the world. I am grateful for the opportunity to be part of Bloom 

with Purpose and to share a piece of my journey. May we all 

continue to grow, inspire, and bloom in ways that make this world a 

little more beautiful. 
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4ÈÅ "ÅÁÕÔÙ ÏÆ "ÅÃÏÍÉÎÇ 

Jyotirmayee Pattanaik is a biotechnology student, published 

author, poet, and content writer from India. She is passionate 

about science, literature, and lifelong learning.  

*ÙÏÔÉÒÍÁÙÅÅ 0ÁÔÔÁÎÁÉË 

 

Every flower blooms in its own season. It does not compare itself 

with the flowers beside it, nor does it rush to open before its time. It 

trusts the process of growth, drawing strength from deep roots, 

gentle rain, and warm sunlight. 

Life is much the same. Growth is not measured by speed but by 

purpose. Every challenge shapes your character, every setback 

teaches resilience, and every small step brings you closer to who 

you are meant to become.  

Bloom not for applause, but for purpose. Let 

your actions reflect kindness, your heart 

embrace courage, and your dreams inspire hope. 

When you grow with intention, your life 

becomes a garden that encourages others to 

bloom as well. 
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4ÈÅ ÌÉÇÈÔ ×ÉÔÈÉÎ 

"ÁÓÉÅ×ÄÏÒÂÉÁÎÇ ÓÁÎÇÒÉÁÎÇ 

 

The brightness stars are not by day, 

They shine when darkness fill the way. 

So when the road seems hard to see, 

Let hope become guiding key. 

  

A gentle word, a helping hand, 

Can change a heart and help it stand. 

True greatest grows through love and care, 

By lifting others everywhere. 

  

No dream is small,no soul too weak, 

For courage lives in those who seek. 

Step forward with a faithful heart, 

For every ending birth a start. 

  

So let your kindness brightly shine, 

A light that time cannot confine. 

The world is changed not all at once, 

But by one heart that dare to bloom. 
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! ÌÏÖÅ ÒÅÓÉÇÎÅÄ 

$ÁÉÓÙ $ÁÒÌÏÎÇ 

 

I always caught you when you used to fall, 

The steady hand, the shadow at your side. 

Through every broken heart and midnight call, 

I was the quiet place where you could hide. 

  

And then you came to me with brighter eyes, 

A look I hadnôt seen in quite a while. 

You spoke of her, a beautiful surprise, 

And found a brand new reason you could smile. 

  

I watched the joy completely light your face, 

A happiness so pure it held me still. 

I couldnôt summon anger in that space, 

And honestly, I know I never will. 

  

But underneath the warmth of my reply, 

A sudden winter settled in my chest. 

The bitter truth I had to swallow dry: 

That you were happy, and that I was blessedð 
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But not the one who made your world so bright, 

Not the reflection living in your view. 

I was the comfort in your lonely night, 

But she became the morning sun for you. 

  

So I will lock the words I meant to say, 

And keep the secret safely out of sight. 

Iôll cheer you on and watch you walk away, 

And learn to love you in a different light. 

  

I'll be the friend you need, the steady stone, 

To celebrate the love you finally found. 

I'd rather have you with me, place unknown, 

Than speak my truth and lose you from around. 
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4ÈÅ ×ÁÎÄÅÒÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÈÏÍÅ 

I am Jahnavi Sharma, a law student with a deep passion for 

literature and creative expression. Writing poetry allows me to 

explore emotions, identity, and the quiet beauty found in 

everyday experiences.  

*ÁÈÎÁÖÉ ÓÈÁÒÍÁ 

 

For the first time, I felt homeless 

Not because I didnôt have a home of four walls 

But because I didnôt have a óhomeô 

A place 

Where it feels like home 

Or a person who feels like home 

Even more foolish of me to think that my known ones will realise 

my worth after leaving the place 

But 

The opposite happened 

I even lost the one cent I had of mine in that house 

Which I used to call mine 

And yet here I am even unable to recognise that did I really have a 

presence of mine all those times? 

I gained nothing and lost everything for the value and the meaning I 

had for the place we call home 

And 
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Now 

I am nothing but a lost wanderer 

Who has a place to tell others 

That yes, I have a home to return to 

But the reality is 

Do I? 

