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Winning Against Rivals

Saumya

Looking through the windowpane,
can the world recognise my pain?
Can personal loss

ever justify a nation’s gain?

I turn to God in quiet despair—
how do I hope

in this suffocating, pitch-black air?
“Humanity,” He answers...

but the directions remain unclear.

My children dream of toys—
how do I tell them

they are no longer boys?

Souls lie buried

deeper than my rival’s pity—

how did this massacre ground



once become my favourite city?

Am [ a patriot,
for raising a gun to war?
or a coward,

hiding pride behind a distant roar?

Am I the loser,
or the giver?
For the blood of the innocent

will stain forever my sacred river.



The Youth

Yakshhika Nayal

With tiny hands and heart's ablaze ,

taking a step for the betterment of the country,
opposing government, expressing themselves,
helping others through internet or in life,

all while figuring out their own lives,

sometimes filled with contempt but never with unsurity.

Delivering goods even on the longer routes,
where no one wants to go.

Helping in turning houses from just tin shed ,
to homes filled with love ,

from making roads to fundraising,

all on their own .

From telling stories to elementary students
To solving them in middle school,
From being taught and talking about politics

To taking actions on our own.
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From being one in the many,

To becoming the one leading the many.

From turning their vehicle's into ambulance when needed,
To making sure next time,

there is one .

From growing crops to growing institutes ,

filled with compassion and determination ,

becoming a ray of sunshine in the dark and deep forest of illiteracy:.

The little one's turned out to be the ones with big heart's,
Sacrificing their own light,

to light up the lamps of others.
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Finally Freedom!

Adrija Sarkar

Adrija Sarkar is a high school student who views poetry as a lens to
understand the world. Believing that some thoughts are too heavy for
prose, she uses the structured beauty of verses to explore complex
emotions, freedom, and the human experience.

The wild beast is hidden behind the cage,
Thrown in the abyss darker than Erebus
It paces behind the iron bars, stiffening rage,

Let down its guard, mourning death of Cerebus.

When tears showered, it soared above the cloud
But now, claws turned blunt, feathered span cramped.
The silent thoughts emerged to be too loud,

The cruel shower made the windows damped .

The blacksmith, who crafted it, lost its
key;

Instead of breaking rules, the foes broke
soul,

The leaf dreaming to fly, jumped from the
tree,
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Lost and devoid of hope, the flesh turned coal.

It ceased beating, retained the days that shone,

Amidst the intact dreams, lies broken bone.
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God of the Floor

Megha Agarwal

I was four years old
when I learned that God wasn’t listening.

They said I was a good child —

never stubborn, never begging for toys in crowded shops.
What they didn’t see

was how I already knew
plastic dolls cost too much,

and so did my voice.

That asking meant guilt.

That wanting meant debt.

I learned to kill my wants

before they could embarrass anyone.
I learned to make myself

small enough to feed on scraps of attention

and call it enough.

I thought maybe that would make You notice me.

Good children deserve saving, right?
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By twelve, I stopped pretending.

I closed the bathroom door

and let my knees collapse under me.

The tiles were cold,

but not as cold as the way my chest caved in.
I pressed my face to the floor

and whispered to You —

or maybe I screamed, I don’t remember -
“Either fix this or finish me.”

[ told You I didn’t care which.

I told You I didn’t need a clean death.

I would take my lungs filling with water,
my bones cracking,

my skull opening like a dropped fruit,

if it meant I didn’t have to wake up tomorrow.

You did neither.

I lay there and thought maybe

You wanted to see how far I’d bend
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before I snapped.

Maybe You liked the sound
of children begging
because it reminded You

that You were God.

They tell me You answer in Your own time.
But what does time mean

when every second is a blade,

when every sunrise feels like

You pressing on my chest

just to watch me squirm?

I was twelve.

I was drowning in air.

And You had oceans to spare.

Now I’m older,

and I still find myself bargaining with a God
I say I don’t believe in.

Some nights, I ask again —

Give me something.
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Someone.

A reason.

Let me be myself with another soul
without them turning away in disgust.
And every time You say nothing,

I imagine You watching,

like a scientist with a glass jar,

me pacing inside,

wearing grooves into the floor.

They tell me You love me.

I remember the floor.

I remember the silence thick enough to choke on.
I remember my nails digging into my palms
until the half-moons bled

just to feel proof that I was still here.

I remember realizing that

if I stayed alive,

it was because of me —

not You,

never You.



And still, I catch myself looking up,

as if You might finally have an answer.

But I already know what You’ll give me.
The same thing You gave a four-year-old
learning to starve her wants.

The same thing You gave a twelve-year-old

willing to die on the bathroom floor.

Nothing.
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LIFE IS THE GREATEST GIFT

Jyotirmayee Pattanaik

Jyotirmayee Pattanaik is an aspiring writer currently pursuing a
degree in Biotechnology. Alongside her academic studies, she is
actively engaged in research paper writing while nurturing a deep
passion for literature and creative expression.

Life is the greatest gift of all,

A one-time blessing, precious and small.
Each sunrise paints a brand-new start,
A chance to live with an open heart.

Every person we meet has a reason to stay,
Teaching us lessons along the way.

Some bring laughter, some bring tears,
Yet all help shape our passing years.

Every lesson we carry makes us wise,

Helping our dreams and hopes arise.
Every success is a blessing written in our fate,
A reward for faith, though it may come late.

So treasure each moment, both joyful and hard,
For every heartbeat is Heaven's reward.

Live with gratitude, kindness, and uplift—

For life is the greatest, one-time gift.
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The Paradox of the Shore

Syed hifzaan

I am the listener who holds the sea,

But words freeze tight when it comes to me.
A loyal friend, in the quiet shade,

Yet a shadow when the plans are made.

A "good enough" person, striving to be

A simple human, flawed but free.

I read the pages, I take the test,

A striving student who cannot rest.

I feel an ocean, deep and wide,

But cannot show the tide inside.

I hear the thoughts you never speak,
The silent tears upon your cheek.

I read the heavy, unsaid weight,
The hidden grief, the quiet hate.

But when I look into your eyes,

And hold the truth beneath the lies,
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It makes you pull away in fear-

To feel yourself so deeply clear.

And so I bleed from what I know,

In silent chambers, masked in snow.

The sharpest ache I have to bear

Is feeling what you cannot share.
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What Did | Ever Do to Get Him?

Mukta pradhan

I can't accurately recreate every chapter and page from our entire
conversation because it exceeds the context I currently have. This
PDF contains a placeholder and recommendation to compile the full
manuscript in sections.

Please ask me to compile Chapters 1-5, then 6-10, etc., and I can
produce a complete formatted PDF without losing any content.
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Loving You In Silence

Khwahish Kedia

Khwahish Kedia is a 16 year old published author. Writing has always
been more than just an activity for her. Themes of her writing include;
societal issues, love, contrast, short stories, nature and much more.

Your eyes speak what words can’t,

Your gaze flickers with every glance,
Your presence—your actions—everything about you
Makes you better, more precious,

Someone the world doesn’t quite deserve.

I steal glances at every chance,

Just to catch a sight of you—

My gaze softens every time it finds you.
My tone, my voice—they change when it’s you,
My cheeks flush deeper,

And even silence begins to hum with your presence.

In every dream I see,

I make sure you’re there—
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Cradling moments with you

That reality never lets me keep.

And every time the thought of making you mine appears,
Your independence outshines it—

A reminder that you don’t need anyone’s hand.

And ... I love that.

I love seeing you happy in your own world,

Smiling freely, living on your own terms.

I wouldn’t bind you,

Or shape your happiness in any way.

So I just smile—

Watching you in your own rhythm,
And somehow, I get colored in it too.
To feel you,

To feel the peace,

To feel the quiet symphony—

And let you remain

The most beautiful version of yourself.
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Memories

Diksha Chandrus

Hello to all fellow readers out there! Myself Diksha Chandrus a 17
year old girl who loves to convert the pain inside her heart into words
and write poems that describe not only me but the deepest part of my
heart which remain hidden from others.

As the clouds drift apart, so does the person.
The memories we had, just for a moment,
Bring me to tears to think that I wasn't meant for you—
When all I wished for was to be considered.

Funny how time changes like the weather of a city;
One day you were all I had,

The next, you left me like I was nothing.
Breaks my heart to see you without me,

But know that you will be far better away from
me.

And just like that, the fairytale was left in the middle,

With pages half written, but the heart full of memories...
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You are the reason

Varsha Kp

You are the reason I still blush when a song suddenly reminds me of
you.

You are the reason I started noticing a softness in myself [ never
paid attention to before.

You are the reason I learned that caring deeply doesn't always need
explanations or permission.

You are the reason I began to look at my reflection without being
too harsh on myself.

You are the reason ordinary moments started feeling a little less
empty and a little more alive.

You are the reason silence doesn't scare me the way it used to.

You are the reason I started believing I deserve love, even on days I
don't feel enough.

You are the reason I stopped being so unkind
to myself in thoughts no one ever hears.

You are the reason I find meaning in the
smallest, simplest things without trying too
hard.

You are the reason sunsets feel like they are
holding something I can't fully say out loud.

You are the reason I learned to sit with my

emotions instead of running away from them.



You are the reason I feel a quiet kind of strength on days I feel
weak.

You are the reason I write things I will never send to you.

You are the reason some memories still feel warm, even when they
should've faded.

You are the reason I miss something I never truly had.

And you are the reason a small part of me still hopes... even when I
pretend it doesn't.

I loved you so much that I started to love myself too.
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Wish it was me

Diksha Chandrus

Hello to all the fellow readers! Myself Diksha Chandrus a 17 year old
girl who loves to convert the heartache and sadness felt into words
through the medium of poetries.

"I don't love you anymore

A pretty line that I adore"

Always loved the wording to this,
Until it was my chance to miss.

I love how ur cheeks turn red the very moment u smile,

I capture it in my heart like a source of life;

The ignorant waves, or the "chill dude we buddies" kinda ways;
Were all I had of you until u went away.

Perhaps it wasn't you or me,

But the girl who became everything I couldn't be.

And I hate how I can't hate her,
For she is all I ever want to be—
Prettier, kinder, smarter,

And all you wished me to be.

I hate you for letting her get between us,
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When all I wanted was to save us.
I hate that I can never possibly hate u,
for all u did was never for me;

All T felt is still kept deep inside,

Cause I'm yours for all the times u weren't mine.
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An uprooted tree

Anjandev Roy

Anjandev Roy born on January 9, 1973, in the small village Barkona,
in the district of Purba Bardhaman, west Bengal. He has loved to read
and write poetry since his childhood.

An uprooted tree came in my dark vision,
It was extremely sad and pensive,
I asked it a very simple question about the modern civilization,

But it gave me a very complex answer.....

Silently though,

Which uprooted my creative voice
In the worst way,

I remained completely standstill,
No hope, no expectation for me,
Utter darkness suffused inside and outside,

Eventually I realised the ultimate truth,

As my devastated inner self became deeply entwined with

The pain and agony of the uprooted tree.
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A Day That Changed my life

Divyanshi Pandey

Divyanshi Pandey

Not just a name, but a story in the making,
A heart that’s strong, even when breaking.
I fall, I rise, I learn, I grow,

Becoming better than I was before.

I don’t follow the crowd, I follow my way,
With quiet strength, I shine every day.
Dreams in my eyes, courage in my soul,
Turning every challenge into my goal.

