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! 0ÏÒÔÒÁÉÔ ÏÆ +ÉÎÄÎÅÓÓ 

Samreen Khanam also known as  Nimme is a creative writer whose 

work carries both feeling and insight. As an author with 

an M.A. in Psychology, she brings a deep understanding of human 

thoughts, emotions, and behavior into her writing.  

3ÁÍÒÅÅÎ +ÈÁÎÁÍ 

 

Samreen Khanam, Also Known as Nimme Khan: A Portrait of Kindnes

s, Respect, and Quiet Strength 

Introduction 

Every community has a few people whose presence makes others feel comf

ortable, respected, and valued. They may not always seek attention, but thei

r actions speak loudly. Samreen Khanam, popularly known as Nimme Khan

, is one such person. Born to Fazle Rab Khan and Ahmedi Khanam in Kopa,

 she is admired as a very young, talented, and decent girl who carries herself

 with grace. She is especially known for the way she cares for her relatives, 

shows respect to everyone around her, and creates a warm feeling wherever 

she goes. 

What makes her story special is not only her gentle nature but also the balan

ce she has given to her life. As the youngest daughter of the house, she gr

ew up in a loving and pampered atmosphere, yet she learned how to stay hu

mble and responsible. Along with her family role, she also works as a teach

er in a small private school, showing that kindness and dedication can live 

side by side. She is the kind of girl who is respected by all, and her life refle

cts the beauty of a kind heart. 

A Gentle Beginning in a Loving Home 

Samreen Khanamôs early life began in Kopa, where she was raised in a fami

ly that cared for her deeply. Being the youngest daughter often means receiv

ing extra affection, attention, and protection. Samreen grew up in such an at

mosphere, where love was abundant and she was surrounded by warmth. Th

is kind of upbringing can shape a child in many ways. In her case, it seems t
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o have nurtured softness, gratitude, and emotional awareness rather than pri

de or carelessness. 

Children who grow up with love do not always become dependent; many of

 them learn how to value relationships more deeply. Samreen appears to be 

one of those people. Instead of taking affection for granted, she transformed

 it into a habit of caring for others. Her family background gave her comfort

, but her character shows maturity. She did not become defined only by bein

g the youngest or the most pampered child. She became a thoughtful and res

pectful young woman who understands the importance of treating people w

ell. 

This is what makes her story meaningful. A personôs home environment oft

en lays the foundation for character, but it is personal choice that shapes the 

final result. Samreenôs life shows that a loving upbringing, when matched w

ith good values, can produce someone truly admirable. 

A Personality Full of Respect and Responsibility 

One of the most beautiful qualities of Samreen Khanam is her respectful nat

ure. Respect is not only about speaking politely; it is also shown in listening

 carefully, helping quietly, and valuing the feelings of others. Samreen is kn

own for all these traits. She is the kind of girl who carries herself with dignit

y and makes others feel honored in her presence. This is why she is apprecia

ted not only by family members but also by people around her. 

In many households, the youngest child is often expected to be carefree and 

playful. While Samreen may have enjoyed the warmth of being the younges

t daughter, she also carried responsibility in her daily behavior. She has a na

tural habit of taking care of her relatives, which shows emotional strength a

nd family attachment. In a time when many people are busy with their own l

ives, a person who remembers relatives, supports them, and stays connected

 to them becomes truly valuable. 

Her respect toward others also reflects a strong inner discipline. A decent pe

rson does not need to announce their goodness loudly. It is noticed in small t

hings: a soft tone of voice, a helpful attitude, and the willingness to show lo

ve without expecting anything in return. Samreen seems to live by these qui

et but powerful habits. This is why she is not only liked but genuinely respe

cted. 

A Teacher with a Caring Heart 
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Beyond her role in the family, Samreen Khanam also serves as a teacher in 

a small private school. This is an important part of her identity because tea

ching is not just a profession; it is a service. A teacher guides young minds, 

builds confidence, and helps shape the future. For a young woman like Sam

reen to take this path shows both commitment and courage. 

