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And | would live them all at once.

But | ife grants us only one.

So why wait for seven?

Why not be reckless, curious, artistic,
Al'l within this one |ife?

Why not Ilive today

As though it were the seventh?



"AUI T A 4BEA 2AET AT x
Anupama Sham Budhr ani-k nnoswna ppreaf oaunnd
aut hor. She has compl et ed her M. B.
Computer ApplicationsA SEOeELELT ] @Ni t
OF POEM$HE ADVENTURES OF"BPAEEBY BOND,

-A TASTE OF LI FE, STORIES, ARTICLES,
PERSONAL TOUCH.
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When we see a rainbow
we see 7 colors in a r
and an arc that just bo
in the sky from high t

Just | i ke the rainbow
Il ife has many flavours
of | ove, hate, friendst
of hits, mi sses, failur

In our everyday |ives,
and enjoy all the col o
Accept what we
as |ife is big,

We should | ive our Iivew;g“
A
Forget about the human 2of 4/
Go with friendship,'bov:&;cj :

and to our destiny, we should bow!
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AWhere Heaven Meets Hell o explores
karma, and what may come after. |1t

by fate, our choices, or the action
how joy and suffering daon weoxidsetr t

whet her heaven donrd shienhp!| yardei flea ceenst
experiencing |life.

UOGEI
What if this world is neither heaven no
but somewhede in between
where some find |light,
while others only see the dark?
What i f every Ilife we I|live

is shaped by what we did before,
and every road we wal k

|l eads so
Or maybe
choose t
choosing
knowing

This wor

no clear

Perhaps

l'iving the same story
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rent for ms
this |ife comes to an end,
we go?
turn to the same worl d,
the things we |l eft behind?
wake somewhere el se,
other | ife begins?
r future
en by our choices.
is shaped by kar ma.
we are the ones
our own fate.
ps this world
eaven or hel
it is both
where joy and pain meet,
ery choice matters,
e the way we see |ife
what it becomes.
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AsrlblAjra is a young writer from Kas

ordinary moment s, silence, spiritu

human | i fe. Her writing often explo

|l oneliness, hope, andeephegogiuniget str
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Dear Moon, | watch you softly rise,

While people hurry through their days,

Some | ose themselves beneath the skies,
Some |l ose their lives in othersdé praise
You see the hurried footsteps fade,

The dreams we | eave along the way

The promises we once had made,

The hopes that somehow sligped a¥aw

(0]

You see th hands that Riq bl Ty
To things hey know &

The little joys that
The ghosts of moments

—

Some nights, we | augh : ‘ ) d ,
To hide the ache we
Then whisper softly &

Oof pillows where ou

You wax, you wane,

Yet find your way ni gh
Perhaps you teach

That even darkness

To |l ose a Ilittle w AL ( )

To wal k beneth t h &I e-Te TS %,;,

To carry stories |l eft halfway,

Yet still keep reaching for the |ight

13



To stumble where the roads divide,

To Il ose the things we thought would st a
To hold our broken dreams inside,

And still awaken for the day.

So, Moon, when | am gone someday,

And someone softly speaks my name,

Tell them |I walked my i mperfect way,
And through it all, I tried to remain.
Tell them | stumbled, tell them | <cried
Tell them I |l oved, though | ove could ac
Tel | them | carried wounds inside,

Yet chose each morning to awake.

And i f they ask what l'i fe had been,

Tel | them it was both |l oss and |ight,
A thousand endings in between,

And still, | stayed to greet the night.

14
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Vo ki

Hr |
Ki si
Raft
Bar s
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Raft

r fir ik din vo mujhe glt bta kr <ch
kr vade

kr saath bitaye

boo pyaar ki

am sa vo bdl

a rafta meri ankho se vo shqgs door
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I't was midnight. Zain was on the highwa
Zain went there and asked the reception
But she said, iNo, we dondt have any ro
Zain suddenly | ooked at the |ist kept t
were booked except room no. 404.
He asked the receptionist for that roon
donét give it to anyone, 0 she answered.
ABut why? Whatdés in it?o0
ASir, everyone who has booked that roonm
room. Thatés why we dondt give it to an
can stay, o0 the receptionist said.
Al will stay. Book it for me, 0 said Za
and gave him the key.
Zain finally r
near his room.
the end of the
stairs. He ope
and went insid
He saw that th
neat and cl ean
receptionist h
was | ocked for
single corner
Everything was cl ean.
Zain was very tired. He kept his bag in
Early morning, when Zain woke up, he sa
cupboard. He ignored it and thought tha

16



very cold and there were freezing winds
wi ndows being open.

However, Zain went to the washroom, and
out of the cupboard once more. He put h
it with the key.

He ordered his breakfast, but the waite
into that room. You have to come to the

Zain went to the canteen for breakfast.

While he was eating, he saw his childho
He met him and asked, AHow are you, Mic
ioh. . . Zain, my friend. | am fine. And

job?0 asked Michael

Zain replied, fAYes, | am also fine and
what about you? What are you doing nowa

AThis hotel was my fatherdds, but when h
said Michael

AOh, thatdéds good! | have also booked a
AOk, bye, o both of them said to each ot
Zain went up to his room, and once agai
and his room was very dirty. Zain put
hour of hard wor k, it was cl ean.

Then he started doing his office work o
was very big. It took 3 hours to compl e
After 3 hours of hard work, it was comp

It was 7: 00 pm. He wanted to have dinne

At 8 o6clock, he returned. He wanted to
When he opened it, he saw that his file
decided to do it again. Once more he di

17



45 days passed |ike this, and every nig
down the stairs, and sometimes he felt
One night, while he was sl eeping, he he
That day he decided to go and check who
He went to check. He saw a | ady going wu
He said, #AHI! Who are you?bo

The |l ady turned back sl owly. Her face w
Zain asked once mor e, Aiwho are you? And
am afraid. o

The | ady moved her hair back. Her face
She said in anger, fi am a sad soul Go
AfWhat happened? | s there any probl em? |
The soul replied, fAReally? You will hel
me ? 0

iNo! |1 am not scared. | know a soul won
wrong to anyone. And now please tell me
solution, 06 said Zain.

i Ok , now |isten to me carefully.

You know Michael, who-3i yetahes @awmer i of tth
evening, he was in his cabin and my sis
father because he wanted to give all hi
Mi chael was notulad gmiodusmni.t .He wo

My sister Marry was scared after watch
Mi chael killed her also because he was
But he didndét know that | had put some

I was watching and crying through it, b
because | was out of the country.

Mi chael told everyone that they were bo
from there.

18
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Wh e n
but t

Aft 8r
won t

Af ter
won t

Then

Af ter
know

At n
Wh e n
i May
He <ca
hel d

cupbo
put p
after
| ady

el 6s mother gave him all the prope

a month, when | had all the proof
a case against him.

ext day, I went to the | awyer.
thing was ready.

ay before the judgement, I was ten
e.

er, the day of the judgement came.
we both were going to the Court, h
I owi | do. I owi |1 ruin you and you
we were both in front of the judge
he judge said, AThis could be a fa
hdurs of arguing with each other,

some days, someone told me that \Y

né6t get justice.
Il gave up everything and went back

some days, at night, I stayed in
this was his hotel

ght, when | was doing my office wo
| opened it, there was a man wear.
I get some water?o0 | said, fAYes. o0
me inside, and when | turned to br

my neck tightly. He didndét give me
ard and removed his mask from his
illows and blanketsubdnénte kneat bek
some ti me, | was dead. He kil l ed
told Zain.
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AWhat! Mi chael did this. I didnét expec
but | will give peace to your soul . By
Zain.