A day that changed my life,
Just a normal day,

But it changed everything

In my life.

Many people spoke,

But I never listened.

I made mistakes

In many different ways.

But when I realized the truth,

I knew they were right that day.
I failed many times to understand,

Until I found the right way.

Only a few people care,
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Only a few want your success,

But even one true person

Is worth more than the rest.

That was not just a day,

It was the biggest realization

Of my whole life.

My realization became very strong.
Thanks to that day

That made me powerful.
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Spiritual — One Last Time

Bikramijit Sen

Bikramjit Sen is a versatile author and poet celebrated for his
evocative storytelling in both prose and poetry. With a prolific career,
he has written eight books—including 'Potentially Divine Souls' and
'Leap of Life'—and contributed to over 100 anthologies.

Our spirit's truest nature is spiritual;
Becoming ourselves is the miracle.
As real as what's felt,

Where true joy dwells—

Eternal within, empirical
Therefore we are spiritual
Destined to be so

As our very core

Teaches us to bow

Infront of the Supreme Spirit
Residing in each one of us...
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I'm Waiting

Veer

They Say The Dead Find Peace,
They Lied,

I Found Nothing But Silence,

And The Sound Of My Own Voice,
Repeating The Same Words,

Over And Over,

“I’m Waiting.”

The Gates Are Tall,

White, Quiet, Blinding,
Angels Sit By Them, Wings Folded Like Questions,

And They Ask Me Gently,

“Do You Bring A Flower?”

A Simple Thing, They Say,

Just One,
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From Anyone,

In Life, Or After.

And I Stand,
Empty-Handed,
Empty-Hearted,

And I Answer,

“I’m Waiting.”

Not For Redemption,
Not For Gold,

Not Even For God,

I Wait For A Flower.

The Kind They Give So Easily To Others,
A Mother,

A Daughter,

A Friend,

A Lover,
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But Not To Men Like Me.

In Life,
I Carried The Weight Of Houses,

But Not The Weight Of A Petal.

I Broke My Back To Build Smiles,

But No One Thought I Needed One.

They Said,

“You’re Strong,”

“You Don’t Need That,”

“You’re A Man,”

So I Became Stone,

And Stones Don’t Get Flowers.

Even In Death,

I Watch The Gates Bloom With Souls Who Bring Blossoms,
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Roses Kissed With Laughter,
Jasmines Wrapped In Memories,

Even Wildflowers Picked By Accident,

But Me?
Nothing,

Not Even A Dry Stem.

And Still, I Say,

“I’m Waiting.”

I Have Waited Across Decades,
Through The Dust Of Forgotten Prayers,
Through Centuries Of Silence.

The Angels No Longer Ask Me,

They Just Glance And Turn Their Eyes Down.

They Know,
He Has Nothing,

He Was Loved Like A Wall Is Loved,
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Only When Leaned On.

They Say A Man Must Earn His Heaven,
But No One Told Me

I Had To Earn A Flower Too.

Not One In Life,
Not One In Mourning,
Not One Now,

Not Even One.

So I Remain Here,

By The Gate,

Nameless,

Face Dimmed,

Hands Stretched Out Like A Question

That No One Ever Answered.

And With Whatever Breath Remains In Me,

I Whisper Again,
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“I’m Waiting.”

*Haan, Main Tumhe Bhul Jaungi *

Simran kaur

Han main tumhen bhul jaaungi,

Han thoda waqt lagega, par bhul jaaugi.
Tumbhari yaadon ke jo saaye hain mere sath,
Un saayon se apna daaman chhudaungi,
Han thoda waqt lagega, par bhul jaaugi.

Jo silsile the humare darmiyaan kabhi,

Un kisse-kahaniyon ko mitaungi,

Dil ko thoda dard hoga, thoda royegi ye jaan,
Magar ek din sukoon ki neend so jaaungi,
Han thoda waqt lagega, par bhul jaaugi.
Tumbhare naam par jo dhadakta hai ye dil,
Ise kisi aur mod par sambhalna sikhaungi,

Tumhe khabar bhi nahi hogi meri talaash ki,

Main is qadar tumhari zindagi se chali jaaungi,

Han thoda waqt lagega, par bhul jaaugi.
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The Garden | Became~

Humna Fatima

I am a young poet from Kanpur, India, whose writing explores
themes of hope, resilience, healing, self-discovery, and the quiet
strength found in life's struggles.

They said flowers bloom only in spring,
but no one spoke of the seeds

that survive the longest winters.

I have carried storms beneath my smile and silence,
gathered shattered dreams like fallen petals,

and learned that broken things

can still hold beauty without asking permission.

The world measured me by my
failures;

I chose to measure myself
by every sunrise [ was brave enough to witness.
Not every battle leaves visible scars,

and not every victory arrives with applause.

Sometimes, survival itself
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is the quietest form of courage.

I have stood in places

where hope felt too fragile to touch,

yet even there, tiny roots found their way
through cracks that seemed impossible.
Life never promised gentle seasons,

but it whispered that every ending

carries the memory of another beginning.

I no longer fear becoming undone,
for I have watched the strongest trees

bend with the fiercest winds

and still greet the morning with open branches.

So if you find me blooming now,

do not mistake it for an easy life.

I bloomed because I learned

that darkness is not the end of the story.
It is simply where unseen roots

learn to believe in the sun.

41



I am not the person

the world expected me to become.

I am something softer,
stronger,

and infinitely more alive.

I became the garden

I was always searching for.
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The bhairavapuram murder case

K. Gayatri

My name is K. Gayatri. | am from Adoni, Kurnool dist, Andhra
Pradesh. I am studying inter 2nd year. My date of birth is 30-04-2010.

Detective Akash arrives in Bhairavapuram to investigate a murder
case. A few days earlier, two men from the village had been found
dead. The local police had failed to identify the killer or close the
case, so they called Akash, a famous detective whose intelligence is
known throughout the state.

As soon as he reaches the village, Akash goes to meet his childhood
friend, Anvi. Akash is originally from Bhairavapuram, and Anvi has
been his closest friend since childhood. After greeting her warmly
and asking about her well-being, he says, “You completed your
M.A. Why didn’t you move to the city for work?”

Anvi replies, “I chose to stay here and take care of the children in
the orphanage.”

Impressed by her dedication, Akash asks
Anvi to help him with the investigation.

The next day, Akash, Anvi, and two
policemen visit the crime scene where
the two murdered villagers, Charan and
Surya, had been found. The police
explain that, at first, they suspected the murders had

resulted from a fight between the two men, because villagers had
seen them arguing that very morning. However, after the
postmortem examination, the police began to doubt this theory. Both
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victims had been killed with unusual brutality, suggesting that
someone else was involved.

Akash asks whether the police know of any motive behind the
murders. They explain that Charan and Surya were honest men who
always spoke the truth. Many villagers respected and trusted them,
but others disliked them because they exposed people’s mistakes
and caused them to be punished. Anvi adds, “Yes, they had enemies,
but not the kind you would expect to commit murder.”

Akash decides to interrogate both the people who hated Charan and
Surya and those who had witnessed their fight that morning.

Anvi and the police gather everyone Akash wants to question.
During the interrogation, he asks about the argument between
Charan and Surya. The villagers tell him it was not the first time the
two had fought. Akash asks why they argued so often, and Anvi
explains that occasional quarrels between them were not unusual.

Akash then asks the police to bring the postmortem report to the
crime scene. The crime scene is an abandoned old house, isolated
from the rest of the village. There is not a single other house within
a 200-meter radius. While searching the area, Akash finds no major
clues except two cinema tickets from a theater in the nearby town.
However, the tickets are dated two days before the murders, so they
seem unimportant at first. With no other evidence, Akash finds
himself at a dead end.

Anvi suggests that he investigate known criminals in the village first
and determine whether the murderer might be among them. Akash
follows her advice and eventually identifies two suspects. The first
is Rajesh, the village head. The second is a notorious local thief.

After questioning the police and several villagers, Akash learns that
there had been no robbery in the village around the time of the
murders, which weakens the case against the thief. Rajesh, however,
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remains suspicious. He had once been involved in a drug case and
was even sent to jail, though the crime was never proven. Officially,
he had been released as innocent, but many villagers still believe
that he is secretly a drug dealer.

Determined not to ignore any clue, Akash travels to the town the
next day to investigate the cinema tickets. The theater manager
checks the seat numbers and CCTV footage and tells him that a
woman accompanied by five children had attended the show. When
Akash watches the footage, he realizes that the woman is Anvi, and
the five children are from the orphanage.

Akash begins to think carefully. Finding two discarded tickets may
be normal, but where are the other four? He decides to ask Anvi
about them.

When questioned, Anvi explains that she still has her own ticket,
while the children had kept theirs. Two of the children, she says, lost
their tickets on the way back from the movie. When Akash asks
where this happened, she replies, “Near the old house. That is the

only TET back to the village at night.”

Akash asks whether they passed by the old house when the murders
took place. Anvi calmly answers, “No.” Akash believes her and
continues his investigation into Rajesh.

Soon, Akash uncovers stronger evidence that Rajesh is indeed
involved in drug trafficking. At that moment, he remembers seeing
traces of white powder at the crime scene—something he had
completely overlooked. When he returns to the old house and
examines the area again, he realizes that the powder is drugs. He
then consults the doctor who performed the postmortem and asks
whether any drug particles were found on the bodies. The doctor
replies, “No, not on the bodies themselves. But I did find some
powder near them.”
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This confirms Akash’s suspicion.

He goes directly to Rajesh and asks where he had been on the day of
the murders. Rajesh hesitates before replying, “At home.”

But Akash already knows this is a lie. He has learned that Rajesh
had been outside that day because he was preparing to transport
drugs out of the village, and the old house was the delivery point.

Akash arrests Rajesh and closes the case. He explains that Charan
and Surya had witnessed the drug operation and opposed Rajesh.
Fearing exposure, Rajesh murdered them to silence them. Though
Rajesh had once been jailed in connection with a drug case, his
wealth had later helped him rise to power and become the village
head. Within just five days, Akash solves the case and submits his
report.

Before returning to the city, Akash goes to meet Anvi and inform her
that he is leaving. At that moment, she reveals a shocking truth: she
had known the identity of the murderer all along.

The children had seen the murder while passing by the old house
after the movie. In their panic, they had run away, and two of the
tickets had fallen from Anvi’s purse. Yet Anvi had chosen not to tell
Akash the truth from the beginning. She wanted him to solve the
case on his own.

In the end, Anvi congratulates Akash on solving the case
successfully. Akash then returns to the city where he now lives.
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“Dead still Alive?”

Shaila Akahiv

Pattering; Shattering; Scattering across the wall;
Broken; Hollow; Empty embracing the fall;
Bleeding; rushing down to kiss the drain;
Whisper; mere a mumble desperate for call.

Sliding; dripping down leaving the stain.

Breathing! How sinful its feel to breath?

Flying! I'm trying to fly like smeath;

Nerves breaking down - it's the magic of meth;
Turning gaze to him - gulping limp down is eath.

Lost! I'm lost; sitting far from beth.

Drag me, pull me, carry me away;
Screams, I'm gulping them only to sway;

Scratching! Digging! unraveling my deeds;

Hold me beneath the warmness of warm ray.