Teaching in a small private school may not always bring fame or recognitio

n, but it often requires patience, regular effort, and sincere care for students. 

A teacher must understand not only lessons but also the hearts of children. S

amreenôs kind nature makes her well suited for this role. A teacher who is d

ecent, respectful, and calm can create a classroom where children feel safe t

o learn and ask questions. That kind of environment is very important in edu

cation. 

Her work also proves that she is willing to contribute to society in a meanin

gful way. She is not waiting for life to give her importance; instead, she is al

ready making a difference by teaching children. In doing so, she is helping s

hape young learners with the same values that make her admirable: respect, 

kindness, and care for others. A teacher like Samreen may quietly influence 

many lives, and that is a form of success that cannot always be measured by

 titles or awards. 

The Beauty of a Kind-Hearted Lady 

People often remember a person not only for what they do, but for how they

 make others feel. Samreen Khanam is remembered as a kind-

hearted lady, and this description carries great value. Kindness is one of th

e strongest human qualities because it touches lives in simple but lasting wa

ys. It can reduce hurt, build trust, and create peace in relationships. 

A kind hearted person notices the needs of others. She may offer help 

without being asked, speak gently to those who are upset, and maintain 

patience even when situations are difficult. Samreenôs nature seems to 

reflect this quiet strength. Her care for relatives, her respectful behavior, and 

her professional role as a teacher all point to one central truth: she values 

people. She does not look down on others, and she does not use her position 

or age to act proudly. 

In many ways, kindness and respect are connected. A person who truly resp

ects others usually becomes kinder as well. Samreenôs life shows this conne

ction clearly. Her behavior makes people feel comfortable, and that comfort 
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is often the first sign of goodness. Because of this, she stands as an example

 of how a simple, sincere person can earn deep admiration from everyone ar

ound her. 

Why Her Story Inspires Others 

Samreen Khanamôs story is inspiring because it reminds us that greatness do

es not always come with noise. Some people shine through achievements th

at are widely known, while others shine through daily goodness that is quiet

ly powerful. Samreen belongs to the second kind. She may be young, but sh

e has already shown qualities that many people spend years trying to develo

p. 

Her life teaches several valuable lessons: 

¶ Love at home can shape a beautiful character. 

¶ Respect is one of the most important signs of good upbringing. 

¶ Caring for relatives strengthens family bonds. 

¶ Teaching is a noble way to serve society. 

¶ Kindness and decency make a person truly memorable. 
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These lessons matter for students, young adults, and families alike. In today

ôs fast-

moving world, people often admire confidence, achievement, and success. 

Those things are important, but they become even more meaningful when jo

ined with humility and kindness. Samreenôs example shows that it is possibl

e to be talented and decent, loving and disciplined, soft-

hearted and responsible at the same time. 

The Quiet Strength of Decency 

Decency is sometimes underestimated, but it is one of the strongest qualities

 a person can have. A decent person brings peace into a room. She avoids u

nnecessary conflict, speaks with care, and treats everyone fairly. Samreen K

hanam is described as decent, and that word fits her well. Her character see

ms to rest on steady values rather than temporary moods. 

In families, schools, and neighborhoods, decent people become anchors. Th

ey help maintain harmony and trust. Their presence reduces tension because

 others know they will act with fairness and kindness. Samreenôs respect for 

relatives and her role as a teacher suggest that she understands this responsi

bility well. She does not merely live for herself; she contributes to the lives 

of others through her behavior. 

This quiet strength is often the mark of a mature soul. A person does not nee

d to be loud to be important. Sometimes the most important people in a com

munity are those who listen, care, and serve without asking for applause. Sa

mreen appears to embody this truth in a natural and graceful way. 

Conclusion 

Samreen Khanam, widely known as Nimme Khan, is a shining example of h

ow kindness, respect, and responsibility can come together in one life. Born 

in Kopa to Fazle Rab Khan and Ahmedi Khanam, she grew up as the young

est daughter in a loving home and developed into a young woman admired 

by many. Her habit of caring for relatives, her respectful nature, and her role

 as a teacher in a small private school all show that she is more than just tale

ntedðshe is deeply thoughtful and sincere. 