AMy name is Luci, and whatdés your name?
AMy name is Zain. I have a question for
anything with magic. Why do you want a
nYes, you are right, but | wi || win the
someone. And | <candét talk to the judge.
my justice, 0 said Luci

ASo you will send me all the proof thro

case tomorrow, 0 said Zain.
The whole night, they were both discuss
After 2 days, Zain reopened the case.

On the day of the judgement, Zain and N
standing near Michael. No one could see

This t me al so Michael had bribed the |
the case.

The judge started asking questions, but
him, so Luci started doing magic accord
the truth to the judges.

Finally, Luci won the case and Michael
AnThanks, Zain You are the best person.
said Luci

Luci 6s soul became invisible.

Luci 6s soul got justice, and it is ever
*Justice and peace are two sides of the
peace is only silence.*

When people are treated unfairly, when
rules apply differently to different pe

20



peace becomes impossible. True peace is
is the presence of fairness.

A society without justice may |l ook fine
with justice can stay peaceful and good
*AThe demand for justice is really a de
something no soul is willing to live wi

21
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Wo boondein mujhe aksar yaad dil ati hai
Jis shaamm ham mile the us nadi ki kina
Haan nahi yaad wo shaam muj he

Haan uski wo |l eharti zulfen ab muj he na
Haan wo uski ek meethi hasi ab mujhe nh
Haan mai bhul chuka un unhliyo ki thirk
sawarti

Haan bhool chuka hu use mai

Haan muj hewapoagnwatdinahi

Bas ki si roz jab mai khudko kho chuka h
Tab wo nadi ka paani baarish banke mujh
"Ki tu ban is kadar ki tujhe dekh wuski

Aaj na sahi par ek din Wo bhi tujhe dek

22
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G. M. Hrushi kesa Chaitanya was born

studying in 11th grade. He discover
age of 10 and has been creating ori

#EAEOAT UA ' 8-
The first thing Dani el noticed was the
It was |lying on the floor of the old ho

A family stood oifroufrr qoreto pdfe tshmd Ihohws et t
Daniel picked it up.

The house behind them was the same hous

His mother | aughed

AProbably left by 0
Dani el turned the

Five words were

THE HOUSE REMEMBERS

That ni ght, Dani el wo k of
scraping across the ki

He wal ked downstairs.

The chair was back whereq t h
He pushed it against the

In the morning, it was exactly where he

23
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A broken cu
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book
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e things began happening.
p repaired itself.
ad thrown away appeared on h
neckl ace, | ost years ago, W
me obsessed.
testing the house

Il amp.

rning, it had returned to it
d a mark into the wal/l

the scratch had di sappeared
covered the photographs.

ose wooden panel was a smal

graph showed someone who had
ed through them

ing.

ng.

prng

ze.

photograph of his mother.
nding in the kitchen.
s 2012.

born in 2010.

had never told him they had
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He confronted her.
She went pale.

iwe 'di dihi ve here, 0 she whispered.

AThen why are you in the photograph?o
She stared at it for several seconds.
il 'ddonr emember . 0

That night, Daniel heard whispering beh

Hi s own voice.

Abom | et her remember. 0

He followed the sound to the basement.
Ther e, he found a | ocked door.

On it was a message carved deeply into

MEMORI ES ARE SAFER WHEN THEY STAY BURI E
Dani el broke the | ock.

I nside was a table covered with photogr
At the center was a video recorder.

He pressed pl ay.

Hi s mot her appeared on the screen.

She | ooked younger.

And terrified.

Al f' yeuwatching this, o she said, Athe h
again. o

Dani el stopped breathing.

25



mot her contin
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AThis hdusea ehmearsbrer peopl e.

e

|l ooked directly into

remembers

what peopl e
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ittle boy.
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face.

forget, o

she
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26



The walls creaked.

One photograph fell from the ceiling.
Dani el picked it up.

It showed the basement.

His father was |ying on the floor.
His mother was holding a bloody object.
And beside -ye-aimdsDandebi x

Hol ding a camer a.

Dan'isslhands began shaking.

fiNoéo

Hi s mother covered her mout h.

AYou killed him, 0 she whispered.
Dani el stared at her.

iwhat ?0

AYou killed your father.o

The memories came back all at once.
The shouting.

The violence.

His father hurting his mother.

Dani el grabbing the heavy object.
One strike.

Silence.

Hi s mother had helped hide the body.

27
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Hund

One
It s
And
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THE
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Anot

they had | eft.

DasningIlnd had erased everything.

houddge bleaedin haunt ed.
ad been waiting.

ing for him to return.

el slowly | ooked around

y photograph on the walls had
no |l onger showed the previous
showed Dani el

reds of photographs.

el sleeping.

i el entering the house.

el discovering the room.

el confronting his mother

st omach dropped.

chang

f

photograph showedhsaspmpenkidngyethat

howed his mother Iying dead on
Daniel standing over her.

he back was a message.

HOUSE' DOPEEDI CT THE FUTURE

el turned pale.

her sentence appeared beneath

I T REMEMBERS I T.
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Prakriti Taron is a student based i
introspection. Drawing inspiration
I i t edvaittulr ea particul ar f onWmietses f or
Ni ghhtesr wr i ting | eans into the poet

deeply human.
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The concrete jungle oebi Wasnbar e i so wad wiaryg
i fe, buses are screeching to halt, ven
front of a small tea stall, surrounded
rising up inedahferamrag papeakiagpt its wa
fingers. The kettle jerks over the high
mi xture of overboiled milk and a sweet
I knew this smell as murch aec I knew mys
flooded my brain until [ = ; e

the streets of Mumbai

kitchen. |1 was eighteer

full of milk trying its:s

rims.

The walls of my bedroo

papers full of formula

everything was neglect .2

majestic ball of fire

kitchen window whil e |

whi ch Inhav@skrgm)wng t o b lil

moonl ess night. The fa

clicking sound with ev

soothing dusk breeze i

had stood beside the s

stirring the tea sl owi

AYou should open itodo, she had said in a
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I had not responded. The weight of that
than it sThaul pilkawe.of paper had not onl
al so judged my entire future. I had
i domeotpiceaae .o fThmaper did not de

t there could be another path. That

,_.,
>
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But I could not.

ould see everything with clarity now
eyes. The way | had chosen dis

moments that slipped away wer
portueadtaway, Thrg hydormrse ., plpi ke
enched fist. At the beginning
stant dream then an i mpossibil
ing a priority.

Q X O a0
—
(0]

e
p
|
i

sed e

mi |l k had overfl owed then, hissing a
ckly, reaching to fix it but | remenm

ond, as if she was going to say some
never did.

n
(¢)
® O — 0

An

o

| had never asked.

The hiss fades into the sharp whistle o
cramped kitchen fades into the busy str
pouring another cup, the same scent of
lingering in thegamne.cdMydownm mepahaads.

o

peopl e r
take a si
tasting t

ush past, impatient, moving fo
p. It tastes wrong, too bitter
he tea at all, but the years t
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Prakriti Taron is a student based

explores the quiet corners of human

from t he ti mel ess mel ancholy anc

Dost oeWhsiktyed s NiWhteths not writing, t hey

found i mmersed in classic and conte
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The rain poured down in thick curtains,

stood alone on the deserted stretch of

Col ombo that evening, blurring the 1igh

and gold. As | itgphtsreivreg ad plsietcttitoenssky | |t

ahead of me, | pulled my black jacket t

tuk brave enough to be out in this stor

"Port Citw,id as | climbed in.

The driver nodded withoUt , : aroun

The inside of the

and worn. The blackﬂ re

cracked, and a fai nff wa

mi xed with petricho of

Ganesha hung bes

swaying with every

Some drops of wate

tarpaulin while sof de

of the tuk tuk, i ank

into my skin.

The tuk tuk ratt]l

drummed on the roof oudl vy or

mi nutes neither of us spoke

I was carrying a black briefcase, tatte

wash. Inside was a flash drive containi

small bomb that could blow up an entire
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most peopl e, I was a businessman from B
Chinese intelligence officer

As we drove past the dadlrkces&ry,pahall e
driver suddenly spoke.

