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Known as Little Rose, she finds sol
A reader, writer, and dreamer.
Turning silence into
Believing words can hea




Ve

$EI EE (Al AEAI

Piyusha poet & writer | iving in
odds & struggles of his |ife si
should be enjoying |ife but i n:e

traumas & experiences.

31 OOOE OEUOOE - A

Di | ko kuchh mehsoos ho raha hai,

shayad-ddbeeereeab haar maan raha hai

har jagah se haar kar, ab jeetne ka
na Ki si ka hath hhaii knoai kmesrie kaaa sspaatahs
socha jaye toh chaaron taraf se | og
l ekin asal mein khudke sath khudke

ab na kisise narazgi hai aur na hi

muj he fir se dard dene ki ab nahi h
har roz jo aise

na pata hai i ska

akele zinda rehne
woh ab marne ke

wai se toh zinda
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I am Shibani Bhattacharjee from
eighteen and | have been writing
writing journey is mostly orches
and events. Nature deeply inspir

are pedmplvee dearl y.

SEEAAT E "EAOOAATE

Tranquil '"lIsi fboesime;one

symphony in shame, | aughter in good
The cateplfiadyng at a distant shore,
and sun is setting while narrating

I sit and stare and stare and sit,

awestruck in an illustrious fit.

"Get up s'ugagetltuimmg iltat e
Oblivious ofsmiyadar k ni ght
Mind yet foggy and body paralysed,
heastworking speed is elevated twic
Captive in glitters, fallen in a da
holding too tight I i n

Debt of' tl opvae di swi t ROl
Happen to | ook forJh
So thunder in
Escapism from
For they are nothi - :
Moment ous estacy, then head|ng for

Sweet muse, stars deck the night.
Wri'tserpen has you under | imelight.
Maybe WwWe dbways need correspondence
Bl iss '"sthowelidgph you with its depender



| f not sl dvé&,enietss in abundance.
Let us simply state it as reckl ess

10



AEA #ACA 71 OAT 1 £ -

I am Shibani Bhattacharjee and |
I have been writing since | wa
orchestrat edevegntnsy anedalf eleilfiengs.
nature is my biggest inspiratio
| ove.

3EEAAT E "EAOOAAE

To

St

Th
He
N o
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Bu
i n

To
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|
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h
a
r
t
h

that bird who escaped my cage,
hought she was singing all al ong
ed her, | pet her, I kept her wa
I'l she paid me back with nothing
I truly holding her tight?

re are monsters roaming in the w
e she was alive, away from the s
hing to find, no b ngto me s s .
hought that mel
those werlr ¢ plé¢at
hought | kept -V
hought | kept
she had actu
my' sh eeamptt y s p

that Dbird whoiE /*

ope someday you will #1nd your s
m no motn shtaetre, ndeonp | ease.

you | would always feel the sam
if you ever get Il ost in the woo
ope angels will help you find my

11
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Hey , mIShai k Faisal, a writer and
raw emotions straight't njtwstwoahds
rhyming sl iamhesuti tcapturing those |

pain of unsaid goodbyes, real c
struggles we all quietly carry.

SEAEE &AEOA

Raat ke sannate mein jab yeh dil dh
Ek tera hi chehra hai jo mere samne
Aankhein band karta hoon toh bas te

Jai se har ek saans mein sirf tera h

Kitni h i baatein hain jo kehni hain
Magar jab tu samne aati Haii. toh ye
Tere ishq ka yeh ajeeb sa asar <chha

Ki ab khud se zyada mujhe tera khay
Yeh dooriyan jo humare darmiyan ban
Il nhe mitane ke liye ye dil har | amh

Kya tujhe bhi kabhi mer i yaad aati

Kya tera dil bhi mere bina ki si kon
Sawal hazaron hain is zehen mein ul
Magar jawab mein sirf tera naam hi

12



Main |ikhta hoon jo kuch bhi kagaz

Wahan har ek | afz main tera hi pai g

Subah ki pehlii kiran jab khidki se
Toh |l agta hai jaise tu mere paas ba
Ter i wo hal ki S i muskaan, wo aankho
Mere din bhar ke sukoon ka wahi t oh
Kai se samjhaun tuj he k h
mere |iye,

Jaise zinda rehne k
hai mere | iye.

Zamaane ki bheed h
nazar aat. hai,

Me r i rooh ko sukoon sirf teri hi c h

Humne dekhe the jo khwab kabhi akel
Unhehadgi qat banane ka waqt aa gaya

Magar raaste aasaan kahan hote hain

Har mod par koi na koi i mti haan kha
Phir bhi hi mmat nahi haarti ye deew
Kyunki i se pata hai ki aakhir mein
Kitna pyaara | agta hai jab tu gussa
Aur main tumhe manane ke | iye har e
| agakar.

13



Wo tera root hna, W o mera manana,

Yeh sabhi | amhe hain jo zindagi ko
Bahar ki hawaon mein bhi ab tera hi
Lagta hai jaise kismat ka koi naya
Tere baalon ki wo | atein jab hawa m
Toh mere dil ki dhadkanein aur Dbhi
Tujhe dekhte rehna aur kuch bhi na
Yahi mer i zindagi ka sabse khoobsur

Main chahta hoon ki waqt yahin kahi
Aur hum dono bas yun hi ek doosre Kk
Magar waqgt kahan ki si ke liye rukta
Yeh toh basayakma tsaa fhari behte dhar on
I si behte safar mein tera sath miln

Tu jo nahi hot i paas toh | agta hai
dam nahi

Andhere kamre mein jab akela hota h
Toh teri purani baatein yaad karke
Tera wo pehla message, teri wo pehl

Sab kuch yaad hai muj he ek ek baat
sabhi

14



Log kehte hain ki i shg mein dard bh

Magar unhe kaun samjhayaklioni snidarnrd
hai

Tere bina jeene ki ab aadat nahi ra
Tu hi meri pehli aur aakhri chahat
Har ek shaam teri yaad ke naam kar

Apne din bhar ke saare gham tere aa
Tu sun | e agar mer. khamoshi ki y eh

Toh tujhe pata chale ki kitna gehr a

Humne chaaha hai tumhe kisi ibadat
Aur nibhaya hai is rishte ko apni h
Kabhi c¢chhod kar mat jana mujhe is b