What makes her truly special is the way she combines softness with strength

. She has the gentleness of someone raised with affection and the responsibil

ity of someone who understands the value of service. As a kind-

hearted lady, she has earned love and respect not through showiness, but thr
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ough her everyday actions. Her story reminds us that a beautiful character is

 built through respect, care, humility, and consistent good behavior. In that s

ense, Samreen Khanam stands as a lovely example of the kind of person eve

ry community is proud to have. 
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! 7ÉÓÈ 4ÈÁÔ #ÁÎ .ÅÖÅÒ "Å &ÕÌǢÌÌÅÄ 

Samreen Khanam is a thoughtful writer and a knowledgeable guide 

to the human mind. With an M.A. in Psychology, she brings a deep 

understanding of feelings, behavior, and relationships into her work. 

Her writing reflects both care and clarity, making her books 

meaningful for readers of all ages.  

3ÁÍÒÅÅÎ +ÈÁÎÁÍ 

 

Introduction 

This short story is about Mr. BT and Miss NKðtwo people who met not as 

strangers, but as souls drawn quietly toward each other. He was a teacher, 

thoughtful and steady; she was a Muslim girl with a gentle smile and a heart 

full of dreams. Their story began like a soft breeze on an ordinary day, the 

kind that no one notices at first, and yet it changes everything. 

What started as a simple moment of eye contact slowly turned into a love 

story that lasted seven years. It was not a love built on promises made 

loudly, but on silent understanding, deep respect, and endless care. Yet 

behind their love stood a painful truth: they belonged to different religions, 

and the world around them was not ready to accept their union. Their hearts 

were together, but their destiny seemed to walk on two separate roads. 

The Beginning of a Love Story 

Love has a strange way of arriving. It does not always ask for permission, 

and it does not wait for the ñright time.ò For Mr. BT and Miss NK, it came 

in the most unexpected wayðlove at first sight. In that first meeting, 

something unspoken passed between them. It was not a loud or dramatic 

moment. It was gentle, almost invisible to the world, but unforgettable to 

their hearts. 

Mr. BT saw in Miss NK a quiet strength, a grace that made her stand out 

from everyone else. Miss NK, in turn, was touched by his kindness, his 

respectful nature, and the calm way he carried himself. They did not fall in 

love because of perfect words or grand gestures. They fell in love because 

their hearts recognized something familiar in each other. From that moment 
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onward, they were no longer just two separate people. They became a part 

of each otherôs inner world. 

As days turned into months, their connection grew stronger. They talked, 

understood, supported, and trusted each other. What began as a glance 

became a bond. What began as a feeling became a relationship. And what 

began as a small spark became a flame that lasted for seven long years. 

Seven Years of Togetherness 

Seven years is not a short time. It is a long journey filled with memories, 

sacrifices, misunderstandings, patience, and hope. During those years, Mr. 

BT and Miss NK did not just love each other in the easy moments; they 

loved each other through struggle too. They learned each otherôs habits, 

moods, fears, and dreams. They stood beside each other in happiness and in 

pain. 

Their relationship was not perfect, because no 

real relationship ever is. There were days when 

the world felt heavy, when questions from 

society made their hearts tired, and when the 

future looked uncertain. But still, they 

remained. They chose to stay, again and again, 

because their love was not casualðit was deep, 

mature, and real. 

They shared small joys that became priceless 

memories: 

long conversations that made the night feel 

shorter, 

silent support during difficult times, 

celebration of each otherôs achievements, 

and the comfort of knowing that someone truly understood them. 

In many ways, their relationship became their safe place. When the world 

outside was judgmental, their bond inside was warm. When people asked 

difficult questions, they answered them with patience. When others doubted 

them, they continued believing in each other. That is what made their story 

beautifulðits honesty. 
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The Pain of an Unaccepted Love 

But love, however pure, does not always live in a kind world. Mr. BT and 

Miss NK loved each other with full hearts, yet they knew one painful truth 

from the beginning: their destiny was not the same in the eyes of society. 

