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36 Hours

recky maibram

I, my Recky Maibram, am from a small town called Moirang; nearby
we have Loktak Lake (a freshwater lake) and Sangai deer, who inhabit
the floating phumdis at Keibul Lamjao National Park.

It was a calm morning at the train station, where I was waiting to
board the Rajdhani Express to Delhi. The platform speakers
announced the arrivals and departures, while a few people quietly
rushed to their compartments, checking their tickets. The crowd was
light, and stalls selling books, breakfast, and other items lined the
platform. I walked over to a nearby coffee shop to grab a cup of
coffee. The weather was pleasantly cool, perfect for a morning
journey. I was wearing my polo T-shirt, quarter-length pants, and
short shoes and carrying a small red trolley. I settled down, scrolling
through my phone for the latest news, then put on my earphones to
enjoy a soothing song. After finishing my coffee, I tossed the paper
cup into the dustbin and bought a bottle of mineral water for the trip.

The train arrived on time. I checked my ticket—A2/12/upper berth. I
boarded the First AC train and found my seat in the quiet
compartment. I placed my luggage in the upper berth and continued
listening to music on Spotify. Suddenly, a woman’s voice
interrupted me. Turning left, I saw a woman in her thirties, wearing
a yellow tracksuit, slim and fair.

"Excuse me," she said politely.
"Yes?" I replied without any hesitation.

"Can I take the window seat?"



"Sure," I said.
"Thank you," she said, smiling.

As she settled in, the journey to Delhi began, filled with quiet. The
journey to Delhi began, filled with anticipation and the soft hum of
the train. After three hours on the train, the attendant came by to ask
about lunch preferences. I nodded to the non-vegetarian and settled
back. in my upper berth. When
the lunch arrived, I went down
to the lower berth to eat. I took
out some extra napkins from my
luggage. I knew I would need
the extra napkins after the meal.
The chicken tasted just right—
mildly spiced, exactly how I liked it.

“Excuse me,” she said suddenly.

“Yes?” I replied.

“Could I have some napkins if you don’t mind?”

“Sure,” I said, handing her a few extra napkins.

Curious, I asked, “Are you a sportsperson?”

“No, actually, I’'m an army doctor,” she answered.

“Oh!” I paused, then she asked, “And you?”

“I’m a writer,” I said.

“Nice,” she smiled, stretching out her hand. “I’m Priyanka, from
Sikkim.”

“I’m Malem, from Manipur,” I replied.



“Manipur is a beautiful place, isn’t it?” she said.

“Yes, quite beautiful,” I agreed. “I once went to Yumthang Valley.

The

place, the people—they’re wonderful, though the weather was
cold.”

She nodded politely.

After lunch, we both retreated to our berths to rest. She was quiet
and reserved, rarely meeting my eyes. Yet, there was something

striking about her—her poise and the way she carried herself like a

model. The journey had brought an unexpected connection, brief
and fleeting but memorable. [ immersed myself in the beautiful

sound effects during the action scenes while watching Dhurandhar-2

on Jio Hotstar with my AirPods. Suddenly, through the AirPods, I
heard a weeping sound. Taking out my AirPods, I realized it was

Priyanka crying. Everyone else was fast asleep. I came down from

my berth and asked gently,

"Are you okay?"

She shed tears and replied, "It's okay."

Curious and concerned, I stood in front of her and asked,
"What happened?"

She sat on the floor between the berths and said,

"I never thought this would happen to me."

I requested.

"Can you explain, if you don’t mind?"

She took a deep breath and exhaled slowly before explaining her
feelings about the situation.
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"He was in a relationship betraying me, but I tried my best to
support him.

him during his tough times."
I paused, listening carefully as she continued.
"We were in the same batch, but his family couldn’t afford it during

his training days, so I helped him financially and emotionally. I
saved

every penny for his pocket money."

I asked,

"And what happened?"

She replied,

"Today, he posted a photo with a new woman, captioned ‘For a new
beginning.”"

She continued,

"I hadn’t been in contact with him for a couple of weeks because of
personal work at home."

I asked,

"Was there any conflict or issue?"

She answered politely,

"No."

Trying to comfort her, I said,

"This is life. Everything will be alright, doctor. Please think about

11



your parents."

She didn’t respond and kept weeping silently.

I offered.

"If you need anything, please call me, if you don’t mind."

Then I returned to my berth, sensing she wasn’t ready to talk more.
After a while, she went to her berth and fell asleep, but I couldn’t
fall asleep myself. Despite my exhaustion, my mind remained
restless for some unknown reason. Eventually, I drifted off to sleep.
The next morning, I woke up as usual and noticed Priyanka was
already awake. We were waiting for breakfast, but her eyes were
red—perhaps from crying or a restless night.

"Good morning," I greeted her.

"Morning, Malem," she replied softly.

She seemed troubled. "I need a new way to erase all the past," she
said quietly.

Trying to lighten the mood, I changed the subject. "Priyanka, where
is your posting?"

"Ladakh," she answered.

"Oh! Ladakh, nice place." I said

She continued, "Yes, my current one had many memories."

"Did you study there?" I asked.

"No, my current posting is where I spent much of my childhood.

when my father was posted there. " she replied.

12



"Oh! Your father was also an Army officer?" I asked, surprised.
"Yes, my father was a colonel, and my mother is a doctor," she
shared.

Her stories about her family, told in her soft voice with her beautiful
eyes, held me captive. She seems very simple, and I think that she
prefers a natural look with minimal makeup, which only enhances
her beauty.

Then she asked, "Malem, tell me your story."
"I lived with my uncle after my parents died when I was too young.
I'm a paediatrician," I replied.

"But you told me yesterday that you're a writer," she said with
curiosity.

curiosity.

My uncle wants to be a doctor, and so do I; however, writing is my
passion.

One day, I want to be known more as a writer than a doctor. "I
explained.

"Why?" she asked.

"Because I've faced many hardships in life, and I want to share my
experiences and emotions to leave a legacy to the next generation," |
said.

I continue to share my story: how my parents passed away and how
I was raised in the care and shadow of my uncle. I journeyed
through hardship that I faced and became the person I am now.

13



As I spoke, I noticed tears in her eyes. "Did I make you sad?" I
asked.

gently.

She shook her head, wiping her tears with her handkerchief. "I
never realized you suffered so much," she said softly.

After a while, we had breakfast and then went to our berths to rest.
Each lost in our thoughts.

As the last station approached in about an hour, I lay on my berth. I
was scrolling through Instagram, curious to see if Priyanka had used
it. Finally, I found her account and followed her. Almost instantly,
she followed me back. I hesitated, unsure whether to message her.

Suddenly, she messaged, "Hi."

"Hello," I replied.

"I feel empathy for your life; you truly are an example of hard work.
that never dies," she continued.

"Thank you," I said.

"But you told me you were a writer, then sent me something that
you

Write?" she asked.

"I write poems, but am I planning to try writing a novel?" I replied.
"Can you send me one? I want to see it, if you don’t mind."

she requested.

I sent her one of my poems.

14



Could It Be

A mind shrouded by endless clouds,
Veiling the seasons of joy gone loud,
Lost in the shadows of '94,

Where laughter and light ceased to thrive.

The name, a whisper in the breeze,

Echoes in memories, yet never free,

There is no one left to call and no replies to be heard.

In silent arms, he sleeps so near.

Tears cascade like evening rain.
Grieving a soul we can't regain,
Before the dusk of fleeting cheer,

Departed in the twelfth year last year.

A lament for love, for times gone by,
A silent prayer, a heartfelt cry,

In every shadow, in every tear,

15



Leaves a hope that he is near.
After 10 minutes, she replied,

"Oh! What a heart-touching poem. This made me freeze for some
reason.

moment. You lost your loved one at a young age but still hold on to
hope."

I responded with a happy emoji sign.

"How is your uncle now?" she asked.

"He is old now but healthy," I replied.

"Why are you going to Delhi?" she asked.