"Funn'yt," iitsT
"What is?
"Countries spend billions prepdring for

| scoffed.

"Maybe nature is" stronger than politics
He chuckl ed.
"Or maybe politics is just another kind

thunderstorms and ordinary people drown
decisions and ordinary "people suffer th

The comment Ilingered in my mind.
I Il ooked up. Most drivers talked about
spoke differenaphil lseopbanded | i ke

"Maybe rain r'eme nalsl dlsuredpdi ewe
He chu'cMkayebdee. Or maybe it remi"nds us ho!

Somet hing about him felt unusual. He wa
and checked the mirrors more often than

"Have you al ways Idraiskerd.a tuk tuk?
"Nb, he said.

"What did you do before?

"A little bit of this. A little bit of
Not much of an answer.

As we neared Port City, a black Toyota

headlights cut through the haze | ike tw
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steady distance from us, neither overt a

noticed it i mmediately and took three ¢
which | could not identify and | ost tra
gone.

No ordinary tuk tuk driver could do tha
My suspicion grew.

Finally, we reached my destinati on. I h
the door.

"Be careful wi thhe tshaadtd.bri ef case,
| froze.

"What do "you mean?

For the first time, he turned and | ooke
headlight beside me revealdead tdhifckce | h
greying moustache, weathered skin, and
make a grown man [inkemmdatedl schkel aoy,
his pants. I'n that dcomeat, vaheshadml eep
a man who had been observing me all/l al o

"The next time Beijing sends you to Col
route”" twice.

My heart stopped.
He knew who | was.

"Who afelyasgRed quietly.

A faint smile appeared on his face.
"Led just say Del hi keep$ an eye on Sri
Before | could respond, he started the

"Good" lmeksai d.

The tuk tuk di sappeared into the rain,
roadsi de.
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As | watched the taillights fade into t
darkness, | real i sed | had spent the en
secret, never knowing that he had known
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I am Raahi, a poet and storyteller
brokenness, healing, and human conn
we often | eave unspoken and the sto

2AAEE 2AO0ET A

I was a shattered piece of gl ass,
Hel d together just enough to | ast.
Then someone came and said. . .| know,

The way to fix what hurt you so.

I gave them every broken side,
The cracks | had so |l ong denied.

They held my pieces, promised

And swore they woul be gent |

But somehow ,in their fraf 7 % ,
Beneath the weight
They tried to fix

Yet | eft |l ess of

Anot her came with
With promises that

| thought, perhaps, this one will stay,
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And mend the things the others frayed.

But every hand that held me tight
Forgot that broken things need | ight.

They pulled too hard, they pressed too

And woke the wounds | tried to keep.
So now | stand with careful s eams,

A little guarded, a l|little free.

I |l earned that healing does not mean
Letting everyone inside the scene.

So | have drawn a |line around my heart,
A quiet place where | can start.

Not made from anger, not from bl ame,

Just somewhere safe to remain the same.

You wi |l | know the | ine, and | wi || t oo,
I owi || know what | can give to you.
You may come closer, if | |l et you in,
But you will!l not decide where | begin.
I will not promise to be cold,

Nor will I shut every door | hol d.
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But if you cross the |ine | drew,

I owi |1 remember what | went through.

Because some borders are not meant to d

They are built so something precious ca
And i f protecting me means |l etting you
Then beyond my border, you wil!/| know

I am not broken for you to repair,
Not a wound for your hands to bear.
I am | earning to heal, piece by piece,

And someti mes distance is another name
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Soumya Sarmiissha Baunhlgarwr i ter and

Odi sha who finds stories in ordina
everyday i fe. Her writing of t en
unspoken feelings, dr eams, and the
l asting i mpressions.

3/ 5-9! 312-)34(! " AE
Someti mes, the peopl e whto ebnetceormeo uirmploirvt
with a grand introduction. They simply

day and sl owly become a part of our men

When | first tmagthi mikmhel wbiudm become one
teachers.

Before he joined our school, another te
had appreciated my work from my early ¢
with him.

Then a new teacher came.
And my first thought was surprisingly s
ifYe kaun aa gaya?o

| watsnexactly happy about having a new
some time, | would be wondering how the
without hi m.

Slowly, things changed.

Hi s classes became enjoyabl e. Hi s way o
understanding us made him different. We
and somewhere along the way, he stopped

He becanmel daerkeboanuber

And he even said it hi msel f to me once:
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s 0me

chetr adowasyns remain only a teacher.

i mes,
i mes,

met i

[« o]

they become a mentor.

a guide.

me s , l'i ke him, they become an

r school memories is impossible t

d entered ourdtsheh pelr son d rewd tiedd
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e | ef
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as wameohe btedi ldeaave.
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border between a teacher and
border between school and ho
border between strangers and

opl e qudredtl yby rinrsesa it ihrog er Wbloea
ust , respect and affection.

one of those invisible borde
eacher.

also the teacher who once to
hhoti behen ho. o

, years from now, when | thi
|l essons written on the bl ac

nk | will forget the teacher

ps can go beyond the boundar
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Suparna Ghosh is BA English Honour

writer. She writes poentorryt ht, h atn de % phl
space beyond s o'cBeeytoand 'etxhpee cgplmaesi o h s h
reflections on inner truth versus e
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You are not the |Iife you perform,

Not the smile trained on command.

Not the numbers that measure your breat
Not the echd sofeyoetsher peopl e

Not the skin you decorate to feel fine,
Not the race that keeps moving the fini

Not the brands you

Not the grades you /S R e Pole|rld ,;‘A ; meé’d
il \ | N /%ﬁ?
' > g \ N ) ; u/g/%
Strip the noise. Stoiilbath;

Whatoés | eft when t

Youdbre the faith i

And the |l oud whisper “ad oA "'-roug
Youre the |l eft turn when the world goes
And the unresolved hidden thought of mi

Yo'ure the |l ove you spill when no one gi

4 2



And the quiet strength that answers eve

Yo'ur e the deep, not cheap.
Yo'ur e the wings, not weight.
Yo'ure the gate , not grip.
Yo'ure the truth, not mas k .
Yo'ure the silence, not noise.
Yo'ure the root, not fruit.

Beyond the flash, beyond the frame,
youbre the flame that doesndt need a na
Not what they keep or what they see.
Youbre the soul

Youbre the whol e.

Youdre free.
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Kavya Mishra is a young writer, p s
and creative storyteller with a ke
emotions, society, and the compl exi
academics, she activel yeeprairntgi,ci gprad ¢
creative initiatives.
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On the fifteenth of August,
two skies remember freedom.

On di a,
one over South Korea,
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Perhaps stories are threadsé.

crossing |l anguages,

crossing maps,

crossing names we cahnot pronounce

A child ties a thread around a wrist,
a oet folds a memory into a page

and suddenl vy,

a border becomes only a I|line

waiting to be rewritten.

Because the strongest threads
have never needed permission to trave

celebrates independence.
Korea remembers | iberation.

,_,,_
S o

Sou

4 4



Two nations.
One dat e.

And | wonder how many invisible threads
have connected wus all al ong.

Perhaps borders were never built to sto
A poem written in Hindi

can find a reader in Seoul

A song sung in Korean

can comfort someone in Delhi

book can travel where people cannot

memory can outlive a passport
We spend our |ives drawing |ines,
calling them nations,
cultures,
|l anguages,
identities

Yet the world keeps proving us wrong.
Because kindness transl ates itself.

Because art refuses to carry documents.

Because human beings continue to recogn
even when they cannot understand each o
There is something extraordinary about
|t an |l eave home without a suitcase,
cross an ocean without a ship,

and arrive in another country

without ever asking permission.