Their religions became a barrier that many people were unwilling to 

understand. Instead of seeing two loving human beings, society tried to see 

labels, boundaries, and differences. 

This was the hardest part of their story. They were not fighting each other. 

They were fighting the worldôs narrow thinking. They were not lacking 

love. They were lacking acceptance. 

For many couples, love becomes stronger when they dream of marriage, a 

shared home, and a shared future. But for them, every dream carried a 

shadow. They knew that if they chose each other fully, they might face 

rejection, pain, or separation from the people around them. They understood 

that love could be enough for the heart, but not always enough for society. 

This created a silent sorrow in their relationship. Even when they smiled, 

there was a sadness behind it. Even when they spoke about the future, there 

was uncertainty in their voice. They loved each other deeply, but they also 

loved each other enough to understand the truth: sometimes love is not 

defeated by lack of feeling, but by the cruelty of circumstances. 

Still, they never stopped respecting each otherôs faith, identity, and family 

background. Their love was not about changing one another. It was about 

accepting one another completely. That is what made their bond pure. They 

did not ask each other to become someone else. They only asked for love, 

understanding, and the right to exist together without judgment. 

A Wish That Can Never Be Fulfilled 

There are some wishes in life that are born from the heart but cannot be 

carried into reality. Mr. BT and Miss NK had such a wish. Their wish was 

simple and beautiful: to stay together forever, to build a life side by side, 

and to walk into the future holding each otherôs hands. But sometimes life 

does not allow every beautiful wish to come true. 

Their wish remained like a flower that never fully bloomed. It was alive in 

their hearts, but the world around them made it difficult to grow. They knew 

that loving each other was not the problem. The real problem was the wall 
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built by society, tradition, and fear. Even so, they did not stop loving. They 

continued to care, to wait, and to hope in their own quiet way. 

This is what makes their story heartbreaking and meaningful at the same 

time. It teaches us that love is not always measured by happy endings. 

Sometimes love is measured by courage, sacrifice, and the ability to remain 

kind even when life is unfair. Their relationship became a wish that could 

never be fulfilledðnot because their love was weak, but because the world 

was not ready for its truth. 

And yet, in one deep sense, they did fulfill something important. They 

proved that love can exist beyond religion, beyond rules, and beyond social 

walls. They proved that a heart does not ask where another heart comes 

from before it loves. 

What Their Story Teaches Us 

The story of Mr. BT and Miss NK is not just a romantic tale. It is also a 

lesson about society, humanity, and the need for understanding. Their love 

invites us to ask difficult questions: 

Why do people judge others before knowing their hearts? 

Why do differences between religions turn into barriers instead of bridges? 

Why is acceptance still difficult when love is pure and respectful? 

Their journey teaches us that real love is not loud or showy. It is gentle, 

patient, and accepting. It listens before it speaks. It respects before it 

demands. It understands before it judges. 

Most importantly, their story reminds us that human beings are more alike 

than different. Every person wants care, respect, belonging, and peace. 

When society forgets this, it creates pain where there could have been unity. 

When people learn to see beyond labels, they make room for kindness. 

Here are a few lessons from their story: 

Love should never be reduced to religious labels. 

Respect is the foundation of any relationship. 

Society should learn to understand before it judges. 
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Sometimes, the bravest thing is to love honestly despite fear. 

Not every beautiful love story ends the way we wish, but it can still carry 

great meaning. 

The Silent Beauty of Letting Go 

There comes a moment in some love stories when holding on and letting go 

both hurt. For Mr. BT and Miss NK, that moment was filled with silence. 

Their eyes may have said what words could not. Their hearts may have 

carried hopes no one else could see. Even if their path could not lead to the 

ending they dreamed of, their love remained real. 

Sometimes, the deepest love is the one that asks for nothing except truth. 

Sometimes, the purest companionship is the one that accepts pain without 

turning bitter. Their story lives in that space between love and loss, between 

hope and reality, between the heartôs desire and the worldôs refusal. 

