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4ÈÅ %ÌÅÇÁÎÃÅ ÏÆ $ÅÃÁÙ 

0ÁÄÍÁÓÈÒÉ 2* 

 

       ,     

 .        

         

     ! 

 

Known as Little Rose, she finds solace in poetry. 

A reader, writer, and dreamer. 

Turning silence into verses. 

Believing words can bloom where hearts cannot. 
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$ÉÌ ËÉ (ÁÌÃÈÁÌ 

Piyush is a poet & writer living in his own world fighting all 

odds & struggles of his life since a very young age when he 

should be enjoying life but instead suffering from various 

traumas & experiences.  

3ÍÒÕÔÉ 0ÉÙÕÓÈ -ÁÈÁËÕÄ 

 

Dil ko kuchh mehsoos ho raha hai, 

shayad dheere-dheere ab haar maan raha hai... 

har jagah se haar kar, ab jeetne ka junoon chhoot raha hai... 

na kisi ka hath hai na kisi ka sath, aur na hi koi mere aaspaas... 

socha jaye toh chaaron taraf se logon se ghira hua hun, 

lekin asal mein khudke sath khudke paas main khud hi raha hun... 

ab na kisise narazgi hai aur na hi koi shikayat, 

mujhe fir se dard dene ki ab nahi hai kisiko ijazat... 

har roz jo aise tadap raha hun, 

na pata hai iska kaaran aur na hi iska ant... 

akele zinda rehne ki jo yun aadat hogayi hai, 

woh ab marne ke raaste pe le jaa rahi hai... 

waise toh zinda laash hi hun, 

par ab meri saansein bhi dum tod rahi hai..! 
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,ÉÍÅÒÅÎÃÅ 

I am Shibani Bhattacharjee from India, West Bengal. I am 

eighteen and I have been writing poems since I was eight. My 

writing journey is mostly orchestrated by my real life feelings 

and events. Nature deeply inspires me, but who also inspire me 

are people I love dearly.  

3ÈÉÂÁÎÉ "ÈÁÔÔÁÃÈÁÒÊÅÅ 

 

Tranquil life, no one's beside; 

symphony in shame, laughter in goodbye. 

The cacophony's fading at a distant shore, 

and sun is setting while narrating its lore. 

I sit and stare and stare and sit, 

awestruck in an illustrious fit. 

"Get up sugarplum, it's getting late". 

Oblivious of my dark night's fate. 

Mind yet foggy and body paralysed, 

heart's working speed is elevated twice. 

Captive in glitters, fallen in a daze, 

holding too tight like locking in a cage.. 

Debt of love isn't paid without conflict. 

Happen to look for a moonlight fleet. 

So thunder in the darkness roars. 

Escapism from things we adore. 

For they are nothing but temporary shows. 

Momentous estacy, then heading for Gallows. 

Sweet muse, stars deck the night. 

Writer's pen has you under limelight. 

Maybe we don't always need correspondence. 

Bliss shouldn't weigh you with its dependence. 
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If not love, it's likeness in abundance. 

Let us simply state it as reckless limerence.. 
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4ÈÅ #ÁÇÅ 7ÏÖÅÎ ÏÆ 3ÉÌËȢ 

I am Shibani Bhattacharjee and I am from India, West Bengal. 

I have been writing since I was eight. All my poems are 

orchestrated by my real life events and feelings. I would say 

nature is my biggest inspiration, and so are people I dearly 

love.  

3ÈÉÂÁÎÉ "ÈÁÔÔÁÃÈÁÒÊÅÅ 

 

To that bird who escaped my cage, 

I thought she was singing all along. 

I fed her, I pet her, I kept her warm. 

Still she paid me back with nothingness.  

Was I truly holding her tight? 

There are monsters roaming in the wild. 

Here she was alive, away from the stress. 

Nothing to find, no being to mess. 

I thought that melody kept gratitude within. 

But those were pleas, I couldn't get the hint. 

I thought I kept her happy, 

I thought I kept her safe. 

But she had actually stayed, 

in my heart's empty space. 

To that bird who left my hand, 

I hope someday you will find your solace. 

I am no monster, don't hate me please. 

For you I would always feel the same. 

But if you ever get lost in the woods, 

I hope angels will help you find my way. 
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)ÓÈÑ ËÁ ÁÁËÈÒÉ ÓÁÆÁÒ 

Hey, I'm Shaik Faisal, a writer and poet who puts his heart and 

raw emotions straight into words. For me, poetry isn't just about 

rhyming lines it's about capturing those late night thoughts, the 

pain of unsaid goodbyes, real connections, and the everyday 

struggles we all quietly carry.  

3ÈÁÉË &ÁÉÓÁÌ 

 

Raat ke sannate mein jab yeh dil dhadakta hai, 

  

Ek tera hi chehra hai jo mere samne aakar khilta hai. 

  

Aankhein band karta hoon toh bas tera khayal hota hai, 

  

Jaise har ek saans mein sirf tera hi sawaal hota hai. 

  

Kitni hi baatein hain jo kehni hain tujhse, 

  

Magar jab tu samne aati hai toh ye hosh sambhal nahi pata hai. 

  

Tere ishq ka yeh ajeeb sa asar chhaya hai mujh par, 

  

Ki ab khud se zyada mujhe tera khayal satata hai. 

  

Yeh dooriyan jo humare darmiyan bani hui hain, 

  

Inhe mitane ke liye ye dil har lamha duaa maangta hai. 

  

Kya tujhe bhi kabhi meri yaad aati hai aise hi? 

  

Kya tera dil bhi mere bina kisi kone mein ghabrata hai? 

  

Sawal hazaron hain is zehen mein uljhe hue, 

  

Magar jawab mein sirf tera naam hi samne aata hai. 
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Main likhta hoon jo kuch bhi kagaz par, 

  

Wahan har ek lafz mein tera hi paigam hota hai. 

  

  

  

Subah ki pehli kiran jab khidki se aakar milti hai, 

  

Toh lagta hai jaise tu mere paas baithi hilti hai. 

  

Teri wo halki si muskaan, wo aankhon ka shama, 

  

Mere din bhar ke sukoon ka wahi toh hai sama. 

  

Kaise samjhaun tujhe ki tu kitni khaas hai 

mere liye, 

  

Jaise zinda rehne ke liye saanson ki pyaas 

hai mere liye. 

  

Zamaane ki bheed mein bhi sirf tu hi 

nazar aati hai, 

  

Meri rooh ko sukoon sirf teri hi chhuvan se milti hai. 

  

Humne dekhe the jo khwab kabhi akele mein baith kar, 

  

Unhe ab haqiqat banane ka waqt aa gaya hai chal kar. 

  

Magar raaste aasaan kahan hote hain is ishq ke, 

  

Har mod par koi na koi imtihaan khada milta hai chal kar. 

  

Phir bhi himmat nahi haarti ye deewani si rooh, 

  

Kyunki ise pata hai ki aakhir mein manzil tera dil hi hai. 

  

Kitna pyaara lagta hai jab tu gussa hoti hai choti baat par, 

  

Aur main tumhe manane ke liye har ek koshish karta hoon dil se 

lagakar. 
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Wo tera roothna, wo mera manana, 

  

Yeh sabhi lamhe hain jo zindagi ko aur haseen banate hain suhana. 

  

  

  

Bahar ki hawaon mein bhi ab tera hi nasha ghula hai, 

  

Lagta hai jaise kismat ka koi naya panna khula hai. 

  

Tere baalon ki wo latein jab hawa mein udti hain, 

  

Toh mere dil ki dhadkanein aur bhi tez ho jaati hain. 

  

Tujhe dekhte rehna aur kuch bhi na sochna, 

  

Yahi meri zindagi ka sabse khoobsurat guzarne wala lamha hai. 

  

Main chahta hoon ki waqt yahin kahin tham jaye, 

  

Aur hum dono bas yun hi ek doosre ki baahon mein reh jayein. 

  

Magar waqt kahan kisi ke liye rukta hai yaron, 

  

Yeh toh bas apna safar tay karta hai behte dharon. 

  

Isi behte safar mein tera sath milna kisi mojza se kam nahi, 

  

Tu jo nahi hoti paas toh lagta hai jaise yeh jahaan mein ab kuch bhi 

dam nahi. 

  

Andhere kamre mein jab akela hota hoon main, 

  

Toh teri purani baatein yaad karke bas muskurata hoon main. 

  

Tera wo pehla message, teri wo pehli hansi, 

  

Sab kuch yaad hai mujhe ek ek baat aisi ki jaisi kal hi ki ho baat 

sabhi. 
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Log kehte hain ki ishq mein dard bhi milta hai, 

  

Magar unhe kaun samjhaye ki is dard mein bhi ek alag sukoon milta 

hai. 

  

Tere bina jeene ki ab aadat nahi rahi mujhko, 

  

Tu hi meri pehli aur aakhri chahat ban chuki hai mujhko. 

  

Har ek shaam teri yaad ke naam kar deta hoon, 

  

Apne din bhar ke saare gham tere aage nilam kar deta hoon. 

  

Tu sun le agar meri khamoshi ki yeh zubaan, 

  

Toh tujhe pata chale ki kitna gehra hai mera yeh armaan. 