Maybe that is how stories work.
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They remind us that distance can be mea
but connection cannot .

A poem which is written in one |l anguage
can maybe find meaning in another.

A song can travel far than a passport.
A memory can survive |l onger than a bord

We can follow different traditions,
we can speak many words,
and grow under different skies of diffe

Still we still continue to search for t
freedom, belonging, and the hope of bei
Maybe borders were created for maps,
but stories were created for people.

And people have al ways found ways
to reach one another

Across countries, Across cultures.

Acr os Betyioma, border s.
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A ¢
You

The

Wh e
My
Eac

You

Wh e

You

And

Wi t
Eac
You

And

hin my |ife, your face will always s
uiet light that filled this heart of
were the verse engraved upon my sou
dream that made my broken spirit wh
never you appeared along in my way,
silent world grew brighter every day
h gentle word make the:_%njgments stay,
r voice would softl\i}gf‘ s

never | |l ooked

felt as though

r glowing smile
filled my rest./l
hin your soul,

h passing day r
r every gesture

'/';‘_,}\‘ il
| eft forever memories none 'could er
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can someone be so kind?
till lingers softly in my
d ever hope to truly prove

such a soul , so filled wit

holding your forever hand,

e our promised | and.
ams | ay buried in my heart
e that never found its sta
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I am a author of this poem and al so
at class | evel in Bribooks. | am a
Sports.

9. .1 $%%-

I GROW MY FI RST PLANT

I GROW MY FI RST PLANT

I WATCH I T GROW

I WATCH I T GROW

WE STARTED BY A SPI NACH PLANT

BUT I'T NOT GROW MUCH BUT CURRENTLY | AM
MARI GOLD PLANT
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We drew a |ine in 1947,
called it a border, called it done,
but rivers don't stop at checkpoints
and neither does the blood we share
with people on the other side of every
This is what independence taught wus,
not just the right to rule ourselves,
but the right to reach outward,
to send our doctors to Africa,
our peacekeepers to | ands we owe nothin
our voice to rooms where the power ful
used to decide things wj
We are not an i sl
We never wanted t
Freedom, for us, | s,
it was about final
at tables we were
not seated at.
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From Chanakya's arthashastra to a seat
from a colony to a country that other <c
now study for how it holds together

a hundred | anguages, a thousand gods,

and stildl calls itself one.

Our flag flies at embassies from Seoul
carried by people who Il eft home

to represent a home that shaped them

That' s independence too,
the freedom to | eave and still bel ong,
to build bridges instead of just border

to prove that sovereignty was never

about shutting the world out.

Seveenitgyght years since we stopped asking

Now we write the invitations.

Now the border is where our story start
not where it ends.

Happy Independence Day, in every direct
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The rain had been falling since evening
By midnight, the entire town seemed to
of water. Streetlights flickered throug
reaching the empty road. Somewhere in t

the sky, foll awddklhy sa rsainlgen cye htehaav y .
Mi ra sat al one' s nolhdrhguse,d nott ehreirng at
12: 13 AM.

She had never | iked that ti me.

N

Not because anything had happened at 1
grandmot her had once told her something

Ailf you ever hear someone calling your
whi s per'etd,a niisdwenr . 0

Mira had | aughed when she first heard i

Now, sitting alone'tnltlhghohd. house, sh

=

Her parents had gone to the city for t
Mira had stayed behind to | ook after th
away six months earlier, |l eaving the hu

The house was three floors tall, with n
and doors that seemed to creak even whe

Mira tried to distract herself by readi
Then she heard it.

AMiraéo

She froze.

The voice had come from upstairs.
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stared at t
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seconds.

ed the book.

clearer.

her grandmother.
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out .
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She pressed play.

At first, there was only static.

Then a faint breathing sound.

And finally," fsevoigca.ndmot her

ADo6M go upstairs.o

The recording ended.

Mira dropped the phone onto the sofa.
A Il oud bang came from above.

She jumped.

Then another.

Somet hing was moving upstairs.

She remembered the words from the recor
Do'nt go wupstairs.

She stayed where she was.

For sever al mi nut es, there was nothing.
Then she heard footsteps

Sl ow footsteps

Coming down the stairs.

Mira held her breath.

One step.

Anot her.

Anot her.

The footsteps stopped

She raised her flashlight toward the st
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A brass handle reflected the flashlight
Mira felt cold.

She knew every room in the house

There had never been a blue door

She slowly stepped toward it.

Then stopped.

Why was she walking toward it?

She turned around.

The hall way behind her | ooked different

Longer
Much 1l onger.
The living room was no | onger visible.

Mi ra breathing became uneven.

She ran back.

But the hall way seemed to stretch with
She turned around again.

The blue door was now closer.

Much cl oser.

And beneath it, a thin |ine of dar kness
Then came a knock.

Three ti mes.

Knock.
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Mira stepped backward.

A voice came from behind the door
AiMira?o

She covered her mout h.

|t was hervmother

iMira, open the door. o
Tears filled her eyes.
i Mom?0

She al most answered.

Then she rememberedwdremi gg.andmot her
Do'nt answer.

The voice came again.

AMiran slcared. Please open the door. o
She stood completely stildl

Then the voice changed.

It becaméesher father

AMi ra, open the door. o

Then hérs.friend

Then hersteacher

Then her own voice.

iMira, pl ease. 0

The handle began turning.

Sl owl y.

Mira ran.
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e 'dti dkknow where she was going.

til she reached the staircase.
e rushed downstairs and | ocked
e lights suddenly came back.

e house became silent.

ra coll apsed onto the sofa.

r a moment, everything seemed
e checked her phone.

recordings.

notifications.

strange messages.

e al most |l aughed from relief.
en she noticed the ti me.

13 AM.

ain

e |l ooked at the clock.
e secondthaodi wgsn

e waited.

thing.

e checked her phone.
13.

e opened the window.
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On

across th

tside, the rain had stopped.

e entire street was silent.

en she saw someone standing
ol d woman

aring a white shawl

fra heart stopped.

was her grandmother.

e woman slowly raised her head.
en from that distance, Mira coul
e was smiling.

ra stepped away from the window.
r phone vibrated.

e final recording.

om Gr andma.

e pressed play.

is time, there was no static.

r grandmother spoke clearly.
ra, rief hyauinwg ahisadyoapened t
ra stared at the screen.

'di d&n she whispered.

sound came from behind her.
soft creak.

ra slowly turned around.

e blue door was standing in the
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I't was no |l onger upstairs.
I't was right behind her.
The door opened slightly.
Darkness filled the gap.
Mira ‘cbumdwe.

Then she saw something |Iying on the flo
A photograph.

She picked it up with trembling hands.
It was an old family photograph.

Her grandmother stood in the center.

Beside he'rs wearee i g.a

And a Ilittle girl
Mira stared at the |ittle girl
She |l ooked exactly |Iike herself.

Same face.

Same eyes.

Same small scar above her eyebrow.

But there was something i mpossible abou
The date written on the back was from t
Mira'hattemen born yet.

Her hands began shaking.

She turned the photograph over again.
Written beneath the date were six words

AiShe was never supposed to | eave. o
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g sunlight

everyt

photograph

Nobody was there.

The flashlight flickered again.
The woman was cl oser.

Mira screamed and shut her eyes.
When she opened them, mor nin

The front door was open.

The rain had stopped.

Birds were singing outside.

Mi vtra parents rushed into the house.
Her mot her hugged her.

AfAre you okay?0

Mira cbuspdaeak.

She |l ooked toward the hall way
There was no blue door

Not hing.

Everything |l ooked nor mal

Her father checked the house.

Not hing was missing.

Not hing was broken.

Mira wondered i f she had dr eamed
Then her mother noticed the

She went completely silent.

AwWhat is this?0 Mira asked.