"To find a book publisher," I answered.

"Oh, great," she said.

"And you?" I asked.

"Returning to my base camp," she replied.

We both booked taxis at the station. Her taxi arrived, and she loaded
her luggage. Suddenly, unexpectedly, she came close, hugged me,
and kissed my cheek. And she was whispering to my ear, saying, "I
love you." And then she went towards her taxi. I stood frozen,
unable to reply, but her scent of love lingered with me. Her hug
warms my heart and soul, melting all emotions. Finally, she waved
from the window as her taxi drove away.
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Earning bread

Arpit Varshney

I looked upon a working land,
Seems to be human hustling band.
Everybody goes to earn some bread,

Is it everything that you have read?

I had read several pairs,
In this zone nobody cares.
Put your efforts into well,

Take some charge like a cell.

Oh! I bump on to a lazy man,
Who Seems to be a sleepy can.
He might came from a richer thread,

That's why he has no sense of bread.

What do you think of a working male ?

He should be active might face would pale,
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Every second the way he looked;

Day by day he seems to be cooked.

Earning bread is his motto,
His age might locked in the photo,

Working face looks like a winter's moon;

He should rest for a minute — it's way past noon.
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Borrowed Beacons

Vaibhavi Seth

The stars reflect upon the silent brine,

Where endless space and quiet water twine.

Far from the shore stood;

An old majestic structure,

The lantern faded in the mist,

Caisson enveloped by rocks,

Waves crashing against them,

Beacon standing upright,

Gleaming thte vast temperate sea.

Several vessels arrive & pass,

The unfiltered sacrifice of beacon;

Steering the ships under the storm.

What if beacon is borrowed?

Yet it lights up the brine under the moonlight .

19



Countless vessels trust it's glow,

Yet few remember the beacon itself.

The one vessel returns at beacon,

As same as the soul who,

Stayed real amomg hypocrites.

The beacon too wishes,

For drifting or leaving;

Yet never stops lighting.

Never wanted to shine,

Refusing to let others drown.

Making you wonder,

Who guides the guide?
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Silent Cry

recky maibram

I, my Recky Maibram, am from a small town called Moirang; nearby
we have Loktak Lake (a freshwater lake) and Sangai deer, who inhabit
the floating phumdis at Keibul Lamjao National Park.

Born as an angel, pure and bright,
For two soul mates, a guiding light,
Defining love’s true reason,

A bond that blooms each season.

In joy’s embrace, she finds her grace,
Happiness blossoms on her face,
A smile that gleams like polished pearl,

A shining light in her small world.

Flying high on wings of hope,
No sorrow’s shadow, no fear to cope,

Worries like time’s swift anti-clock,

Never knowing pain or shock.
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Like a star that shines alone,
A bird that’s free, fully grown,
Enjoying nature’s gift divine,

Blessings from a higher sign.

But time moves silent, swift and fleet,
Happiness begins to retreat,
Colors fade, hope turns gray,

Into hues of dismay.

She’s strong, yet weakness pulls her down,
Fighting tears that threaten to drown,
A silent cry she keeps inside,

A quiet pain she cannot hide.
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Can | Order Cutting Chai?

Loveena Milton Lopes

Finally, it's that time of the season when I can order a cutting chai.

The weather suddenly turned romantic. The blue sky disappeared,
replaced by clouds—the colour I love the most. I found myself
blushing a little that day because I was thinking about you.

The cool breeze touched my skin as if it were you. The weather
made me feel as though you were standing right beside me. Then,
without warning, it began to rain. It rained ever so gently, almost
romantically. Every raindrop reminded me of your presence.

My head knew you weren't there with me, but who could explain
your absence to my heart?

My heart whispered, "Order two cups of cutting chai—for both of
us." My head refused.

I find your presence in every little thing that crosses my path. The
romantic weather wasn't really meant for me. Still, I ordered two
cups of cutting chai.

But who would drink the second cup?
I finished mine and quietly walked away.

Yet, somewhere inside my heart, an empty table remains reserved
for you—and for no one else.

I'm not a big fan of cutting chai, but for you, I could drink three
more cups while simply staring at you.
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The rain feels so special to me that, for a little while, I almost forget
the thoughts that quietly kill me from within.

To be honest, I'm not a fan of the monsoon. But when it rains, it
feels so special because it gives life to my illusionary world—a
world where you exist more vividly than reality itself.

Sometimes, I let myself get drenched because, in my imagination, it
means I can receive a warm hug from you.

Then I return home, and Mom comes running with a towel. That
simple gesture comforts my heart too. It reminds me that
love exists in many forms.

Maybe someday you'll step out of my
imagination and into reality. We'll eat hot
corn, steaming momos, crispy pakodas,
and sip cutting chai together while the rain
keeps us company.

Meet me before the monsoon ends, so we
can take a few pictures together and upload
them to Pexels. Until then, I'll keep saving
a place for you beside me whenever it
rains.
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The unseen sword

DurrainFida

The cruel world locked a beautiful and kind hearted girl in a dark
room where no one could reach her.she sit in a corner of room cried
loudly her screams echoed in the dark room but there was no
helping hand to reach out nor a gentle voice to comfort her breaking
heart but all of a sudden she noticed a light in that room out of that a
pleasant lady entered the room,the darkness fade away and her light
was shining all around the room She sat with the sad girl and
murmured, “my child,what difficulty weighs upon your soft heart?”
The girl looked at her with hopeful eyes and whispered;

I...
I want freedom

The lady goes on “oh,little soul what kind of freedom you desire
for?”

What’s that miserable thing that cages you?
She replied,
“society...”

I want to free my soul from this judgmental society, I want freedom
from the restrictions of society.

My mind is caged by the voices that say,
“Don’t do this, it’s not meant for females”

“This profession isn’t for females”

25



“People will talk behind your character if you will do this.”
But why do the society chains us?
Don’t we deserve to live freely?
The lady smiled and said,

“ohh little woman!

Remember ,you were born to satisfy your
soul not the society. When the creator of the
universe said

“women and equal to men”

Then why you let the creations to say unpleasant thoughts about
your character. Women are sparkling and shinning souls and they
have the ability to do anything.The lady’s words were felt deeply by
the girl, The lady continued; when the humans will be aware that
equality is a reality and everyone deserves to be treated with fairness
and they cage a woman not because she is weak because they can ’t
control her , a female is more honoured and powerful beyond
humans intellects and musings. Once a women gets freedom then
she will fly high until she touches the sky but the world didn’t let
her because than she will leave everyone behind. The world didn't’ t
let to educate a woman because they are worried that she will be
aware of her rights and status remember that “they cage what they
can’t control”...
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The Last Tree's Diary

Ashu K

Ashu Kewat is a 20-year-old student and aspiring writer from
Jabalpur, Madhya Pradesh. He loves creative writing and enjoys
writing fictional stories inspired by emotions, imagination, and
everyday life.

I counted seasons long before you counted years.
Birds once stitched songs into my waking leaves.
Children carved dreams upon my patient bark.

The wind knew my name before silence arrived.

I watched forests fade into roads of stone,
While smoke painted the sky a weary grey.
Each fallen friend became another memory,

Buried beneath the weight of progress.

Still, I stretched my branches toward hope,

Offering shade to those who forgot gratitude. | .
My roots held stories deeper than rivers,

Yet no one stopped to listen.
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If this is my final page, remember this—
The earth breathes through hearts that choose to care.
Plant tomorrow where I must fall today,

So no tree will ever write this diary again.
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If Silence Could Speak

Ashu K

Ashu Kewat is a 20-year-old student and aspiring writer from
Jabalpur, Madhya Pradesh. He loves creative writing and enjoys
writing fictional stories inspired by emotions, imagination, and
everyday life.

If silence could speak, it would whisper my name,
From corners where forgotten memories remain.
It would tell of tears hidden behind a smile,

And dreams that waited through every mile.