  

Humne chaaha hai tumhe kisi ibadat ki tarah, 

  

Aur nibhaya hai is rishte ko apni hi sharafat ki tarah. 

  

Kabhi chhod kar mat jana mujhe is bheed mein tanha, 

  

Kyunki main bikhar jaunga agar tune sath chhoda mera. 

  

Tera hath jab mere hath mein hota hai, 

  

Toh lagta hai jaise yeh saara jahaan mere qabza mein hota hai. 

  

Kitni taakat hai teri ek muskaan mein, 

  

Ki main sab kuch bhool jata hoon tere is ek hi ehsaan mein. 

  

  

  

Ab toh raaton ko neend bhi rooth kar chali gayi hai, 

  

Lagta hai teri yaadon ne jagane ki kasam jo kali gayi hai. 
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Takiye par sar rakhkar jab bhi ankh lagata hoon, 

  

Toh khwabon mein bhi main sirf tera hi deedar pata hoon. 

  

Tum aati ho khwabon mein aur muskura kar chali jati ho, 

  

Mere dil ki saari bechaini ko aur badha kar chali jati ho. 

  

Kab aayega wo din jab subah meri aankh khulegi, 

  

Aur samne tu hogi, aur zindagi ki har khushi khulegi. 

  

Tab tak ke liye yeh fasle hi sahi, yeh dooriyan hi sahi, 

  

Inme bhi ek alag hi intezaar ka maza hai kahin. 

  

Kyunki intezaar jitna lamba hota hai, 

  

Milan ka ehsaas utna hi zyada gehra hota hai. 

  

Main taiyar hoon har ek mushkil se ladne ke liye, 

  

Bas shart yeh hai ki tera sath rahega aage badhne ke liye. 

  

Tere bina meri kahani adhuri si lagti hai, 

  

Jaise bina paani ke koi nadiya sookhi si lagti hai. 

  

  

  

Suno na, kabhi fursat mile toh sochna is baare mein, 

  

Ki hum dono kitne jude hain ek doosre ke pyar mein. 

  

Na koi shart hai, na koi matlab ka rishta hai yahan, 

  

Bas rooh ka milan hai jo hum dono ko jodta hai yahan. 

  

Zamaana chahe jitna bhi zor laga le humein alag karne ka, 
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Magar humara pyar kam nahi hoga kisi bhi qeemat par kabhi bhi 

marne ka. 

  

Main mita dunga har wo deewar jo humare beech aayegi, 

  

Meri mohabbat hi teri har mushkil ko door bhagayegi. 

  

Bharosa rakhna meri is baat par, mere is waade par, 

  

Main kabhi aanch nahi aane dunga tere is naazuk se dil par. 

  

Tu meri amanat hai, tu hi meri jaan hai, 

  

Tere bagair yeh poori kayamat veeran hai. 

  

Chalo ek nayi shuruwat karte hain is naye safar ki, 

  

Jahan sirf khushiyan hon aur baat ho bas humare is asar ki. 

  

  

  

Yeh nazmein, yeh shayari sab ek bahana hain, 

  

Asal mein toh mujhe apna haal e dil tumhe sunana hai. 

  

Lafzon ke zariye hi sahi, apni mohabbat ka izhar karna hai, 

  

Taki zamane ko pata chale ki humne kis kadar tujh par pyar kiya hai. 

  

Har ek sher mein tera hi naam gunjta hai, 

  

Jaise mandir mein koi pavitra ghanta bajta hai. 

  

Meri bhakti ban chuki hai ab teri yeh yaad, 

  

Aur main isse kabhi chhod nahi sakta chahe ho jaye barbaad. 

  

Tu khush rahe, bas yahi duaa hai rab se meri, 

  

Chahe kismat mein likhi ho ya na likhi ho doori ya qareebi teri. 
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Magar dil kehta hai ki tu meri hi rahegi aakhir tak, 

  

Kyunki sacha ishq kabhi nahi harta kisi bhi mod par, kisi bhi halat 

tak. 

  

  

  

Zindagi ke is safar mein abhi aur bhi raste tay karne hain, 

  

Hath mein hath lekar sabhi tufaanon se ladne hain. 

  

Darr nahi lagta ab mujhe andhere se ya tanhai se, 

  

Kyunki mujhe roshni mil gayi hai teri is parchai se. 

  

Tu jo sath hai toh har din ek jashn lagta hai, 

  

Aur tu jo door ho toh ye saans bhi bojh lagta hai. 

  

Isliye kabhi door mat jana mujhse yun rooth kar, 

  

Main mar jaunga tere bagair bina kuch bole toot kar. 

  

Meri duniya bas tere hi ird gird ghumti hai, 

  

Jaise zameen suraj ke charon taraf apni dhuri par ghumti hai. 

  

Tu hi mera center hai, tu hi mera gravity hai, 

  

Tere bina meri zindagi ki saari khushi khali aur be gravity hai. 

  

  

  

Ab shaam hone ko hai, aur suraj dhal raha hai, 

  

Fir se ek naya din teri yaadon mein nikal raha hai. 

  

Sitaare aasman par nikal aaye hain ek ek karke, 

  

Aur main tumhe yaad kar raha hoon apna dil thame karke. 
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Kaash ki tum sun sakti mere dil ki yeh pukar, 

  

Jo keh rahi hai tumse ki mujhe hai tumse beshumaar pyar. 

  

Ye raat bhi lambi lagegi ab tere bina, 

  

Magar subah ki umeed mein kaat lenge ise bhi hum bina. 

  

Bas tum apna khayal rakhna wahan door kahin, 

  

Aur yaad 

karte rehna mujhe apne dil ke kisi kone mein kahin. 

  

Main yahin hoon, tumhare hi intezaar mein khada, 

  

Ek aisa shakhs jo sirf tum par marta hai, aur hamesha rahega waisa 

ka waisa. 

  

Ye safar lamba hai, magar haseen hai, 

  

Kyunki is safar mein humara pyar sabse qeemti cheez hai. 
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4ÁÓÖÅÅÒ 

I'm Shaik Faisal, a writer and poet focused on capturing the 

raw, unspoken nuances of human emotion through 

contemporary verse and lyrical storytelling.  

3ÈÁÉË &ÁÉÓÁÌ 

 

Ek dhundli si tasveer hai jo dil se jaati nahi, 

Kaisi yeh rutt hai jo humko bhaati nahi. 

Tum toh chali gayi apna rasta badal kar, 

Magar yeh yaadein hain ki sabaq sikhaati nahi. 

  

Hum raat ko jaagte hain aur din ko sote hain, 

Log samajhte hain hum shayar hain, par hum rote hain. 

Lafz toh bas ek zariya hain is dard ko chupane ka, 

Varna har panne pe hum apna sukoon khote hain. 

  

Chalo maan liya ki ab hum unke koi nahi, 

Par is dil ka kya karein jise ab tak yakeen nahi. 

Woh jo kabhi kehte the tum jaan ho hamari, 

Aaj unki mehfil mein hamara koi zikr tak nahi. 

 

Yeh gungunahat jo hoton pe hai ek parda hai, 
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Iske peeche ek toota hua dil dharakta hai. 

Chalte chalte thak gaye hain is tanha safar mein, 

Ab toh bas khamoshi se hi apna rabta rehta hai. 

 

Mohabbat ki raahon mein bas yahi sila mila hume, 

Wafa jisse ki usi se faasla mila hume. 

Hum toh taraste rahe ek sachaai ki khatir, 

Magar har morr pe khwabon ka ek qafila mila hume. 

  

 Ab na koi umeed hai na koi fariyaad karenge, 

Hum khud ko is qadar barbaad karenge. 

Tum khush raho apni nayi duniya mein, 

Hum gumnami ke andheron mein hi tumhe yaad karenge. 
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̀  4ÈÅ 'ÉÒÌ 7ÈÏ ,ÅÁÒÎÅÄ 4Ï "ÌÏÏÍ ̀  

Pihu Goyal is a young writer and student who finds comfort in 

expressing emotions through poetry, songs, and stories. 

Inspired by memories, relationships, art, and quiet moments, 

her writing explores themes of hope, healing, self-discovery, 

and human connection.  

0ÉÈÕ 'ÏÙÁÌ 

 

ñEvery colour has a storyé and every soul has a season to bloom.ò 

  

 

  

There was once a little girl, 

with crayons in her tiny hands 

and a heart full of dreams. 

  

She didnôt know much about the world, 

but she knew how to create one of her own. 

A world filled with colours, imagination, 

and little pieces of her feelings. 

  

Every drawing she made carried a secret, 

every colour held an emotion, 

and every page became a place 

where her silent heart could speak. 

  

She painted happiness, 

she painted fears, 

she painted dreams that nobody else could see. 

  

Because sometimes, 

the things we cannot say with words, 

our hearts express through colours. 

  

 

  



 

23 

 

But as seasons changed, 

the little girl started growing up. 

  

The colours around her slowly changed too. 

Some days felt bright like sunshine, 

and some nights felt heavier than she expected. 

  

She searched for a place 

where her feelings would be understood, 

where her silence would not be questioned, 

and where her heart could simply be herself. 

  

Slowly, she learned somethingé 

  

Not every storm comes to destroy us. 

Some storms come to teach us 

how strong our roots can become. 