Let me taste it, let me feel it, let me hide it far from my beats.
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Ek Lafz, Kayi Duniyaan

Harmandeep Kour

Between the margins of a single word,
A thousand silent galaxies unfold.
Kagaz par bikhri ek chhoti si lakeer,

Carries a weight no cosmos could ever hold.

A quiet breath, a stroke of ink on page,
Kabhi ban jaati hai kisi ki tagdeer.
It mends the bitter, weathered wounds of age,

Aur badal deti hai waqt ki tasveer.

In one word, a mother finds her peace,
Wohi ek shabd uski duniya sanwaarta hai.
A prisoner whispers for a longed-for release,

Jab dil ka dard hadd se guzarta hai.

In one word, two lovers weather every storm,
Jab do dilon ke beech faasle badh jaate hain.

A frozen soul reaches for its quiet warmth,
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Toh yahi lafz unka sahara ban jaate hain.

Kagaz par likha ek lafz, lagta hai kitna aam,
Yet open it, and it softly speaks your name.
Yeh kitaab nahi, yeh hamari rooh ka aaina hai,

Where every weary heart rediscovers its flame.

It is a mirror to the human heart,
Toote hue dilon ka aakhri sahara hai yeh.
Where every ending births another start,

Gham ke samundar mein umeed ka kinara hai yeh.

Kayi sadiyan beet gayin, kayi daur badal gaye,
Yet timeless words have never lost their grace.
Is kitaab ke jazbaat har dil mein utar gaye,

Helping us find our history, our home, our place.

Ek lafz. Kayi duniyaan. An endless, boundless sky.

A universe too vast for human eyes to claim.
Jab bikhre hon sab khwaab aur umeed ho kam,

The silent stars still whisper out its name.
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Iska ek bhi lafz padhoge, toh sukoon mil jaayega,
For every page becomes a light against the night.
One heart remembers, then another learns to rise—

Aur isi tarah, lafz dar lafz, insaaniyat phir se jee uthti hai....
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A Conversation with the Sky

Nousheen D

Today, I spoke with the sky.

The sun was shining,
yet rain was gently falling.
The sight was so lovely

that I could not take my eyes away.

I asked the sky,

"Why are the sun and rain together today?"

The sky replied softly,

"Every moment has two sides.
Some people look up at this rain
and complain about the weather.
But you stand here smiling,

simply enjoying the beauty.

That is what makes your view different."
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As night arrived,

the rain continued to fall.

A beam of light touched the raindrops,
making them sparkle like tiny stars.

The scene was beautiful once again.

Then the rain whispered,

"This light is forced upon me,
coming from lamps in the darkness.
But what you saw in the evening

was different.

There, the sunlight met me naturally,

with no force, no command,

only a gentle meeting of sky, sun, and rain.

That is why it felt so special.”
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And I stood there silently,
watching the falling rain,
learning that beauty is not only in what we see,

but in how we choose to see it.
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A Second Start

Nisha

Everybody has a chance

To start fresh, to rise anew,

To shape a path much brighter

Than the one they once went through.

Like a player who loses a game,

Yet turns around to see,

What was missed, what slipped away,
What could have been the key.

Even after giving all they had,

A hundred percent, no less,

They search again for what lacked,
Through failure and through stress.

And once they find that missing piece,
They build themselves much better,
For life, like every field of play,
Demands effort altogether.

Time, patience, and consistency
The roots of all we chase,
For every loss can shape us strong,

And lead us to our place.
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This is my story

Yashika

There was a time

when every song was an accident.

A lyric would stumble into my chest,

a melody would brush against an old memory,
and suddenly

the world would become unbearably full of you.
Not because I wanted it to.

Not because I searched for you.
But because love is strange—

it hides people in ordinary things.
In bus rides.

In rainy evenings.

In unfinished sentences.

In songs.

God, especially in songs..

But somewhere along the way,
something shifted.

Not all at once.

Not dramatically.

Not with a slammed door

or a final goodbye.

Just slowly.

Cruelly.

Like watching paint peel from a wall
you once called home..

And what broke me

wasn't even what you did.

It was what you became.
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Or maybe,

what I finally allowed myself to see.
Because love can survive distance.

It can survive silence.

It can survive misunderstandings.

But it struggles to survive disappointment.
The kind that settles inside your bones.
The kind that keeps asking—

"Why are you like this?"

"Why would you think that?"

"Why would you do that?"

"Why would you choose this version of yourself?"
Again.

And again.

And again.

Until your mind becomes a courtroom
where the same trial never ends.

I hated that.

Not you.

The behavior

Teh talkingg

The endless noise.

The constant ache of trying to understand someone
who made less and less sense

every time I looked at them.

I was angry.

At you.

At myself.

At the fact that I still cared enough

to be angry at all.

Because indifference would've been easier.
Far easier.

You know what nobody tells you?
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Sometimes love doesn't leave first.

Respect does.

And when respect starts packing its bags,
love follows behind

like a child who doesn't know where else to go.
I kept noticing things.

Tiny things.

The way you spoke.

The way you avoided.

The way you reacted.

The things you pretended not to mean.

The things you definitely meant.

Every glance.

Every silence.

Every shift in temperature.

I noticed all of it.

Not because I was searching.

But because once you've loved someone deeply,
you become fluent in their smallest changes..
And maybe that's what exhausted me.

Not losing you.

Studying you.

Trying to solve a puzzle

that kept changing its own pieces.

Trying to defend you

against conclusions

you personally delivered.

Trying to find explanations

for things that should've never needed explanations.
People kept saying,

"There must be another perspective."
Another perspective.

Another reason.

Another possibility.
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Another excuse.

Another door.

Another angle.

Another version of the story.

And maybe they're right.

Maybe there are hundreds.

But I was tired.

So unbelievably tired.

Of standing in the middle of a burning room
and discussing architecture.

At some point,

I stopped wanting answers.

Stopped wanting clarity.

Stopped wanting redemption arcs.
Stopped wanting proof.

Stopped wanting hope...

Because hope can be dangerous

when it overstays its welcome.

And one evening,

under a sky that looked exactly like this one—
dark clouds,

strangled sunlight,

trees turning into silhouettes—

I realized something.

I don't need you to become better

for me to move on.

I don't need you to understand my pain.

I don't need you to validate my version.

I don't need an apology.

I don't even need closure.

I only need me , myself ,my feelings , my
disappointment..everything’s on me ..
And peace is impossible

when every memory is being interrogated.
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When every song becomes evidence.

When every conversation becomes an autopsy.

When every heartbeat is still trying
to resurrect what already died..

So I stopped.

Not loving.

Not immediately.

I don't think hearts work that way.
But I stopped reaching.

Stopped waiting.

Stopped translating your silences
into things they never were.
Stopped searching for myself
inside your thoughts.

Stopped wondering

whether I still mattered...

And the strangest thing happened.
The world didn't end.

The sky still changed colors.

The wind still arrived in the evenings.
The songs still played.

The roads still led somewhere.
And people—

good people—

continued finding me.
Remembering me.

Choosing me.

Without confusion.

Without games.

Without making me question

my own reality.

Now when a song plays,

I don't think of what we could've been.

I think of what I survived.
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And maybe that's sad.

Maybe it's beautiful.

Maybe it's both.

But if you ever cross my mind now,

it isn't with longing.

It isn't with hope.

It isn't even with hatred.

It's with a quiet grief

for the version of you

I carried for far too long.

The version that never truly existed.

The version I loved.

The version I defended.

The version I waited for.

And somewhere beneath these heavy clouds,
while the last light struggles through the darkness,
I finally understand:

I wasn't losing you.

I was losing an illusion.

And somehow,

that hurt even more.

Because the hardest goodbye

isn't to a person.

It's to the thoughts

You build of them , around them , for them...
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Her love for the woods

Riya Thakur

She craveth love, yet dareth not its flame,
And seeketh solace where the wild winds sigh;
For Nature knoweth well her hidden name,

Whilst mortal hearts have taught her but to cry.

Her childhood's bloom did wither ere its spring,
Too soon compelled to wear the robes of years;
She once did laugh as free as birds that sing,

Now liveth veiled beneath unspoken
tears.

She breatheth still, yet seemeth long
since gone,

Not flesh, but soul hath faded into
night;

She feareth bonds where once affection shone,

Lest love should steal again her fragile light.

Thus to the trees she whispereth all her pain,
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For they betray not hearts they gently keep;
The earth embraceth what men could not sustain,

And lulleth all her wounded dreams to sleep.
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Am | Good Enough?

Priyanshi

I wish I had someone who’d see a reel and think of me,
Someone who’d laugh and say, “This is us,” so naturally.
I wish my parents looked at me with pride in their eyes,

Instead of making me feel small with every harsh reply.

I wanted to be brave, the kind that never falls apart,

The kind that walks through storms with courage in their heart.

I chose to be a fighter, strong enough to recover,

But somewhere in the battle... I ended as a survivor.

Home was supposed to heal me, not make me feel alone,
But slowly I lost my place in the only home I’d known.
Now I search for people while pretending that I’'m fine,

Trying to find the missing piece I lost somewhere with time.

Sometimes I stare at heaven and wonder if God can hear,

Because every time I call for help, the silence feels severe.
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My prayers are getting weaker, my tears harder to hide,

So I keep placing bandages where my broken feelings lie.

And no one really notices the wars inside my head,
The nights I overthink

The way I fake a smile so nobody
asks why,

The way I say “I’m okay” while
slowly drained inside.

Am I good enough to be a daughter someone keeps close?
Good enough to be a sister people love the most?

Good enough to be a friend they wouldn’t leave behind?
Or am [ just a shadow people forget with time?

I know I’m only thirteen, still growing day by day,

But sometimes even young hearts can carry too much weight.
I learned how to survive before I learned how to rest,
How to hide my pain away and still give life my best.

I chose to be a fighter,

But ended as a survivor.

Yet maybe every scar I hide, every time I stayed alive,

Is proof that even survivors... still fight to survive.
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Perfection is a Myth..!!

Anushka Jain

Perfection is a myth, that's what I believe,

For no one in this world is flawless, if we truly perceive.
Some may seem perfect from afar, shining bright like a star,
But every soul has strengths and flaws, that's who we are.

Yes, I'm not a perfect girl, and that's completely fine,

I may not know cooking or household chores at this time.
But when the moment comes, I'll learn and grow with grace,
Step by step, at my own pace.

What I know today is to study hard and chase my dream,

To become the person I've always wished to be.

To make my family proud one day, standing tall and free,

For they believed in this imperfect girl and saw the best in me.

You don't need to be perfect to deserve a place in someone's heart,
Those who judge you for your flaws were never meant to be a part.
The true ones stay beside you through sunshine and stormy weather,
Accepting you as you are and walking with you forever.

So keep those people close, never let them drift apart,

For they are the rarest treasures you'll ever hold in your heart. €
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UNTOLD STORY OF SHADOWS @

Prerna

In heels of silence, shadows crept,
She moved where secrets never slept.
A club of smoke, of neon lights,

A mission hidden deep in night.

The file...a ghost of blood and lies,
Was marked beneath the traitor's eyes.
She searched the drawer, smooth and fast,

When footsteps echoed from the past.

Beneath the desk, her breath grew tight,
As danger stepped into the light.
He cursed and called, “Where is the file?”

His voice a storm, yet calm in style.

He slammed a fist, the floorboard shook,

She stayed unseen sharp eyes, sharp look.

He dialed again. "It should be here."
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She raised her gun. "Now listen clear.”