Her mot her stared at the picture.
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Her face | ost its color.

AWhere did you get that?o0

AUpstairs. o

Her mot her shook her head.

AThere is no upstairs room |ike that.o

Mira felt a chill

1

What do you mean?o
Her mother | ooked at her father.
They exchanged a frightened gl ance.

Then her mother whispered:

1

This house had a fourth floor once. 0

=1
=
=0
[}

—
-
(o)

eal ed after an accident. o

=
—_
=
QD
%
2

ident ?0

o
=
>
QD
—_
o]
(9]
(@]

Her mot'hte ra mds vdenr .

Her father finally spoke.

ifYour grandmother never wanted anyone t
Mira | ooked at the photograph again.
The little girl stood beside her grandn
AfWho is she?0

Her mot her began crying.

AShe was your drnamsdmadtahghter. o

Mi cau'ltdnbreat he.
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AiShe di sappeared when she was six. 0
The room became silent.

Then Mira heard something.

A faint sound from upstairs.

Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

Everyone froze.

Her father | ooked toward the ceiling.
ifwWhat was that?0o

Mira slowly turned toward the staircase
At the top of the stairs stood a blue d
Her mot her screamed.

Mi ra phone vibrated.

One new voice recording.

Fr om: Mir a.

She 'htadmecorded it.

Her hand shook as she pressed play.

Her own voice whispered:

iYou s'htouhawe | ooked at the photograph.
The recording ended.

Then the blue door sl owly opened.

And from the darksegesicame a |ittle gir

AMiraéo
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A pa

use.

Then:

The

And

you want

t

(0]

Il ights went

this ti me

pl ay?o
out .

nobody was

al

one.
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e ink on a passport tells you where a
out where a nation begins.

6: 00 AM on Independence Day, the cap
om practice cannons and fresh marigol
eyve@atd Kabir sat on the curb of an en
oden tray fill edolwirtsh. nHen isaotludr et hpeanp efr
peesdnetacthor patriotism, but for bread

ross the boulevard, behind a high ste
owd obsmbudehosmes raised |ike torches
i ppi ng wihtald wvgeatt hpeaiemdt bef ore t he gat e:
nging ant hems; o~ ( )

manding the rel
assmates detain |
itorial on cl eag
rruption. ‘*"Jf‘“"%
HI00R Righr

bir tdiuchrderes tl omd]
rds on their ba
derstood hunger/j
at happened wh ejiiy,

ud in front of
ddenl vy, a | ine i
attered against the asphalt. The air

A young girl at othlkee fkmarctk| efs trfaev, phetreg
smeared dwittamedaidnrectly at'thehlkoweaof

stone. "Sheedirémt. She simply knelt on t
smal | paper flbagefsbdm had poakgédt from K
eardanedr placed it gently in the gap bet
of f'iscereavy | eather boot.
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"This flag belomgs voi betbaofi ed,throug

thin as wiréyYos
guarding the" co

Kabir watched f
him that border
|l ooking at the
he saw the real

tries to silenc
The officer | oo
sl owly, without

standing uncrus

Freedom asgift
power and consc
flag touch the

tgoangdasherborder out th
untry in here.

rom the curb, his chest
s were made of barbed wi
spacpahperwdémagt heds tt hee

border: the terrifying,
e its own future.
ked down. For three agon

a war ck,avtimeg dfhfei cemystte
hed bet ween them

handed doeodmari nbelt9weren |t
ience. And as |l ong as a
mud of injustice, the na
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3A1T OEOEOQE
Kiara Mittal knows how to win.
A brilliant criminal |l awyer with an und
reputation otnr wante esvimpdrece,ulreever peopl
Saovhen the CBIlI recruits her as-outside
crime investigation, she sees nothing n
A ruthless mafia networKk.
A mysterious masttelreni Gldo xthown only as
A task force that has spent eighteen mo
been able to identify.
But the deeper Kiara digs, the stranger
Witnesses are murdered before they can
Someone inside the investigation is | ea
symbol keeps appe~rinrn~ ~*t ori mo
sceherse that awak
of a childhood Ki 5
trying to forget.
Then tkKhaeyraen sihs Dev
Col d. Controll ed.
LA 5 ‘ ]
The CBI officer - =
_ _ _ g EMPIRE = ’m
investigation. u.u.w,,\rf WRITTEN IN |
‘, c\suers |f : =X
The man who seems_= EVIDENCE 'y
more about Kiara e
And the man whose
presence begin av
she' taaxpl ain.
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As evidence slowly closes in on the Gho
dangerously close to a truth that could
her past.

Because the |jGh®s tssosheuonntei nsgh.e
He s someone she has known before.
And this timda, sttheg tbhbruutile dwon

Some secrets | eave no evidence.
Some memories refuse to die.
And some men are worth destroying every

When the evidence | eads to hi m, wi || Ki
man hiding behind it?
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In this world full of disingenuous peop
who are gullible,
Be that guiding |light to people which n

For honesty and openness are virtues egq
And sticking to them define your sincer
I n yousr jloiureney ,you might meet peopl e

But al ways remember that no one can bre
your saviour

Some people might try to put you down b

But théeybeasuccessful in their intentio
their jokes and keep smiling |,

For people who intend to take a dig,
Somehow f ail infront of people who work
kind , be positive and dream big
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Rai qHaa der is a student who enjoys
writing. She wishes to make sure e\
small est things in |ife, no matter

2 AENOA ( AEAAC

"Bl ank pages and abandoned pl ates,
Thoughts that cannot be placed.
Broken windows and unheard echoes,

The past, too powerful to | et go.
The present time and the presence of mi
The sil houettes in the gold mine.
The sparkle fading with ti me,

And the desire to make it all mi ne.
The wish to be free,

Free of fear and str

Free of responsibili

Free to be me, my s el

Free to be magnifice

Wi | | i receive the f

Oor wi |1 I'i fe hand me

With the freedom bei

And my morals flicke

While in the faraway
With cracked doors a
Someone sit s -sitnafirnoendt
Writing a story with
Peace differs for al
For some, it is the crimson | eaves duri
For some, it is sitting in the fireplac
For others, it is ruining thei't peace w

71



4EA $OAAIT AOO ' CA

Rai qua Haider is a student who &en
writing. She wishes to make sure e\
small est things in Iife, no matter

D AENOA (AEAAC

"The child outside is standing with a v
Peaking through the open door

The noise inside gets | ouder,

As the dreams | ie shattered on the fl oo
Every thought overshadowed by the need

To be cared about and adored.

The girl walking back from school with

"Danci'ntg wayn" tésee bwad st ol d,
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I'ts just a hobby and she should | et it

But did they not S/ Bl B | i f e
that they foresaw X

>
>
>
)]
o
—
—

The ma
emotion

Because he"Baysttdl
cry

Struggling to dist
happy,

Struggling to not

The old couple in the garden,
Looking back at their youth devoid of d
The murdered dreams and the events that

Promising themselves hope above all

But the child peeking through the door
Palms cut from picking up the pieces of
The drops of bl ood marks on the soul,

And a wish that" wil/ never be whol e.
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The I nvisible Competition Everyone Has
fiwe were born to grow |ike forests, yet

| magi heeypust achi'eweddrsoanme dvi amlyo ytouf or

The applause is |l oud. Smiles surround vy
every direction

But somewhere in that crowd, behind one
already been 1it

Not hatred.

Not resent ment .

Compari son.

I't is perhaps the st rdoomge i tdhhommeti ti on
registration, no starting line, no fini
millions of us unknowingly enter it. We
someone elrsoenoti on, our i nt'esl Igirgaednecse, a g
our beauty agasnséef kemebpoer, ehsd our wor
el'sse ti meline.

The invisible tomplktioi opedmiessi on.

't simply begins.