Isnôt home a feeling of belongingness 

A sense and a presence of yours 

And here I am wondering 

Then where goes the person 

Who doesnôt go home 

Or 

Rather 

Goes to those four walls 

And doesnôt belong 

Feels like a stranger 

Which is strange 

Because that was the only place which never felt unknowné 

Feeling of finding home while living in a home 

And here i am óa wandererô in my very own home. 
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ͼ"ÈÁÉ ÂÅÈÁÎͼ  

9ÁÓÈÉËÁ ÇÕÐÔÁ 

 

Bhai Bahan Ka Rishta bahut Anokha Hota Hai, Bhagwan Ne iss 

Rishte Mein Ladai, jhagade ,ruthana Manana ,sabhi chijon ko 

sonkha Hota Hai.  

Subah yeh khub jhagadte  hain ,raat ko sath mein padhte Hain ,din 

bhar Tu kar - tu kar Ki Rat Lagate Hain ,phir raat ko sath mai khana 

bhi khate Hain.  

Ek Ke Bina Ghar Suna Sa lagta hai, aur Duje Ke Bina Sab Adhura 

Sa lagta hai ,yah Sath Ho To ine Logon Ki Jodi hurDang machati hai 

,aur Dur ho to ine Logon ko, Ek Duje ki Yad Satati.  

Duje ko dant padva kar Khud muskurate Hain, Jahan duja Udaas 

Hua to ari Tirchi harkatein kar unhen hansate Hain.  

Ek Duje ko Motu ,Kalu, Babu, kutta na Jaane kitne aadhe Tedhe 

Naam Se pukarte Hain, aur Jahan unmen Se Kisi Ne galti ki to Vahi 

Kan pakadkar sudharte Hain.  

Dur Jaane per Ek Duje ki jarurat Yad Aati Hai ,pass hone per Inki 

kimat kahan samajh Aati Hai.  

Pura Ghar Mano Jung ka maidan sa Ban Jata Hai ,Inki Ladai Mano 

Ek Bara  tufan sa ban jata hai.  

Vah Khoob ladenge ,pitenge Marenge, aur Bal lauch kar Khud Ko hi 

Dukh pahunchaenge, aur FIR Jahan Duje ko Jyada chot Lagi, pahle 

hasenge ,FIR Khud Hath Mein malham liye Khade Najar aaenge.  

Raksha Bandhan ka din tha, bahan Rakhi bandhne ko bavali Thi, 

Aur tohfe Lene Ko utavali thi, bhai taufe lene ke liye is dukaan se 

uss dukaan bhatak raha tha, kya yah use Achcha lagega ,yah man hi 

man usse khatak raha tha.  
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Kalai per Rakhi bandhne Se Pahle tohfe Ka Mang Hua ,FIR bhai ke 

dwara Rakhi aur mithaai ka dam hua, gift Na Dene per Ladai, bahas 

ka Aarambh Hua, FIR ant bhi vaise hi Jaise prarambh hua.  

Yah pyar ka dhaaga, aur Raksha Karne Ka Vada Hai ,Sath nibhaane 

ka yah Chehra Hai ,Jisne Sabhi Bhai Bahan Ke Rishte Ko Banaya 

Gehra Hai.  

Bahan Ka Chehra Mano bhai ke liye Falak Ka najara Hota Hai ,Jise 

bhai n Dekhe to uska Gujara Na Hota Hai.  

Bhai ka sath mein Khada Rehna behan ki takat hoti hai, aur bhai se 

ladna aur ruthana bahan ki Aadat hoti hai.  

Yah Bhai Bahan ke sath nibhaane Ka Vada Hai ,Jise Bhagwan ka 

Kabhi Na khatm karne ka Irada hai. 
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-ÏÔÈÅÒͻÓ 2/3% 

Hi My Reader Fellows! This Is Me "Kaushik Dutta". I'm 

Currently 23 & I'm Basically A Corporate Employee Working 

Also Being An Active Student Of Literature I Keep Writing & 

Publishing My Words Which I Feel Is Necessary To Express To 

The World Letting Them Know About My Present & Past.  

+ÁÕÓÈÉË $ÕÔÔÁ 

 

My Mother As The New Bride  

Planting The "ROSE" Sapling Of A Tiny Height; 

Nurturing It All Day & Night  

Gifted By Her Brother, 

To His Beloved Sister  

From The Bazars Of Hazaribagh! 