It would echo the words I feared to say,
To hearts that slowly drifted away.
It would carry the weight of unspoken pain,

Like clouds that long to become rain.

Silence knows every promise left undone,

Every goodbye spoken to no one.

Yet within its stillness, hope survives,

Lighting forgotten and weary lives.
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For silence is never empty or weak—
It holds the truths the brave don't speak.
Listen closely between each heartbeat's call;

Sometimes, silence says the most of all.
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Main Kaafi Hoon

Daniel (Himanshu K)

Main hawa ka rukh badalne nahi aaya,
Bas apni pehchaan banane aaya hoon.
Logon ki nazron se khud ko na tolunga,

Apni nazron mein hi muskurana seekha hoon.

Gir kar bhi har baar sambhal jaata hoon,
Har zakhm se kuch naya paata hoon.
Meri kamiyaan meri pehchaan nahi,

Mera hausla meri asli shaan sahi.

Na taaliyon ka intezaar hai mujhe,

Na kisi se apni keemat poochhni hai. ~

Jo hoon, usi roop mein khoobsurat hoon,

Kyunki **main kaafi hoon... bas itna hi kaafi hai.**
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Shehar Sota Nahi

Daniel

Shehar sota nahi, bas aankhein band kar leta hai,
Har muskurahat ke peeche ek dard chhupa leta hai.
Roshniyon ke beech bhi kitni tanha raahein hain,

Har bheed ke andar kitni khamosh aahein hain.

Yahan har chehra kisi daud mein kho sa gaya,
Apno ke hote hue bhi har koi akela ho gaya.
Sadkein raat bhar kahaniyan sunati rehti hain,

Khwaabon ki keemat yahan neendein leti rehti hain.

Phir bhi har subah ek nayi umeed jagti hai,
Tooti hui himmat bhi phir se chal padti hai.

Shehar sota nahi, kyunki sapne jaagte rehte hain,

Aur inhi sapno se insaan zinda rehte hain.
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One and another

Lathrima Suvi

The beauty of one,

Reflected by another.

They were powered by unity.
Unity of never giving up,

Unity of never failing,

One and another.

They made pieces of one and another.
Never truly apart by soul,
Distance bound them apart.

Yet, love truly never did.
Catching up on conversations,
Catching up on missed memories.

Maybe they were never truly apart.
Maybe one doesn’t want to end.
Maybe one didn’t want to begin.

33



Feeling numb is a feeling?

Macwan Brijita Sanjay Kumar

Myself Brijita, my loved one calls me Briyyy, but I love to hear
myself as a writer and I try to make this possible by making world
know that in some corner of the world there's this little girl who wants
to learn everything and feel every single emotions with her heart, who
wants to treat people with kindness and love.

and someday,

you don't feel anything anymore.

it sounds weird, right?

or more like rude.

someone ask you how are you feeling?

and you don't have any specific word to describe how are you
feeling?

you dont feel happy or sad,

joyful or angry, you just don't feel anything.

you're living but you don't realise you're living,

you feel like you're just existing,

in between trying to make things simple or to understand things,

you don't realise how someday you give up on your thoughts, on
how you want things to go or how you didn't want things to go, but
things just happen, you feel like everything slipped off your hands.
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and the wort part is nobody cared, nobody was even bothered to
hear your part of the story.

even the people you considered your own, ended up treating you as
their punching bag.

you just stood their with your truth, but people tried to move you
with their lies, and when you decided to stand still, they leaved you
behind and moved on with their lie.

all they cared was about them, how they felt, how your words hurted
them, how your actions made them feel, but all that they didn't care
about what you felt and why you reacted the way you did.

BUT,
darlinggg,

Hold on, breathe!!

you don't have to do the same to
yourself,

you're worth more than they made you feel.
they didn't value you doesn't mean you're not worthy enough,

just because someone thinks gold as a stone doesn't mean gold will
loose it's shine,

so don't let them overpower you with their lie,
they will try their best to break you,
but you'll have to stand strong.

maybe you'll feel like you're stretched in things you were never part
of,

but Babe the whole scenario was created for you,

35



S0 you're not a part you're an entire story.

so stop punishing yourself for the things that didn't work or for
people that didn't stay,

maybe they were not the story and that's why their faces came in
front of you, before the climax, but darling it's you who is the main
character here, so don't give more importance to anyone else than
yourself.

people will come and go,

places will change,

life will get upside-down,

but all that stayed, is GOD, YOU and YOUR PARENTS

so focus on things that focuses on YOU!!
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Writer's love language<3 ¢’ )

Macwan Brijita Sanjay Kumar

Do you know what's a writer's love language?

let me tell you, it's that they'll mention you in their random poem,
story, letter or book even without mentioning your name and it's our
way of showing love<3

but what most of the people don't understands but rather thinks that
writers are boring and feels like reading is a tough task or for
boredom people they'll never realise how many times someone have
mentioned them because they've never read and its not a curse to be
a writer but a blessing and the blessing is more powerful when
you've got readers to read your writings because writers are nothing
without their readers.

but again you know what's more harsh and sad is that the people you
write for don't feel like reading or don't want to read but the ones
who reads falls with your story which wouldn't be anything without
those people who cares for you but not enough to read for you :))
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Who was right ?

Farah Latif

Imagine a story where you are a character...

...and you have a best friend, or a girlfriend-wife, or any such kind
of relationship with someone.

And that person is extremely dear to you.
Only for that person, you lower some of your boundaries.
You fulfill every reasonable demand of theirs.

When they get upset, you try very hard, in
different ways, to make them happy, because
you cannot see them upset.

And that dear person also loves you a lot and
never wants to go away from you.

But imagine that your dear one, seeing your care and your behavior,
becomes attached to you.

Yet you never let them feel any lack in your love.

But now think carefully:

In their attachment, they start breaking all your boundaries.
They interfere in your personal life.

They force you to fulfill even their wrong demands, and sometimes
you give in after losing to them.

That person, in attachment, disturbs your privacy.
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They want only you — so much that even miles away there should
be no other human around you.

You should not do any work, nor do anything by your own will.
If you have some urgent work and you do it, they get upset.
They impose their wishes on you excessively.

They cannot see your situation in front of their own situation.
They remember only their stubborn demand.

They want you to leave everything and stay only with them — even
if the work is extremely important, related to your career, or some
work is stuck in between.

You tell them again and again that you give them time along with
work, meaning you talk to them even while working.

They get angry and say: “Work is less important, or I don’t know —
leave the work right now.”

No matter how much you explain that this work is necessary and
you will face loss otherwise, they still do not understand.

They see only their stubbornness.

They just want you — your life can go to hell.

Now imagine you have a light trauma related to something.
You do not even like to think about that thing, let alone do it.

But that person forces you through stubbornness to do the same
thing.

Even after you explain, they do not try to understand you; instead,
they get their stubborn demand fulfilled.
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Your problem, your situation — everything can go to hell for them.
And because of these actions, you move away from them.
Their possessiveness was fine; you had no problem with that.
You also fulfilled their reasonable demands.

You left them because they did not understand you.

They destroyed your private life.

They crushed your wishes.

They shattered your mental health.

That is why you chose yourself.

But when you left them, you were called unfaithful.

The world said you left them in the middle.

Who gave you the right to make someone attached to you and then
leave them once they became attached?

In the eyes of the world, you became a totally unfaithful and
heartless person.

Here, the world only saw their pain and suffering after you left.

But no one saw, nor even thought about, how they used that same
attachment to destroy your mental health and life.

Now you tell me — whose fault was it?
According to me, it was the fault of both, but no one was bad.

If, along with love, a little firmness had been added and the sensitive
one had been properly explained, maybe everything would have
been settled.

40



That is why it is said that many issues are solved through the art of
conversation.

And the most important point here is that it is not necessary that the
one who leaves after attachment is unfaithful or heartless.

We should never judge one person by seeing only one side of the
story — nor do we have the right to do so.

Hey, once sit with the one who left and ask them the reason.
Try to understand them too.