Right at his core, her weapon aimed,
A threat no man could leave unnamed.
“Cut the call. And lean right back,”

One move too quick, she'd fade to black.

He stilled. He smiled. No hint of fear.
She tied him down with leather near.
But as her fingers grazed his wrist,

He felt not hate... but heat persist.

His voice dropped low, like velvet sin,
A smirk beneath his tightened grin
“Oh, pretty girl, you playing with fire,

Is it what your heart desire?”

Her glare was ice, her stance was steel,
But something flickered..barely real.
She checked the knots, kept calm and cold,

But heat like his was hard to hold.
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He tilted back, his gaze was slow,
“As much as you pretend to know...
You want control, you want the win,

But what you crave—it starts within.”

She scoffed, then searched the room once more,
Her mind on codes, on silent war.
But every time she met his stare,

He stripped her calm, left her bare.

The file was there, beneath the glass,
Marked confidential—“Do not pass.”
She grabbed it quick, turned on her heel,

But paused... despite the final deal.

"You don’t scare me," she said at last.
He chuckled low, "Oh, that will pass."
She moved to leave, her heart a drum

But didn't notice she’d grown numb.

68



For danger came with steel and charm,
And she had tied it to the arm.
She vanished then, like ghost in mist

But left behind... a scar, a twist.

And him? Still tied, a smirk intact,
Already plotting his next act.
A girl with fire, a game begun

Two shadows now instead of one.
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April 17

Yvette

"If someone had told me that one ordinary day would change my
entire life, I would've smiled and said they were being dramatic.

But sometimes, the most beautiful stories begin on the most
ordinary days."

It was April 17.

I had spent the day at the hospital with one of my friends. By the
time we were heading home, I was exhausted. All I wanted was to
get back, lie on my bed, and call it a day.

Just then, my phone buzzed.

It was a message from one of my guy
friends.

"Can you come meet me for a bit?"

I replied almost immediately.

"I'm busy. I can't. I don't even have a vehicle to
come."

A few seconds later, another message appeared.

"It'll only take a few minutes. My friend will come and pick you up
on his bike."

I stared at the screen for a moment.

Should I go?
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It was just for a little while ...

After thinking about it, I smiled and typed one word.
"Okay."

A few minutes later, my phone rang.

"Where are you?" a calm, gentle voice asked.
I told him where I was standing.

"Walk a little further ahead. I'm almost there."
I did as he said.

Then I saw a bike slowly approaching.

And there he was.

Yoel.

The first thing I noticed was his smile.

It wasn't loud or flashy. It was warm, comforting, and somehow
familiar, as if I'd known it forever.

Then I looked into his eyes.
Kind.
Gentle.

The kind of eyes that made you feel safe without saying a single
word.

I had no idea that, in that tiny moment, I had already begun falling
for him.

What I didn't know was that he was quietly feeling the same way.
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Before I could climb onto the bike, he picked up a helmet and gently
placed it on my head.

"There," he said with a small smile. "Safety first."
It was such a simple gesture.

But somehow ...

My heart skipped a beat.

I climbed onto the bike, trying my best to stay calm.
The ride felt strangely quiet.

My thoughts were much louder.

Should I hold onto him?

Would that be weird?

What if I make things awkward?

My hands trembled as I sat there, trying not to touch him while
secretly hoping I wouldn't fall off the bike.

When we reached my friend's place, everyone was talking and
laughing.

I quietly took a seat beside Yoel.
Neither of us seemed to know how to start a conversation.
The silence wasn't uncomfortable.

It was simply the silence of two strangers who wanted to know each
other but didn't know where to begin.

Noticing I looked tired, he ordered a cup of coffee for me.
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As I wrapped my hands around the warm cup and took my first sip,
he suddenly began to sing.

I looked up.

His voice ...

It was soft, sweet, and soothing.

Every note felt effortless.

For a moment, I forgot about everyone else in the room.
I just listened.

And somewhere between that first sip of coffee and the last line of
his song, I realized something.

I liked him.

Maybe more than I should have after only meeting him once.
Trying to hide how nervous I was, I finally spoke.
"So ... what's your name?"

He smiled.

"Yoel."

Then he looked at me with the same gentle smile.
"And yours?"

"Yvette."

"I like your name," he said.

I felt my cheeks grow warm.

A few minutes later, he asked,

73



"Can I have your number?"

Instead of saying it out loud, I held out my hand.

"Give me your phone."

He handed it to me without hesitation.

I typed my number into his contacts before giving it back.

He looked at the screen, smiled, and slipped his phone into his
pocket.

"I'll call you ... or maybe text you tonight."

I tried to act calm.

"Okay."

But inside, my heart was celebrating.

Time flew by before I even realized it.

Soon, it was time for me to leave.

"I'll drop you home," Yoel said.

Once again, I climbed onto the back of his bike.

This time, I was a little less nervous.

The evening breeze was cool as we rode through the quiet streets.
Halfway home, he gently reached back and held my hand.
Every thought in my head disappeared.

"So ... " he said after taking a deep breath.

"Are you single?"

I couldn't help but laugh nervously.
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"Umm ... yeah."
For a brief moment, he was silent.
Then he smiled.

"Can I take you on a date next week?"

I stared at him, completely caught off guard.

No one had ever asked me that so sincerely.
A smile slowly spread across my face.
"Yes"

It was only one word.

A tiny answer to a simple question.

But neither of us knew ...

That little "yes" would become the beginning of a love story that

would change both of our lives forever.
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8:00 PM

Yvette

Have you ever waited for a notification you kept pretending you
weren't waiting for?

That was me.

The moment I reached home, I changed into my pajamas and tied
my hair into a messy bun.

I tossed my phone onto the bed and told myself not to be ridiculous.
"He's probably busy."

"He'll probably never text."

"And even if he does ... why am I so excited?"

Every five minutes, I'd unlock my phone.

Nothing.

Again.

Nothing.

I sighed dramatically and threw it back onto the bed.

"Stop being delusional, Yvette," I whispered to myself.

I shared a room with my sister, so I couldn't exactly sit there smiling
at my phone without her asking a hundred questions.

I tried distracting myself.

I watched random videos.
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Folded my clothes.

Even stared at the ceiling for a while.
Still ...

My eyes kept finding their way back to my phone.
Then ...

Buzz.

I practically snatched it off the bed.
One message.

Unknown Number.

My heart started racing.

I opened it.

Hello.

That was it.

Just one word.

But somehow, that single word made my heart do cartwheels.
[ didn't even have to guess who it was.

It was him.

I smiled so hard my cheeks hurt before replying.

Hello.

Almost instantly, another message arrived.

"Did you miss me already?"
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I rolled my eyes and laughed.

"We've only met once," I replied.

"I know," he answered.

"But I still wanted to talk to you."

I don't know why ...

But reading those words made me feel strangely happy.
After talking for a while, another message popped up.
"I'm actually near your house."

I blinked.

Near my house?

"Come outside for just two minutes."

For a second ...

I wanted to.

More than anything.

But I looked beside me.

My sister was still there.

If I walked out now, she'd definitely ask questions.

I bit my lip before replying.

"I can't. My sister's with me."

A few moments later, he replied.

"That's okay. We'll meet another day."



He even sent a smiling emoji, trying to make sure I didn't feel bad.

Later, I found out he was out with his friends.
Yet somehow ...

In the middle of all that ...

He still thought of texting me.

That night, we didn't talk for very long.

Life happened.

He got busy.

I went to sleep wondering if tomorrow would be any different.
The next morning ...

The very first notification on my phone read-
Good morning, Yvette.

And somehow ...

My mornings never felt the same after that. Yoel
8:03 PM

Hello.

Yvette

8:04 PM

Hello ...

11:47 PM

Incoming Call ...
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Letter of a Dead Mother

Aanchal Bharara

“What? She’s no more?” Said a son crying, when his wife informed
him about his mother’s death.

The son reached back home from office within minutes. His wife
gave him a letter left behind by his mother, who committed suicide.
But why did she commit suicide?

Tears rolled down the son’s eyes as
he started reading the letter —

“You killed me son. Not today but
years back. When we wanted you to
take our responsibility, you took it,
but as a burden. Your father and I

died the day we understood this.

We loved you always and did every possible thing to make you a
happy and successful person. But what did we get in return?
Rudeness and loneliness?

Your father died a year back and today I am leaving you forever.
After he left me, I had you but still I was alone. So just writing this
letter for you and going.

Was it really difficult to give us back the love that we gave you,
every second of our life? We loved you for all your rights and
wrongs. We took every step of our life, keeping your happiness and
your feelings in mind.
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The first thing we taught you in life, was to eat. But when we
became old, you — my ‘busy’ son, forgot to ask us, whether we have
eaten our meals properly or not.

Then we taught you to walk. But when we wanted to hold your hand
in our old age, you got irritated.

Next important thing that we taught you was to speak. But after
settling happily in life, you even forgot speaking or talking to us, for
days. Sometimes when we tried to talk to you, your rudeness killed
us from inside. But still we loved you always.

After eating, walking, speaking, we taught you countless good
things in life.... But you gave us only one lesson — Never give much
importance to anyone in life, neither your parents nor your son.

All your birthdays were celebrated by us in a grand way every year.
But after you became independent, you even forgot to take us along
for your birthday, anniversary and special days. It used to hurt us.
But we kept quiet because you were happy, even without us.

Your father worked day and night to earn money for your good
future. He made sure that you get good food, clothes, education etc.
When you grew up, he never took rest till you got your good job. He
made your life easy and expected you to do the same in his old age.
But to his disappointment, this never happened.

As I started getting older, I started forgetting everything I said. So
repeated things. But it irritated you so much, that you started
ignoring me. But trust me son, I never got irritated of you, when in
your childhood you made me answer your repetitive questions
thousand times.

I tried to give you good values, but today I feel, I failed.

Show this letter to your son also. So that he will learn from your
mistakes and at least your old age will not be a waste, like ours.

82



God bless you with the best of everything in life son (specially
children). Because only good children make one’s life worth living.
Love you my boy.”

The son read the letter, cried and cried with guilt and regret. But he
had no chance to correct his mistakes now.

Moral: One should always keep there parents happy. Instead of
regretting your bad behaviour with them, love them, respect them
and with their blessings lead a happy life.
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Aik Kitab, Aik Kainat

Mariyam khan

Mariyam Khan is a writer who expresses emotions and ideas through
poetry, ghazals, and prose. She writes in Hindi, Urdu, and English,
exploring themes of love, self-discovery, memories, and human
emotions.

Har ek varq mein na jaane kitni kainat hoti hai,

Kitab sirf kitab nahi, aik nayi hayat hoti hai.

Kahin khwab harfon ki soorat saans lete rehte hain,

Kahin khamshi bhi muhabbat ki koi baat hoti hai.

Kabhi aik kirdar dil mein hamesha ke liye utar jaye,

Kabhi aik kahani hi insaan ki najaat hoti hai.

Jo ahl-e-dil hon, wo khoob samajhte hain is raaz ko,

Har achhi kitab apne likhari ki zaat hoti hai.

Kabhi aankh nam, kabhi labon pe be-saakhta si hansi,

Yun hi to lafzon mein ehsaas ki barsaat hoti hai.
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Kisi baab mein hijr, kisi baab mein wasl ka mausam,

Har varq ke peechhe aik alag vaardaat hoti hai.

Kitab band bhi kar do to kahan
khatam hoti hai,

Jo dil mein utar jaye, wohi asal kainat
hoti hai.