This is one of the most humannéwel buwmtygs
with each passing day, ©Bdal meemsaso beco
common as plastic It slips into classr
even our happiest moments, often withou
The strangest part is that this competi
one handed us a rulebook. No one announ
|l earned to keep score.
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As children, we compared test scores. A
popul arity, and achievements. s adults
careers, salaries, houses, relationship
categories chaemgaidned.ut the habit r

Perhaps whwtwe f eel 'etx hdaeussitgende.d Weo wcearrerny
invisible scoreboards everywhere we go.

Nature never asked us to.
A treetdoesonse to grow because the one

doéddn |l ose sl eep because another river 1
has never envied the sun ftorbloowmimngl It ha

once to prove their worth. They simply
written into their own nature.

We were born to grow |like forests, yet
Somewhere along the way, we transfor med
uniqueness into rankings, and I|life into
up for.

Maybe the invisible competition will ne

been part of being human.

But the next time you catch yourself me
e | 'sse, | ook outside.

The trees are still growing at differen
The rivers are stild]l taking different p
The fl owers are stilldl bl ooming in diffe
None of them are apologizing for it.

Maybe nature has been trying to teach u
The tallest tree was never declared the
The first river to reach the ocean neve

Perhaps | ife was never meant to be won.
I't was mea to be I'ived.

=]
—
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My name is Dr. Hannan Sherl, amd | a
Medal i st MBBS doctor, ac obliul mnnigsuta,| a(
guote writer, and a ppodte.ssAlomngdiidee
and writing areiamenitntteggr al part of

(AT1T AT B3EAO

Freedombs meaning is not to be free,

ltds about rul es: Il ive yours, but agree

Everythingbs there; choose wisely your

Nothing is yours except what they feed.

Land is the piece, ~* *%"~ ~=~~* ~f =-3ce
e )

Bel i ef @&atnhde rneelainesf t ¢
Hand to mout h, t he

Society, conmmums & &n
hands play their ro

Mut ual Il ove and
deserves,

I nstead, they feed
and reserves.

Proud to Wd hientfealklees
gi ve,

False dopamine, they ventilate us to |
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To earndrfageleidomat i on i s the antidot e,
Make wise decisions; donot be fed, donod
Be awar e; donot be ecstatic over |l andods

Seek the paddémhkroa de etarkud rtereanscendence.
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My name is Dr. Hannan Sher, and |
I am Medal i st MBBS doctor, a bili
columni st, a quote writer, and a
profession, l'iterature and wri ting
identity.

(AT T AT 3EAO

A state in which the |ittles have the w
want whisl ehatvhee uilnawareness of doing the

Pillers:

. Revenge

. Deni al

. Pompous
.Ilnfinite Wealth
. Disbelicef

. Thump minds
Way s :

There is only and

"Absolute control

It means to have shado on

stand, is not dudil mplfetiph i

working on them properly he ittt

ways are so sophisticated and detail ed
none. This shadow' s Aswtleepgrgtédiaeagj 6pi
sense of their wild)l The biggest mistak
Absolute control has different means wh
a. Knowl edge center;

s weteing knowledge to be benefited t

I
recognition. But they were tough only t
1-How to store.

22How t o o+4cey ltelde ds®ci pl i ne.
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Which were used by the littles to build
there.

b. Entertainment:

The criteria for entertainment were cha
entertained the way is to perceive the
way E x p'oss utrhree osniegn of strength is the
C. Laws:

Are power behind the siiadowTihreyf avetr et he
made and used in such ways that the sou
running the process. Minor adjustments
you Wi t ho'ust &krneo waicncge pit'i :1 gl itthtel eorae s .o fl f

came to know suchs amhadlast mainst akédatTh
going to be a mark of disgrace.

The one liner.
I f you have then tsrhyow,o ihfavyeo ui td.on
This is so powerful that any | can beco
here and only here as time is not only
Benefits:

Ful fill ment.

No harm for silence.

Cham everywhere.
Detri ment:

The more you have; the more you will be
somewher e.
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Farhat is an educationist, linguist, an

mic background shaped by years of
i shed aut hotAofos$ avioc ao't hdddhbyg i dsar t s
nityFEchateshas also been recognize

body of work that moves easily be
y has never been mere craft. I't ha
n to when the wonmdda gfr ooms ittoo dwrmud
same instinct carries into the pag
, a willingness to sit with what i
of sFavsmhat ng |lives in that space be
rsations we al most have, the feeli

er through a single exchange bet we
mul at i'oxn ioma gdesp,ovalmk hradt ur ns agai n
pursuit, giving voice to the though

al oud.
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Ari anna Sahyae-aitsd awrfiitfetreebnased i n 1| n
about memory, guilt, identity, rel af
to | eave her alone. Her poetry ten

guestionabl e decisioneseednthpeaplye

| OEATT A 3AEA

How different is it?
Il's there a difference at all ?
Did I mean anything?

Anything at all ?

Are you still/l
The one we c¢raf

Toget her

You seem so bus

Busy enough to

Evolution.
Maybe the group

And | earned to ence
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Your new | ife,
I't pisses me off.
Not because |1 6m not in it.

Because itds so | oud.

Noti fications spam my phone.

Even my Instagram is sick of you.
My Messages is flooded,

With things | dondét understand.

| |l ive another |ife,

|l crafted a new reality out of nothing.

|l tds beauti ful

|ltds a meadow of memor i es.
There are bees. There are weeds. There

But they serve a purpose,

Unli ke your garden of plastic.
| mattered so |ittle,
After | l eft your plastic worl d.

But her e
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I bl oomed with other flowers
Together wedre a rich meadow

Ceexisting with thorns

| wonder how di fferent it woul d be i

Maybe |1 6m happy | Il eft
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Swara is a med student with a passi
deep and meaningful poems

3xAOA 50EEAO
Here it isspgbkidnoutcapttbhalization, pun
obvious grammati cawheédl rok®eepdmnmmge ytoard W
structure intact:
When | was a l|little girl
I hated the idea of putting makeup on
I remember | ooking at older girls cover
And promised myself | would never meet
But when | grew up to be a teen,
I reached for the concealer every ti me
| reached for the muddy colors to paint
Made my | ips pinker than they already a
Then after a year or
| picked up the bbkus
The perfect face wit:/
A touch of false | aglyes
But now nwhreuc hl ol der
| reach for shades
I fill my eyelids
And I tdghve a thoug
I pick up my brushes
And the canvas becopg
| doncare much abou
And my smile | ines
But | remember
When | was a |little girl
I hated the idea of putting makeup on n
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But now | wuse it to express myself
And carry my raw skin with grace.
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Di ksha Singh is a young writer an
Pradesh. Curious about writing fror
explore themed refsilliifeenceaend ildiemitng vy,

in everyday moments.

$SEEOEA 3EICE

She is the only one who dares to go bey
Who crosses every fear just to hold us
When the whole worl"dn'durns its back and

She is the one whlodns'thaggrse and whi sper s

o

—

MmNy pxoof ne

She is the |l ucky

The quiet prayer
She is the God we

I'n her hands, in

[

She turns four walls @@
A

With | ove that mendy/gzd

No applause, no stage, no

Just warmth in every meal

So when | ife gets heavy and the skies g
Look for the Iight that never fades awa
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She asks for nothing, gives everything,

And we call her by the holiest name: Mo
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E (
Mot her ,
| know this letter wildl never reach you
would wipe your tears with the edge of
why | never wrote it all these years. |
your tears.
I woke up at 2:00 AM. Our Ilittle daught
wi ping her forehead with a damp cl ot h,
Forty years ago, you used to sit by my
when the powerl iwekiar iorug ,| ibgghtt heef fa | ant
Staying awake, watching my temperature,
nothing should happen to my boy. o0 When
and run off to play. Not once did | ask
Toga | want to a-" "
would give the s
do mothers need
That answer alon
on my heart.
Do you remember?
years ol d, there
money to buy new
Sankranthi . With
knowing, you sol
sil k saree. You
initiation into
(Aksharaabhyaasa
that verButsal ejeu
new shirt, flew j
AMy mom is super g
Afsupero is not e
sold your memor.i
happiness. I nev! / &
t hat debt . Because cCvioniruren cvamnmnut

8 8



see a mother's sacrifice; they only rea

he day | |l eft for Hyderabad for a |j
hungry. o You came all the way to th

the bus moved, you kept waving your han
ow. I thougbtiing. wa®Onftemlbdr bus t oo
apsed into my seat and wept. That i
Il'd not be visible to anyone. They s
I never gave you that chance.

ot married, you became | onely.
ADid you eat?0 | wanted to ask, AiHow ar
afraid that iif | asked, you would worry
t
t

—h

puni shmen or you.r nHaditnog syesoyu,r fplaiamm fy
l earned i rom me.