They also need someone to come, hug them, understand them, and
say, “I am with you — you are not bad.”

But look at this world — without knowing the full story, it gave that
innocent person the label of unfaithful and heartless.

I know now you people will consider that dear person wrong for
misusing attachment.

But it is not like that.
Yes, it was their fault too, no doubt — but they were not bad.

They too had no one other than that dear person to bear their
tantrums and fulfill their demands.

That is why they asserted more rights over them and, out of fear of
losing them, could not tolerate even someone’s shadow around
them.

No one was bad between the two — but yes, both were at fault.

The mistake of that dear person was that they should have put their
attachment a little aside and tried to understand.
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They should have trusted them, given them some space, understood
them, and along with getting their tantrums fulfilled, accepted some
of theirs as well.

And the mistake of the other was that even while feeling their
mental health getting disturbed, they stayed silent.

They did not explain and make their dear person understand in the
right way.

Because they talked lovingly every time, that dear person neither
listened nor understood.

They should have been a little firm, explained their points clearly,
and set some boundaries by sitting calmly.

If even after that the other did not understand and remained stuck on
their stubbornness, then wish them luck with their stubbornness and
quietly change your path.

That is why it is said: it is not necessary that where there is extreme
love, there is also understanding.

We give our beloved person excessive love, care a lot, and fear
losing them — but when it comes to understanding, we turn our face
away from that same beloved person and dismiss them by calling
them foolish or crazy.

You cannot even imagine how much this turning away breaks them,
how it destroys their expectations, and how that person gradually
distances themselves from people.

Before loving, become a friend and try a little to understand the
person.

Love does not keep people together as much as understanding and
care do.
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In the end, these lines that I myself wrote are not just lines — they
are reality, a whole truth condensed into a few lines.
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A hidden battle

Nitika

I don't think I am a good daughter,
To make my parents heart flutter.
Their expectations are so high,

I can't meet them how much I try.
They think I am always arguing,
But they don't know about the struggle in my mind I am doing.
I want a luxurious life,

But my parents want me to learn to use knife.
I had expectations on them too,

But for them these are all dramas I do.

I know our bond is not that strong,

Because they think whatever I do is wrong.

I am not saying my parents aren't good,

But generation gap between us is the problem dude.......
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BITSWEET

Bliss

Even with all the wealthy scolding,
Heart stops pumping the blood with too much holding.
Burdens change into craving

Have I become someone that no one is hearing?

There's too much to gain,
But what to do with this pain?
Rain doesn't feel shattering anymore.

Maybe I'll be at peace, since it's late before.

Heard or unheard,
Poetry will be poetry.
Just aspire to be seen and loved— that's the task

Is that too much to ask?

They say, "The art of being alone."
In my view, "The people are gone."

Why not try the art of being stone?




Pictures & memories, tantrums with excuse.
When the owner is allowed, why still refuse?
Go blessed go it's you vs you.

They know very well you're one of the few.
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Attributes of life

Arpit Varshney

Patience patience patience
words say a lot,
Man without goals

Looks like a bot .

Something is knocking,
Oh! Exams are on the top ,
If someone is mocking,

Don't let your preparation flop .

Practice practice practice
Work says a lot,
Rest without doing anything

Surely makes you a bot.

Something is knocking,

Let it knocked ,

Follow your goals ,
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Let them mocked .

Success success success
path makes you annoy ,

But Results from it

Surely Makes you feel enjoy.

Something is knocking,
Let them try,

Show your success,

Their mocking becomes fry .

Purpose, purpose purpose,
Everything has its price ,
Follow your passion,

It's my advice .

Something is knocking,
Let them tackle ,
Believe your-self ,

It's not a miracle.
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“Father’s Name: Still Blank”’

Asiya Kamal

I am five.
Or six.

Or seven.

Old enough to understand

that I do not live with Mumma.

The world said
a single woman with a daughter

looks wrong.

So I was sent away
to Nana Nani’s house...
as if [ was luggage

too heavy for society’s eyes.

They say it was “for the best.”

I don’t know whose best they meant.
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I sleep between walls
that are kind

but not hers.

I wait.

Mumma visits sometimes.
She smells like strength
and tiredness.

She hugs me too tight,

as if someone is counting minutes.

When she leaves,
I do not cry in front of her.
When she leaves,

I become stone.

Good girls don’t cry at gates.
Good girls make it easier

for their mothers to walk away.
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So I wave.
And wave.
And wave

until her back disappears.

Then I break

where no one sees.

I am her brave girl.

But at night
I press my face into old pillows

and whisper,

Why does the world
get to decide

where I belong?
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In school,

we had to make a family tree.

“Put Mummy and Papa at the top,”

Ma’am said.

I stared at the paper

for so long

it started staring back.

Papa is a word

people ask about

like it is a password

I forgot to memorize.

“What’s your father’s name?”

Their voices tilt.

I stay silent.
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“Itni badi ho gayi,

papa ka naam bhi nahi pata?”

I know his name.

It sounds like courtrooms.

Like doors that don’t open.

Like hands trying to pull me away
from the only arms

that ever felt like home.

But children are not allowed

to explain complicated things.

So I glued Nana Nani’s picture instead.
I built my tree

with borrowed roots.

And left one branch

unspoken.
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Sometimes,
late at night,

I wonder...

If I was never born,

would Mumma be free?

Would she sleep peacefully
instead of fighting battles
for custody,

for dignity,

for the right to exist without shame?

Did my tiny heartbeat

ruin her chances at happiness?

Am I the burden?

Am [ the reason

she is tired?
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Am I the weight
society points at
when they whisper,

“Single mother”?

I carry this question

like a hidden wound.

It grows with me.

If T never existed,

She would not have to prove

she is not incomplete.

She would not have to answer

the stares that strip her

for choosing herself.

Maybe she would sleep more.
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Maybe she would smile

without calculating survival.

I carry this thought

like a secret bruise...

Was I the weight

that made her life heavy?

When society whisper,

they do not whisper softly enough.

“Poor child.”
“Broken family.”

“As if the mother failed.”

They never say
“Cruel man.”

They never say
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“Unfair world.”

They only look at Mumma

like she committed a crime

by refusing to suffer.

So I grow up quietly.

I learn how to miss someone

who is alive.

I learn that sometimes

love means distance.

I learn that I have parents

but none that tuck me in daily.

I learn to celebrate Mother’s Day

with a phone call.

I learn to survive Father’s Day
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with silence.

1 become older

than my years allow.

I stop asking

why other children go home
to both names

while I travel between houses

like shared custody of a heart.

I become Mumma’s strength

from afar.

I tell her I am happy.

I tell her Nana Nani take care of me.

I tell her not to worry.

1 do not tell her



that sometimes I feel
like an extra piece

in everyone’s life.

Too much for society.

Too small to be heard.

This is my confession:

I did not lose my childhood

in one moment.

It dissolved slowly...

in school forms,

in whispered taunts,

in empty columns labeled “Father’s Name,”
in train stations

where I waved goodbye to Mumma

pretending I understood sacrifice.
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I am still a child.

But my heart has learned
adult words like

custody,

reputation,

legal notice,

character.

I did not choose this story.

I only learned

how to carry it.

And if I grow strong,
if I grow mature,
if I walk through life

with steady eyes...

know this:
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It is not because

1 did not need a childhood.

It is because
the world could not bear
a woman raising her daughter

without a man’s permission.

And so they separated us.

But even from a distance,

Mumma is my home.

Even from a distance,

I am hers.

And no form,
no taunt,
no empty branch on a paper tree

can erase that.
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But sometimes,
when the world is too quiet,

the question returns...

Am I the burden?

Or am [ just a child

who deserved

to grow up in her mother’s arms?

If [ seem strong now,

if I seem mature,

if my eyes look older than my age...

know this:

Strength was not my choice.
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It was the only language

pain taught me.