  

 

  

There were moments when she felt lost, 

when she wondered if she was too sensitive, 

too emotional, 

or simply too different. 

  

But maybe she was never too much. 

  

Maybe she was just someone 

who felt the world a little deeper, 

who noticed little things, 

and carried a heart full of stories. 

  

 

  

Time continued to move forward. 

  

The little girl who once created with crayons 

started creating with words. 

  

The feelings she couldnôt explain, 

she turned into songs. 
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The memories she couldnôt forget, 

she turned into stories. 

  

The emotions she carried silently, 

she transformed into art. 

  

And slowly, she realisedé 

  

Her sensitivity was not her weakness. 

Her imagination was not something to hide. 

Her colours were not fading. 

  

They were becoming her identity. 

  

 

  

There were days when she looked for happiness 

in other peopleôs presence, 

waiting for someone else to understand her completely. 

  

But one day, she met herself againé 

  

The same little girl with crayons in her hands, 

the same dreamer with endless colours in her heart. 

  

She realised that the person 

she had been searching for everywhere 

was always living inside her. 

  

 

  

She told that little girl: 

  

ñYou were never broken. 

You were always growing. 

  

Every tear watered your roots. 

Every challenge made you stronger. 

Every difficult season prepared you to bloom.ò 
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ñYou were not created to be perfect. 

You were created to become yourself.ò 

  

 

  

And then she bloomedé 

  

Not because life became easy, 

but because she learned how to stand 

even when life was difficult. 

  

Not because every storm disappeared, 

but because she discovered 

that she could still grow through the rain. 

  

She became a flower 

that carried the memories of every season. 

  

A flower with scars, 

with stories, 

with colours, 

and with a purpose. 

  

 

  

Today, that little girl still lives inside her. 

  

She still dreams. 

She still creates. 

She still believes in colours. 

  

Because she knowsé 

  

A flower does not bloom overnight. 

It takes time, patience, sunlight, 

and sometimes even storms. 

  

And every person has their own season to bloom. 

  

So she keeps walking forward, 

with colours in her hands 
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and dreams in her heart. 

  

Because her story is not about how many times she fellé 

  

It is about how many times she chose to rise. 

  

 

  

She is the girl behind the colours. 

  

And nowé 

  

She is finally learning to bloom. 
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&ÒÅÅÄÏÍ ÉÓ Á ÆÕÌÌ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÐÁÃË 

(ÅÍÁÈ 3ÕÎÄÁÒÁÍÕÒÔÈÙ 

 

Freedom is like a prayer 

If you wish to have freedom 

You have to pray for it! 

  

The price is bit expensive 

You need to prepare yourself for a ticket called 

'independent' 

Once you can support your own bills and payments 

You have the right to stand on your feet! 

Make decisions in your life... 

  

That's when you remember the freedom costs a lot! 

However, it's worth living in your shoes rather being clingy or 

dependent on another individual... 

This is one life, you live it with your will to buy things you like 

Be it be the clothing's, accessories, or a diamond ring! 

You decide it... 

The power to unlock your full potential lies within you! 

You never know how many struggles you have been through unless 

you rewind... 
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#ÏÄÉÎÇ $ÉÇÉÔÁÌ 4ÏÍÍÏÒÏ× 

I am Tejaswini.I have completed my Msc.computer science.I 

am married and having a 2 year baby girl.For past seven months 

working as a SAP worker in FIEM INDUSTRIES, Hosur. 

4ÅÊÁÓ×ÉÎÉ . 

 

Blank screen waits without a sound, 

Where endless possibilities are found. 

Each line I write begins a spark, 

Bringing bright ideas from the dark. 

Mistakes appear, then fade away, 

As every challenge shapes my way. 

With patient thought and steady hands, 

I build tomorrow's digital lands. 

No borrowed voice, no copied art, 

Only curiosity and heart. 

Through every function, loop, and key, 

I write the future one thought at a time. 

Every program tells a story new, 

Crafted by imagination shining through. 

In every keystroke, dreams unfoldð 

A silent language, brave and bold. 
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4ÈÉÒÆÔÙ ×ÏÍÅÎ 

3Ȣ ÍÁÈÁÌÁËÓÈÍÉ 

 

I am may be a thrifty women 

Along toward showing my expression 

The stone belong with gods hand 

Made my soul and mind and so on... 

In the full of dramatic world 

I am the one who hides the tears 

By the vanished wind or vaporizers 

The ugly face with unhealthy pain 

All about myself is melancholy thoughts 

In the fate written by the time 

I am the freak against my life... 
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#ÕÒÓÅ ÏÆ "ÅÉÎÇ #ÁÐÁÂÌÅ 3ÔÕÄÅÎÔ 

Syeda Hijaab Fatima is a Pakistani poet and writer whose work 

explores identity, resilience, and the depth of human emotions. 

3ÙÅÄÁ (ÉÊÁÁÂ &ÁÔÉÍÁ 

 

They crowned me capableða title forged in gold, 

Then chained me to an image I was never meant to hold. 

Before they knew my name, 

They knew my role insteadð 

"The capable student," 

A quiet epitaph for all I was unsaid. 

  

The louder that I answered, 

The less they heard my plea; 

They praised the voice I carried, 

But never noticed me. 

  

The day I reached for paper, 

To let my verses bloom, 

They whispered, 

"Why waste your nights?" 

And left my dreams no room. 



 

32 

 

  

To them, I was no artist, 

No dreamer, no design; 

No writer chasing galaxiesð 

Just grades confined by time. 

  

I laughed; they called it confidence. 

I spoke; they called it grace. 

I borrowed silence for one day, 

They searched my weary face. 

  

Every dream stood trial 

Before a single plea: 

"Aren't you still a student? 

What will become of your degree?" 

  

As though a season 

Could become a life; 

As though one borrowed title 

Outlived the soul inside. 

  

They counted me in roll numbers, 
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In rankings and report cards, 

In expectations carefully arranged 

Like medals without hearts. 

  

A human soul, 

Compressed into a word. 

A voice that slowly vanished 

While everyone was heard. 

  

A single pause became a crime, 

A quiet hour, disgrace; 

The world forgave a thousand flawsð 

Except the brightest face. 

  

I offered them achievements; 

They answered with a chain: 

"Remember, you're a student. 

Don't let this interfere again." 

  

How strangeð 

The scholar's crown 

Fits almost like a cage. 
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It grants applause for excellence, 

Yet confiscates the stage. 

  

The curse was never failing 

An examination's claim; 

The curse was losing every self 

That never bore my name. 

  

And when these halls forget my steps, 

When graduation's done, 

They'll speak of marks I once achievedð 

  

But never 

of the one 

who earned them. 

  

So if today I choose to rest, 

Or let my silence stay, 

Do not mistake my quiet 

For having lost my way. 

  

I'm only laying down the mask 
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I've carried far too long; 

For even those who lead the choir 

Grow weary of their song. 
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-Ù ,ÁÓÔ 5ÎÓÅÎÔ -ÅÓÓÁÇÅ ÔÏ (ÅÒȢ 

I am Ayush Anand, a 23-year-old writer, photographer, content 

creator, and student. This is my first and perhaps the most 

honest piece of writing I have ever shared with the world. 

!ÙÕÓÈ !ÎÁÎÄ 

 

Hello Babe,  

This is my last message that can't be read by you!!  

I want to tell you that the moments we lived together was so 

heartwarming and good that I will never forget those all moments. I 

will always carry a part of us inside me so that I can't unlove you, 

because you was the person you stayed with me in my worst time, 

you stood for me a like a father stood for his childrens. I really 

wanna thankyou for all this, but as you know and me too that I can't 

send you this message.  

I wanna tell you that me and you was never wrong 

in our story, it was all about the time that made us feel 

like it's going wrong. So never feel guilty about the 

things.  

Afterall the love means freedom, and I really don't wanna 

put anything on you.  

I know the things are not going work now as per 

my plans but it's okay, I want us to grow 

individually, So that the promises that we made 

together about our careers can be achieved by both of 

us individually.  

Because I want us to win here with or without us.! 
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Loving you was the bestest thing that I did in my life, and I'll always 

love you like this forever!  

I will not give your place to someone else. 

Afterall the lovely memories, silences, fights, love, care and respect! 

I just one to ask you a question :- was it really that easy to leave 

someone who deeply loves you?? 

I know I'll never get the answer from your side now, So yeah this 

question will always stay in my heart somewhere that leaving me 

was the only option left for you! If not then why didn't you made us 

to work on things and make it correct like before.!!  

  

Always stay happy and take care of yourself. 

Thankyou for coming into my life 

Your lover 
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$2%!- 

0ÁÒÁÓ 

 

And you came in my dream once more, 

Like waves returning to the shore. 

It became a chain, a silent ring, 

Like crops that bloom in early spring. 

 

You talked to me for hours and hours 

Like a tree talks to wind 

 

And the life didn't feel real 

 

I believe I have totally sinned 

 

We enjoyed for eternity 

Holding our hands while sitting on tower 

We had some tea 

 

And for the first time you gave me flower 

 

Even if it was a dream but my happiness 
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with you was true 

And now in real life, 

I am lost, finding a clue 
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7ÈÅÎ %ÃÈÏÅÓ ,ÅÁÒÎÅÄ 4Ï ,ÉÅ 

3ÈÁÕÒÙÁ 

What if I disappear ..? 