Kyunkibinkahianr j aunga agar tune sath

Tera hath jab mere hath mein hota h

Toh l agta hai |jaise yeh saara jahaa
Kitni taakat hai teri ek muskaan me
Ki main sab kuch bhool jata hoon te
Ab toh raaton ko neend bhi rooth ka
Lagta hai teri yaadon ne jagane ki

15



Takiye par sar rakhkar jab bhi ankh
Toh khwabon mein bhi main sirf tera
Tum aat. ho kimwslbwma meam alali | ati
Mere dil ki saari bechaini ko aur b
Kab aayega wo din jab subah meri aa
Aur samne tu hogi, aur zindagi ki h
Tab tak ke |liye yeh fasle hi sahi,

Il nme bhi ek al ag hi intezaar ka maz
Kyunki intezaar jitna | amba hota ha
Mi |l an ka ehsaas utna hi zyada gehr a
Main taiyar hoon har ek mushkil se

Bas shart yeh hai ki tera sath rahe
Tebéna meri kahani adhuri S i l agti

Jai se bina paani ke koi nadiya sook

Ki hum dono kitne jude hain ek doos
Na koi shart hai, na koi matl ab ka
Bas rooh ka milan hai jo hum dono Kk

Zamaana chahe jitna bhi zor | aga | e

16
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ma

Ma i

Me

B h

Ma i

Ye

As

gar
rne

i se

humara pyar kam nahi hoga ki s
k a.

mita dunga har wo deewar j o hu
mohabbat hi teri har mushkil k
sa rakhna meri is baat par, me
kabhi aanch nahi aane dunga te
roi amanat hai, tu hi meri jaan
bagair yeh poori kayamat veera
ek nayi shuruwat karte hain i

sirf Kkhushiyan hon aur baat h

azmein, yeh shayari sab ek bah
mein toh mujhe apna haal e dil
n ke zamioyhabhbiats&alki j zaani kar na
zamane ko pata chale ki humne
k sher mein tera hi naam gunijt
mandir mein Kkoi pavitra ghant

bhakti ban chuki hai ab teri vy

r main isse kabhi chhod nahi sakt

k h

ahe

ush rahe, bas yahi duaa hai ra

ki smat mein | i khi ho ya na 1
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Magar di l kehta hai ki tu mer.i h i r

Kyunki sacha i skhoikabhhi moadhipahagr tka s
t ak.

Zindagi ke is safar mein abhi aur b
Hath mein hath | ekar sabhi tufaanon
Darr nahi | agta ab mujhe andhere se
Kyunki muj he roshni mi | gayi hai t e
Tu jo sath hai toh har din ek jashn

Aur tu jo door ho toh ye saans bhi
Il sliye kabhi door mat jana muj hse vy
Mai n mar jaunga tere bagair bina ku
Me r i duni ya b@lsumtir ehdii, i rd gird

Jai se zameen sur aj ke charon taraf
Tu hi mera center hai, tu hi mer a (¢

Tere bina mer.i zindagi K i saar.i k hu

Ab shaam hone ko hai, aur suraj dha
Fir se ek naya din teri yaadon mein
Sitaare aasman par ni kal aaye hain

Aur main tumhe yaad kar raha hoon a

18
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S

hoon

hakhs

| amba

saf ar

n sakti

tumse ki

umeed

ayal

mer e

|l agegi ab

mei n

rakhna

he apne dil

, tumhare hi

j o s

hai,

me i

n

d

muj he

I ki

hai

tere bi

kaat

wa h

k e

n

rf tum par

magar

humar a

l eng

an do

ki si

tezaa

mar t

haseen ha

pyar sa
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4 AOOAAO

I' m Shai k Faisal, a writer and r
raw, unspoken nuances of h ume
contemporary verse and |lyrical s

SEAEE &AEOA

Ek dhundli si tasveer hai jo dil se
Kaisi yeh rutt hai jo humko bhaat:i
Tum toh chali gayi apna rasta badal

Magar yeh yaadein hain ki sabaqg sik

Hum raat ko jaagte hain aur din ko
Log samajhte hain hum shayar hain,
Lafz toh bas ek zariya hain is dard

Var ng amar pe hum apna sukoon khote

Chal o maan |l iya ki ab

Par is dil ka kya kar- a
Woh jo kabhi kehte t

Aaj unki mehf il mei n k
Yeh gungunahat j o h ot p



| ske peeche ek toota hua dil dharak
Chalte chalte thak gaye hain is tan

Ab toh bas khamoshi se hi apna rabt

Mohabbat ki raahon mein bas yahi si
Wafa jisse ki usi se faasla mila hu
Hum tahaste rahe ek sachaai ki khat

Magar har morr pe khwabon ka ek qgaf

Ab na koi umeed hai na koi fariyaad
Hum khud ko is gadar barbaad kareng
Tum khush raho apni nay.i duni ya mei

Hum gumnami ke andheron mein hi tum

21
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Pi hu Goyal is a young writer and
expressing emotions through po
I nspired by memories, relations|

her writing expl ores -dihsecroevse royf,
and humabhioanne

o
M
m/
(@}
C
>

There as once
with crayons i
and a eart fu
She didnoét kno
but she knew h

A world filled
and |ittle pie
Every drawing
every colour h
and every page
where her sile
She painted happi
she painted fears,
she painted dreams that nobody el se

Because someti mes,
the things we cannot say with words
our hearts express through colours.

22



t as eason
the little gi
The col ours a
Some days f el
and some nigh
She searched
where her fee
where her sil
and where her
Sl owl vy, she
Not every sto
Some storms ¢
how strong ou

when she wond
too emoti ona
or simply too

But maybe she

Maybe she was
who felt the
who noticed
and carried a

» -
e
® o
~ —h
c o
= o
S5 —
o —
Q>
«
—-wn
>

— o~ =
(o
—- = 5

o — —
o S

earned somet

-

es to
teach

rl who once
ing with wor
she coul dnodt
to songs.

owly chang
e sunshine
ier than s
be under st
ot be ques
simply be
hingé

destroy wus
us
become.

he feldt | o
was too se

o0 much.

|l e deeper,

of stories

rwar d.

created wi
ds.

expl ain,
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The memories she couldnét forget,
she turned into stories.

The emotions she carried silently,
she transformed into art.

And sl owly, she realisedée

Her sensitivity was not her weaknes
Her i magination was not something t
Her colours were not fading.

They were becoming her identity.
There were days when she |l ooked for
in other peoplebs presence,

waiting for someone el se to underst
But one day, she met herself againée
The same I|ittle girl with crayons i
the same dreamer with endless col ou
She realised that the person

she had been searching for everywhe
was always I|iving inside her.