And somewhere inside me,
there is still a little girl
standing at a gate,

waving at her Mumma,
pretending she understands
why love

had to live

so far away.
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Proof in Red

Ifrah Maryam

I'm Ifrah, 17, from Pakistan. I write because some places inside the
human heart can only be reached by words. I hope my poetry lingers
where hands cannot, lives quietly in souls, and becomes a home for
anyone who has ever needed to feel understood.

I was standing hopelessly while it was dripping down,
the blood from my eyes, a mourner in angels' town.
I looked above, and my eyes looked at mine;

the face looked rough, torture was the sign.

Why did her cheeks have those scars on them?

Was it on purpose, or a cruel emblem?

Couldn't blink 'cause of the horrible view,

The only thing that entered my mind,
she wasn't lost, just hard to find.
What possibly could've gone wrong for her to be, k

a mountain of sorrow, or a trauma-filled sea?
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I couldn't guess it, but deep down I knew,
she had dreams she couldn't pursue.
I looked down, and the sink was red;

it was proof of the accusations that were said.

My eyes then met the fingers of my hand,
shrunken, scared, and unable to stand.
And suddenly, a cold breeze touched my face and said,

"It is you, not her, who is dead."

66



quick overflow

Vivechana Prajapati

Vivechana Prajapati is a literature student, writer, and creative artist
with a deep appreciation for poetry, philosophy, and visual
storytelling. Passionate about exploring ideas through words and art,
she enjoys transforming emotions, nature, and imagination into
meaningful creative works.

What I write sometimes I can't read,
I write it so quickly and immediately,
It just come like a wind,

Same happens while speaking,

I loose connection with the one who listen,
Result in not understanding my content,

I am so confident with what I want to convey,
It keep failing,

But never felt like a weakness,
Than what is it?

And why it happens....
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Akhir Mohabbat kya hai? Sukoon ya
Dard

Rehnuma Qureshi

I'm just a normal writer, I write whatever I think, hope so you all
readers will like my write up...

Na pucho mohabbat kya deti hai
Kabhi sukoon ¢ galb ban kar dil ko mahekati hai
To kabhi dard e dil ban kar tufaan machati hai

Kabhi muskan ban kar chehra sajati hai to kabhi ansu ban kar ankho
se beh jati hai...

Na chain din ko pati hai na sukoon raato ko deti hai
Kabhi ye sari raat dard me jagati hai

Kabhi ye khushi ban kar chain se sulati
hai...

Areyy, puchna hai to un aashiqo se
pucho jinki mohabbat aksar adhuri reh
jati hai....

Na mukammal khwab, lahu luhan dil
lekar jab wo is dard se guzarte hain tufan ban kar ye mohabbat kya
gajab tabahi machati hai

Khud mohabbat naam lekar bethi rehti hai aur ashiq ko suli par
chadhati hai...

Uske siwa na koi bhata hai aur na pyar ban pata hai
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Bas mohabbat ko samjhna mushkil hi na mumkin hai
Kabhi ye suli chadwati hai

To kabhi ashiq ka girwan chak karwati hai

Naam wafaa ka leti hai aksar bewafaa ban jati hai
Areyyy Asal baat to ye Hai Mohabbat ki nahi ho jati hai...

Aur jisko bhi kambakht ho jaye use Ya to mukammal kar deti hai ya
qabr tak pahucha deti hai...
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One book many worlds

R. Tejashri

It rests upon a wooden shelf, asleep,
A quiet block of paper, cloth, and glue,
A silent vault of secrets it must keep,

Until a curious hand reveals the new.

It looks so small, a simple, bound estate,
Yet holds the universe behind its gate.
You crack the spine, the pages softly sigh,

The scent of aging dust and dreaming ink.

The bedroom fades, the grounded shadows die,
You stand upon a wild, uncharted brink.
With just one glance ac.ross the printed word,

The silent voice of galaxies is heard.

Turn to the left, and dragons take to flight,
Their scales ablaze against a violet sun.

You walk with heroes into pitch-black night,




Where ancient wars of magic must be won.

You feel the chill of snowy mountain peaks,
And hear the ancient tongue a wizard speaks.
Turn to the right, the scene begins to shift,

To silver ships that sail the cosmic sea.

Through asteroid belts and nebulae you drift,
Where neon cities define what is to be.
You walk on planets painted crimson red,

Where alien constellations shine o'erhead.

Skip back a page, the cobblestones appear,
A foggy street in London, damp and cold.
A masked figure hides as steps draw near,

A mystery from centuries of old.

You are the sleuth, the shadow, and the spy,
Beneath the gaslamp of a midnight sky.
One single book, yet infinite domains,

A thousand lives lived out within an hour.
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You feel the lovers' joys, the martyrs' pains,
You taste the ashes of a fallen tower.
The characters become your closest friends,

Who walk beside you till the story ends.

When heavy eyelids force the cover closed,
And you return to where you first began,
The magic lingers where you have reposed,

A changed perspective for a mortal man.

For though the room looks exactly the same,
Your soul is burning with a different flame.
So guard these vessels of the heart and mind,

These paper portals to the dark and bright.

For in their quiet margins, you will find
A universe of wonder and of light.

Just one small book, held tightly

in your hand,

Can bridge the gap to every promised land.
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"The Skyship's Spine"

R. Tejashri

The leather-bound book on Leo’s desk looked ordinary, but the
moment he opened it, the bedroom walls dissolved.

Suddenly, he was standing on the deck of a wooden skyship, sailing
through a sea of clouds. To his left, a crew of elves adjusted sails
woven from starlight; to his right, floating islands of glowing
crystals drifted past. The captain, a woman with a brass mechanical
arm, handed him a spyglass and pointed toward a roaring vortex in
the distance where a clockwork
dragon breached the cloud line.

"Hold fast!" she shouted over the
wind. "The next chapter is
always stormy!"

Leo gripped the wooden railing, the
wind stinging his face, realizing that every page turned didn't just
tell a story—it built a universe he could step into.
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THE SYMPHONY OF STOLEN SHADOW

Dharika Bansal

Name : Dharika Bansal
Age:17
City /State/Country:Nabha/Punjab/India

At twelve, she was a galaxy confined within a room,

A doctor with a runway stride, an artist bound to bloom.

An engineer of starlight, an astronaut of grace,

With ten brilliant shadows dancing in a single space.

She loved the wild, untamed frontier, the forest’s emerald breeze,
She held a thousand destinies between her calloused knees.

Back then, the world was infinite—a breathless, open sky,

Where dreams grew wild as wildflowers, and never asked us why.
But we only get one lifetime, one sharp and narrow track,

And bit by bit, the cold world demands your constellations back.
"Pick a lane," the whispers rasped. "Choose a title, wear the mask."
To bow before “Log Kya Kahenge” became her only holy task.

By sixteen, the weight of their crown had turned her gold to lead—
An empire built on suffocated sighs, where living felt like dread.
The society that stands to judge cannot digest the free,

So they buried the multi-dreamer at the altar of conformity.

Yet the heaviest secret of the girl wasn’t the dreams she had to hide,
It was the graveyard of other people’s trauma kept inside.

She became the quiet sanctuary where the broken came to cry,

The solitary pillars standing under a collapsing sky.

Whenever others felt excluded, she would yield and step behind,
Absorbing every bitter frost, fiercely protective and kind.

She guarded everyone's secrets, she dried every stranger's tear,

An unsung savior in the night, swallowing her own dark fear.

But when her sky turned pitch black, there was no one else in sight;
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No hand reached down to pull her back into the soothing light.
No one ever cherished her, none saw the bleeding, lonely trace,
So she sculpted a giant, blinding smile to camouflage the space.
She had monumental goals, big dreams, but never felt the sun—
Just an excluded shadow weeping when the heavy day was done.
A child stuck in the mechanism, surviving on default,

Locking her own vibrant spirit inside a silent vault.

But look at your hands. They are trembling. The silence has to
break.

How long will you bleed out your soul for
everybody’s sake?