  

She Watered It Daily Thrice  

 In The Long Summer Nights; 

Like A Mother Who Always Knows When Her Infant Baby Get's 

Thirsty. 

  

The "ROSE" Became Her First Child  

Eventually Growing Into The Height, 

Blooming Like A Red Bright Ball. 
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The "ROSE" Eventually Became The Most Beautiful Maiden  

Of My Mother's Garden; 

Outshining Other Flowers Which Existed Long Before She 

Bloomed!  

  

I Came Now Into My  Mother's Life  

Giving Her More Joy & Pride ; 

I Saw "ROSE" My Elder Sister  

With Sharp Blade Thorns & Dazzling Petals Of Blood! 

  

I liked "ROSE"  

But Mother Liked Her The Most, 

Once I Got Beaten Up For "ROSE" Whose Petals Were Tattered 

Lying At The Base Of Her's. 

  

"ROSE" Was Abused By Crows 

But I Had No Remorse?  

As I Never Abused Her In My Senses Or In My Dreams. 

  

Years Passed By With "ROSE"  

Me & My Mother  

Untill That One Tragic Chapter  
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The Night Which Took Away Two Flowers Infront Of My Eyes! 

  

Mother's Petals Shredded  

Leaving Me Forever DEAD! 

"ROSE" That Night Changed Forever It Seemed? 

  

Mother's Funeral Took Place  

Now "ROSE" Had No Head! 

She Lost Her Head Along With Her Crown She Just Had Her Limbs 

Existing. 

  

One Winter Morning "ROSE" Left As My Mother Did  

Putting Me Into Forever Guilt  

Her Last Petals Have Fallen Into The Garden Floor! 

And Her Sharp Blade Thorns & Branches Remained! 

  

I Lost My Roots  

So Did "ROSE"  

Her Roots Were Decayed, 

Giving Me An Untimely Farewell. 

  

"ROSE" Reunited With Mother  

Only I Stand Withered  



 

56 

 

With Dual Memories Of Two Untimely Dying Flowering Plants! 
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%ÍÂÒÁÃÉÎÇ "ÒÉÇÈÔ 3ÉÄÅ  

!2&! !15), 

 

In the journey of life, 

The problem which weighs heavy, 

Might be strengthening you. 

Those anxious and silent days , 

Might be defending you. 

Your endless efforts without any result, 

Might be preparing you. 

Those isolated days and loneliness, 

Might be God's way of caring for you. 

The lesson given by tough times, 

Might be purifying you . 

The days without a clear vision, 

Might be beautifying you. 

The path in which you fall a number of times, 

Might be creating you. 

The longer you wait before you reach to your destiny, 

Might be elevating you. 

The number of mistakes done by you , 

Might be teaching you. 
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Remove all the negative thoughts, because what your heart desires, 

Might be just reaching you. 
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&ÁÔÈÅÒȟ ! 2ÅÁÌ (ÅÒÏ 

!2&! !15), 

 

From the most careless man, 

Till becoming the most responsible man . 

The journey starts of a father . 

The heart which seems hard to the world, 

Becomes the most soft place for a baby girl. 

From buying a collection of shirts for every trip to junctions, 

Till not buying a single shirt in his favourite function. 

From having lots of fights and winning arguments, 

Till losing in front of the baby girl and letting her to be the 

dominant. 

From getting irritated in each single thing, 

Till carrying lots of tantrums and list of things to bring . 

A common man , becoming a hero for a girl. 

The strongest shoulder to climb and the safest hands to hold. 
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*/52.%9 &2/- 3%%$ 4/ ",//-).' 

,)+% ! &,/7%2 

Anjani Sinha is an English Honours graduate with a CGPA of 

7.75 and is currently pursuing a B.Ed at Graduate School 

College for Women, Jamshedpur. An avid reader, she is a 

prolific poet and author who has written over 160 quotes and 

several poems on the YourQuote app.  

!.*!.) 3).(! 

 

A tiny seed beneath the soil,Waited to flourish,where hope alone 

was found. 

It faced the rain ,storm and bossy Sun, 

Never stopped till life was won. 

Turbulent storms and wind blew, 

Still the roots penetrated deep below; 

Bloom with purpose,valour and bright, 

It became a beacon of gentle light. 