Isi liye to ahl-e-qalam umar bhar likhte rehte hain,

Ke aik kitab mein kabhi poori aik kainat hoti hai.
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The Auction of Time

Janane

Poetry is expressing your heart through words which take birth from
the depths of one's soul. Writing gives one immense pleasure as it
knits one's emotions and feelings into beautiful words.

Only once in a blue moon does one earn the chance to attend the
Auction of Time.

The golden ticket to the world's greatest trade—

The only realm where time serves as currency.

Upon entering the Auction of Time, countless bargains await—from
trading fragments of one's lifetime for priceless boons to pledging
one's soul to eternal servitude in exchange for everlasting youth.

Naive souls often lose everything,

Surrendering their lifetime into the hands of souls consumed by
cruelty.

While the wise ones never step upon its stage,

Guarding their priceless treasure with all they possess.
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Kaise??

Simran

Masla ye nhi ki use bhulayenge kaise,

Ham tadapte hai bas uss ek shags ke liye,

Jo sahmne baitha hai use ye baat batayenge kaise??

Mujhe pta nhi milta mukaam kabhi mahobbat me,

Per ye baat iss naye ashiq ko samjhayenge kaise?

Jo sawar baitha hai apni duniya mere liye,

Ham tabah ho chuke hai dil se ruh tak ye baat chhupayenge kaise?
Maana nhi milega Mera saahil mujhe ye taay hai,

Per kisi aur ka saahil ban use kinare laayenge kaise??
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One book many dreams

Savaniya Jignesh Anilkumar

Jignesh Savaniya is an emerging Indian author, poet, and creative
writer with a passion for transforming thoughts into meaningful
words. He has been published in 15+ literary anthologies and is a co-
author in an Asian Book of Records Holding Anthology, reflecting his
growing contribution to contemporary literature.

One Book, Many Worlds

A single page may seem so small,
Yet it can hold the rise and fall
Of kingdoms lost, of stars untold,

Of dreams more precious far than gold.

A book is not made merely of paper,
Nor is a story imprisoned by ink.

It is the silent bridge between souls,

Where strangers meet without ever speaking.

Every chapter breathes a different sky.
Every sentence carries a heartbeat.

Some pages become forgotten memories,
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While others quietly change destinies.

Within one book lives a thousand worlds—
A child discovering hope,

A warrior embracing peace,

A mother waiting through endless nights,

A poet searching for the perfect dawn.

Books teach us to travel
Without moving our feet.
They let us touch centuries,
Converse with legends,

And understand hearts we have never met.

Sometimes a single paragraph

Heals wounds no medicine can reach.
Sometimes one simple line

Becomes the reason someone chooses

To begin again.

The greatest libraries are not measured
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By shelves or walls,
But by the lives transformed

One reader at a time.

Every writer plants a seed,

Not knowing where the wind will carry it.
Years may pass,

Generations may change,

Yet words remain immortal.

Perhaps that is the true magic—
Ink fades, paper grows old,
But an honest thought

Can outlive empires.

One book does not contain one world.
It carries countless universes,

Each waiting patiently

For curious hands

And fearless hearts.
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So write with courage.
Dream without limits.

Let every word become a lantern

For someone walking through darkness.

Because somewhere, someday,
A stranger may open your story,
Find a piece of themselves within it,

And whisper with gratitude—

"This book changed my world."
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Offline Forever

Jigar Makwana

Jigar Makwana is a distinguished PhD Research Scholar, Lecturer,
Blogger, and Poet based in Ahmedabad, Gujarat, India. A lifetime
member of the English GUETA (Gujarat University English Teachers’
Association), he is deeply involved in academic and literary circles,
contributing through both scholarship and creative writing.

The world still scrolls through endless light,
Yet you remain beyond its sight.
A frozen smile, a timeless face,

Untouched by sorrow, held in grace.

Before the dream could fade away,
You chose an everlasting stay.

No promise broke, no tears were shown,

No heart was left to ache alone.

We save our lives in clouds above,
Screenshots, stories, words of love.
Yet every file, though safe it seems,

Cannot preserve our fragile dreams.
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You never feared the hands of time,
Nor watched your brightest moments climb.
You never felt the seasons bend,

Or wondered where the roads would end.

Perhaps that's why your silence sings,
Like ancient art on weathered wings.
Forever young, forever fair,

A perfect moment resting there.

But I have walked through storms and skies,
With sleepless nights and hopeful eyes.
I've lost, I've healed, I've learned to see

What broken hearts can teach the free.

A sunrise earned through darkest night
Still holds a deeper kind of light.
A fleeting joy, a passing breath,

Can conquer even fear and death.
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So keep your endless, silent frame;
I'll wear the scars, I'll bear my name.
For moments lived with love and pain

Outshine forever's perfect chain.

If life must end, then let it be
A song the soul remembers free.
For hearts that break, yet choose to rise,

Are earth's own quiet paradise.
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FUEGO AND MEGO

Abhinav Singh

FUEGO AND MEGO are best friend in French of career
Time and age are barriers and they are living in whelm
Love is hidden but care and respect are always in redeem
Savage is the situation but they never regret the past

If past hurts them, they share the emotions in the vast.

Thought provoking days are always there
Thursday is the day but still they care

There is no last option left in the mind

Every day we have to live in modesty and be kind
internal grudges are still very heavy to resolve

there is still the big gap between bi and tri cuspid valves.

Blood has the habit to have its own uniqueness
but feelings are always ultimate even in graveness
so loving the might power of feelings as it

they are moving forward with further ease.
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fish tank and the fish are glorious enough
situation is ambiguous and truth is tough
still mego is innocent, claims his honesty

fuego asks of the golden fish in uncertainty.

mago is determined to answer fuego
he admits the truth of the past
and replied to fuego very fast

fuego was still absent to say hello!

Ten days passed after the new year
still music and love are there
patience comes from every bit of interest

success has no limit, present forever with wit.

Fuego things she is only a priority with time
but mego knows thinking of others love is crime

sitting and writing with new zeal and passion

mego expresses his thoughts without delay in session.

Six hours have passed for today
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Mego raised early in the morning’s play
There are many things to sort out now

And the story is still going on.
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Hurdles

Abhinav Singh

Tried or untried, willingness is important with honest replies,
Because the innocent person faces the hurdles of some lies.
When, it comes to relating to some specific work for citations,
People were unaware of the artificial intelligence of violations.
Which was hidden besides their cunning professional negativity,
Nothing can be revealed in a single day of brevity.

So, keep smiling with truth and patience in your heart,

Because trust is the only source of a successful cart.
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lHlusion

Shristi Agrawal

Shristi Agrawal is a passionate young poet who finds beauty in words
and emotions. Through her poetry, she expresses thoughts inspired by
everyday life, dreams, and the world around her.

In the name of blood I was finding trishna mriga..

Awful right , I know praises polishing and all lot of laughter .

Dustbin was the use made

I know synonyms would fail and describe way better of these verses
in poetic language ..

But I realised I was bleeding from within..

I could or someone would surely see the injuries where blood is new

But inside is made to bleed

So you could walk on aisle which is built with sweats guys and
shatter blows
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To reach the pyre the corpse buried or burned..

It's interesting to note Rajasthan was famous of it right..

I felt it now in every walking being of mine..

Synonymous to dry , cracked and scattered soul .

I stopped walking the aisles now

This soul tried and was so proud to flaunt that it doesn't regrets ..

I regret being me

I regret running

And chasing what is not supposed to be mine

Everything is illusion people are devils .

We walk on thorns to sit on throne
Of not armour, of not royal neither of power

But of affection, expectation and when the waves flowing from
within meant for warmth becomes rebellion brute is the word used
to answer and silence questions
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Courtroom

Shristi Agrawal

Shristi Agrawal is a passionate young poet who finds beauty in words
and emotions. Through her poetry, she expresses thoughts inspired by
everyday life, dreams, and the world around her.

I wish I could know

who is right and who is wrong.
Yet a courtroom keeps running in my mind,
arguments flowing all day long.

Both sides feel real, convincing, alive—
perhaps it's only my head
that refuses to let hope die.
Curse it—

I can't let the victim cry

or the criminal fly.

Yet somehow 1 still live

with double standards inside.

I wish I could choose.
How do I answer the wrongs done to me

yet still allow their reasons
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to make my heart bleed?

If notebooks were chances,

pages were glances,

and ink was the choice—

my hands still refused

to hold the pen tight.

There are feelings still

outside the box of what I can think.
Maybe someday I’ll return stronger
and choose the best—

for myself, or for others, I guess.
Sometimes [ wish

I were a lawyer, not a judge—
someone who searches deeper
through the strange and the hard.
Yet somehow reach a conclusion
as if the truth

was always clear.
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Time Took It Away

Sonali Baruah

Childhood is beautiful.

My mother tells me
that when I was little,
I loved dancing in the rain.

But now,

I do not know why,

I no longer like the rain
the way I once did.

When I was young,
I followed my mother everywhere she went.

Now,

I find comfort

in being alone.

Perhaps it is through these small changes
that I realize

I have lost my childhood.

When I was a child,
I wished I could grow up quickly.

Now I ask myself,
Why did I grow up so soon?

I am not old enough
to have seen so much of life,

yet life has already shown me
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more than I expected.

My heart is not strong enough,
and still,

it has learned to carry pain.

I am not wise enough,

yet somehow

I have begun to understand things
I never wanted to.

Why did I grow up so soon?

Someone took my childhood away.

Yes,
it was taken away.

But by whom?

To answer that,
I first had to search within myself.

And when I finally looked for an answer,
I found only one:

Time.

I miss those days,

but I hardly find the time

to remember them.

I search for old photographs,

yet they seem to disappear

just when I need them most.

And perhaps,
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in the same way,

I will one day lose
this moment of my life too.
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My heart

Heena bandivadekar

My name is heena bandivadekar.i am a higher secondary student .1
live in India . I have had an interest in poetry writing since I was small
but couldn't right due academic pressure but now I have decided to
follow my passion and be happy with it

Feeling of love was not something I ever wanted to experience
But when I saw your face

With tanned skin and cheek that flushes red

And your eyes

Drowned in those amber deep honey
I knew I was experiencing the love
But is the experience enough

We started the story only for it to end
By only with one persons hand

Is it even fair ?

I remember your hair
Ever so perfect only Waiting to be in my hand
Your smile is so bright

as if the pearls lost their light

Do you even think about me
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Or am [ just one star in your many night

No doubt you were the only star in my life

Shining so bright stealing the light from every body else's eyes
Not only in this life but every time

I want you to be mine

I will long to experience that love with you itself

Never wth someone else

Breath the same air as you do

And forever give my heart to you
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Two Halves of a Childhood _ a beautiful
poem of two childhood friends who are
now grown up.

Numan Shaik

Sheikh Noman | Born May 17, 2009
& Roots in Bhainsa, Telangana
4 Co-author & Multi-lingual Poet

Painting raw real-world truths and the innocent wonder of
childhood through captivating fiction and whimsical children's tales.
/. Weaving stories that make readers feel, reflect, and dream across
Urdu, English, and Hindi.

Two Halves of a Childhood One tire swing, a single branch,
Two pairs of muddy knees,
We built a kingdom out of sticks

And ruled the backyard trees.