Zindagi na milegi dobara—this fleeting
breath is all we own,

Why die a thousand silent deaths inside a
crowd, alone?

This is the end of the pleasing. The end of
the forced disguise.

The final, definitive closing of the ledger of

their lies.

It is time to pack the heavy bags and walk a self-loving mile,

To seek the roaring, untamed rivers, and the wild forest's smile.
No more living for the whispers, no more bending to the judge,
No more carrying ancestral trauma without leaving any smudge.
To love yourself, to cherish yourself, is where the cosmos starts,
Go reclaim the scattered pieces of the sciences and arts.

If rebirth is a beautiful fiction, then this moment is your dawn—
The girl who lived for everyone else is finally, beautifully gone.
Today, you choose the adventure. Today, you claim your grace.
And for the first time in your life...

Let a real smile light your face.
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Naya shal

Sangita bharti

Naya sapna naya pahchan hoga .....
Socha tha ki naya ye koi sal hoga .....
Nai adate naya khawab hoga .....

Kamyabi ka pratham shuruwat hoga .....

Jo sapne bikhre the pura aaj hoga .....

Socha tha ki naya ye koi sal hoga .....
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Your Life Is Not...

Prachi Gupta

My name is Prachi and I am curious about ideas, driven by purpose.
Exploring science, technology, and words to create solutions that
leave a lasting impact. Believer in learning deeply, questioning
boldly, and growing every day.

Don't cut your skin,

it's not your answer paper.

Don't hang your neck,

it isn't a hanger.

Don't judge your weight,

it isn't your course book.

Don't hide your tears,

they aren't your weakness.

Don't lock your smile,

it isn't a prisoner.

78



Don't cage your dreams,

they aren't meant to stay behind bars.

Don't burn your future,

it isn't yesterday's mistake.

Don't hate your reflection,

it isn't your report card.

Don't silence your voice,

it deserves to be heard.

Don't stop your journey,

it's not the end of the road.

Don't throw away your life,

it isn't a failed exam.

A bad result is a page,

not the whole book.
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A hard day is a chapter,

not the whole story.
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Mourning

Parnashree

She was born in Kharagpur having higher degree in English and five
books are published in Cosmic Inception, Nirantar Publication, and
Kalamkraft publication.. Dreaming to be script writer ..

Mourning

Returning [ was ,

From the market stuffed with foodlink and drinklink and sellers and
buyers ..

Everything I saw then , that day , was fine and ok ..

Sun looks glad ...

Glowing more than usual ,

Hot waves not severely but charmingly
touched my skin not inflicting feeling hot ..
Weather was no more frightening under the
shed of heat run rays...

Ese was felt by me ..

Merriment and content ment regarding for
my return back to the home

I was driving slowly

Recklessness never inflicted my mind , so
I was relaxed feeling safe ..

But luck writes another

I never expect..

Suddenly from behind

One reckless driver colided from opposite
I could see,

Then I was thrown into the sky , vaulted three times , was clashed
against the graveled floor, I had lost my sense fallen down with
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closed eyes , ambiguity marooned me , I then
I met with fathomless darkness,
My life was wiped out forever..
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In Their Silence

Insia fatima

I couldn't imagine for a while that they were all gone.
I was alone here when I imagined, for a while,
that they were all gone.

I so heard them cry; now their tears are gone.
I could see their blood; the stains have faded
when I imagined, for a while, that they were all gone.

I could see their bones; but their bones were burned.
I could hear them speak, but their tongues are buried.

Yet I can still hear their words in my mind,
for their voices are not gone.
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The Quiet Science of Becoming Alive

Dr Sushant Juneja

I'm Dr Sushant Juneja.

Most days, you'll find me surrounded by anatomy atlases, medicine
textbooks, research papers, and cups of coffee that have gone cold
because I forgot they were there.

I'm learning to become a doctor.

There is something strangely beautiful about the beginning of
everything.

Long before forests knew the colour green... before birds borrowed
the sky... before hearts learned how to love...

there was only silence.
A restless planet.

Molten rocks.

Lightning tearing through an unfamiliar sky.

Endless rain falling over an Earth that wasn't ready to be called
home.

If someone had looked at that planet then, they would have called it
lifeless.

They wouldn't have known that beneath all that chaos...

life was quietly rehearsing its first heartbeat.
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Maybe people are like that too.
We carry storms that no one sees.
We keep going even when no one notices we’re exhausted.
We become experts at saying,
"I'm okay."

Until one ordinary day...
someone walks in.

Not with promises.

Not with miracles.

Just with their presence.

And somehow...

the storms begin to lose their voice.

I still don't know what we are.
Sometimes I call you my best friend.
Sometimes I think that's too small a word.

Sometimes I wonder if every beautiful relationship really needs a
name.
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Maybe some people are simply meant to exist beyond definitions.
Like gravity.

No one has ever seen it.

Yet the universe quietly depends on it.

You became that invisible force in my life.

You never asked me to change.

You never tried to fix me.

Yet somehow...

I found pieces of myself I thought I’d lost and that’s simply because

you existed.

I don't think you ever realized it.

Medical school teaches me extraordinary things.

Every day I memorize nerves, muscles, biochemical pathways and
diseases.

I learn how a tiny electrical impulse persuades an entire heart to
beat.

How billions of neurons exchange silent conversations every
second.
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How every cell carries the same DNA, yet somehow knows exactly
what it is meant to become.

The more I study life...

the more I realize that the most important things can never be
measured.

Kindness.

Trust.

Hope.

The quiet comfort of knowing someone is there.
And then...

I think of you.

People often ask what beauty looks like.
I don't think beauty begins with a face.

Beauty is remembering the smallest thing someone told you weeks
ago.

Beauty is listening without waiting for your turn to speak.

Beauty is making someone feel important without ever trying.
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Beauty is looking into someone's eyes...
and making them forget every reason they ever doubted themselves.
That's why I never fell in love with your smile.

I fell in love with the peace that arrived with it.

The world is full of beautiful people.

I'm sure I could find another beautiful face.

Another gentle smile.

Another pair of kind eyes.

But...

who would look at me as though I was worth choosing?
Who would turn ordinary conversations into memories?

Who would unknowingly become the safest place my heart has ever
known?

Maybe I could find someone who looked like you.
But I was never searching for beauty.

I was searching for a feeling.

A feeling that quietly says,
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"You're safe here."
And somehow...

I found it in you.

Perhaps that's why I believe our lives are rarely changed by
extraordinary moments.

They're changed by ordinary people.
People who laugh without knowing they're healing someone.
People who listen without realizing they're becoming home.

People who remind us, simply by being themselves, that we are
worthy of kindness.

You became one of those people for me.
Not because you tried.

But because that's simply who you are.

You chose to understand the human mind.
I'm learning to understand the human body.

For a long time, I believed healing belonged inside hospitals...
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inside prescriptions...

inside operating theatres.

Then life quietly corrected me.
Sometimes healing begins much earlier.

Sometimes...

it's simply one person reminding another that they're enough.

No medicine.
No diagnosis.
Just kindness.
And somehow...

that changes everything.

Years from now...

I don't know where life will take us.

Maybe our paths will cross a thousand more times.
Maybe they'll quietly drift apart.

Life has its own way of writing stories.
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But there is one thing I hope never changes.

I hope you never forget how extraordinary you are.

Not because someone told you.

But because it's true.

And if one day you forget...

I hope these words remind you.

Not of me.

But of the person I have always seen in you.

Because even on the days you cannot find your own light...

I know it is still there.

You know what's funny?

I'still don't know what we are.

Maybe one day we'll give this bond a name.
Maybe we never will.

I don't think it matters anymore.

Because some people don't become a chapter in our story.
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They quietly become the way we look at the world afterwards.
And once that happens...

they are no longer just a memory.

They become...

a part of our soul.
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Myself

Manya

I am a 10 grade student who loves to write about ground reality and
who also has interest in human psychology and criminology

This my true self,

yeah it's my future self.
I become successful,
not in everyone's way.