Is someone really gonna care ..? 

The answer .. is no .. 

And this ... you and I must know .. 

 

At last ... they all part their ways ... 

And at last ... no one really stays ... 

But every goodbye leaves a light behind ... 

To guide the lonely, who never stop the climb. 

 

Many wore the dawn beside me ... 

Till dusk unveiled the truth. 

Some surrendered to the seasons ... 

And some ... abandoned the route .. 

 

Many answered when I called ... 

Till echoes learned to lie .. 

Some faded with the passing years ... 

Some ... chose a different sky .. 
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People will say ... your family, 

your friends ... your own ... 

They love you ... they'll always care ... 

Then one fine day ... they'll laugh again ... 

As if grief had never lingered there .. 

 

People swear they'll stay forever ... 

Soft as rain and light as feather ... 

But time has never spared a vow ... 

They're only strangers ... older now .. 

 

Years will fold these wounds to dust ... 

Names will fade from every prayer ... 

Life will bloom where sorrow rested ... 

And no one will notice I'm not there ... 

 

So at last ... the truth is ... 

No one is really gonna care ... 

If someday ... 

I disappear ... 
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3ÈÅ ÎÏ ÌÏÎÇÅÒ ÂÅÌÏÎÇÓ 

Hello, This is Bismita Binay, currently an undergraduate 

student at DU. I somehow find meaning in the tiniest weasels 

of words and my favourite hobby is to jot down random 

thoughts at metro stations. 

"ÉÓÍÉÔÁ "ÉÎÁÙ 

 

For a brief second, Her mother asked, 

"What were you wearing that day" 

She stood freaking silent, 

Wondering if it was the oversized jersey on her non-existent breasts 

Or if it was the pair of baggy jeans on her frail legs 

Maybe the kajal in her hopeless eyes 

Or the tint on her limpid lips. 

Or maybe it was the question 

itself which murdered her soul 

within, tore her piece by 

piece. 

  

Men aren't always to blame is what he implied. 

She stood bloody silent. 

Wondering if it was the man himself or fate had done her wrong 

again 

Or maybe she just didn't understand him 
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Maybe he's right 

Maybe she indeed is naive 

Or maybe it was the statement itself that stabbed her through, 

chopped her into bits, like she was never alive. 

  

Maybe it was the fact, that she never asked her mother, 

"Ma, what anaesthetic pill numbs my ribs from clenching in the 

middle of night?" 

Or the rage, yes the rage which she swallowed when she didn't slap 

the guy or scream to him how nightmares, everyday, ruin her life. 

  

No answer is found. 

She doesn't know it. 

She really doesn't. 

  

She doesn't know who's to blame 

She doesn't know who will answer 

She doesn't know who will be by side 

She doesn't know who will abandon her in the middle of those 

helpless nights. 

She doesn't know who's to trust anymore 

She doesn't know what's right or wrong 
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All she knows is that it will happen again. 

Another set of sleepless nights 

Another stash of paracetamol or saridons 

Another day of fearing fucking morons 

Another moment of feeling that she's in the wrong 

Another hour of long lectures  forcing  the narrative of  "it happens, 

you should move on" 

Or maybe another question mark on her clothes. 

Or maybe another day of defending perpetrators in and by her own 

fucking home. 

  

All she knows is there is no hope. 

All she knows that she no lon 

ger has home. 

She no longer belongs. 
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&ÒÅÅ ÁÓ Á "ÉÒÄ 

The author is a Psychologist with 10 years of experience in the 

field of psychology. She is also an author of an ebook titled " 

Therapeutic Baking for emotional wellness " Published on 

Amazon in 2025.  

$Ò 3ÁÒÁÈ !ÈÍÅÄ 

 

Felt like I was bonded , with trauma 

Bonded with the invisible connection 

Bonded with pain, bonded with hurt 

Asking myself how long can I take this? 

And survive through this? 

The daily cycle of smiles and tears 

Smile and cry, cry and smile 

How long can I go on like this? 

I need to find a way out of this trap 

The painful trap 

Tears flowing down like a stream 

Which drains my soul 

Leaving me with no energy 

Asking God to free me, from this trap 

My emotions made me fall in the trap 

I know that God can pull me out of this 

I prayed out of helplessness 

God answered my prayers, Thank you God! 

You created circumstances that made the hurtful person disappear 

from my life 

On their own 

And I found freedom and peace again 

Finally feeling free 

Free as a bird 
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*ÏÕÒÎÅÙ ÏÆ Á ÍÉÄÄÌÅ ÃÌÁÓÓ ÐÒÉÖÁÔÅ ÓÃÈÏÏÌ 

ÔÅÁÃÈÅÒ 

Badal Thapa is a passionate middle-class private school teacher 

with an M.A. and B.Ed in English. His book, Journey of a 

Middle Class Private School Teacher, is a heartfelt account of 

the challenges, dedication, and quiet triumphs behind 

classroom walls.  

"ÁÄÁÌ 4ÈÁÐÁ 

 

The Journey of Badal Thapa as a middle class private school 

Teacher: A Story of Steady Steps, Silent Struggles, and Bright 

Dreams 

Introduction 

There are some lives that shine not because they were easy, but 

because they were built step by step, with patience, sacrifice, and 

courage. Badal Thapa, a young man from Kalimpong, is one such 

story. His journey is not just about education or employment; it is 

about a boy who remained grounded while dreaming high, who 

carried the weight of responsibility with quiet strength, and who 

turned hard work into a profession. From the early days of school in 

the hills to becoming a private school teacher, Badalôs life reflects 

determination, discipline, and the deep value of education. 

Born to Bikash Thapa and Bharati Thapa, and growing up with his 

younger sister Barsha Thapa, Badal learned early that success does 

not come by chance. It comes through effort, patience, and the 

ability to keep moving forward even when the path is long. His story 

is beautiful because it is real. It is the story of an ordinary middle-

class family with extraordinary dreams. 

Childhood in Kalimpong: Roots of Discipline and Hope 
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Badal Thapaôs life began in the peaceful and scenic surroundings of 

Kalimpong, where misty mornings and mountain roads often 

become part of a childôs earliest memories. He grew up in a middle-

class family that valued honesty, education, and responsibility. His 

father, Bikash Thapa, and mother, Bharati Thapa, gave him not only 

love and support but also the strength to understand the value of 

struggle. In many homes like his, every achievement is earned 

through sacrifice, and every success is celebrated with quiet pride. 

As an elder brother to Barsha Thapa, Badal also learned the gentle 

responsibility of being a role model. He was not born into luxury, 

but he was surrounded by encouragement and care. His parents 

taught him that respect must be earned through behavior, and 

dreams become real only when one is willing to work for them. 

These lessons shaped his character long before he became a teacher. 

Even as a child, Badal was observant and sincere. He 

understood that schooling was not just about 

books and exams. It was about building habits, 

learning discipline, and preparing for life. The 

foundation of his journey was laid in these 

early years, when he silently absorbed the 

values that would later guide him through 

difficult hostel life, higher studies, and 

professional responsibilities. 

School Days: Learning, Leaving Home, and 

Growing Up Early 

Badal began his schooling at JNMPS, Echhey, 

where he studied up to Class 5. Those first years of 

education were important because they introduced him 

to the world beyond his home. Every classroom lesson, every 

homework assignment, and every school event added something to 

his personality. In those years, he learned the first meaning of effort: 

reading carefully, listening attentively, and trying again when things 

were not easy. 
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After Class 5, he moved to St. Georgeôs Higher Secondary School, 

Pedong, where he studied up to Class 10. This stage of life became 

especially significant because he had to stay in the hostel. For many 

students, hostel life is the first step toward independence, and for 

Badal, it was a time of both challenge and growth. Living away 

from his family taught him to manage his own routine, take care of 

his belongings, and adjust to a shared life with other students. 

Hostel life was not always simple. It meant early mornings, strict 

schedules, shared rooms, common meals, and the constant need to 

adapt. There were days when homesickness quietly sat in the heart, 

especially during festivals, rainy evenings, or times when he missed 

the comfort of his motherôs care. Yet those same days also taught 

him something valuable: how to become mentally strong. 

The hostel was not merely a place to sleep. It was a training ground 

for life. The lessons he learned there stayed with him long after he 

left Pedong. In many ways, the hostel shaped his future character as 

much as his classrooms did. It taught him how to stand on his own 

feet and how to keep moving even when he felt tired or far from 

home. 

Higher Secondary to Graduation: The Long Climb Toward a Dream 

After completing Class 10, Badal continued his academic journey at 

SUMI, Kalimpong, where he completed his Class 12 education. This 

period marked a turning point in his life. By then, he was older, 

more focused, and more determined to build a meaningful future. 

His goals were no longer vague dreams. They were beginning to 

take shape. 

Completing Class 12 is often a difficult stage for any student, 

because it comes with pressure, competition, and decisions about the 

future. For Badal, it was also a time to think deeply about what kind 

of person he wanted to become. He did not want an easy path; he 

wanted a purpose. He wanted a profession that would allow him to 

share knowledge, guide others, and make a difference. 
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That desire led him to pursue Graduation in English Honours from 

NBU through Kalimpong College. This was a major academic 

achievement, and it reflected both his interest in the English 

language and his seriousness toward higher education. Studying 

English Honours required dedication, reading habits, critical 

thinking, and the ability to understand ideas deeply. It was not only 

about passing exams but about developing a refined mind and a 

stronger voice. 