She told that little girl

fiYou were never broken.
You were always growing.

Every tear watered your roots.
Every challenge made you stronger.
Every difficult season prepared you

24



iYou were not created to be perfect
eated to become yourself

<
o
c
=
(¢}
-
D
(@]
=

And then she bl oomed?¢

Not because | ife became easy,

but because she | earned how to stan
even when | ife was difficult.

Not because every storm disappeared
but because she discovered

that she could still grow through t

She became a fl ower

that carried the memories of every
A fl ower with scars,

with stories,

with colours,

and with a purpose.

Today, that Ilittle girl still Il i ves
She still dr eams.

She still creates.

She stildl beli eves in colours.

Because she knowsé

t takes time, patience, sunl
nd someti mes even Sstor ms.

A fl ower does not bloom overnight.
I ght
a

And every person has their own seas

Sehe keeps wal king forward,
with colours in her hands

25



and dreams i n her heart .

Because her stoamraynyi ¢ imets astheutf el | é
It is about how many times she chos
She is the girl behind the col ours.

And nowé

She is finally |l earning to bl oom.

26
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Freedom is |ike a prayer
I f you wish to have freedom

You have to pray for it!

The price is bit expens:

You need to prepare yo
"independent

Once you can support vy

You have the right to

Make decisions in your

Thas when you remember the freedom

Howev'es ,wonth | iving in your shoes |
dependent on another individual

This is one |ife, you Ilive it with
Be it be ' tsheaclcetskionges, or a di amo

You decide it.
The power to unlock your full poten

You never know how many struggles vy
you rewind.

27






#1 AET C $ECEOAI 4111
I am Tejaswini .| have completed

am married and having a 2 year b
working as a SAP worker in FIEM

4AEAOXET E

Bl ank screen waits without a sound,
Where endless possibilities are fou
Each Iine | write begins a spark,

Bringing bright ideas from the dark

Mi stakes appear, then fade away,
As every challenge shapes my way.
With patient thought and,steady han
| buil d ¢ odniogir D avl %

O
fisie
= 0

1® [
B

No borrowed voice, rp@%ﬁﬂ,
Only curiosity and !|L;;g?
Through every f uncy\s o-6pi—~and k
I write the futur exjoNe Co1C a
Every program tellsx

Crafted by imaginat\ r o

I'n every keystd oke T
A silent language, =\¢

29



I am may be a thrifty women

Al ong toward showing my expression

il
| ey

The stone belong
Made my soul and’ 8§ il a'n d
I'n the full of «é‘:ﬁ’wor;
I am the one wh |
By the vani shed
The ugly face with unhealthy pain
Al | about myself is melancholy thou
I n the fate written by the ti me

I am the freak against my | ife.

30



#O0O0A 1T &£ "AET ¢ #APAA
Syeda Hijaab Fatima is a Pakista
explores identity, resilience, a

SUAAA (EEAAA &A

They c¢cr owneda mei tclaep afbolreged i n gol d,
Then chained me to an image | was n
Before they knew my name,

They knew m$ role instead

"The capable student,

A quiet epitaph for all I was unsai

The | ouder that | answer ed,

The |l ess they heard my pl ea;

They praised the

But never noticed mev
O

The day | reached
To |l et my verses bloom
They whispered,
"Why waste"your nighti

And |l eft my dr eams



To t hem, I was no artist,
No dreamer, no desi gn;
No writer chhasing galaxies

Just grades confined by ti me.

I laughed; they called it confidenc
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:
"Aregn you stil/l a student?

What wil |l become of your degree?

As though a season
Could become a 1|ife;
As though one borrowed title

OQutlived the soul insi de.

They counted me in roll number s

32



I n rankings and report cards,
I n expectations carefully arranged

Li ke medal s without hearts.

A human soul ,
Compressed into a word.
A voice that slowly vanished

Whil e everyone was heard.

A single pause became a cri me,
A quiet hour, disgrace;
The world forgave a thousand fl aws

Except the brightest face.

I of fered them achievement s;
They answered with a chain:
"Rememb'ere gomutudent .

Dont |l et thi"s interfere again.

How s®range
The s'chodragwn

Fits almost | ike a cage.

33



I't grants applause for excellence,

Yet confiscates the stage.

The curse was never failing
An e x amisn actliao nm;
The curse was |l osing every self

That never bore my name.

And when these halls forget my step
When grasudbtnen

Théeyl speak of marks | once achieve

But never
of the one

who earned t hem.

So if today | choose to rest,
Or et my silence stay,
Do not mistake my qui et

For having | ost my way.

I'm only |l aying down the mask

34



' ve carried far too | ong;
For even those who |l ead the choir

Grow weary of their song.

35
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I am Ayush-yAmaaduddwrat28, photogr a

creator, and student. Thi s i s n
honest piece of writing I have e

I UBOGE !'1 AT A

Hel |l o Babe,

This is my | ast messagéd bhayouohh

I want to tell you that the moment s
heartwarming and good that | wild.l n
will always carry a partuonfoue yaog]
becausetieupwason you stayed with m
you stood for me a |ike a father st
wanna thankyou for all/l this',t but as
send you this message.

I wanna tel/l you that rﬁggaand you wa
in our story, it was al ;

| i Kes igtoi ng wrong. So never

things.

Afterall the |l ove meamnmswdmm
put anything on you.

I know the things are nodfts
my plahs bkayjtl want u&
individually, So that tm
together about our careers cati
us individually.

Because | want us to win here with
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Loving you was the beste'sitl taliwagydh

l ove you | i ke this forever!

I will not give your place to someo
Afterall the | ovely memories, silen
I just ongutsivaassk iytour eaal | 'y t hat ea:c
someone who deeply |l oves you??