You held the bucket,
I caught the frogs,

We raced the setting sun,

Two separate lives, one tangled path,

Where everything was fun.
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You learned to whistle,

I learned to skate,

We shared a single bike,

Trading the secrets we wouldn’t dare

Tell anyone else alike.

A pocket full of shiny rocks,
A double scoop of blue,
Half of every summer spark

Belonged to me and you.

The scrapes and bruises healed in time,
The sandbox days are gone,
But in the canvas of my mind,

The morning sun stays on.

We split the laughter, shared the dreams,
And watched our worlds expand—
Two halves of one bright childhood,

Still walking hand in hand.
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A Letter to My Dad

Tanya sahu

I'm Tanya Sahu, an aspiring author who loves turning emotions into
words. Writing is my way of expressing the feelings that are often
difficult to say out loud.

They say time heals every wound,
But some hearts never learn to forget.
I still search for your voice

In the silence of ordinary days.

Your absence isn't just a memory-

It's a space no one can ever fill.

Every achievement feels incomplete

Because the first person I want to tell is you.

I miss the warmth of your guidance,
The strength hidden in your smile,
And the quiet way you made everything

Feel safe, even in the hardest moments.

People tell me to stay strong,
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And I try, every single day.

But strength doesn't mean I stopped missing you;

It only means I learned to carry the pain with love.

If heaven has windows,
I hope you're watching me grow,
Cheering for every small step

Just as you always did.

No matter how many seasons pass,
You will always be my greatest blessing,
My first hero,

And the heartbeat of my prayers.

I don't need a special day to remember you, Dad.

I carry you in every prayer, every tear, and every dream.

Until we meet again, your love will forever be the light that guides

me home.
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The Last Bus Home

Himanshu Kewat

I am Himanshu Kewat is a 20-year-old first-year engineering student
with a deep passion for creative writing. He loves writing fictional
stories that explore imagination, emotions, and different perspectives
of life.

Daniel never liked the last bus.

It smelled faintly of diesel, wet clothes, and the kind of exhaustion
that couldn't be washed away.

By 10:45 every night, the city had already decided who was
important enough to stay awake for.

Everyone else waited at Bus Stop 18.
Daniel was twenty-one.

He attended college in the mornings and worked evenings at a
neighborhood bookstore. The pay wasn't much, but it covered rent
for his tiny apartment and allowed him to call his mother every
Sunday without pretending everything was perfect.

Every night, he boarded the same nearly empty bus.
Same driver.

Same route.

Almost the same passengers.

The first person he noticed was the nurse.
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She always sat near the window with her head resting against the
glass, still wearing blue scrubs. Sometimes her eyes closed before
the bus even left the station.

Daniel wondered how someone could look so tired and still return
the next night.

One evening, the bus lurched over a pothole.
The nurse's coffee spilled onto the floor.

Daniel silently handed her the packet of tissues he carried in his
backpack.

She smiled.
"Thanks."
That was all.

The next evening she nodded at him
before sitting down.

Somehow, that felt like progress.

Then there was the old man.

Every Tuesday and Friday he carried a paper bag full of bread.
Not fresh bread.

The discounted loaves sold before closing time.

One rainy night Daniel finally asked,

"Big family?"

The old man chuckled.

"NO."
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He pointed toward the bus window.
"Stray dogs."

Daniel blinked.

"I feed them."

"Every week?"

"For seven years."

The answer was so casual that Daniel almost laughed.
Seven years.

Without anyone asking him to.
Without anyone thanking him.

The old man got off three stops early.

Outside, four dogs were already waiting beneath a broken
streetlight.

The security guard boarded at Riverside Mall every night.
He looked about fifty.

His uniform was always perfectly ironed despite finishing twelve-
hour shifts.

He rarely spoke.

Instead, he greeted everyone with the same sentence.
"Long day?"

He asked it like he genuinely wanted to know.

Sometimes people answered.
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Sometimes they didn't.

He smiled either way.

Weeks turned into months.

Daniel stopped wearing headphones.

He started listening.

The bus became less of a ride and more of a small moving world.
He learned that the nurse's name was Mia.

She worked pediatric nights because children smiled even when
they were sick.

The old man had once been a baker before arthritis made kneading
dough impossible.

The security guard, Mr. Lewis, had wanted to become a history
teacher but left college when his father became ill.

None of them complained.

Not once.

One Friday Daniel looked unusually quiet.

He had failed an important interview earlier that day.

The bookstore owner had also announced he was retiring.
Soon, Daniel would lose his job.

Everything felt uncertain.

Mr. Lewis noticed immediately.

"Long day?"
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Daniel laughed bitterly.

"The longest."

No one spoke after that.

The bus rolled through familiar streets.
Streetlights passed like slow-moving stars.
Then the old baker reached into his paper bag.
He handed Daniel a warm bread roll.

"I bought one fresh today."

Daniel stared.

"I can't take this."

"You can."

The nurse pulled an orange juice carton from her lunch bag.

"I wasn't going to drink it."

Mr. Lewis smiled.

"See?"

Daniel frowned.

"See what?"

"You got on this bus thinking you were alone."

The words stayed with him long after he reached home.
Winter arrived.

The bus windows fogged every night.
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Passengers wrote little drawings into the condensation.
One evening Daniel drew a tiny smiling face.
When he looked back later, someone had added a hat.

Another person added glasses.

By the end of the ride it had become a silly little portrait.

Nobody admitted drawing it.

Everybody smiled anyway.

Spring came.

Daniel found a new part-time job at the city library.
It paid a little better.

His hours changed.

No more last bus.

On his final night, he climbed aboard carrying a paper bag.

Inside were four chocolate muffins.
One for the driver.

One for Mia.

One for Mr. Lewis.

One for the old baker.

No speeches.

No dramatic goodbyes.

Just,
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"Thank you."

The driver grinned.

"For what?"

Daniel looked around the nearly empty bus.
"For making this ride feel shorter."

The old baker laughed.

"It was never the ride."

Mr. Lewis nodded.

"It was the company."

Months later, Daniel sometimes finished work late enough to see the
last bus pass by.

He'd stop walking for a moment.

Through the window he could see strangers sitting where familiar
faces once had.

Someone new was probably handing over tissues.
Someone was probably asking,
"Long day?"

Someone was probably learning that growing up wasn't about
having everything figured out.

Sometimes ...
It was just about finding the right people on the ride home.

And Daniel smiled, grateful that an ordinary bus had quietly taught
him one extraordinary lesson:
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The people who change your life aren't always the ones who stay
forever.

Sometimes they're simply the ones who share the journey for a little
while.
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Home for Three Days

Himanshu Kewat

I am Himanshu Kewat is a 20-year-old first-year engineering student
with a deep passion for creative writing. He loves writing fictional
stories that explore imagination, emotions, and different perspectives
of life.

The train reached his hometown at 7:15 in the morning.

Daniel stepped onto the platform with a backpack that somehow felt
heavier than when he'd left three months ago. It wasn't because of
clothes or books. It was the feeling that he wasn't quite the same
person who had boarded the train at the beginning of the semester.

His phone buzzed.

Mom: Where are you?

Daniel: Platform. Don't worry. I can walk.
Mom: Your father already left to pick you up.
Daniel smiled.

Some things never changed

His father stood beside the old silver hatchback, leaning against the
hood with his arms crossed.

"You got thinner," he said instead of hello.
"You too."

His father looked at him for a second.
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" ... Liar."
Daniel laughed.

The drive home was mostly quiet. The radio played songs neither of
them paid attention to.

His father asked, "How's college?"
"It's good."

"Studies?"

"Fine."

"Money?"

"I still have some."

After another minute of silence, his father quietly said,

"If you need more ... ask."

Daniel nodded without looking at him.

"I know."

That was the closest either of them came to saying I missed you.
Home smelled exactly the same.

Rice.

Soap.

The jasmine flowers his mother always kept near the window.
His younger sister, Mia, barely looked up from the couch.
"Oh."

"That's all T get?"
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She shrugged.

"You'll leave again in three days."
Then she hugged him anyway.

The first day passed strangely.

His room was exactly how he'd left it.
The books.

The old football trophies.

The tiny crack in the ceiling he used to stare at when he couldn't
sleep.

Everything had waited for him.

Except him.

His clothes fit differently.

The room felt smaller.

Even the silence sounded unfamiliar.

That evening, Daniel walked to the neighborhood convenience store.
The owner looked up immediately.

"Daniel?"

"You still remember me?"

"I remember everyone who owes me five dollars."
"[ paid you."

"You did."

The old man grinned.
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"I just wanted to see if you'd panic."
Daniel laughed harder than the joke deserved.

On the second day, his mother asked him to buy vegetables from the
market.

He almost complained.

Then realized ..

He hadn't walked these streets in months.

The old bakery was still there.

The mechanic still worked with the radio blasting old songs.

The stray dog near the pharmacy somehow recognized him before
he recognized it.

He bought it a biscuit.

"Still stealing hearts?" he muttered.
The dog's tail answered.

That night, the electricity went out.

The whole neighborhood stepped outside like it always did during
power cuts.

Children chased each other with flashlights.

Someone brought plastic chairs.

An elderly couple argued about whose turn it was to make tea.
Daniel sat on the front steps.

His father joined him with two cups.
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Neither spoke for several minutes.
Finally ...

"You seem happier," his father said.
Daniel stared at the dark street.

"I think I'm becoming someone."

His father nodded slowly.

"Good."

" ... I worried I wouldn't."

His father sipped his tea.

"When I was your age ... "

Daniel looked over.

" ... I worried every day."

"You?"

"I hid it better."

Daniel had never imagined his father at twenty.
Parents always seemed born as adults.
For the first time ...

He saw a young man behind the wrinkles.
The third moming arrived too quickly.
His backpack waited by the door.

His mother packed enough food for a week.

124



"It'll spoil."
Then eat faster."

His sister slipped a chocolate bar into his pocket without saying
anything.

He pretended not to notice.

She pretended she hadn't done it.

At the station, the train horn echoed across the platform.
His father helped lift the backpack.
"You forgot something."

"What?"

His father reached into his own pocket.
A folded fifty-dollar bill.

"Dad ... "

"Emergency money."

"I already have enough."

"I know."

He tucked it into Daniel's hand anyway.
"Keep it."

Daniel wanted to refuse.

Instead ...

He hugged him.

It lasted barely three seconds.
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Long enough to say everything neither of them knew how to put into
words.

As the train pulled away, Daniel watched his family grow smaller
through the window.

His mother waved until she disappeared.

His sister made a heart with her hands, then immediately acted
embarrassed.

His father simply raised one hand.

Just once.

Daniel smiled.

Three days wasn't enough to catch up on three months.
But it was enough to remember something important.
Home wasn't the house.

It wasn't the town.

It wasn't even the people waiting there.

Home was the place where nobody expected him to be perfect.
Where silence still sounded like love.

And somehow ...

Three days were enough to carry that feeling with him all the way
back to college.
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"Some battles are invisible "

Amena Tabassum

Deep inside, there flows an
ocean-

an ocean of unsaid
thoughts,

of unspoken words,

quietly noticing every
change,

every shift in behavior,

yet allowing no change to

reach the face.

No one-

I repeat, no one-can truly
understand

what is happening inside
a person except the one

who created you not only

you but the creator of
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entire universe,
because from the outside
they seem like stone, like

iron-unbreakable.