During his college years, Badal continued to grow in maturity. He 

was no longer the young hostel boy only learning to survive away 

from home. He was now a thoughtful student learning to understand 

literature, communication, language, and human experience. English 

Honours expanded his mind and helped him see the power of words, 

learning, and expression. 

Later, he completed his Post-Graduation from IGNOU. This step 

showed that his learning spirit did not stop at graduation. He 

understood that education is a lifelong journey, and every stage adds 

a new layer to a personôs growth. Along with this, he also completed 

B.Ed. from BSAEU, Calcutta, which became an important 

professional qualification for his teaching career. The B.Ed. course 

gave him a proper understanding of classrooms, teaching methods, 

child development, lesson planning, and the responsibilities of an 

educator. 

This long educational journey was not easy. It required time, money, 

effort, and self-belief. But Badal kept going. He trusted the process 

and believed that education could open the door to a better future. 

Becoming a Teacher: Where Hard Work Turned into Purpose 

Badal Thapa eventually became a private school teacher, and this 

achievement was the result of years of perseverance. For many 

people, a teaching job may look simple from the outside. But behind 

every classroom lesson is a long story of preparation, rejection, 
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hope, and hard work. Badalôs journey into teaching was not 

accidental. It was earned. 

As a teacher, he stepped into a role that required more than 

knowledge. It required empathy, patience, communication, and the 

ability to inspire young minds. He carried into his profession the 

lessons of his own life: the discipline of hostel days, the confidence 

built through education, and the humility that comes from growing 

up in a middle-class family. 

His students see a teacher, but behind that teacher is a young man 

who once lived in a hostel far from home, studied through 

challenge, and kept believing in his future. He knows what it means 

to struggle. He knows what it means to miss family. He knows what 

it means to work quietly while the world watches only the result. 

That is why his teaching carries sincerity. He teaches not just from 

books, but from life. 

Badalôs professional journey is inspiring because it shows that 

success does not always arrive suddenly. Sometimes it comes after 

years of invisible effort. Sometimes it is built in small stepsðone 

school, one exam, one hostel, one degree, one opportunity at a time. 

The Heart of His Journey: Family, Values, and Quiet Strength 

Behind every hardworking person stands a family that teaches them 

how to endure. Badal Thapaôs family has been a central part of his 

life story. His father Bikash Thapa and mother Bharati Thapa gave 

him the moral strength to keep going. They supported his education 

and believed in his future, even when the road was long. Their 

encouragement was not merely emotional; it was the invisible power 

that helped him continue. 

His sister, Barsha Thapa, being junior to him, represents the younger 

generation that looks toward him with admiration. As an elder 

brother, Badal not only studied for himself but also became an 

example for his sister and for others in his community. In that sense, 
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his success belongs not only to him but to the family that stood 

behind him through every stage of the journey. 

What makes his story special is the combination of: 

Middle-class struggle 

Strong family support 

Hostel discipline 

Academic persistence 

Professional dedication 

These are not dramatic or glamorous ingredients. But together, they 

create a life that is meaningful and admirable. 

Conclusion 

The story of Badal Thapa is a beautiful reminder that greatness is 

often hidden inside ordinary beginnings. From JNMPS, Echhey to 

St. Georgeôs Higher Secondary School, Pedong, from hostel life to 

SUMI, Kalimpong, from English Honours at NBU through 

Kalimpong College to PG from IGNOU and B.Ed. from BSAEU, 

Calcutta, his journey reflects steady growth and unwavering 

commitment. Every stage of his life added strength to his character 

and purpose to his dreams. 

Today, as a private school teacher, Badal stands as an example of 

hard work, humility, and determination. His life tells students that 

success is not only for the strongest or richest; it is for those who 

keep moving forward with courage. He is the son of Bikash Thapa 

and Bharati Thapa, the brother of Barsha Thapa, and a living story 

of how education, discipline, and perseverance can shape a 

meaningful life. 

In the end, Badal Thapaôs journey is not just a personal 

achievement. It is a quiet victory of hope over difficulty, effort over 

comfort, and purpose over fear. It is a story that teaches us that even 
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a simple life, when lived with honesty and hard work, can become 

truly inspiring. 
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+ÁÓÈ ÈÕÍ ÍÉÌÅ ÈÉ ÎÁ ÈÏÔÅÙȢȢ 

$Ò 'ÁÒÉÍÁ ÐÉÐÌÏÄÅ 

 

Kash hum mile hi nah hotey.. 

Kash vo badal barsey hi nah hotey  

Kashhhh hum tum or tum hum hue na hotey 

K kashhhhhhh hum mile hi na hotey  

Khasshhh tumse 2 pal ki khushi udhar na mangi hoti.. 

To shyd zindagi bhar k liye es gam ka bojh utha na rhe hotey 

K kassshhh humm mile hi nah hotey 

 K Hum tum or tum hum hue nah hotey .... 

 

Kash k mene tumhe manga hi nah hota  

K kash k mene tumhe manga hi nah hota 

To shyd es adhuri khwaish k sath jee nah rhe 

hotey... 

K kash es adhuri khwaish k afsoos me jee nah 

rhe hotey  

K kash hum mile hi nah hotey 

K hum tum or tum hum hue hi nah hotey 

  

  

Jis modh pr tum khade the, kassh me us modh pr ruki hi nah hoti.... 
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K kasshhh tumse nazre mili hi nah hoti..k kasshhh tumse guftgu ki 

hi nhi hoti.... 

Kashhhh...un jaszbaatoon ko mene khud me simat liya hota  

K kasshhh apne labo pr izhaar ko zahir nah kiya hota... 

K kashhhh tumhe paane ki khwaish nah ki hoti ..... 

K kashh hum mile hi nah hotey.. 

Hum tum or tum hum hue hi nah hotey... 

  

  

K kassh mene khud ki suni hoti... 

Dil se km dimang ki suni hoti... 

Tumse door rehna hi shi tha..es baat ko smjh liya hota.. 

Tum subh to me shaam hu, eska hisab laga liya hota... 

K kassh nasamjhi na ki hoti.. 

K kassh hum mile hi na hotey...k hum tum or tum hum hue hi nah 

hotey .. 

  

K kassh humne ghanto Beth kr guftgu nah ki hoti 

Ankho me ankhein dal dil ki ankahi battein nah ki hoti... 

Tum , mai, hum kya hai, ye jaanne ki koshish hi nah ki hoti.... 

Bekhyali me bhi ek dusre ka khayal na kiya hota... 

K kasshhhh...un khyalo ko haqiqat nah manna hota... 

Hnnnn k kasshhhhhhh hum mile hi na hotey 
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Hum tum or tum hum hue hi nah hotey.... 

  

  

Jo tum tuffan lekr aae the, 

Kashh use mene hawa ka jhoka nah smjha hota... 

k kassh mene apne dil ka darwaja khola hi na hota... 

Tufaan ko hawa ka jhoka smjh kr nasamjhi nah ki hoti... 

Ye ishq naam ki glti na ki hoti... 

K kassh tumse mili hi nah hoti  

K kassh hum mile hi nah hotey... 

Hum tum or tum hum hue hi na 

h hotey.... 

Kaash hum mile hi nah hotey... 
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.ÅÉÔÈÅÒ 9ÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÍÉÎÅ ȟ ÎÏÔ ) ÁÍ ÙÏÕÒÓ 

9ÁÓÈÁÓ×ÅÅ $ÕÔÔÁ #ÈÏ×ÄÈÕÒÙ 

 

Neither you are mine , not I'm yours  

Your never tried to know , I never expressed  

So..... 

Here is the story where it ends  

The place where two souls depart from both ends  

Though maybe all these words to you don't make any sense  

As for you , we can never be anything more than friends  

The damage is severe and will never heal 

It will take a long a time to fill the crevices with new will 

I'm severely as my love descends as loving you has been one-sided 

With no hopes of new essence .... 
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*ÏÙȟ ÁÎÄ 7ÈÙ )Ô .ÅÖÅÒ 3ÔÁÙÓ 3ÔÉÌÌ  

writes about the quiet, everyday moments where human 

emotion reveals itself ð in a shared cup of tea, a held silence, 

an old fear resurfacing on a Tuesday afternoon. Drawing on 

close observation of how people speak about (and around) their 

feelings,  

3ÒÉÖÉÄÈÙÁ * 

 

Joy has a reputation for being simple, but anyone who has truly felt 

it knows better. It arrives in small, almost embarrassing doses: the 

smell of rain on dry ground, a stranger's unexpected kindness, the 

sound of your own name spoken warmly. It rarely announces itself 

with fireworks. More often it slips in through the side door while we 

are busy looking for it at the front.  