I kndw Inever get the answer from yc

guestion wild.l al ways stay in my hea
was the only option | €ftt yfoour nyaodue! uls
to work on things and make it corre

Al ways stay happy and take care of

Thankyou for coming into my 1|ife

Your |l over

37



$2 %! -

0AOAO

And you came in my dream once mor e,
Li ke waves returning to the shore.
It became a chain, a silent ring,

Like crops that bloom in early spri

You talked to me for hours and hour

Like a tree talks tgo wind

We enjoyed for eternity

Hol ding our hands while sitting on

We had some tea
And for the first time you gave me

Even if it was a dream but my happi
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Wi
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And

am
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now i

| ost

was true
n real I i
, finding

f

e

a

cl

ue
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What if | disappear .. ?
Il s someone really gonna care ..7?
The answer .. is no
And this ... you and | must know
At last ... they al/l part their way
And at Il ast ... no one really stays
But every goodbye |l eaves a light be
To guide the | onely, who never stop

Many wore the dawn beside me
Ti |1 dusk unveiled the truth.
Some surrendered to the seasons

And some . .. abandoned the route

Many answered when | I 1 ed
Till echoes learned 't
Some faded with the _years

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

your friends ... your own

They |l ove you ... they'll always ca
Then one fine day ... they"'l/| | augh
As if grief had never lingered ther
People swear they'll stay forever
Soft as rain and | ight as feather

But time has never spared a vow

They're only strangers . .. ol der no
Years will fold these wounds to dus
Names wi l |l fade from every prayer
Life wild.l bl oom where sorrow rested
And no one wil|l notice |I'"m not ther
So at last ... the truth is

No one is really gonna care

I f someday

I di sappear
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Hel | o, Thi s i s Bi smita Binay,
student at DU. | somehow find me

of words and my favourite hobb)
thoughts at metro stations.

"EOI EOA " ET A

For a brief second, Her mot her aske

"What were you wearing that day

She stood freaking silent,

Wondering if it was tkeaisesvensi beédajp
Or if it was the pair of baggy jean
Maybe the kajal in her hopeless eye

Or the tint on

Or maybe it was 4

itself which

within, tore

pi ece.

Men 'atr eaml ways to bl ame is what he i

She stood bloody silent.

Wondering if it was the man hi mself
again

Or maybe she ujndsetr sdiachrd hi m

4 2



Maybeshei ght

Maybe she in

Or maybe it
chopped her

Maybe it was

" Ma,
mi dd|l

an
ni

Or the r
t h

N o swer i s

Sh begmow

Sh a'ltl.y

Sh e&mbosv

S h doe&mow

S h doe&mow

Sh
he

do
Il pl e

egn
ss

ow
nig

She Hdobe&mos

She doe&mow

deed i s n

the s
bits

was
i n

—

(0]

e fact

aesthetic

ght

s the
am to

@ @

und.

oesn

wb
wh o
wh o

wh o
hts.

wbotrust

whagtht or

ai ve

tat ement itsel
, |l i ke she was

, t hat she nev

pill numbs my

-

age' twhdlcahp she
im how nightm

0

answer

be by side

abandon her i n

anymor e

wr ong
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Al

An
An
An
An

An
y 0

Or

Or
fu

Al
Al
ge
Sh

C

knows is that it wildl happe

set of sleepless nights

stash of paracetamol or sar

day of fearing fucking moro

mo

o

n

(0]

n

ment '&f ifrnedlhiengvrtomagt she

ur foofr dliteggn a re'cidttuirheasp pen s
move on

not her question mark on h

not her day of defending p
me .

ows is there is no hope.
ows that she no | on
me .

ger belongs.
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The author is a Psychologist wit
field of psychol ogy. She "i s al sc¢

Therapeutic Baking "foPrubé msthiean ac
Amazon in 2025.

$0 3AO0OAE !'EIA

Felt Iike | was bonded , with traum
Bonded with the invisible connectio
Bonded with pain, bonded with hurt

Asking myself how |l ong can | take t

And survive through this?

The daily cycle of and,tears
Smile and cry, cry R
How |l ong can | go on [I h i

I need to find a way" i tr
The painful trap %

Tears flowing down | ik

Which drains my soulﬁzﬂ

Leaving me with no ener

Asking God to free me, tr
My emotions made me fall i tra
|l know that God can pull me o f

I prayed out of helplessness

God answered my prayers, Thank you
You created circumstances that made
from my 1ife

On their own

And | found freedom and peace again
Finally feeling free

Free as a bird
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Badal Thapa i s-cd apas ird natte michd

with an M. A. and B.Ed in Englis

Mi ddI ePrClvaastse School Teacher, i s

t he chall enges, dedicati on, an

classroom wall s.

“AAAl 4EADA

The Journey of Badal Thapa as a mid
Teacher: A Story of Steady Steps, S
Dr eams

I ntroduction

There are some |lives that shine not
because they were built step by ste
courage. Badal Thapa, ,a iysouwmge nsaunc hf
story. Hi s journey is not just abou
about a boy who remained grounded w
carried the weight of responsibilit
turned hard work inty days odfessdlmo
the hills to becoming a private sch
determination, discipline, and the
Born to Bikash Thapa and Bharati Th
younger sister Barsha Thapa, Badal
not come by chance. |1t comes throug
ability to keep moving forswaordy even
is beautiful because it is-real. 1t

class family with extraordinary dre

Chil dhood in Kalimpong: Roots of Di
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Sc
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B a
w h
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re

dal Thapaés | ife began in the pea
Il i mpowmhger e mi sty mornings and mour
come part of a childés earfrliest m
ass family that valued honesty, e
ther, Bikash Thapa, and mother, B
apd support but also the strength
ruggl e. I n many homes 1ike his, e
rough sacrifice, and every succes
an el der brother to Barsha Thapa
sponsibility of being a role mode
t he was surrounded by encouragem
ught him that respect must be ear
eams become real only when one is
ese | essons shaped his character
en as a chil d, Badal was observan
derstood that school 3 i
oks and exams. It w d
arning discipline,

undation of his jou

rly years, when he - r
l ues that would | at t
fficult hostel life, i
of essional responsi.

hool Days: Learning :me
owing Up Early 8
dal began his schoold S,
ere he studied up to ~ho
ucation were i mportant beca t h
the world beyond his home. Every
mewor k assignment, and every scho
s personality. I n those years, he
ading carefully, |istdéarinng hatmtgesn't

wer e not easy.
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Af ter
Pedon
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stude
Badal
from
his b
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t h
hi
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pec
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m s
The h
for |
| eft
mu c h
feet
home.

Hi gh

Af ter
SUMI ,
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mor e
Hi s

t ake

g

Compl
becau
futur
of pe
want e
share

apt .

Cl ass
ghere
ially
nt s,

, it was
his famil
el ongings,

5, h
he t
signi
host el

s
n
e
a
y

| |l i fe was
ul es, shar
There we
ially duri
omf ort of
omet hing

Q 5T S5 T O

\Y

ost el was n
i fe. The |
Pedong. In
as his cl
and how t

D

o

r Secondary

completing
K a,| iwrhpeorneg
mar ked a
ocused, an
als were n
hape.