But within,

they are melting silently,
slowly,

like a candle in the dark,

burning without a sound.
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aﬁmﬁwwgﬁsmﬁmmz

Kanchan Kumari Rajput

Tell TSl dooh W FS o1 fhar Sire-

T aef &1 gra-v-feor s Far Sl

Fo el IA G, $6 e g7 gaul(R)
o] ) o) 9 )

T g@l @ Y 9a § el e

o ¢ &4 doel & TR &dTU -
TI9T H a AT $¥ sic 9 Jorar o,

g U169 I A el O @A A
qFe f@eem

AgH A Aemg gAY 5 STedr-sTedr
g T Srar A

ST St T a @A § B W 301, 36 SASR gl g STl
AT HYAT & aF AT fSdreTr, Fa7 SAEAT 41 ar Fere arr

gl
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HIS-SgeT T oSS A Teh &l AR US, dd Heehl JauTT o,
ITe 3T a1 I[ERT §IHT Iel EANT!

Fel B gA il & 38 gk #A,()

3! EI U §¢ HAY &F U Fll & BI5 A,

S9e & fhcell “IRT o1, S AT @ FAET g3

3T A U FT IS FTd § T, 96 W §H AaRT T 9T
R AR

3@l # T gieh, eof gid § @A

35 fSigal &1 g AT 4, 33T Fg=T T Forelr AT
g UiFd ¥ §HA T gt @l fer fasml

T Gl Al o A 46 Shael #1 v fhear gl ()
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"¢ Fgl AT TART..."

RICHA

A IR & el S T,
# 3l & S B,

T ficTel gaT &1 A T,
# T foster @1 9 o |
TqH godhl-goehl SR I,

H Ao gart &1 IR O,

q# feer &1 gepeT &4 @,

# 3o SToaral #T ek B
qH SIReT & d1G HT S5 S,
# areat #1 =T @R B
qH SEY §U WER T IS,
# el 1 R faEar B3|

e el faedr & dielr gerg,

# #AtgH 1 Seoar BT O,
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H & Uel @ U WA aTe,
#A & g A e &1 g B
g el T @ @A,

# art &7 3T AR B,
JH & &4 H "l o,

# Soarar ¥ T TH SR O

SI9-31d {IH A 3o g,

dH S ST g arae O,

S-S gferar A ol 8,

IH T S g AN 3ATeT O
AR Y el € 380 A & 3,
Far for@r § gaAnl deeR & R
AT el fAeT gART o g,

I I§ AT A g8 7UR R

# @ ol g & oo A,

& g1, & AqRwa, ¥ aw #,
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W FAT A Y SgT IS,

M G A & =g, & AGH A
STa # e & femstt A Sy,
&1 JH d& Tl HHAH 3T TI3ET?
Sie # et @ 3o A5 ge A,
T A Mol gar a1 S FAAE?
# ar oite 3m3el qeerlr 3R,

S AT dledr § "R & T A,
W TH T Ig & AT M-

T el fAeE gART 8 for &,

IT S AII-A1Y ST § U & A H?
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ARE FS 7], Afhd a9 Fo it

Shreya Nema

T § ar S §AR &g A
T Id Y W, Fo o T |
ST HE o7 Goh, 3ol H AR 9T A
el g 7 gt ot a1,

Fofr @l H T STar A,

T JHeAge @ Earfger,

S Y IR fae & ura el o
ST gt fAerar o,

W AT & aeFd U1ST F A1 ST AT

f9er To e, T Red &1 TeAT gU-I1q @7 3T ST AT
FIS A A A, TR &l dF Sredar o,

& 38 S @ Red & Fo o o1 S @ |

ol g oUT, o1 ST &M TS Fgel ..
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o off... T Farer 9 &,
v ¥ g Qe & A
# faf FEpw & FEch g,

"ATE FS & del... W I« Fo |
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feer I feHTer

Shreya Nema

#1g ga ot e 3 o,

W e & 1T AN FASER A7

JeT W FT #A¢1, W G # GR Fgard 3,
ArE ar ot agl | STl §AR @aTel |

S S o1, 319 dF ge @l ggare $fr forr
e o feat & arvg 39T g 918 e 4 -
SIS @ ge, i, Rl &l f9er g dred g,
et 1 BIET 91T F JaoTE oF 9O e,

ge I el & Rl T Fre e, AR e aorg foher
ISR AT

wet o fR R AT & & & - A THE LA @
o a1 -

ar S, §ar ar &l

FAT TheAT &2 FAT QAT g7



A A S AR &, FE A ... 3HeA! o A Sl
& SR & S

T H, FT TET A1feW?

Teh MareT AT @ of IS - FIr T # I AR g HEr
STieh Gl GGell 87

ER-TST §dah df 99 39T foe aa §, oifehed gHar 31Tt
Fr oY 37T BT @t §l

3R T - o ar sigenr €1 o e Tohdl T gerg & 9,
HHTT AT F TG I33m|

ar forel SETeT 7 39T FoheT oot A IAAT STET A
SiTeAT—

& I7¢ gg @ Ao &1 god & 1 A
TRET ST TATEAT T TeT §, 85 TgHTH Pl THTAT JIG=T gl

IR AT, g 81 - 3T 81T oo, [Siciar ger & ger

& SR dfehe, 38 e AR AT & dR § TR & a1
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a&-u-a s

Abhijeet Sharma

Fgel F HY A TH gAAT Tk §
W HI YBT ol 7T TGl fhEeh gHEAN &
& W 3WR 3OT al H 39N a1 aral
ar aYerdT ERT ST ¥ 957 §YEAr &

R fAe S T8l FARA R o &g
St fe@r &t el waR St gHedT ®
deel JAY S §H AT R

ar q Ft T g AT iR §

3H §HGE H 3T AR &H T §
3ThT 38 gHeAT U JFeNT Sfthshl TECT §
3T gHGAT ST el o 3T &

JFeRT afteshT & war o el §

a9 S JFER S AT FA&N & HHA
T FJIHIRAT T FSeyar A g
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al 9gT-8T SdaR 3 Fel ¢...

Anamika Sharma

al Ugell-HT $AaR 39 Fel ¢,
I A F MY o 3R F A AR FET &

IR W ATHE & e & &1 a9 g,
R T ¥ Todshdr a ugar-ar @R &gl gl

e & o 99 3 &
3R U & 3r9at i A
IS A EraTeN-AT SETAT Fal HER Fel g

Fgol P ar g & STelel aTel, ATgeT ardl,
W 58 ga S "% 9= Fg T,
ar JgolT-aT IASIER Fal gl

fAsher gecr § el

SeT gell UST el @ Aforat H,
ARE & II5 34,

ST e @ AT § 3.

IRT a7 YgelT-AT SdaR gl gl
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Dastan-E-Dal

Aryan kashyap

379elr fohael & &g 0§
e 3R snfos &3,

A AR 3T safaad g # B &

g gl A
3R g fmw 7 5%

HEHGE &Y UGt A B ¢
W e & AN F 5F ¢

B$ § 9@ FT g A
IR 797 = ST s #;

%eh & 3Tel U e qe A
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a1 gierar T Rarrdh & 9@ o A

TH TS A 3WA AT qH G
#r STt

Shaik Numan

Sheikh Noman is a 12th-grade student and an imaginative poet born
on May 17, 2009, in Bhainsa, Telangana, India.

Rrcat & eett F T o £,
# el & g # a-feet e g
oar el & foR 8 aga AR E,
o H T ARG § ose Wl g
FefT aAig 3Et & T I g,

ar wf ¥F F RFAd g A §
W Al H a gHAT T AG HY,
A g5 3FAE T § ST STl &

YT g9 7 o & fFER gt

AR 3T A el R GHA T39I
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I S 3l T & sfRaee A A
SAPT IRAT AT AT AT |

TE & Fie o 3T ar @l e ¢
ATRIHAT & dlet T 3T ;S 9T &l
Fifh e # & oY Al wer v 31,

fS&d 3mr 737 A T DI 9T B

I ToAd ST §, Thell AT 1A al,
ST & dgel HT PIS IRH A
T foaT gHm # el FETE H,

Faifh A 5@ S &1 FIS G AT
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3 TH AT A I gEd =S FIrdt
g

Vinayak Yadav

FHITH-U-Taelaeh (9T der aea) e, AET 9Ger & 21 auig
G838 +fa &1 3ot T3 A givaer &, 9 @ I,
fcAs il 3R e SToeld JHEAT § 3T 37T
&1 3P AW UH T had T HGT s7gT, Sfedh 3TcAT 3R
TEATEr & S glel aTel Al Falg & & H @ Bl

I TN G 38 dAH ER AT F,

ar ar 38 A H 98 g of9Tdr gl

it &% ¥ 3 e,
& o % & A B o ¥

Ft w¢ F 3@ g,
ar ar fae fFe @ae & & e o9 B
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it a3 aRat 1 e,
Stafer o o ARt @ o et SaTer GaeRd 9T Bl

Safer 3caT off 3ga 3 frehr & et §

FAt &g R AT § ST-T-STEl
Stafeh A gferar & g Ag I dh SR Sec &l

it w5 B AT & el e

STafeh Geil s Hgeh ol A W W el ¢,
IR 3% @led IAT o gl I &,

3EhT gue gamst # FggH gl B

m‘raﬁﬁ:ﬁﬁm?
ﬂﬁwgﬁaﬁsﬁsﬁa@

g o O F FEH g,
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f& emae... ar o #g3Y = gl

Ft &g R ar A Hgead &
HAigead dl T TN T 1A g,
3R ar..

A § TGHN H HHFAS I o9l g

4t T # 3T A H FIIRT IHRAIR?

SIS 3HAT U HEhRT &

A & T § TG oI A g

AR b IR ¢ 38 dAH ER A G,
Stafe ar...

3UT U AT F GO 3T 9
3 Th ATH H aF 9 TS T g
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Shantanu sharma

AT Fgd & UPTr § AT FSH W T hehdl Bl &
FI doaT a W EFeN doH oEIaR Ad e &
X FHI e F 3R IEr F Iawew d@r & A&

fhcel awie avd € sadHel Rl & ofget & 3mar & d

395 Al # Y b AR 3w oA
3T BEE & gger d o oA
3R A STl AT A IFHT A AT AR aF 3FH vgarE oA
ar forgepr dle gASE] d1E @ Mal A ST Tof TeT o

al 37 ¥ HT dleT A &R dle F HA @ AT

SIS 38l 3HP! BIST 3HSh e o9 FT 4R &R
T T

wwgmf&aréﬁw H deodr I=ar
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3T ol 6T 3T ar HigeleT oo bt &

qH ©

ar geuR e 9 FAT kel el Al WX $ehdT B
#iasg ar e ar S & Sdr
IG 39N 3@t F g @ @ ¥

B e A U g g A §
W IR H UH AH &7 §
fSenl @t ar@ §felter amgc &

ar 3t off 3T uw wer ¥

T g & O o ar o g8 ¥
Th HER TR A HEEN 3HE @ A g g R
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F9N 3EH et A T qw vw o geh St w8
SO G |HT gemw
HST OEIAT § al 38R TR 3% ©

ST 33t A @ grem

GRSl al 6T YT 3EehT Hgsad A

e & 3R wgEw 3 o 38% "y @WsT ¥
ar e o W o W W et FE ¢

3He TR T@ g,

TR o 3meT ot Fdr 3R T usT §
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degls & 3olTell

Riya Thakur
Fo Re TA 761, AT J8of oo § e §1 7§ @ 3o
T waiedf, Gerelt gsch arel 3R 38 gt A emer r gfafd
&, STeT # Y 3meTr & 9 Fad 387 ST daEdr ol

¥ TETT A A qAUA Y Aq1g e B,
& 45 o il gt i FEeh g 7

S E AE TH R ©F GRoT g3 HIAT 2L,

3R o oo arar W &Y U fear war am

ey @ oft feer 1 &X a19 % feam #a 2,
e |, fae Y, s g9 form & 9
S dr 96 degls &, W F Al gy,

goT UgTST &I ATy g, 3R Frel w1 g

el @ UH FoT, $AE § IRIEAT 36 I,
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& S e gea @At # J#e |

IS J&I Siiae &, T J§T BT g,

8Od A& & NS off e FT T FAHET B

W, M gt & Tg T T FE,
A4 Gl gRIAT ar e 36 A aach o
IS o A G a7 Fhol AT &,

FeXd @1 afgr 7 AT F AT ATEAT Fler
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Sweta Sharma

34T AT.SE.U. Fr SET gl & ATU-ATT IA1fecT iR Frex
@ # AT ¥R [@Ar §1 I AseT F ATIH F HIGATIN
&I AT T IR AURT & HUROT GF &I Hiddl
Y o7 3cdd O B

ar 3req St AT FET ofST ST W 8 ...
1 @ 3t 98 U AR

9 Y1 fedm S @R

a7 @y g # 58 gt & udf
e RErT ST W ..