One of the quiet cruelties of modern life is the belief that joy should 

be permanent, that happiness 

which fades was somehow 

false. But joy was never built 

to stay. Its brevity is not a 

flaw; it is the very thing that 

makes us look up when it 

arrives. A feeling that never left 

would stop being felt at all. 
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4ÈÅ 7ÅÉÇÈÔ 7Å #ÁÌÌ 3ÁÄÎÅÓÓ  

writes about the quiet, everyday moments where human 

emotion reveals itself ð in a shared cup of tea, a held silence, 

an old fear resurfacing on a Tuesday afternoon. Drawing on 

close observation of how people speak about (and around) their 

feelings,  

3ÒÉÖÉÄÈÙÁ * 

 

Sadness is often treated as something to be fixed, hurried through, or 

hidden. Yet it is one of the most honest signals the human mind 

produces. It tells us, plainly, that something we valued has been lost, 

diminished, or put out of reach. To feel sadness is to admit that 

something mattered.  

There is a difference between sadness that passes through a person 

like weather and sadness that settles in and refuses to move. The 

first is part of being alive. The second deserves attention, 

conversation, and often the steady hand of someone trained to help 

carry it. Neither version makes a person weak; both are part of the 

same honest language the heart uses to speak. 
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4ÈÅ 'ÉÒÌ ×ÈÏ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÈÉÍ 

I am Awriteminded ð not a writer, but a witness. Words arrive 

as whispers from the unseen, and I simply give them shape. My 

ink is silence, my paper is the soul.  

!ÎÃÈÁÌ 2ÁÊ 

 

The caller never spoke first. 

ñHello?ò heôd ask. 

A soft voice would reply, ñDid you forget me again?ò 

The first time, he thought it was a prank. 

The second time, he blocked the number. 

The third time, the call came from a different number. 

It continued for three years. 

He grew used to it. 

One night, unable to sleep, he finally asked, ñWho are you?ò 

The line stayed silent for a long time. 

Then she whispered, ñYou promised youôd find me in every 

lifetime.ò 

The call disconnected. 

The sentence haunted him. 

He started dreaming about a girl he had never metða girl with 

silver earrings, ink-stained fingers, and a habit of drawing tiny stars 

on caf® napkins. 

Weeks later, he walked into a bookstore. 
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She was there. 

Silver earrings. 

Ink-stained fingers. 

A tiny star doodled on the receipt she handed him. 

His heart pounded. 

ñYou know me,ò he blurted out. 

She frowned politely. 

ñIôm sorryé have we met?ò 

For months he tried to know her. Coffee. Long walks. Shared 

playlists. She laughed at his jokes before he finished them, as if 

sheôd heard them before. 

Eventually, they fell in love. 

On the night he proposed, his phone rang. 

2:17 a.m. 

Unknown number. 

He answered. 

It was her voice. 

Only older. 

Only tired. 

ñYou finally found me.ò 

He turned toward his fianc®e. 

She was gone. 

The restaurant chair sat empty. 
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No one around them seemed to notice. 

Panicking, he searched everywhere. 

No records. 

No messages. 

No photos. 

In every picture on his phone, he stood alone. 

He ran back to the bookstore. 

The manager looked confused. 

ñWeôve never had anyone by that name.ò 

The phone rang again. 

ñI keep forgetting you,ò she whispered. ñAnd you keep finding me.ò 

ñWhere are you?ò 

ñIn tomorrow.ò 

The line went dead. 

The next morning, Noah woke up in a hospital bed. 

A nurse smiled sadly. 

ñYouôve been unconscious since the accident.ò 

ñWhat accident?ò 

ñThe one three years ago.ò 

He reached for his phone. 

The call log was empty. 

But every night, at exactly 2:17, he still answers when it rings. 
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Just in case tomorrow finally arrives. 
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+ÙÁ ÌÉËÈÕ ÍÁÉ +ÅÓÈÁÖ  

Hello , I'm Kyare and I'm a beginner writer. I love putting my 

emotions on paper. In this poem I'm writing conversation 

between me and Keshav (mere laddu gopal). 

+ÙÁÒÁ +ÕÍÁÒÉ 

 

Keshav mujhse kehte h... 

"Kabhi mere baare me bhi to kuchh likho sakhi..., 

 Dusro ki to kahani likh di kabhi mere naam ki ek pankti to kaho 

sakhi..., 

Apne sabd kosh ke khajane me se mera naam bhi dhundo sakhi..., 

Kabhi mere baare me bhi to kuchh likho sakhi..." 

  

 Or mai Keshav se kehti hu... 

"Mai kaise unki prasansha karu jisne ye jaag banaya... 

Mere sabd kosh ke khajane bhi kam par jaate h aapki bari me... 

Hajaro mahan kaviyo ne aapka gungaan ki apni madhur vani se.... 

Par mai kaise kari aapki prasansha apni tuti-phuti vani se...." 

  

Phir Keshav kehte h... 

"Koshish to karo sakhi... 

Tumhare mai har sabd sununga ... 

Tumhare mai har likhe vaky ko padhunga.... 



 

65 

 

Tum koshish to karo sakhi.... 

Kabhi mere baare me bhi to kuchh likho sakhi..." 

  

Thik h Keshav jo tum kaho... 

Mai maan gai Keshav aapke baato ko... 

Mai likhungi aape baare me kuchh bakyo 

ko... 

Magar kuchh bhul ho to nazar andaz 

karna apni sakhi ko maaf karna... 

  

Kya likhu mai Keshav...  

Ek hi Kavita me mai kya-kya likhu keshav... 

Tere kitne saare naam h kitne saare kaam h... 

Kis naam se mai tujhe pukaru tere hazaaron naam... 

Keshav, Madhav, Mohan, Girdhari, Krishna,Chhaliya ya Murlidhar, 

Murari... 

Kon-kon si lila mai yaad rakhu hazaaron lilaye h teri... 

Kabhi makhan chhor banke makhan churate ho... 

Kabhi liladhar banke lilaye rachate ho... 

Kabhi Mohan banke sabke mann ko moh lete ho... 

Kabhi raas bihar banke gopiyo sang raas rachate ho... 

Ek hi Kavita me mai kya-kya likhu keshav... 

Tere kitne saare naam h kitne saare kaam hai.... 
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,ÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÇÏ ÉÓ ÌÏÖÅ ÔÏÏȦ 

3ÁÕÒÁÖ .ÁÔÈ 

 

Pyaar karna important nahi hai jab tak aapko pyaar ka asli matlab hi 

na pata ho. Pyaar ka matlab sirf kisi ko paa lena nahi hota, kabhi 

kabhi chalte rehna bhi pyaar hota hai. 

Pyaar matlab mohabbat Yeh sirf relationship nahi hota Aaj kal ke log 

sirf pyaar ko relationship samajhte hain aur agar koi dil se pyaar 

karta hai toh usse immature bol dete hain Lekin pyaar kabhi sirf 

relationship nahi tha. Kuch log pyaar toh karte hain, lekin kabhi apni 

mohabbat ko paa nahi paate. Mohabbat ka matlab sirf relationship 

ya marriage nahi hota. Pyaar ka matlab respect hota hai, effort hota 

hai. 

Hum aaj is chapter mein yeh seekhenge ki pyaar kya hota hai aur 

agar aapko kabhi pyaar hua ho, toh usse heal kaise karein and letting 

go kya hota hai  

Pyaar kya hota hai? 

Kabhi aapne yeh mehsoos kiya hai ki koi 

insaan aapko itna pasand hota hai, itna accha 

lagta hai, lekin aapko pata hota hai ki woh aapki 

kismat mein nahi hai. Phir bhi usse chahte rehna 

hi pyaar hai. 

  

Move on kaise karte hain? 

Sabse pehle aapko yeh samajhna hoga ki 

move on naam ki koi cheez nahi hoti. Aap 

kisi ko poori tarah bhool nahi sakte. Yeh possible hi nahi hai. 



 

68 

 

Kisi ko bhoolna itna aasaan nahi hota. Agar pyaar sachcha ho, toh 

pyaar khatam nahi hota. Haan, healing zaroor ho sakti hai. Aur woh 

healing tab shuru hoti hai jab aap let go karna seekhte hain. Letting 

go is the real meaning of love. 

Aur haan, relationship toh bas is generation ne pyaar ki definition 

bana di hai. Aaj kal kai log pehle relationship mein aate hain, phir 

pyaar dhoondhte hain. Lekin yeh pyaar nahi hota. Kai log sirf fun ya 

flex ke liye relationship mein aate hain. 

Aur kuch log itne loyal hote hain, phir bhi unhe kabhi pyaar nahi 

milta. 

*Letting go kaise karein?* 

Jis insaan se aapne pyaar kiya tha, usse pyaar karna galat nahi tha. 

Aur haan, pyaar kabhi one-sided ya two-sided nahi hota. Pyaar bas 

pyaar hota hai. Agar koi aapse pyaar karta hai, toh uski feelings ki 

izzat kijiye. Kyunki woh aapse pyaar karta hai, aur aapka rude 

behaviourusse dard deta hai. Pyaar ka matlab sirf relationship kabhi 

nahi hota. 

"Chhod dena bhi toh mohabbat hai." 

Hum aksar sochte hain ki kisi ko pakad kar rakhna, uske liye rona 

aur uske peeche bhaagna hi sacchi mohabbat hai. Lekin kabhi-kabhi 

kisi ko azaad kar dena hi uske liye aur apne liye sabse bada prem 

hota hai. 