Cl as
cC ome
For Bad
son he wa
d a purpos
knowl edge,

ti
e

ng
it

= ® O o

S
S
a
n
e

he

Geor
ass 1

moved to St.
died up to CI
icant because he h
l'ife is the first
ti me ofg baoowehy chall e
taught him to manag
and adjust to a sha

al ways simple.
rooms, common mea
days when homesic
f esti vael ani srsaidny
mot her 6s care. Y

n
d
e
g
i
| abl e: how to beco

S
u

ot merely a place t
ssons he | earned th
many ways, the host
sroomsadddonl bhi $ aoy

keep moving even wh

to Graduation: The

Class 10, Badal
compl eted his CI
turning point in hi
d more determined t

o longer vague drea

co

12 is di ff
com
a ti
hige d
profe

and

often a
with pressur e,
I, it was al so
ted toybeadime.
. He wanted a
guide others,
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g

a
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e

e led him to pursue Gradu
hCoK alleignep.onfghi s was a maj or
t, and it reflected both
nd his seriousness toward
nours required dedication
ancdckrtshheanadb iildietays tdoe ewpndy . |
ing exams but about devel
oi ce.

coll ege year s, Badal <con
ger the young host el boy
He was now a thoughtf ul
, communi cati ongngllainsghuage
panded his mind and hel pe
and expression.

c o@rpd ceu &tdi din sf rPemmtl GNOU.
t his |learning spirit did
that education is a |ife
rrto a persondsapdredwtdh. A

m BSAEU, Cal cutt a, which b

n
a
e

al qualification for his
proper understanding of
|l opment, |l essomfplaanni ng,

educational journey was n

sbeanefselBut Badal kept going.
eved that education could o

ng

a

Teacher: Where Hard Wor k

Thapa eventually became a pri
ement was the result of years

cl

a

teaching job may | ook sim

assroom | esson iisom, |l ong st
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ved i
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d

wor k. Badal 6s |
was earned.

ourne
It

, he stepped into a rol
t required empathy, pat
nspire young minds. He
is own |ife: fidendiescip
h education, and the hu

family.

beh
far from

teacher, but
n a hostel
kept believing in hi
knows what att means
work quietly while the
his teaching carries si

rom | ife.

see a
nd
He

essi
not
i si bl
exam,

onal journey is ins
al ways arrive sudd
e effordon&ometi me
one hoastt ed ,t iomee. d
His Jour Famil V

ney: y,

hardwor ki
Badal
is father
I strength
in his f
t was not
him conti

ng person st a
Thapats family
Bi kash Thapa
tea ulcead p oo i n
utur e, even wh
merely emotio
nue.

Barsha Th
hat | ooks toward
al not only studi
hi sister aantd §6e

apa, bei jun
him wi
ed for

nset he

ng

S
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his success belongs not only to him
behind him through every stage of t

What makes his story special is the
Mi daelless struggl e

Strong family support

Host el di scipline

Academic persistence

Professional dedication

These are not dramatic or gl amorous
create a |ife that is meaningful an

Concl usi on

The story of Badal Thapa is a beaut
often hidden inside ordinary beginn
St . Georgeds Higher Secondary Schoo
SUMI , Kali mpong, from English Honou
Kal ingpowl | ege to PG from I GNOU and B
Calcutta, his journey reflects stea
commi t ment . Every stage of his [|ife
and purpose to his dreams.

Today, as a private school teacher,
hard work, humility, and deter minat
success is not only for the stronge

keep moving forward wBi kasbuTagea H
and Bharati Thapa, the brother of B

of how education, discipline, and p
meaningf ul i fe.

I n the end, Badal Thapabés journey i
achievement . I't is a quiet victory

comfort, and purpose over fear. It
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a simple |ife, when |Iived with hone
truly inspiring.
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Kash hum mile hi nah hotey..

Kash vo badal barsey hi nah hotey

Kashhhh hum tum or tum hum hue na h
K kashhhhhhh hum mil e hi na hotey

Khasshhh tumse 2 mpangikihd&thius.hi udha
To shyd zindagi bhar k liye es gam
K kassshhh humm mil e hi nah hotey

K Hum tum or tum hum hue nah hotey

Kash k mene tumhe manga hi nah hot a

K kash k mene tumhe may i o

To shyd es adhuri khwi
hot ey. i

K kash es adhuri k hwai
rhe hotey

K kash hum mile hi nah hotey
K hum tum or tum hum hue hi nah hot
Jis modh pr tum khade the, kassh me
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ki hoti

hotey. . . Kk

o Beth kr
I dil ki
hai, ye
dusre ka
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hum mil e

55

nah

hum

t

n

u

nh aimse

a

hotey

n

guftgu

hi

j aanne

hagigat

n

ankahi

khayal

a

k

n



Hum tum or tum hum hue hi nah

Jo tum tuffan | ekr aae the,

Kashh use mene hawa ka jhoka nah

k kassahpmenki |l ka darwaja khol a
Tufaan ko hawa ka jhoka smjh kr
Ye i shq naam ki gl ti na ki hot i
K kassh tumse mild@ hi nah hoti
K kassh hum mile hi nah hotey..
Hum tum or tum hum hue hi na

h hotey.

Kaash hum mil e hi nah hotey.
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Neither you'amrgomirse , not |

Your never tried to know |, Il never
So.

Here is the story where it ends

The place where two souls depart fr
Though maybe all themakeooany $enyeu
As for you , we can never be anythi
The damage is severe and wil/ never
It will take a Il ong a time to fill
I'm severely as my | ove dessicdeendds as

With no hopes of new essence
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*TUh AT A 7EU )OO . AOA
writes about t he qui et , everyd
emotion révealas sihtaseldf cup of t e:
an old fear resurfacing on a Tu
close observation of how people
feelings,

SOEOEAEUA ~*

Joy has a reputation for being si mp

it knows better. It arrives in smal
smel | of rain on dry ground, a stra
sound of your own nameowmPO&E ni twae Imf
with fireworks. More often it slips
are busy |l ooking for it at the fron

One of the quiet cruelties of moder
be permanent, that happiness
which fades wa Lo ‘

false. But oy er
to stay. I'ts b 'S
flaw; it is th h i
makes us | ook t
arrives. A feel eft

would stop being félt at
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writes about t he qui et , everyd
emotion révealas sihtaseldf cup of t e:
an old fear resurfacing on a Tu
close observation of how people
feelings,

SOEOEAEUA ~*

Sadness is often treated as somet hi
hi dden. Yet it i s one of the most h
produces. It tells us, plainly, tha

di mini shed, or put ot tof adenad h t hbad
somet hing mattered.