I struggled for domestic freedom,

then looked for animals on streets.
Making people beleive in country,
with it' judiciary and military.

I became a person who I always wanted to be ,
rich and powerful all what I wanted to see .

I can make myself capable to help others,

I will try to clean every street and house so we make a neatful
country not only dust but human dirt too
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| Learned Patience by Loving

Kundan Halder

One day, if somebody comes and asks me;

"Did you wait?"

I will smile—
A quiet smile,

And lift my eyes towards the sky.

Not searching for answers anymore,
For my heart has finally learned

The price of "a hundred times and more."

The storm behind my eyes has settled;

Its restless fire now burns serene.

My hand still waits,
Patiently,

For the hand it was always meant to hold.




My sense of smell has paused in time,
Saving every breath

For the fragrance of your presence.

The space I built for us
Has not fallen into ruins;
I repaired every crack

With pieces of my soul.

My smile still waits

For the reason it once bloomed.

My ears stand upon silent shores,
Waiting for the sound

That taught them why they were meant to hear.

The shiver beneath my skin remains,
Yearning for the sight

Of your touch drawing near.

My soul has made peace
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With the silence,
With the emptiness

I once feared.

The smoke no longer stings.

The rain no longer wounds.

Yet I stand beneath the downpour,
Drenched and alone,
Imagining the day

We become "us."

The noise within my mind
Has softened into meaning;
The questions I created

Have become my companions.

Music no longer reminds me of loss—

It brings me peace.

And if one day you ask,
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"How did you know I would come?"

I will smile.

Not because I knew.

Not because I waited.

Not because you brought me peace.

Not because happiness arrived with you.

I will smile because,

From the moment I first saw you,

Your presence overwhelmed every corner of me.

I will smile because

Every lonely second became worthwhile.

I will smile because

I never stopped believing.
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I will smile because
Every moment carried your name,

Even when you were nowhere near.
And above all,

I will smile because

Waiting for you

Was the last gift [ knew how to give.

So if one day somebody asks me,

"Did you wait?"

I will smile and softly reply—

"I never stopped."
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The Eternal Heart

SOUMYA SARMISTHA Baitharu

When Krishna left this mortal frame,
His body merged with earth and flame,
Five elements took all away—

Yet one thing chose to stay...

His heart still beat, divine and true,

A rthythm no death ever knew.

The ocean carried it to shore,
To Puri’s sands, to something more.
A Sabara king in forests deep

Kept Nil Madhab where secrets sleep.

A soldier found the hidden way,

With mustard seeds that marked his trail.

The Raja came, the Lord agreed—

“Walk ahead, but do not turn to see.”
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The anklets rang, then went to still...

The king looked back against His will.

Nil Madhab vanished into wood,

A Daru form where silence stood.

No sculptor shaped what God had planned...

Till Vishwakarma took command.

An old sculptor then appeared,

With one condition, strict and clear:

“Until my work is fully done,

No door shall open, not for anyone.”

The door was opened—unfinished, odd...

No hands, no feet... yet still was God.

They thought incomplete, but couldn’t see...

This was the start of mystery.

100



The Perfect Form

SOUMYA SARMISTHA Baitharu

In His earlier avatars, Vishnu came,
Again and again, in different names.
Each time, He showed the world a way,

Through His beautiful divine leela.

And in Kali Yug, He chose a form,
Not to look perfect like before...
But to become closer to every soul,

In a mystery only He could know.

No feet—because He walks in all paths,

No hands—because He holds all hearts.

His arms are open, wide and free,

Ready to embrace humanity.

His eyes are large, forever bright,

Watching all with endless sight.
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And that soft smile upon His face

Whispers gently, full of grace:

“Whatever comes, don’t lose your way—

All will turn for good one day.”

Jagannath is not unfinished, no...

He is the Lord who chose to show:

That God is closest, most divine,

When He looks a lot like humankind.
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THE NOISE OF SILENCE

Neeti

From seeing dreams in my eyes
to watching them shatter before me,

a silence waits within me.

From understanding the meaning
of true love to misunderstanding
the people who spoke of it,

a silence waits within me.

From saying, "I love being alone,"
to truly living alone,

a silence waits within me.

From carrying people's expectations

to witnessing my own downfall,

a silence waits within me.

From trying to grab people's
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attention and saying everything
on my mind to ending up with
nothing left to say,

a silence waits within me.

From thinking about death
to feeling something inside me
slowly fade,

a silence waits within me.

Yet nobody hears

the noise of my silence.

Nobody realizes that sometimes

nothing means more than anything.
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For You Bestie

Diptarghya Das

Diptarghya Das (born July 17, 2005)— a son of rural Purba
Medinipur; cherished by his father Malay Kumar Das and mother
Banani Ghosh, is an MBBS student of Medinipur Medical College
and, at heart, a poet who sails upon the raft of words into the depths
of emotion.

Sometimes! why I think about you ?
In the sunlight over the dawn's dew !
You are my friend ! My Bestie!

Not by look but by soul -ooh cutie &
Comfort, adequate to satiate my life!
Friendship more than a husband- Wife !
No attention or attraction but understand!
I guess you owned my heartland!
Never any hesitation or secret we kept ,
Then for each other are we left ??

Chorea we have but don't irritate !

Open-minded you , always satiate!

Tolerance you have with talkative me !

Oh soul friend,- soulmate will you be??
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That friendly relations , comfort all above!

That's a friendship of respect & love !

106



This is what we called Life

Curiousstreeinthecity-KT

Curiousstreeinthecity-KT is writing since childhood & following her
passion. Based on her various experiences of life, she is carving out
her those experiences in the form of poetry as this is her birth right.

They said in the DARK, how come you can lit a light,

Forget your light and join us in the DARK,

How can you turn your midnight oil & have a SPARK,

Forget your talent and join our bandwagon,

You are not meant to bloom & forgot about creating your own room,
They take you for granted because you seem to them WANTED,
They try to dim your LIGHT to shine themselves so BRIGHT,

You are still standing, it’s appears to them — You are dimming our
light,

Unfortunately, this is what we called LIFE.

Forget your light, follow our lead and turn RIGHT,

You are meant here to GIVE & SERVE because you CARE,
Don’t ever forget, it was me WHO turned and tuned into YOU.
Forget about yourself, they said it’s all about ME not YOU,

They said be the LIGHT in the DARK,
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By burning so bright you how can you keep your light ALIVE,
You are still standing, it’s appears — You are dimming our light,

Unfortunately, this is what we called LIFE.

Nowadays, you do not need a
Projector,

as humans are projecting their
insecurities on YOU,

You cannot lit your LIGHT, by burning
mid-night oil BRIGHT,

Forever for people who were never on your STRIDE,

You have no right to lit YOURSELF so BRIGHT,

How come you are STANDING alone with LIGHT so BRIGHT
You are still standing, it’s appears — You are dimming our light,

Unfortunately, this is what we called LIFE.
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Dreams do come true

Curiousstreeinthecity-KT

Curiousstreeinthecity-KT is writing since childhood & following her
passion. Based on her various experiences of life, she is carving out
her those experiences in the form of poetry as this is her birth right.

Dreams do come true,
A few have a chance to live it through,
When you pour yourself in it,

You live a version resembles with it..

Dreams do come true,

A few have a chance to live it through,
They need your time, effort and resilience,

In reality, you need patience, discipline & obedience...

Dreams do come true,

A few have a chance to live it through,

Never forget about your ground reality & challenges,

It was there to address your fear, insecurities and imbalances,

You are a Force to be reckoned with, please do often acknowledge
your Source...
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Dreams do come true,

A few have a chance to live it through,

For every dream to be lived,

It starts with the imagination which is a core need,

For your dreams to be lived, you do not need to plead..

Dreams do come true,
A few have a chance to live it through,
Live your dreams at your terms by being kind, respectful & firm,

You can only live your dreams with a specific theme & without any
schemes..