—

The other
grandfat he
You said o

ay, our daughter asked me, fi
?0 When father passed away,
|

S = o

he phone, AiNever mind, my
stay safe. doot hekn®swhdadawt muedps whe
mi ssing from before her dead body. Even
bow before father's photo, I ook into
years of |l oneliness. That is the gift |

o o

Mot her, shall | tell you a truth? | don
comes, | scream fiMot her! 0o The name of C
Because my blood knows that the only on
is you. A temple wathaut.you is not a t

| am writi
so many ki
i feti me i
ti me, not
awake whi l

g the final words of this |e
ses | owe you, apologies to
not enough. I wish to be bo
sy oyuoru rmostohne,r ,b usto as can serve
you sl eep.

O Q W »w S

Every son and daughter reading this | et
now and call out , i Mot her! o The | ove in
has no medicine like it in this worl d.
that call. Weumakei agcbseyg. albhe kiss we
alive is greater than the burden we car

89



Mot her , | am catching the 6: 00 AM bus t
courtyard; your knees wil!/| hurt . I owi ||
stitch the tears in your saree myself.
to you as a saosn,ydurwasmdr tantc.ome

Just once, stroke my head and call me A
konda) . How many years has it been sinc

Weeping at your feet,
Your boy.

This is not just a letter. I't is a son'
her this very second. Tel |l her , fi Mo m, |
tomorrow. Tomorrow may not exist for mo

%l T OCE Ol , EOAh . AOGAO %
Padmashri, writing under-ytelme dpen na
student , poet, writer, and avid re
experienced emotions and moments th
the worl d. She writes abbet quoes,

compl exities of being human.

0AAI AOGEOE 2 * j, EC
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Padmashri, writing under-ytelmd dpen na
student , poet , writer, and avid re
experienced emotions and moments th
the world. She writes abaotd tbheegqgul

complexities of being human.

0AAI AOEOE 2 * j1EC
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AsrllAjra is fifteen, but she write
having answers than from the courag
Awriter from Kashmir, I ndi a, she i

bet ween what people say and what th

I O AIOE O A

No one tells
so nothing
A moment pas

and wears th

a |last time

a last after

the |l ast doo

There was a | ast nikj ) W1

a last morning childhood fil

a last time our name sounded |i ke a spa
before growing older changed its tune.
And somewhere, without asking why

we stopped | ooking backward when we | ef

93



The house remained beneath the sky,

but something in us had quietly stepped

We think endings should resemble ending

a hand rel eased, a final wor d,

but most of them arrive while we are pr
that nothing important has occurred.

A mother calls us in for tea.

We say, Aln a minute, o and remain.

We do not know that one day she

wi || cal |, and we wil|l ache to hear it
A friend | aughs beside us on the stairs
The evening settles into blue.

We promise there wildl al ways be year s,
because what else could children do?

Then years become the quiet thief
that never steals the whole away.
I't takes one ordinary thing at a ti me

until ordinary is what we miss someday

Perhaps this is what growing means:
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not becoming someone new,
but [ osing things so gradually

we never notice what they were to us un

And maybe memory is not a place
where yesterday is kept alive.
Maybe it i s sorlty atnlgee miaryd

of proving that something once survived

So if tonight seems much | ike any night
l et it remain unremarkable and small
There may be nothing waiting in the 1lig
no sign, no music, no farewel/ at al |l

Just this room. This hour.

These voices passed through the air.

The people we | ove, still unaware

that one day we wil/ remember them here
And perhaps that is the quietest traged
we only | earn the value of a moment
after time has made it a memory.

And time never tells wus

which moment it is taking.
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hi myself vajrala Sree Lakns ham Sow
practicing advocate at' mAnad hkruac hF rpaudde

dancer andBesiodn ftsttvaitng huge passi on
poetry, fictional stories, novels p
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The Father Who Let Me Find Myself

When | was in intermediate, | told my f
my friends were. He said nothing. The n
admi ssion foagarl Ifeadbm dlhlagges,o j oi ned me,

guarter of the fAenm®nwiht hoyt | awase suif é oc s
stress crushed me. .AMHeéojdsthisai d|] BaAQ@kady

Il said, AMy friends | dihreedeMRC.daly,wart
a full yearés f8eatamadtput ameonnh hMPC. kne
cup of tea. | was broken inside. I hid
silently for ttwoelndnatnliysotnteler dindnd® ced. H e
tension, the torture of that coll egeds
for not meeting theThe fittiammds dwhho i mu snla
MPC? They gave me a |l esson byheaver hel
my father did what only he could do. He
coll ege and joined me_,in CEC. I still

r e me nibheeo ment | E =
i n, my entire
cal med. | coul‘;k;f'.‘}‘

I toplpewas “é
M

mot her and

me . For the fi .
bel onged t oAfye ol
that, | chose BB

wi t h my doavmd wi |
t oppled:.ho$eand BY
toppledc.hose LLM
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the mornings, attending classes in the
dance, violin, and musi c. | started wri
nati ve plPRacbkel iisnhigogodHouses. I topped LL
made my fath@&hiprygedrabgainrned 26. Mor e
of him. More enerhgemeircs bad dlahunsses ilsodé& on

enoughaltout ethy fatherds | ove. He never
| fell, he i fted. When | was | ost, he
and my highs witham hlkeopyindnscodr é eel S
have a father | ike him.
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I s'any fline, munhodeeply I

Hoping for something that |l ong gone
Drowning in memories we once got.

Once |l ost and was found

Clearly forgotten but not really.

Deep down within, sorrows you can i magi

Piercing through my chest
| A

Bl ood flows, comes“‘;\\t{;
I once told you agr»'c;u\t*u
.’74"‘.‘\
WS
A girl who used t[‘ew‘—‘sﬁﬁg—»{é"'
Someone who just
A girls wreatle and 'nif
She who dreams of

Somet hi n'gt yeo\uerl:ainmé

Somet hi ngt tahnadt wisinl

Then finally came, a ng
A man who bought her

A man whe'hs afyrsatitthy Haic ky

Suddenly disappears, silent echoes
Words hurts, but again silent says more
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No news, no call s, who knows

And agai n, sgoutn klnooswn .t o it

The promises, the goals and the plans
Still hoping, holding bare hands

Bl eeding inside, | oosing my mind

When | started believing again,

Th'as when everything starts to end
When | start to see the good in me

Thas when you | eft me be.
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The morning