Letting go ka matlab yeh nahi ki aap pyaar nahi karte. Kabhi-kabhi 

kisi ko jaane dena bhi pyaar hota hai. 

Yaad rakhna, jab aap react karte hain, toh aap apni saari energy zaya 

kar dete hain. Magar jab aap khamosh rehte hain, toh aap us energy 

ko apne andar sambhal kar rakhte hain, taaki woh ek din toofaan 

bankar bahar nikle. 

*Broken things never fixed like before* 
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 Chalo ek question ka answer do? Agar koi ek cheez tut jay toh kya 

fir se jesa tha wesa hojayga maybe nhi, kyuki jab koi cheez 

relationship, friendship ya trust me toh firse nhi same jesa nhi lagta, 

ek pain hota hai ek dard hota hai agar aap kise pyar karte hai aur 

agar us insaan ne apko hurt kya toh, aapko phirse wesa mehsoos nhi 

hoga, har relation ki ek expire date hoti hai har Ek cheez ki ek 

expire date hoti haié you can't force people you choose you, agar 

koi cheez tut jati hai na toh usko chhod do let go kardo kyuki wesa 

phirse khabi bhi mehsoos nhi hoga tumko!! 
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1ÕÉÌÌÓ 

Soumee Biswas is an Indian poet whose work explores love, 

resistance, memory, and the quiet fractures of everyday life. 

Drawn to intimate imagery and emotional honesty, she writes 

poems that seek meaning in silence as much as in speech. She 

believes poetry is where silence finds its voice. 

3ÏÕÍÅÅ "ÉÓ×ÁÓ 

 

Strange, 

that the same word 

belongs to both of us. 

A quill. 

The porcupine grows one 

because the world has teeth. 

I reached for mine 

for much the same reason. 

In the dead of winter, 

they huddle for heat, 

shifting their weight 

in the freezing dark. 

They crave the warmth 

but fear the puncture, 

carefully angling 

their defensive spines, 

measuring the exact millimetre 

between freezing alone 

and bleeding together. 
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I know that calculation. 

I carry my scaffolding 

not on my back, 

but here, 

between two fingers, 

this hollow tube of ink, 

this single quill, 

sharpened to a point. 

Theirs keeps predators away. 

Mine keeps despair 

from swallowing me whole. 

The only way to touch the world 

without being crushed by it. 

Every line pressed 

into the blank page 

is a spine, 

a boundary drawn in black fluid, 

a beautiful, bitter act 

of survival. 

Perhaps that is why 

people mistake poems 

for confessions. 

Sometimes 

they are only quills, 

grown in another form. 

Because we are all 

shivering things 

aching for warmth, 
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trying to discover 

the impossible geometry 

of staying close 

without drawing blood. 

So I write 

to survive the winter. 

To keep the frost 

from reaching my heart. 

And, if I am lucky, 

my quill will not only protect me, 

it will lead me to 

those who understand why 

I had to grow it. 

And when winter comes, 

we will make room for one another's spines, 

sharing just enough warmth 

for our quills 

to bleed ink together. 
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(ÏÐÅ 

0ÅÁÒÌ ÄÏÎÎÁ 3ÅÑÕÅÉÒÁ 

 

Hope should be therefor every human race .without hope our dreams 

cannot be accomplished  

Hope is an optimistic  state of mind many people  have 

different  hopes in life like aspirations  wishesor expectations  for 

the future it can be a new job 

But many people loose hope copying  others way of life if they do 

not get what they want they go in for depression  drug  addiction   

Let us give hope to the down 

trodden  people  those who are 

depressed  and let the light of hope 

enrich people by sparking 

positive  words doing charity and 

spending time with old people 
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)ÎÔÒÏÄÕÃÉÎÇ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ 

.ÉÔÉËÁ 

 

NITIKA is my name, 

The only thing I need is fame. 

Dancing is my life, 

But singing is no less than my wife. 

Maths is my favourite subject, 

For me people are no less than object. 

I know I am so rude, 

It's better to be aware of me dude. 

My attitude is out of control, 

With a personality no one can troll. 

I can burn the world for person I care, 

Touching them in front of me no one can dare. 

No one can forget my name, 

For me life is just a game . 

NITIKA..... 
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"ÌÏÏÍ ×ÉÔÈ ÐÕÒÐÏÓÅȢȢȢ 

I am Gandham Sri Aishwarya, merely the pen in Krishna's 

hands. I write with the ink of love He pours into my soul, and 

every poem, born of His inspiration and love, finds its way back 

to Him as an offering.  

'ÁÎÄÈÁÍ 3ÒÉ !ÉÓÈ×ÁÒÙÁ 

 

Maybe this is life, 

written in the name of fate... 

  

The cyclone of fate blows away the seed of life 

and plants it somewhere else. 

Sometimes where we wish, 

and sometimes where fate decides. 

The important thing to remember is this... 

if you choose to, 

you can grow into a mighty tree 

wherever you are planted. 

Even if life plants you far away from the place you once dreamed of, 

embrace it, and grow where life has planted you, for a purpose. 

Maybe you wished to become a tree 

deep within a forest. 

But life wanted you to stand alone, 
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where your shade becomes heaven for many... 

Maybe what is destined is even more beautiful 

than what we wished for... 

Maybe life wants you to become a light 

in darkness, 

while you were searching for a place 

where the sky was already filled with light 

Live your life with all the love. 

You deserve happiness. 

And once you change your perspective, 

you may discover that what is already 

in your hands is far more beautiful 

than what never came into them. 

Bloom with purpose wherever you are planted, 

In your own beautiful way ... 
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7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÙÏÕÒ ǢÒÓÔ ÌÏÖÅȩ   

'ÏÂÉËÁ 

  

There was a colorful garden full of flowers. Every flower was happy 

and successful.   

But one flower bloomed late because it did not trust itself.   

People bought other flowers, but they left this one alone.   

Then the flower told itself, "You are not a waste. First, love yourself. 

Not everyone is permanent."   

The moment it started loving itself, it 

became the most beautiful flower in the 

garden.   

It was different because of its confidence 

and self-love.   

Even if no one bought it, it still made the 

garden beautiful.   

And when someone finally bought it, the 

garden felt empty.   

  

 First, love yourself. Your time will come.* 

 

 



 

78 

 

.ÏÏÒȤÅȤ4ÁÓÁÖÖÕÒ ȤȤȤȤ +ÕÃÈ ÄÉÌËÁÓÈ ÎÁÚÍÏ 

ËÉ ÎÁÚÁ 

Hi. This is Mayuresh Majumdar. I am just an ordinary person 

who always dreams of being extraordinary. I am a poet and I 

built my passion towards this art when I pursued my 

graduation. 

-ÁÙÕÒÅÓÈ -ÁÊÕÍÄÁÒ 

 

Tu kaun si anjan shehr mein basti hain 

Jo tujhse milne ke liye meri aankhein har roz tarasti hain  

Teri khuli huyi yeh zulfein ya hai woh bikhri huyi badal 

Jo bin bulaye baarish ki tarah meri khwabon  mein barasti hain 

  

Tere hone ka ehsans mere dil ke har manzar pe hain 

Tu mere tasavvur mein hone par bhi har lamha meri nazar mein hain 

Tu meri maya hain 

Ya meri hasraton ka saaya hain 

Yeh na jante huye bhi, jaha bhi main 

chal padha tu meri har safar pe hain 

  

Tu meri numaish bhi hai, tu raza bhi  

Tu meri zehmat bhi hai, aur tu saza bhi 

Khuda ke taur pe karoon main teri ibadat 
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Ya insaan ke taur pe karoon teri hifazat 

Tu mere khwabon mein mehfooz reh kar meri haqeeqat mein 

guzarne lagti hain 

Tu meri dastaan ki naseehat ban kar meri akeedat ko sawarne lagti 

hain 

  

Mere dil ne mere rooh ko har pal yeh dastak di ke tu ban jaye meri 

arzoo 

Main hoon woh bhatakta huya musafir ke teri agosh mein mil jaye 

meri har justuju 

Tu hai woh noor-e-khuda mere dastaan-e-ishq ki jo meri har manzil 

par teri inayat bani rahe 

Mere muqaddar tujh par is kadar meherbaan rahe ke meri har lafzon 

pe ho teri har guftagu   

  

Tu meri kahani ka woh anokha kirdar hain, jo har aashiq ki khayalat 

mein ho 

Teri alfaz meri har nazm mein shamil rahe  aur teri zikr meri har 

shikayat mein ho  

Mukhtasar na ho kabhi humhari mulaqat 

Jab bhi bayan karein haal-e-dil ki har jazbat 

Ke rab se ki huyi har musalsal iltija mein teri nazakat ki qisse puri 

kayanat mein ho  
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-Ù ÆÁÖÏÕÒÉÔÅ ÓÅÁÓÏÎ ÏÆ ÌÏÖÅ 

0ÒÁÃÈÉ "ÁÇÕÌ 

 

My Favourite Season of Love  

My love, you are my favourite season of love. 

  

Even when storms come between us, 

the essence of your presence gives me the strength 

to face every battle bravely. 

  

Your calm and charming eyes 

still shine through the moonlight, 

reminding me that my heart belongs only to you. 

  

When you are away, 

everything feels blurry and black, 

because my world feels incomplete without your warmth. 