Dreams do come true,
A few have a chance to live it through,
Let Universe cast its core team,

You only need to dare to dream..
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| matter

Dr. Manisha Varshney

I believe that the ink flows spontaneously from the pen when you
believe in the skill of writing. I write in two languages - English and
Hindi. Whenever I get free time out of my busy schedule, the pen
compels me to pick it up.

I read a poem,
The words were chosen carefully,

It thymed also beautifully.

But, something seemed off after a pause

I read again and couldn't find any flaws.

The soul of the poem felt missing

The end seemed disconnected from the beginning.

I navigated deeply into the lines

Oh, now I could see some signs.

The grammar was perfect and there was no error

The stanzas seemed like a perfect reflection in the mirror.
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My heart broke and my eyes turned dry

I had just read a poem written by Al

No matter how much the software can try

It takes emotions even to adorn a simple
lie.

In a world where everything is headed
towards artificial chatter

The writer in me is compelled to say,
"I'm special and I still matter"
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Kind and Lovable

Sachin Karsale

Be kind and lovable ,
Towards nature ,
Living creature,
Human beings ,
Animal and birds .
Forgive all,

Friends and enemies,
Known, unknown.

In the eyes of God
Criminals are punished

Good people are always blessed.
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My impatient world

Manisha Mishra

My name is Manisha Mishra. I am from Bihar , i completed my study
and after that writer and having deep interest in writing poems,
thoughts and shayari, [ am a passionate writer so I decided to share
my feelings and emotion through it.

A Storm in my eyes,

I look calm from outside,

but day by day something ,
deeply broked me from inside .
I was alone that night,

loosing all hope,

though I am tired .

Near I looked at the mirror,
then I saw my wet eyes,

and missed my smile.

I wanna talk to someone and,
remember my childhood days,
and my mother,

her presence fixed all my,

mood her voice ,she

114



became a source of

peace for me.

she knows all my flaws,
and still loves me,
without any expectations.
and realises she is the
only who cares for me.
after being away from
them i was just lost my
happiness but tried to heal
and focus on my work .
but nothing work well.
my mind keeps talking to me
twenty four hours.

i choose silence but my
mind said alot.

Myrestless night and

unfilled dreams don't

let me sleep.

when the world

feel big and cold.
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I sit alone with

heavy heart as stone,

I don't know how to control

my emotion there i

thought to share

it to my partner

but he is emotionally
unavailable and busy

in his work.

i refused myself to talk to anyone
my emotion was overwhelmed
and I keep trying to

feel lighter .

Lastly I slept and

understand that only my

wet pillow and my

little room knows me well.
After my mother , i don't expect
anyone to

understand me

emotionally anymore.
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HOW | EXPLAIN LOVE WITHOUT LOVE.

Fizwera Hussain unar

Things which we want not always we can get.
Like this in life i loved someone more than my own self. In his love
i felt like, i am living in the moon between stars. But a time came
when he sent a letter. My hands trembled, when i opened, words of
letter refused to come out, and heart raced. Actually he wrote that he
had been tired from me. Even where as i was loyal. My life and i
turned in nervousness. Than neither i thought to love someone nor i
allowed anyone to play with my feelings.
Because my believe on love was destroyed.
But as love holds place in every one's heart
like this someone held a place in my heart
by love. He filled me with happiness and
my life again turned back into Shiny life.

Than a time come when he told me about his
love for me, i was over the moon and did not replay
to him. But he under stood the language of my eye & heart. Because
true love did not requires words it requires feelings. I Thought his

love was true for me & i realized that love is true if lover is true. ---
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Worlds Within

Anu

Anu is an Ai consultant by profession, traveler and poet by heart

Worlds Within

I am your inner world...

A home to countless worlds.

Some known, yet unknown.

Some rooted in truth,

Others woven from myth.

I am the mountain waiting to be ascended,
The ocean waiting to be returned to,
The silence of hidden caves,

The horizon beyond your sight.

I bloom in daylight,

Yet awaken in dreams.

I whisper in silence,

I roar like the sea.

I hold your memories,

Your fears,

Your hopes,

118



And the human you long to be.
You search the world around you,

While I wait quietly within.

What you've seen is but a whisper of me.

Come a little closer.
Journey a little deeper.

Every step within reveals another world.
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Glass Child

Anindhya Kaushik

Anindhya Kaushik is a professor in the morning and a poet as soon as
the moon shines. She writes with fingertips smeared with memories
and words aching to come out. She draws creatively from writers like
Susan Sontag and Charles Bukowski.

I swam in the ocean of all things materialistic,
Looking for a boat made of hugs and a hint of affection
My plate was always full, but

My heart was always empty.

I shrank to fit in your palms
Demanding less, always saying yes.
Watches wrapped around your wrists,

But you were always short of time.

I painted my childhood with grey loneliness
And awkward photo frames of memory

Love in our home

was like a grain of salt in the sea

There, but just not seen.
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But if you would have just looked at me with love,
I sure would have burst into colours
Like a prism

from a glass.
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Who are you

Adhrina Gurung

She asked, “Who are you?”
I said, “T am you.”

She said, “Really?” with amusement and hope in her eyes,
the kind I had already lost,

and asked, “Did you become the person you wanted to be?”
How could I answer that?

Did I become the person I aspired to be?
There was only denial.

She wanted to be an independent bird,
but here I sit, inside a cage.

She wanted to be the light,

yet I became a never-ending darkness.
She wanted to be confident,

but I became a coward.

She wanted to be someone not bound by the rules of society,
but here I stand, bound by them.
She wanted to be someone who could truly be herself,

but I stand here, hiding it.
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In the end, I could not answer her.
I just faked a smile and said, “Maybe,”
because I had become someone

she never wanted to be.
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I Wish To Be A Child Again

Udish Deshmukh

Udish Deshmukh is a 16-year-old boy who occasionally writes poems
and enjoys reading works that reflect nature, the human experience,
and the love of God revealed through His creation.

I wish to be a child again,

Who loved the summer, enjoyed the rain.

Who was myself, and didn't hesitate to share,

Whose anger was just a passing flare.

I want to be as I was back then,

Waiting for Santa to visit again.

Even when the stories were fake,

I was dedicated for their sake.

Every festival felt new,

And I relished each memory as it grew.
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I miss the days I loved the earth,

Then every flower held such worth.

I longed to talk, to laugh, to meet,

And greet the world out on the street.

But now that things are real and loud,

I shrink away and avoid the crowd.

Why do I choose to run and hide,

And keep my old zeal locked inside?

Where is my innocence that spoke no guile,

That looked to idols all the while?

Can I bring that child back again,

And break this heavy-hearted chain?

Can I live with a heart so pure,

With every wound completely cured?
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Can I leave what is not needed behind,

And step back outside with peace of mind?

126



HINDI



Two different roads one destination

Avinash Kumar
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A

Sonia Paruthi

Sonia Paruthi is a blossoming young wordsmith in the realm of
literature, embarking on her literary odyssey at the tender age of
sixteen, garnering accolades for her literary prowess.
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Book is an eye to see the world

Himanshu D Shah
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Book is a key to open the world .

Book is an eye to see the world.
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gl fAear & 3 o,
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JFER g @ ¢ FAgedd T o A,
e 8 gd,

S IS T
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T B AT I ||
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ar St - v AT g™

Yash Gohiya

Yash Gohiya is a contemporary writer, poet, and entrepreneur whose
work reflects human emotions, ambition, resilience, and the realities
of modern life. His writing blends simplicity with depth, aiming to
leave readers with thoughts that linger long after the final line.
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Priya Swami
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Priya Swami

STat # gy Tl o
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TdaR T 3%

Shreya singhal
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Shreya singhal
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Saurabh Chandra

My writing style blends deep emotional resonance with vivid, visual
storytelling. I believe true poetry lies in the details—the shift in a
gaze, the heavy silence between lines, and the raw beauty of human
emotion
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