To |l et the

Where anci e

And moss dr

A forest sp

In rustling

Where si mpl

Al ong t Be wi

The river ¢

Unhurried t

A timel ess

Far past th

And as the
To shadows
A dusk fal

To |l ay the

sl ow,
hrough,

rm bel ow

qgui et dew.
Vvoice,

swaying pines,
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Badal Thapa MA . M. ED aa psolfecslsi bea
wr i thtaevnimagpy poetry ankde Sheortdeditoat e
towards his work and is always int

related to his Trhaal ilsi foem ee xofd e rhii esn che
short story

"AAAl 4EADA

Barshads Dream: A Journey from Echhey B

I ntroducti on

Every great dream begins in a small pl a
dares to imagine a bigger I|ife.
Barshads Dream is the inspiring story o
Echhey Busty, a quiet village

filled with simplicity, hope, and hard
and Bharati Thapa, |l oving

parents who gave her not only

care and suppgsidii but al so
the courag
beyond the

her surrou

earliest s

JNMPS to h

studies at

Hi gher

Secondary

Kal i mpong, 6

compl eted CI &_ﬁ, | y

12, Barsha showed a constant habit

of discipline, determinati on, and stron
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Her dream was never ordinary. While man

doctors, teachers, or engineers,

Barsha | ooked up to the sky and i magine
dreamed of joining aviation, a field
that demanded confidence, responsibilit
communi cation. What made her journey

remar kabl e was not just the dream itsel
by step. From her early interest

in Indigo, to working as office staff
interview for a Crew Member with Air

I ndia Express, Barshaodds | i fe became a s
hard work. Her story is not only
about success, but al so about patience,

oneself even when the path
seems | ong.

The Beginning of a Dream in Echhey Bust

Barshads story begins in a peaceful vil
dreams were never small. Born on 2nd
April i Blu sEtcyh,hesyhe grew up in an environ
mattered deeply. Her parents, Bi kash

Thapa and Bharati Thapa, played a stron
They taught her the i mportance of

honesty, respechel ieedfucaltmomanyndi Isled g e

children are encouraged to dr eam, but
they must also |l earn to work hard at th
bal ance early in Iife.

As a chil d, she was not the kind of stu
by itself. She was a dedicated
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student from the beginning, always show
activities. Her journey started at

JNMPS, where she began |l aying the found

that stage, she carried a quiet
seriousness in her work. Teachers often
are si cer e, disciplined, and

eager to Iimprove. Barsha was one of tho
pushed again and again. She

had a natur al desire to do better, and
future

The village setting may have | ooked ord
the place where her first dream

took shape. Looking at the world beyond
full of travel, responsibility, and
service That dream slowly grew into so
join aviation, a profession that

would | et her serve people while also t
For Barsha, flying was not only

was about freedom
el f had once

about airpla
that her you

S5 5
«Q o
® »
—
nw -

—

only imagined. School Life and the Maki

Barshaods edu urney became an
After her early schooling at

O
QD
—
o
88}
o

JNMPS, she continued her studies at Kal

School , Kal i mpong, where she
completed Class 6 to Class 12. These ye
and examinations. They were the

years that helped shape her mind, build
dr eam.
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and si erity. These qualities became h
She did not try to become

=)
(9]

someone el se to fit into the dr eam. Il ns
goals and worked hard to

i mprove. That honesty and determination
Wor king in Del hi: Learning from Experie
Before reaching her final goal, Bar sha

journey by working as office staff

in Del hi This phase of her |life added

from the quiet rhythm of village

>

life to the busy environment of a city
demands adjustment, patience,

—

and courage. But Barsha welcomed this ¢
every experience could teach her

something useful

Working as office staff helped her unde
discipline in the workplace,

communication with different kinds of p

responsibility. These are not smal

|l essons. I'n fact, they are the kind of
opportunities. Office work often
teaches punctuality, teamwork, customer
pressure. All these qualities are
valuable in aviation too.

This stage of Barshaés story tells us s
al ways happen in a straight 1line.

Someti mes, people must take different p

through frrealxperience before
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Concl usion

Barshadés Dream is more than a story abo

story about a girl who was

born in village, studied with dedicat

stages of |ife, and finally reached

the path she had | ong hoped for. From E

I ndigo to Delhi, and finally to Air

I ndia Express, her journey highlights t

proves that dreams are not | imited by

pl ace, background, or situation. They g

to believe and hardworking

enough to continue.

In the end, Barshads story is a beautif

for omeone who dares to fly. It

is only the beginning.

50 OEA Uil OOE
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Us with restless eyes and the flame tha

With the | ight that comes from hearts u

And eyes that see WwWithout a sound,

We | earn and grow and stumble too,

And find the strength to start anew.

Our youth is more than a fleeting hour,

Whi ch makes wus all the more to strive
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To break the bonds that tie minds down

And create a new, bright world around.

So |l et us make the best of ti me

While all our joys and fears are stildl
For though it might be gone too soon,
It wi I
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I used to dream
of rainbows and rain,
But now my eyes only long for thunderst
Perhaps because they sound |ike everyth
I have |l earned to keep quiet inside.

Things that once excited me to core

Now give me stress, i only find silence
Perhaps they know i |l ost the innocence
Once i held more than i coul d.

Once i used to
But now my min
Perhaps they wu
I am becoming

With every pas

| believed in
More than i shoul
Now i only prefer
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realized, i l ost the wildl

prove myself anymore.

g with fading sunlight
ide an empty room

the ticking clock

i shed thoughts

e Shadows becoming |l onger
wing its already night.
sel f

g |like sunlight

onna rise |ike sunrise

ng i am fine
e wall
boundaries

g into myself

nothing matters at al/l

l'y living or dying?

ing all at once
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But fading in pieces.

People remembered.

Message arrived.

I | aughed when needed not when i wanted
I am becoming someone i don't recognize
Each day falls shorter

With everything i keep inside

I am dying a little

Still smiling happily.
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Yo

Yo

Yo

Yo

Bu

Al

Ho

Al

Ho

Al

Me

tried to forget you,
ur memories,

u words,
ur Vvoice,
ur thoughts.
put away Vyo
del eted you
stopped goi

told myself

t,

song

I memories of you found me back.

w your eyes |light up when you are hap
scent

I memories of you found me back.

w you smell, and make me safe by your
rainy evening

I memories of you found me back.
ke they never fade at alll

mories found me even
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through someone's post, an old joke

Or just their curly hairs.
Then i realized
I can never erase it.

I can remove you

But can never |l et go of
the part of me that

Al ready existed with you
Now i stopped

Memories to disappearing
Il nstead, when the knocked on door
I simply opened it.

And admired it.

And | ive with it.

I know it will never fade
Because some parts of me

Still admire it as its own.
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Badal Thapa is a name that reflects
A biography of his |ife can show hc
work, values, and determinati on. Hi
success, but also abbdetrsthe lodheorrss

"AAAl 4EADPA

I ntroduction

Baddliasnc e lbeadt t ietguadned, a lps & ched e o
mmo n élgh e | i tehneedda Wa én o t gnfa khel immp o rrteasrpt
ectemdowe Hewal | .k edtemewmeh o udwed rdedl ong
ed bi Mes pohkaer s lt a fgfn st eudd@ mtdrse,pe ed$ e
ifhegbeneddtmcti kj ndinecsise dknldu midddamy
ednneceBubalfastr amgleauwag fué aclha snggons
t hmd ext bafrukelxyp | ai n.

Thteur pionigBtad dlidameh eah adgmEYZ nt di sd
wor $hdeindottrtyd e f keiawhi & h g®hrakindoitn shui loa r
g uleitklpee cpat ebh nlthaddlo e f d n 8 tseheeld a nhgiesd
| owp at, i enwliltyh Mér oluagriu i d & evecer, d sidesrt r
onghar 8atdlmd gtamndertsireemél a noa megs pheaa td,
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Syeda Dua Zainab Kazmi is an aspir

Mi dni ght Reverie. She finds inspira
and stories that stay with the read

BUAAAZZSOREARNIT E

Mi dni ght Reverie is a story of two soul
of stars. In the quiet of the night, th
ti medlosmes fill ed with emotions, unspoken

l ong after tther nighautf aldewse, Acennecti on
memories we carry with us.
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