There is a difference between sadne
Il i ke weather and sadness that sett]l
first is part of being alive. The s
conversation, and often thelpteady
carry it. Neither version makes a p

same honest | anguage the heart wuses
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| am Awr ODtnemi radevd i t er , but a wit
as whispers from the unseen, and
ink is silence, my paper is the

' T AEAT 2AE

The caller never spoke first.
AHel l 0?0 hedd ask.

A soft voice would reply, ADi d you
The first ti me, he thought it was a
The second time, he blocked the num
The third time, the call came from

I't continued for three years.

He grew used to it.
One night, unable to sleep, he fina
The |ine stayed silent for a | ong t

ot

Then she whispered,
l'ifetime. o

You promi sed vy

The cal l di sconnected.
The sentence haunted hi m.

He started dreaming &bogiréa with he
silver eataimgd,fimgers, and a habi
on caf® napkins.

Weeks | ater, he wal ked into a books
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She was there.

Silver earrings.

| nkt ained fingers.

A tiny star doodled on the receipt
Hi s heart pounded.

iYou know me, 0 he blurted out.

She frowned politely.

Al 6m sorryé have we met ?0

For months he tried to know her. Co
playlists. She | aughed at his jokes
shedd heard them before.

Eventually, they fell in | ove.

On the night he proposed, his phone
2:17 a. m.
Unknown number .
He answered.

It was her voice.-~

Only ol der.

Only tired.

AYou finally found me. 0

He turned toward his fianc®e.
She was gone.

The restaurant chair sat empty.
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Just in case tomorrow finally arriyv
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Hel I'an ,Kylarem anbdeginner writer.
emotions on papemwm.wrlintitnhhi scopmoe!
bet ween me and Keshav (mere | add

+UAOA +0i AOE

Keshav mujhse kehte h. ..

"Kabhi mere baare me bhi to kuchh |
Dusro ki to kahani |l pahkdi kkabkahame
sakhi .. .,

Apne sabd kosh ke khajane me se mer

Kabhi mere baare me "bhi to kuchh 1
Or ma i Kesh.av. se kehti hu
"' Ma i kai se unki prasansha karu jisn

Mer e sabd kosh ke khajane bhi kam p
Haj aro mahan kaviyo ne aapka gungaa

Par mai kaise kari-plwatpikiV omiassae.s.h.a.

Phir Keshav kehte h
"Koshish to karo sakhi
Tumhare mai har sabd sununga

Tumhmaie har | i khe vaky ko padhunga.
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Tum koshish to karo sakhi

Kabhi mere baare me "bhi to kuchh 1|

Thi k h Keshawv. jo tum kaho

Mai maan gai Keshav aapke
Mai | ikhungi aape Hige a
ko.

Magar kuchh bhul h
karna apni sakhi k

Kya | i khu.mai Keshav.

Ek hi Kavi tky amd irkéchiu Kkyeas hav. . .

Tere kitne saare naam h kitne saare
Kis naam se mai tujhe pukaru tere h

Keshav, Madhav,KrMoshhanna , Ghihradlhiayrai ,y a N
Mur ar i

Ko#won si |ila mai yaad rakhu hazaar
Kabhi makhan chhor banke makhan chu
Kabhi l'iladhar banke I|lilaye rachate
Kabhi Mohan banke sabke mann ko moh

Kabhi raas bihar banke gopiyo sang
Ek hi Kavi tky amd irkéhiu Kkyeas hav. . .

Tere kitne saare naam h kitne saare
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Py
na
k a

Py
S i
k a
re
mo
y a
h a

Hu
ag
go
Py

Ka
i n
| a
ki
hi

Mo

Sa
mo
ki

aar karna important nahi hai jab
pata hmat | Ryasesri rfa ki si ko paa | ern
bhi chalte rehna bhi pyaar hota h

aar matl ab mohabbat Yeh sirf rela
rf pyaar ko relationship samajhte
rta hai toh usse i mmature bol det
l ationship nahi t ha.ekKuc bk albohg paypa
habbat ko paa nahi paate. Mohabba
marriage nahi hota. Pyaar ka mat
i

m iamsjchapter mein yeh seekhenge k|
ar aapko kabhi pyaar hua ho, toh
kya hota hai

aar kya hota hai?'»jjé-h

bhi aapne yeh mehsaq
saan aapko itna

gta hai, |l ekin aapko
smat mein nahi hai -
pyaar hai

ve on kaise karte

bse pehle aapko y o ;
ve on naam ki koi cheez nahi hot i
S i ko poori taiaeh pbeel bhehhisahkhtb
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den
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b shuru hoti hai jab aap
real meaning of | ove.

relationship toh bas is g
i . Aaj k al kai |l og pehl e
ndhte hain. Lekin yeh pya
ye relationship mein aate

og itne | oyal hote hain,

o kaise karein?*

se aapne pyaar kiya tha,
p-y a de d ky &hretdw cnrae i hot a. Py
hai . Agar koi aapse pyaa
ye. Kyunki aveophk aa arpiscee py aa
sse dard deta hai. Pyaar

a bhi" toh mohabbat hai .

skoi cshit ek oh apiank akdi kar r akhna,
eeche bhaagna hikadacchi m
aad kar dena hi uske Iliye

ka matl ab yeh -knaathtii ki aa
ane dena bhi pyaar hota h

rakhna, jab aap react karte ha

et
ne
r

en

e h
an
bah

t h

ain. Magar jab aap khamos
dar sambhal kar rakhte ha
ar ni kil e.

ings never fixed |ike bef
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Chal o ek question ka answer do? Aga
fir se jesa tha wesa hojayga maybe

relationship, friendship ya trust m
ek pain hota hai ek dared hhadt saauhrai a
agar us insaan ne apko hurt kya toh
hoga, har relation ki ek expire dat
expire date hotifohaieéppopleayou cho
kociheez tut jati hai na toh usko cht

phirse khabi bhi mehsoos nhi hoga t
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10EI'I O
Soumee Biswas is an I ndian poet
resi stance, me mor vy, and the qui
Drawn to intimate i magery and el

poems that seek meaning in siler
beli evds phetrrey si l ence finds it

31 01 AA "EOxAC

Strange,

that the same word
belongs to both of wus.