Far H oY § O gl & e W
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Far & oY § O ot S Aver A

Aoy R g
g # o I R g o R
§ ¥ o R g as R

3R & 3 ar v R 3 R R

R H AN @ gH I8 A ..

41 79§t gorer A
39 off g\ § @AY S qH ..
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QTR FT TECHATCH»

Roshani Jaiswal

Roshani Jaiswal is an emerging Hindi author, poet, and storyteller
from Uttar Pradesh, India. She is the author of the solo book "Bachpan
Ke Rishte, Zindagi Ke Faisle" and has contributed to several national
and international anthologies.

"HAPT HT AH - WA

& s 0001

FcepT: WrATRN

Aia &1 gaT: A [Afaa 7780

Al 1 HROT: AT Teh HAGAT fohT ST
ARECHIEH YE §lel & Uge Sied o Joi-
"SFIT IS YRSl AT § Tgdrel Hlal?"
s A Hewtrer |

qefr... 39 3w &¢f 3R aeli—

"# 38 ggEE §... & Td A Tow W) A &) gow
aﬁwmﬁ?}ﬁﬁrﬁ?uﬁﬁ,ﬁaﬁwmﬁqﬁm
ST oI 2Nl TET "
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W Gl g1 TAehell|
el g Iy
& £

SieFeY die AT

3 -

S gl

T ShATh - |

SHAG [AT

TI9T B TH T ES &

ar & & @ AT @ Ao AT 3l seo|
At & BT 7T 3R )

aredl & S SFeteEdr Y IS HERT |
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forely 3y o 2T g3 MR 37T WaTel IeAT"... FSeeht
Adcl & A FHST ATAT— dg T g7 AT

T HATD - 2

feer 1 S

el 9T IS Mol T AT FAET 2T
=g & ua A

fa%... goi 3FAal & 3arferat & et 9
& e & A forar ar—

"3H SR A & qAST S

'3H SR A & P "

"3 I T A & AT T e

sl of ¥ A gFA 3dR 3R Far-

sy Rl ¥ T R F G AR 3/ & T dr-aar
AR &I

IGATE AR - 1 : g9
U9 3eTadd | 37|

38% HUst W 3 Y A oefr o
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37 gl—

A UG §.. TE AR-AR Y gEar A1l oA 9 wosh @
Jar ATl 3T U H T AGT T A

R T e ol o 38 f{@rn— 'saar #d A1 'sd=T A
SIeT|' AT A gar|' '@eT FAT Fhgar?'

3R 3 R W 38 gd T gcdT YE B TS|
TIE'I%'FEIT-Z:HI%HT
ST Stel—

" AT SHHT YT GG AT| e & o v Fy@ler ugeT
AT or, AfheT Y. 3 Fal 3fAFTT A8 F G|

sﬂﬁawgﬁwmsﬂ?awa@r@@ﬂm
gier T & HHA FEP Sl ATI"

IGIE X - 3:7d
Td o §I917 fear—

"ol H g T AT... JAfhed T AT & QW AW & Srar
o)

dfery # Hg urent St et foehoerdr oY, 38 girar
ARl et .. #H 3§ e wEr g1
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3ifasr Rae

SiFey o WISl 8¢ Pl §Uﬁ'@T—
"Jia T aoe— fFAT v gfea &1 arar g
Al #T golg— B IR AT I el R 9 I ST

Ald & aoTE— AT B Wl F A g T @ ATl

#HId HT Folg— g7 Farel &1 oA H Sk g forg el

S 9 AT RUAE W gEaeR e dle v,
T UREATEH g W 93 ggr @rArR gR-dR 348

39 39 3arforat & RAE & 3R oot W ol Ty &
{F e gy for@—

"THA AT ORECATEH TohaT ... rer, A foiel wa el A
gTeT &1 JIoT gl

3R 39 A ugell aR, 3udrel Y A off A off.. FifF
3¢ THST 3T IAT AT—

O Ald T e § AL gIch, $© Al Gl o ST A gl
el
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vadler fFae
Mariyam khan

Mariyam Khan is a writer who expresses emotions and ideas through
poetry, ghazals, and prose. She writes in Hindi, Urdu, and English,
exploring themes of love, self-discovery, memories, and human
emotions.

rer 3 off el 1 awder Rhae g,
9 @ &Y U9 Algsad & @raT Tl
M W & T 379 e @ &,
AR & AR A @EART § &relr |
T TS T AT AY Wl & o,
halt AY @G A G T AT ET|
S ara fRET & oY g o grar e,

ar A el & INfREAT-3REAT FEaT!

ar HY T aR UG Y el of T,
& IR AT 3% & el il

B o1 & 379 & f&oT A ga ol
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§X §I% I 37T 3T AT I@T ATl

STHATAT FgdT Hehd Ueh fohdldl § 7R,
al H 379el Higssd I STl Hecll|

Frer & off Y 7 gEdIer fhae @i,

" a8 AHFAT g F 8T . el SeT o FATl”

161



AKHIRI DO PAL

Dhiraj

SIS A A g e H G ggd I IHaTS
SIS 39 ol § ol F YAl Teh Teh e5ehed

S

H T F€ & AY-ATY JH I A TarfgRr o o
STE AR el &1 e qgv Toh T A FeArSIm, R Gy o
gl &1 A9 H 9T FHAT B TATS....

Al e & W @ X, AW 9 F© F ASam &R =1
gl a1 o U1 § ¥ TEErE el gehl feom3a...

H 39 Farar X &7 39 A1 A JER oY SATSa. |
ket IhEEd | A T # AT Geat @S,

# 30 MY 9o A G Tgel 3 ITArST NS, ol
ITGT I HAYAT SI@T H Ik AT gEAT Tl SAT3IM....
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FIN 3791 Al 7 T YA A G ST,
9 sha-ar Rt & el Fg o ar3em|
AT g TR e a1 &1 a3 41 J,

# N AH W FERIA g Fael & T S35

AT AT F&al, AT PIS Seolld
forgam,

LY

YT Hheel & AT §9 Th

9

(-

2

" S @ FIIET gt A1 Hot
e,

38T & AT 9 IR e o SrEem|
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SRR X

SURENDRA AGRAHARI

Fgd ¢ o g 1 aRTT 38F A A g &, A &
A § o A= 37 el @ giar & 5w 39 9rer g
A TgT R 93 AT FT TAF T 65, dfod 3T G
el gerg A &, ST6T gag AT fr @it & g & AR amA
ot & 3mefaie A

# 39 JretEIE T GRAT @ AT E, STel THEAT T e
sfaera Garc €, STel gater 1 oouen &1 3113 et off
oom & &, ST eRaty & erser 3R WEw WA &
faar 3mer o A1 & §9 Fad £

# @1 ufewr safddaca 61, $1S as7 FRHR 76T, FIS AT
@ Y g

A A 98 39 AH-RAT & FUA F IEAR §, 3 et
B @ &1 gROTH g, 3R 39 A FT v FrearRor
grafafer gl

M & — gl A & qa g

# aFd A favad g,

#leT g, T €l
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a7 & @ g
8 3% §

3T YU Fr uraed eRa,
fSrger aika 3R §l
3TSTHIG T AR E,
3rEterr AT HER &

aFar & fa#e dc &I,
# warfAE 97 €l

TERRT FT BIg # Tall,
HRT AT 1 7Y &l

ATT-Rar & o #,
AT IUH YOI gl
3oTchT TR1&TT, 3T 1T,
A SfaeT &1 AT B

garaT @ A #r A,
ged # # UROT AT g
AT & AA-9Y &,
fAcT 31TEROT FIAT g

gl fr anfec-aresr,
A AT F IRT FHr B
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gl TP A AA-SA,
AN Aqar & AR T FAY B

aTET TS I S IR €,
Heur @ fer sarr gl

Y 1008 HiFY s1&T S AZGRS I,
faeha frsa sgerar €l

FANT A T
HH AL IgA &
T AaT-37RTT gl

T ST AN TFIA
T el AT TIATT gl
T HeoT Hhed AR AT gl

# Qrec LT, The T g,

AT ATEY, AAT-TdT AR TesTal
Stdd favar 3R @R £l

# g Fr Rer W 3ifeRa,
Tt 1 3fder gl
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3TSTHIG S IMG-Im2AT &,

v faqE ga gl
# avd # fawad §
Al §, @A €l
. & & gix .
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@(h UHGHSLD, LIL 2 605D

Swetha Vaishach

QEMH&ET QST SHTHFHLD 16L6V
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2 uNj @ Nywom Gumed!
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gH e !

2 61T 2 66y , Gleue
oifley

Qeuel(p 2 608D
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Mahboob se door ho jane ka andaze
bayan

Shaik Numan

Shaik Numan is a 12th-grade student and an imaginative poet born on
May 17, 2009, in Bhainsa, Telangana, India.
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Alad a2 8 o ) o MDA ST Gl )l
Roman Urdu Transliteration

(For ease of reading)

Bichhad ke tujh se badal gaya hai mare shab-o-rooz ka fasana,

Bada kathin hai tare bina ab hayat ka yeh
safar bitana.

Woh teri pyaasi si ik jhalak ko tarasti
rehti hain ab yeh aankhein,

Woh tere kaandhe pe sar ko rakh kar

sukoon-e-dil ka panah paana.
Tera woh hansna, tera woh rona, tera woh gusse mein rooth jaana,
Bada rulaye ga ab mujhe woh guzar gaya jo haseen zamana.
Hazaar mehfil mein baith kar bhi yeh dil akela hi ro raha hai,

Na raas aaya tare bina is ghareeb-e-dil ko kahin thikana.

Tare badan ki woh dheemi khushboo hawa ke jhonkon mein
dhoondta hoon,

Bichhad ke tujh se to jaise bhoole hum apni hasti ka hi pata na.
Ajeeb ik karb-e-hijr le kar jiye chale ja rahe hain manzar,

Tumhari yaadon ka ik khazana hai, aur is ka hai yeh deewana.
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L Jahnavi Reddy
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