Waiting for blooming it's lush-flower; 

Finally it stood as a Tree which provides shade to animals below it... 

Eventually, the LUSH-FLOWER bloomed with grace and spread 

joy and eternal glee... 

Blooming like a flower symbolizes life from low to high, 

A flower blooms majestically then the whole garden comes alive 

with joy. 
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Eternal bliss is found there which is an inspiration for every heart...  
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4ÈÅ 5ÎÔÉÅÄ 2ÁËÈÉ 

,Ȣ +ÁÓÔÈÕÒÉ 

 

Some bonds never come to an end ... 

It is only the people who celebrate them who one day disappear. 

Every year, when Raksha Bandhan arrived, 

Meera would gently open an old wooden box. 

Inside it ... 

lay the Rakhis she had bought over the years- 

never tied around anyone's wrist. 

Each Rakhi carried a year. 

Each year carried a lifetime of waiting. 

Whenever her fingers brushed against those delicate threads, 

it was never the silk that became entangled- 

it was her heart. 

Because once ... 

she had held that hand. 

Now ... 

that hand existed only in a photograph. 

Beneath the photograph, 

there was just one date. 
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"Martyr." 

"Anna ... 

Do you know why everyone smiles on Raksha Bandhan ... 

while I'm the only one who cries every year?" 

she whispered to his photograph. 

There was no answer. 

Yet ... 

sometimes silence has a voice. 

And only tears know how to hear it. 

When Meera was a little girl, 

she was terrified of the dark. 

Whenever the electricity went out, 

she would run and grab her brother's shirt. 

Smiling, he would always say, 

"As long as I'm here, darkness will never reach you." 

Back then, 

she believed him. 

Today ... 

he was gone. 

Yet ... 

she no longer feared the dark. 

Because the courage he had given her 
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had never left. 

On the morning of Raksha Bandhan, 

she did not go to a cemetery. 

Instead, 

she walked to the War Memorial on the outskirts of the city. 

She sat before the stone 

where her brother's name 

had been carved forever. 

"I've come again this year, Anna ... " 

she whispered, 

as she tied the Rakhi 

 

around his engraved name. 

 

Just then, 

 

a little girl standing nearby asked, 

 

"Sister ... he can't even see it anymore.  

Then why do you still tie a Rakhi for him?" 

Meera tried to smile. 

But ... 



 

65 

 

some smiles are born 

only to hide tears. 

"I don't know 

whether he can see it or not ... 

But I know one thing ... 

I am still his little sister. 

And that ... 

will never change." 

A gentle breeze drifted by. 

The loose end of the Rakhi 

fluttered softly. 

Was it merely the wind ... 

or had an elder brother 

quietly reached out 

to caress his little sister's head once again? 

No one knew. 

Some brothers never truly die. 

They simply become 

the memories 

their sisters carry forever. 

Meera slowly rose to leave. 

Just then, 
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the caretaker of the memorial called out, 

"Ma ... just a moment." 

He reached into his pocket 

and took out a small envelope. 

"This ... 

your brother gave it to me 

two days before he died." 

Meera's hands began to tremble. 

"He told me ... 

'If I don't return ... give this to my little sister only on Raksha 

Bandhan.'" 

With shaking fingers, 

she carefully opened the envelope. 

Inside ... 

was an old Rakhi. 

Beneath it ... 

lay a folded letter. 

It was written 

in her brother's handwriting. 

"Meera ... 

If one day 

you are unable to tie this Rakhi around my wrist, 

don't let that break you. 
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But promise me one thing ... 

Don't stop living 

just because I'm gone. 

I chose to give my life for this country 

because I wanted to protect yours. 

If you live happily ... 

that alone 

will be the Rakhi 

you tie for me 

every Raksha Bandhan." 

The moment she finished reading the last line, 

Meera broke down. 

For years ... 

she had been waiting 

for one final answer. 

Today, 

it had finally reached her. 

She held the letter tightly against her heart. 

Looking up at the sky, 

she smiled through her tears. 

"This year ... 

it was you 



 

68 

 

who tied the Rakhi for me, 

Anna." 

The wind blew gently. 

She wiped away her tears 

and walked forward. 

This time ... 

she never looked back. 