A quill

The porcupine grows one

because the world has teeth.
| reached for mi ne
for much the same reason.

I n the dead
they huddl e
shifting thei
in the freezi

They crave t
but fear the
carefully an
their defensi

measuring the exact millimetre
bet ween freezing alone
and bleeding together.
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Pe
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So
t h

gr
Be

s h
ac

know

—~ ~ ~ O
o

r
n
he
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= n on
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ery
to t
a s
boun
beau
sur

rhap
opl e
r co

met i
ey a
own

caus
iver
hing

>

t ha

y my
my
re,

t cal cul ati on.

scaffolding
back,

n two fingers,

kee

eeps
wal |

w tube of ink,
e quill,
to a point.

ps predators away.

despair
owing me whol e.

l'y way to touch the

t be

i ne
e b
i e

n
ry
fu
v

s th
mi s
nfes

re o
in a
e we
i ng
for

ing crushed by

pressed

l ank page
drawn in bl ack
|, bitter act

al

at is why
take poems
sions.

nly quill s,
not her for m.

are all
things
war mt h,

wor |l d
it

fluid,
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trying to discover

the i mpossible geometry
of staying close
without drawing blood.

Sd write

to survive the winter.
To keep the frost

from reaching my heart.

And, if | am lucky,
my quill will not only protect me
it owi |l |l ead me to
those who understand why
to

I had grow it.

And when winter comes,

we wi || make roemspomesne anot her
sharing just enough war mth
for our quills

to bleed ink together.
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Hope should be therefor every human
cannot be accomplished

Hope is astaptei mismi ddvmany peopl e
di ffhopast in |lifwi dh&keormseipadcti aniso
the future it can be a new job

But many peopl e oltcheesres hwapye ocfopyiifreg i
not get what they wadtwgeyxtgoni n f

Let us give hope to the down
t r odpdeeonp h®se who
depresnsded et t he
enrich people b
posiwdrves doi ng
spending ti me
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EOEEA
NI' TI KA is my name,
The only thing I need is fame.
Dancing is my |ife,
But singing is no | ess
Mat hs is my favourite

For me people are no
I know | am so rude,
I'ts better to be awa
My attitude is out of

With a personality no

| can burn the worl d f

Touching them in front of me no one

No one can forget my name,
For me I|ife is just a game

NI'TI KA.
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| am Gandham Sri Ai shwar'ysa, mer
hands. | write with the ink of |
every poem, born of His inspirat

to Him as an offering.

AT AEAI 3 0OE ' EOE:

Maybe this is 1ife,

written in the name of fate.

The cyclone of fate blows away the
and plants it somewhere el se.

Someti mes where we wish,

B gl it

and someti mes whe
The i mportant t hi

if you choose t o,

you can grow into:"

wherever you are pL

Even if Iife plants you far away fr
embrace it, and grow where | ife has

Maybe you wished to become a tree
deep within a forest.

But | ife wanted you to stand alone,
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where your shade becomes h
Maybe what is destined is
than what we wished for.
Maybe | ife wants you to be
in darkness,

whil e you were searching f
where the sky was already
Live your |ife with all/l t h
You deserve happiness.

And once

y O

you may di s
in your han
than what n
Bl oom with
I n your own

u chang
cover t
ds i s f
ever
purpose

beauti

e your p

hat

ar

came

what

mor e

nt o

e

e

b

t

wherever

ful

way

aven

for

ven mor e

rspec
i s al
eauti
hem.

you
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There was a colorful garden full of
and successful
But one flower bloomed | ate because
People bought other flowers, but th
Then the fl bWeu &aoédnot sel wast e. Fi
Not everyoné& is permanent
The moment it started |l oving itself
became the most bea i ful flower 4&n
garden. :
It was different be n
and -lsoevlef.
Even i f no one boug
garden beauti ful :
And when someone fi ,
garden felt empty.
First, | ove yoursel I
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Hi . This is Mayuresh Majumdar. I
who al ways dreams of being extr.;
built my passion t owar ds t his

graduati on.

- AUOOAOE - AEOI A

Tu kaun

Jo tu
Ter
Jo bi
Ter e
Tu me
Tu me
Ya me
Yeh n
chal

Tu me
Tu me
Khuda

]
k

n

r
r
r

a

padha tu mer

r

h
h

e

k

S i anjan shehr mein basti h
se milne ke |iye meri aankhe
ul i huyi yeh zulfein ya hai

bul aye baar imeh nkibatrarsah rheariin

ne ka ehsans mere dil ke har
tasavvur mein hone par bhi
maya hain

hasraton '

jante huye *

numai sh bhi

zehmat bhi

e taur pe karoon main teri i
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Ya

Tu

guz

Tu
hai

Mer
ar z

Ma i
me r

Tu
par

Mer
pe

Tu
me i

Ter
s hi

Mu k
Jab

Ke
kay

i nsaan ke taur pe karoon ter.i hi

mere khwabon mein mehfooz reh ka

arne | agti hain

mer i dastaan ki naseehat ban kar
n

enalirhere rooh ko har pal yeh das/
00

n hoon woh bhatakta huya musafir
[ har justuju

hai -wlolhudhaomereéstigskaano meri h a
teri i nayat bani rahe

e muqaddar tujh par is kadar meh
ho teri har guftagu

mer i kahani ka woh anokha kirdar
n ho

i al faz meri h aaru rn atzent imez ink rs hnaenri i

kayat mein ho
ht asar hnuamhhaor ik anbuhlia g a't
bhi bavyean | k &krieihrarhgalzbat

rab se ki huyi har musal sal it
anat mein ho
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My

My

Ev

t h

Yo

st

Wh

be

Yo

t h

Favourite Season of Love

| ove, you are my favourite seaso

en when storms come between us,
e essence of your presence gives

face every battle bravely.

ur calm and charming eyes
ill shine through the moonlight,

mi nding me that my heart belongs

en you are away,

erything feels blurry and bl ack,

cause my world feels incomplete w
ur smile is my greatest blessing,
e beautiful l'ight that <carries me
u are |ike the refreshing rain
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that cherishes my world and brings
You are my sunlight,
the gentle glow that evolves around

and makes every moment brighter

The world says we need a reason to

but my heart never nee
you.

I love you forever and

through every season,
stor m.