  

Your smile is my greatest blessing, 

the beautiful light that carries me through every storm. 

  

You are like the refreshing rain 
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that cherishes my world and brings back its colors. 

  

You are my sunlight, 

the gentle glow that evolves around my life 

and makes every moment brighter. 

  

The world says we need a reason to fall in love, 

but my heart never needed a reason to choose 

you. 

  

I love you forever and ever, 

through every season, every silence, and every 

storm. 

  

Because you are not just my loveé 

you are my peace, my home, 

and my favourite season of love.  
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) ÁÍ Á ÐÏÅÍ 

2Ȣ ,ÉÇÉÔÈÁ  

She is not glamorous, 

Yet she carries a divine aura. 

Not the kind that demands attention, 

But the kind that quietly captivates souls. 

  

She is a pearl, 

Hidden within a hard oyster shell. 

A heart wrapped in strength, 

A softness protected by resilience. 

  

She builds castles for her loved ones, 

Yet never imagines a hut for herself. 

She gives without counting, 

And loves without measuring. 

  

She is a straight shooter, 

Never a backstabber. 

Her words may be sharp, 

But her intentions are always true. 
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Born with both angelic and monstrous qualities, 

She reveals only the version you deserve. 

Treat her with kindness, 

And youôll meet her angel. 

Betray her,  

And youôll awaken her storm. 

  

Give her a grain of rice, 

And she will prepare a feast for you every day. 

Gratitude is her language, 

And loyalty is her soul. 

  

You can break her into pieces, 

But she will gather every fragment and rebuild herself  

Into an even stronger version than before. 

  

She never uses gold-coated words to glitter. 

Like a diamond, 

She reflects true brilliance and remains crystal clear. 

  

Mentally ambitious, 

Yet physically a couch potato. 
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A dreamer with grand visions, 

Comfortably at war with her own laziness. 

  

She embraces her imperfections, 

Because she knows the beauty they hold. 

Perfection is ordinary; 

Authenticity is rare. 

  

She is strong enough to break her own heart when necessary, 

Yet too soft-hearted 

To bear even a single tear 

From the people she loves. 

  

She is a volcano toward disloyalty, 

Silent until provoked, 

But impossible to ignore once awakened. 

  

Gratitude in her bloodline. 

Attitude in her mind. 

Humanity in her DNA. 

  

She possesses an elephantôs memoryð 



 

85 

 

Nothing escapes the chambers of her mind. 

She forgives like a saint, 

But forgets like no one. 

  

I am not merely a person. 

I am a poem, 

Written by life, 

Edited by pain, 

And recited by resilience. 
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%ÒÁÓÅÄ ÂÙ !ÐÐÌÁÕÓÅ 

I am Salika. I write to heal myself and to connect with others 

who feel unseen. My poems talk about loneliness, self-growth, 

and finding purpose in pain. "Bloom with Purpose" means a lot 

to me because I believe our struggles are not the end - they are 

the beginning of who we are meant to become. 

3ÁÌÉËÁ &ÁÙÁÚ 

They never saw the pain in my eyes- 

The tears I hid to make them smile. 

They never saw the fire in me- 

The hunger to be better, mile by mile. 

  

Every morning I woke up with a purpose, 

To prove that I was worth the fight. 

I gave them all my time, my nights, 

Hoping one day they'd see the light. 

  

I did everything they asked of me,  

And in return, they asked for more. 

I tried my best, but nothing was enough, 

And I was left standing at a locked door. 

  

Damn, what a selfish world this really is. 
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The people who clap the loudest,  

Are the first to forget your name. 

They cheer when you rise, 

But vanish when you fall. 

  

In the end, I lost myself trying to please them. 

I couldn't face my reflection, for 

I had grown to hate the person staring back. 

  

But then I realized something that day- 

That my purpose was never to be their applause. 

My purpose was to bloom, even in the dark, 

To write, to heal, to find my own cause. 

  

Erased by applause,  

But reborn by my own voice. 
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'ÈÏÓÔÅÄ "Ù %ØÉÓÔÅÎÃÅ 

 I am Salika. I write to heal myself and to connect with others 

who feel unseen. My poems talk about loneliness, self-growth, 

and finding purpose in pain. "Bloom with Purpose" means a lot 

to me because I believe our struggles are not the end - they are 

the beginning of who we are meant to become. 

3ÁÌÉËÁ &ÁÙÁÚ 

 

The pain when your closest one ignores you, 

Breaks you like glass, shattered clean through. 

A storm that strikes without a warning, 

And leaves you bleeding, silent, mourning. 

  

It draws you alone like ashes in the dust, 

Wets your face like rain on parched ground. 

It leaves you aching, wanting, needing 

All we want in moments like these 

Is someone to hold, to ease our powerless- 

A shoulder to cry on, gentle and sound. 

  

I waited for messages that never came, 

For voices that once called my name. 

I questioned every word I said, 
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Was I too much, or not enough instead? 

  

Days turned to weeks, silence grew loud. 

And I learned the hardest truth somehow- 

That sometimes the people we love the most 

Are the ones who make us feel like a ghost. 

  

But even in the dark, a light can grow, 

Soft as spring's nature, steady and slow. 

Filling life with flowers and dazzling sun. 

  

I found my purpose in the quiet, 

In picking up the pieces of me. 

Ghosted by existence, 

But found by my own destiny. 
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2ÏÍÁÎÃÅ 

!ÂÕ 

Koi hamsafar, Na koi hamnava, 

Ye Khwaish-e-yaar koi sun toh le. 

Na mai likh saku, na tu wah kahe, 

Ye dil-e-bezaar koi sun toh le. 

Teri yaad mujhe na-gawaar hai, 

Meri fariyad ab koi sun toh le. 

Bas isi soch se mai chup rha, 

Dil-e-bekaraar koi sun toh le. 

Meri ajab ajab si chahaten, 

Teri gazab gazab si rehmatein, 

Tere ghar aabad toh bahut hue, 

Mujhe ek baar koi sun toh le. 

Apne sabr ki mai fikr karke, 

Tere kareeb se yun hi guzar gya, 

Ab us baat ki mai talaash me hu, 

Jise ek baar koi sun toh le. 

Utha kar har ranj ko, 

Tere hanth me maine rakh diya, 

Tu awwal rahe har ranj me bhi, 

Par is dil ki haar koi sun toh le. 
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Jise chum kar maine rakh liya, 

Pucha kisi ne toh bta diya, 

Jab suna unhone toh wo muskurae, 

Ki ye ranj ham hazaar koi sun toh le. 
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-ÏÔÈÅÒ %ÁÒÔÈ ̗  

2ÉÙÁ 2ÏÙ 

With mountain, sea , dessert, green 

My mother earth you should always be clean. 

Rice, pasta, noodles, bun are staple food, 

this is my mother earth , so grand and good. 

  

I love my mother earth for colourful sight, 

I love my mother earth as it is forever bright. 

  

All your children are different in ways, 

Unity in diversity thats what it conveys. 

  

You should be protected my mother earth, 

because you are the reason for our birth. 

  

Mother earth we feel safe in your lap, 

mother earth we feel proud to be in your map. 

  

Mother earth we are your children, 

Mother earth we should all live without hindren. 
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34!2).' !4 4(% 3#2%%. 

Payal Chowdhury a Bengali girl from Belpahar, Odisha. Born 

to an elite family of education and culture who had a hobby of 

writing from the age of 10 and gradually it turned to passion. 

0ÁÙÁÌ #ÈÏ×ÄÈÕÒÙ 

I stare at the screen, the cursor is patiently pointing, 

But not a single word comes out to pen down, while thinking. 

I drink all my coffee and pace on the diary pages, 

Then helplessly stare at the clock by the wall, holding down the 

grudges. 

  

My plot is a mess and my brains feel like to wind up, 

I think I will pack up and try a new write up. 

  

But then a spark hits, the ideas start to rearrange again, 

And suddenly writing feels just like a hope , not in vain. 

  

I get a new cast, a new plot, a twist and a review, 

  

My eyes dazzle with excitement, 

  

That's when I rewrite my journey, 

I arrange the vocabs, dialogues, sequence wise. 
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Those stories that work like a magic , 

Telecasting them brings a new logic. 

Somewhere emotions, some educational, 

  

Yes I frame stories that work the best motivational. 

Neither do I long for popularity, 

My deep essence for inking down is my simplicity. 

Writing for me is a boon, 

Brightest the day with sun, witnesses the calm musing the soothing 

moon. 
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7ÉÔÈÅÒÅÄ &ÌÏ×ÅÒ 

+ÏÔÈÁÒÁ #ÈÁÁÒÍÉÌÁ 

Beginning of 

new things comes from 

a small connection, 

as a bud turns into a flower, 

like our thoughts drawn. 

People get along 

well as they symbolize each other. 

While stars together 

spread the light 

over the night. 

Efforts matter the most 

for love to stay. 

Things went across and started 

to move apart. 

Things were destroyed 

by three letters 

                          ð  EGO. 

Being left in the middle 

of four letters 

                         ð  HOPE. 

As the bloomed flower 

left with no water 

to resume. 

Hope left no space to rejoin. 

Pain is what haunts. 

You've been the flower 

that offered for people, 


















































































