Because ... 

the waiting had finally come to an end. 
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-ÏÒÅ 4ÈÁÎ 2ÁËÈÉ 

,Ȣ +ÁÓÔÈÕÒÉ 

 

The First Hero 

Before I knew 

what courage looked like, I saw it in my brother's shadow. 

He never wore a crown. He never asked for praise. Yet every battle I 

feared, he silently 

fought first. 

This thread upon your wrist is not a prayer for protection. 

It is my gratitude for every tear you never let reach my eyes. 

They say a brother protects his sister. 

But they never speak of the sister who carries her brother's wounds 

behind every smile, 

praying that the world stays kind to 

him. 

Rakhi is not a festival. 

It is two hearts promising each other, 

"If life becomes too heavy, you will 

never carry it alone." 

 



 

70 

 

ÉÎÅÒÔÉÁ /Æ 4ÈÅ ÕÎǢÎÉÓÈÅÄ 

Saahil-bin-Rafiq is a young emerging writer from Pulwama, 

Jammu & Kashmir, India. Known for his heartfelt and 

emotionally driven storytelling, he writes stories that explore 

love, hope, silence, and the beauty of ordinary moments. 

3ÈÁÈÚÁÉÂ 2ÁǢÑ 

 

To hold a flame so quietly, the wind forgets it's there. 

I grew up small, a shadow in the hall, And learned the quiet art of 

standing still,Until your voice broke through my inner wall Like 

sudden daylight on a frozen sill. 

We built a world out of the smallest things:A stolen glance, a brief, 

unfinished phrase,Two years of silence bound by silver strings,A 

heavy storm disguised as quiet days. 

And when the moment came to say it 

all,The spoken words collapsed before 

they fell; A nervous pride erected every 

wallAnd trapped our secrets in a 

broken shell. 

Yet love survived the silence and the 

years.When we returned, we signed a 

harder vow: To measure passion not by present tears,But by the 

patience that we offer now. 

"Wait two long years, and speak but once a month"ð A heavy test 

for such a fragile light,Yet true warmth never fears the winter's 

touchIf it is born to make it through the night. 
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Life pulled its tides, as life so often will ; The monthly whispers 

slowly drifted far. Not out of coldness, but the heavy hillWe had to 

climb to be the ones we are. 

Her final message rests inside my chestðA paused beginning, not a 

closing door: "Become yourself. Give time its proper rest,And we 

will meet when we are something more." 

So let the storm hold back until its hour, Unshaken by the distance 

or the rain; Love is the patience of a sleeping flowerThat trusts the 

earth will let it bloom again. 
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ÓÁÆÁÒ ÍÅ ÓÕǟÅÒ 

Bhuvika Chhabra aka Evaara  , an emerging poet whose work 

explores themes of healing, resilience, memory, and self-

discovery. Currently pursuing a degree in Computer Science 

Engineering, they find solace in writing and believe poetry has 

the power to express what words often fail to say.  

ÅÖÁÁÒÁ 

 

kabhi mujhe lagta tha 

ki zindagi meri merji se chalti hai. 

na pairon ko thaharne ki aadat thi, 

na dil ko darrne ki. 

gir kar bhi hans diya karti thi. 

jane vo ladki itni be-khauf kaise hua karti thi. 

phle ek pal bas ek pal hua karta tha, 

phle ek ball bas khel ka hissa hua karti thi. 

phir na jaane kya hua us ek lamhe mein, 

ki waqt aage badhta raha 

aur main wahin kahin thahar gayi. 

phle sab kitna aasaan tha, 

phle chalna bhi sochna nahi padta tha. 

ab sab saath hote hue bhi 

ek tanhai si mere saath chalti hai. 

ye safar kuch sukoon, kuch hausla, kuch yaqeen le gaya. 

jism thak jaata hai, 

dil haar jaata hai, 

aur zehan aksar unhi sawaalon mein ulajh jaata hai 

jinka koi jawab nahi hota. 
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phir bhi har roz, 

main apne bikhre hue hisson ko sametne baithti hoon. 

har roz thodi si himmat udhaar leti hoon, 

khud ko phir se banane ke liye. 

jane kitna waqt lagega, 

magar ek din main phir khud tak pahunch jaungið 

na woh ladki jo kabhi thi, 

na woh jo is dard ne bana diya, 

balki koi aur... 

jo tootne ka matlab bhi jaanti hogi 

aur dobara uthne ka bhi. 

jo gir kr smbhlna jaanti ho 

jo fir se khelna kudna janti ho 

shyd phle se behtar 
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+ÉÎÊÁÌ 'ÏÙÁÌ 

They wheeled me back into a room, 

called it recovery, 

as if the body could recover 

before the soul remembered where it had been. 