Because you are not just

you are my peace, my

and my favourite season of | ove.
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She is not gl amorous,
Yet she carries a divine aur a.
Not the kind that demands attenti on

But the kind that quietly captivate

She is a pear|l
Hi dden within a hard oyster shel

A heart wrapped in strength,

A softness protected by resilience.
She builds castles for her | oved on
Yet never imagines a hut for hersel

She gives without counting,

And | oves witho

She is a straid
Never a backsta
Her words may be

But her intentions are al ways

8 2



Born with both angelic and monstrou
She reveals only the version you de

Treat her with kindness,

o
3
@D
(]
~—+

And you her angel
Betray her,

en her stor m.

o
Q
=
Q
=~

And vyou

Give her a grain of rice,

And she wild/l prepare a feast for yo
Gratitude is her | anguage,

And |l oyalty is her soul

You can break her into pieces,

But she wil!/ gather every fragment

Il nto an even stronger version than

She nevefrcowmdged gwlrdds to glitter.

Like a diamond,

She reflects true brilliance and re
Ment ally ambitious,
Yet physically a couch potato.
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A dreamer with grand visions,

Comfortably at war with her own | az

She embraces her i mperfections,

Because she knows the beauty they h

Perfection is ordinary;
Aut henticity is rare.
She is strong enough to break her o

Yet tbheasoved

To bear even a single tear

From the people she | oves.

She is a volcano toward disloyalty,
Silent wuntil provoked,

But i mpossible to ignore once awake
Gratitude in her bloodline.

Attitude in her mi nd.

Humanity in her DNA.

She possesses ad el ephant 6s memory

8 4



Not hing escapes the chambers of her
She forgives |like a saint,

But forgets I|Iike no one.

I am not merely a person.
I am a poem,

Written by 1ife,

Edited by pain,

And recited by resilience.
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I am Sal i ka. I write to heal my
who feel unseen. My poemewt h] k a
and finding "pBdropars ewi I't thmgPauir gp.oas el o
to me because | believtehewramser u

the beginning of who we are mean

3Al EEA &AUA

They never saw-the pain in my eyes

The tears | hid to make them smile.
They never saw the fire in me

The hunger to be better, mile by mi
Every morning | woke up with a purp
To prove that | was worth the fight
I gave them al/|l my ti me, my night s,

Hoping onea daye

And in return,

Il tried my best, but

And | was |l eft standing at a | ocked
Damn, what a selfish world this rea
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The people who clap the |l oudest,
Are the first to forget your name.
They cheer when you rise,

But vanish when you fall/l

I n the end, I l ost myself trying to
I cdul dmmce my reflection, for

I had grown to hate the person star

But then | real i-zed something that
That my purpose was never to be the
My purpose was to bloom, even in th

To write, to heal, to find my own ¢

Erased by appl ause,

But reborn by my own voice.
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[ am Sali ka. I write to heal my
who feel unseen. My poemewt h] k a
and finding "pBdropars ewi I't thmgPauir gp.oas el o
to me because | believtehewramser u

the beginning of who we are mean

3Al EE &AUAI

The pain when your closest one igno
Breaks you like glass, shattered cl
A storm that strikes without a warn

And |l eaves you bl ee

It draws you al one
Wets your face |ike
I't |l eaves you achin
Al | we want i n mome
l' s someone to hol-d,

A shoulder to cry o

I waited for messag

For voices that once called my name

|l questioned every word | said,
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Day
And

S

That

Ar e

But
Sof

Fil

Gho

But

t

e
t

ou
pi
st

f

too much, or not enough inste

turned to weeks, silence grew

|l earned the hardest truth som

sometimes the people we | ove t
he ones who make us feel i ke
ven in the dar k, a |light can g
a'ss snpartiunrge, steady and sl ow.
ng |ife with flowers and dazzl
nd my purpose in the quiet,

cking up the pieces of me.
ed by existence,

ound by my own destiny.
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Koi hamsafar, Na koi hamnava,
Ye Khwyiasah koi sun toh | e.
Na mai | ikh saku, na tu wah kahe,
Ye -@bidzaar koi sun toh 1| e.
Teri yaadamajphe hmaa,
Meri fariyad ab koi sun toh | e.
Bas i si soch se mai chup rha,
Di-dbekaraar koi sun toh | e.
Mer i ajab ajab si chahaten,
Ter i gazab gazab si rehmatein,

Tere ghar aabad toh bahut hue,
Muj he ek baar koi sun toh | e.

Apne sabr ki mai fikr karke,

Tere kareeb se yun hi guzar; 
Ab us baat ki ;
Jise ek baar
Ut ha kar har
Tere hant h me
Tu awwal rahe

Par i s dil ki



Jise chum kar maine rakh |iya,
Pucha ki sdi ymae, toh bt a
Jab suna unhone toh wo muskurae,

Ki ye ranij ham hazaar koi sun toh |
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With mountain, sea , dessert, green
My mother earth you should always b
Rice, pasta, noodles, bun are stapl

this is my mother earth , so grand

I l ove my mot her earth for colourfu

I l ove my mother earth as it is for

Al'l your children

Unity in diversity

You should be prote

because you are th

Mot her earth we fe

mot her earth we fe

Mot her earth we are your children,

Mot her earth we should all l'ive wit
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Payal Chowdhury a Bengal. gi rl f
to an elite family of educati on
writing from the age of 10 and g

0AUAI #EI xAEOC

| stare at the screen, the cursor i
But not a single word comes out to
I drink all my coffee and pace on t

Then helplessly stare at the clock
grudges.

My plot is a mess and my brains fee

I think | wild.l pack up and try a ne

But then a spark hits, the ideas st

And suddenly writing feels just 1ik

Il get a new cast, a new plot, a twi

My eyes dazzl e wi

Th'as when | rewr.i

I arrange the vocabs,



Those stories that work |like a magi

Telecasting them brings a new |l ogic

Somewhere emotions, some educationa
Yes | frame stories that work the b
Neither do | Il ong for popularity,
My deep essence for inking down is
Writing for me is a boon,

Brightest the day with sun, witness
moon.
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Beginning of

new things comes from

a small connecti on,

as a bud turns into a flower,

|l i ke our thoughts drawn.

People get along

well as they symbolize each other.
Whil e stars together

spread the | ight

over the night.

Efforts matter the most
for Il ove to stay.
Things went across and started
to move apart
Things were destroyed
by three | etters
0 EGO.
Being left in the middle
of four letters
0 HOPE.
As the Dbl oomed fl ower
l eft with no water
to resume.
Hope |l eft no space to rejoin.
Pain is what haunts.

Yo'uve been the fl ower
that offered for peopl e,
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