  

Hours ago, 

I had split myself open 

so another heartbeat 

could keep beating. 

  

Then came the shower. 

  

Not a celebration. 

Not a luxury. 

Just warm water 

meeting a body that no longer felt like home. 

  

I stood there, 

one hand against the wall 

because my legs had forgotten 
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how to belong to me. 

  

The water kissed bruises 

left by needles that promised relief. 

It traced the fingerprints of labour 

still trembling beneath my skin. 

  

My stomach was still round, 

a room echoing with absence. 

The cradle was full. 

My arms were empty. 

  

My hair carried the scent of hospitals, 

of fear, 

of midnight prayers whispered 

between contractions. 

  

So I washed. 

  

Blood circled the drain 

like the last chapter of a story 

my body had survived. 
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I cried. 

  

Not because I was unhappy. 

Not because I was happy. 

  

I cried because no language 

had ever invented a word 

for becoming two people 

in a single day. 

  

Every drop carried something away. 

  

The terror. 

The pain. 

The woman who had entered the delivery room 

never walked back out. 

  

Someone else did. 

  

Softer. 
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Stronger. 

  

Forever divided 

between the girl she used to be 

and the mother the world would only notice 

once she stopped bleeding. 

  

Outside the bathroom, 

a tiny cry reminded me 

that I was still needed. 

  

So I dried my tears 

before I dried my skin. 

  

Wrapped myself in fresh clothes 

over an exhausted soul. 

  

And walked out. 

  

Not healed. 

  

Not whole. 
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But carrying a miracle 

that had been carried by me first. 

  

People say birth creates a child. 

  

They rarely speak 

of the quiet funeral 

held for the woman 

who existed before it. 

  

That first shower 

wasn't washing away blood. 

  

It was baptizing a mother. 
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From Roots to Wings is a poem about growth, resilience, and 

becoming. It reflects the journey from humble beginnings to 

embracing one's dreams, reminding us that our roots give us 

strength while our wings give us freedom.  

%ÍÁÖÏÒÉÎÅ $ÏÔÎÉ 

 

I grew where silent rivers ran, 

With little more than hope in hand. 

The earth beneath would hold me tight, 

And teach my soul to seek the light. 

  

The storms would bend my tender frame, 

Yet never steal my quiet flame. 

Each tear became the morning dew, 

That helped my hidden garden bloom. 

  

The roots I wore were deep and strong, 

They whispered, "Child, this is where you belong." 

They held me close through darkest days, 

And filled my heart with gentle grace. 

  

But every seed was born to rise, 
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To greet the endless open skies. 

No branch was made to fear the breeze, 

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 left like fallen leaves behind. 

  

Now wings unfold where fear once stayed, 

From every choice that courage made. 

The wind no longer feels unknown, 

For every flight has led me home. 

  

If ever you should lose your way, 

Or fear the coming of the day, 

Remember roots are not a chain, 

They help you rise through joy and pain. 

  

So bloom with faith, stand brave and true, 

Let hope become the heart of you. 

For every soul, if love still sings, 
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Can grow from roots... and find its wings. 
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7ÈÅÒÅ (ÅÁÌÉÎÇ "ÅÇÁÎȢ 

Khwahish Kedia is a 16 year old poet and writer, contributing 

to over 75 anthologies, few magazines and a solo book. Her 

themes explore deep Human emotions, societal conflicts, 

nature and much more. 

+È×ÁÈÉÓÈ +ÅÄÉÁ 

 

On my everyday path lay a rock. Every day, I stumbled against it, 

and every day it left my feet a little more swollen. 

I kept telling myself that someday it would get betterðthat the pain 

would fade on its own. 

But all I learned was how to walk with bounded feet. 

Healing never began until the day I stopped waiting and threw the 

rock aside. 
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+ 2ÅÓÈÉÔÅÓ×ÁÒÉ 

 

The trees that grow 

On the earth give us food, 

And they give us wood 

To build our homes. 

Trees give us fresh air 

So we can breathe. 

They give us cool shade 

On hot summer days. 

They are home to birds, 

And food for us. 

They give life to every living thing, 

So we need trees every day. 

Thank you, dear trees, 

For all you give us, 

You keep us safe, 

And keep us alive. 
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,ÁËÓÈÉÔÁ -ÁÈÅÓÈ×ÁÒÉ 

 

It's full of up and downs sometimes it's lively and instantly it shifted 

on a down mode Sometimes we get peace just by watching scenes 

outside our window, Sometimes we found the same scene as noisy. 

Sometimes we feel good in our company, Sometimes we find 

ourselves lonely. 

Sometimes it's just the little things that instantly lit up our mood, 

Sometimes those little things instantly unlighten our spirit. 

Sometimes we find peace in a dark room, Sometimes it became a 

suffocation place. 

Sometimes u enjoy your work, 

Sometimes u get irritated by that 

same work. 

Sometimes u want a group of people 

around u, Sometimes u want 

yourself only. 

Sometimes u are highly motivated, 

Sometimes u are the most 

unmotivated human. 

It's ok to feel all the emotions, it is 

life and it is full of up and downs. 
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"ÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌÌÙ (ÏÍÅÌÅÓÓ 

!ÓÉÙÁ +ÁÍÁÌ 

 

sitting alone in a city that does not know my name, 

not a single familiar soul in sight 

and yet, a quiet fullness gathers within me, 

soft as dusk settling into forgotten corners. 

  

is this peace, 

or just the echoing caverns of my own being, 

finally heard? 

  

i have never known the shape of home, 

yet here... 

in this borrowed skyline, 

i belong in a way i never did before, 

a strange comfort in being beautifully homeless. 

  

what does this evening place into my hands? 

a reflection of all i have been chasing, 

or the universe, hollow yet kind, 

returning me to myself? 
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the sky is unbearably gentle, 

trees breathe in shades of green, 

birds stitch sound into the air... 

and even the restless traffic 

feels quieter 

than the wars i carried within 

when i was ñhome.ò 

  

strange, this city... 

but stranger still, 

this heart of mine, 

this existence that runs endlessly 

only to collapse into stillness 

it cannot explain. 

  

how do you name this feeling... 

of becoming your own shelter? 

  

i wish i had known this softness 

within the walls 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 will be... 

and i will keep finding refuge 

in unfamiliar streets, 

sitting quietly beside myself, 

laying down the battles 

i no longer wish to fight. 
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A retired professional aged 65 keeping busy with his passion 

for travelling, photography, singing, cooking, gardening and 

writing. 

+ 2ÁÖÉ 

 

Beautiful is a flower when it blooms 

Looking lovely like a full moon 

Offering velvety petals soft & smooth 

Often in colours stranger than truth 

Many times with a fragrance giving 

everyone a soothe 

 

When one smiles the face blooms 

It relaxes thw face from all glooms 

Turning all sorrows into happiness 

Helping mindset come out of gloominess 

 

A s every bloom brings smiles with a purpose 

 

Purpose is there behind each blooming flower 

Unique is the purpose of each part of a flower 
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Rainbow like colours help resolve the gloom 

Petals teach how to be brave against thorns 

Open to bees for sucking nectar for honey 

Soulful they look watching butterflies 

dance on them 

Enchanting they blooms look when 

rain drops trickle on them 

 



 

90 

 

(ÕÅÓ ÏÆ 7ÏÒÌÄ 

Let's meet Ayesha Rabia the student of English Language and 

Literature from Pakistan.Her journey into writing began under 

the guidance of Professor Usman Farooq, whose 

encouragement helped her discover that even simplest 

observations can acquire extraordinary depth when 

transformed through the ink of language.  

!ÙÅÓÈÁ 2ÁÂÉÁ 

 

Vibrant colorful world quietly conceals, 

some sorrowful faces some shattered deals. 

radiant moon could illuminate deep forests , 

some faces blossom like grace of roses, 

even blackness' night holds its own beauty, 

shifting seasons embody's life continuity, 

flowing rivers maybe tears unseen; 

While silent mountains heart serene, 

A spark of hope in weary lives, 

fragile breath in countless heartbeats. 

An obscured noise among peace, 

As loyal friend among ; people deceits. 

Bright color in a dull world, 

bringing joy where dream's unfurled. 




































































































































