Though their wish may never be fulfilled, their love does not become less 

valuable. In fact, it becomes more powerful. It becomes a reminder that true 

love can exist even when it cannot be completed. It becomes a quiet song of 

devotion, heard only by those who know how to listen. 

Conclusion 

The story of Mr. BT and Miss NK is a tender reminder that love is beautiful, 

but life is not always fair. They loved each other for seven years, first with 

the wonder of love at first sight, and then with the strength of commitment, 

patience, and sacrifice. Their hearts stayed connected even when their 

destiny seemed divided by religion and society. 

Their wish to live together freely and openly may never come true in the 

way they once imagined. But their story still matters deeply. It teaches us 

that love deserves respect, that people deserve acceptance, and that human 

hearts are often braver than the world allows them to be. 

In the end, theirs is not just a story of sadness. It is a story of truth, loyalty, 

and the silent beauty of a love that asked for everything but received only 

hardship. And yet, even in its pain, it remains unforgettable. 
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)Æ 9ÏÕ 2ÅÁÄ -Åȟ 2ÅÁÄ (ÅÒ &ÉÒÓÔ 

Aparna Jenil is an emerging poet who finds beauty in ordinary 

moments and gives voice to emotions often left unspoken. Her 

writing explores motherhood, love, hope, nature, and the quiet 

complexities of life. With a heartfelt and reflective style, she strives 

to connect with readers through simple words and deeply human 

emotions. 

!ÐÁÒÎÁ *ÅÎÉÌ 

 

If you wish to know who I am, 

don't begin with me. 

Begin with the woman whose hands were tired but never too tired to hold 

mine. 

Read the sleepless nights 

she never spoke about. 

Read the silent prayers 

she whispered when no one was listening. 

Read the dreams she quietly folded away 

so mine could unfold. 

Every strength you find in me 

was once courage she carried alone. 

Every smile I wear 

was first born from her sacrifice. 

The world may applaud my victories, 

but it will never see 

the countless times she chose me 

over herself. 

If my life becomes a beautiful story, 

know that I was never the first author. 

She was. 

She wrote every page 

with love instead of ink, 

with faith instead of fear, 
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and with a mother's heart 

that never asked for recognition. 

So if you ever read my story, 

read hers first. 

Because everything beautiful in me 

began with her. 

  



 

20 

 

4ÈÅ -ÏÔÈÅÒ ) !Í 3ÔÉÌÌ "ÅÃÏÍÉÎÇ 

Aparna Jenil is an emerging poet whose writing explores motherhood, 

love, vulnerability, and the quiet emotions of everyday life. Her 

poetry reflects the beauty of imperfection and the courage found in 

ordinary moments. Through heartfelt, introspective verses, she hopes 

to create an emotional connection with readers and celebrate the 

journeys that shape us. 

!ÐÁÒÎÁ *ÅÎÉÌ 

 

When my baby cries, 

something inside me fallsð 

not because of her tears, 

but because they awaken questions 

I wish I could silence. 

Am I a good mother? 

Is she truly happy with me? 

Would her world be gentler 

if she had been born to someone better? 

Sometimes guilt sits beside me, 

quietly taking the shape of my thoughts, 

whispering that I have not given her enough, 

that I have failed to be 

the mother she deserves. 

I look at her little face 

and wonder if she can feel 

all the love I struggle to express. 

I wonder if she knows 

that behind every tired sigh 

is a mother trying her best 

to give her everything. 

There are days 

when I feel strong enough 

to carry the whole world for her. 
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And there are days 

when even carrying myself 

feels like too much. 

Sometimes I lose my patience. 

Sometimes my voice becomes louder 

than I wanted it to be. 

Sometimes I walk away for a moment, 

not because I don't love her, 

but because I am trying 

to find the calm inside me again. 

And afterward, 

when the house becomes quiet, 

I replay those moments in my mind. 

I wonder if I could have spoken softer, 

held her longer, 

understood her better. 

Guilt has a strange way 

of making a mother forget 

all the things she does right. 

It makes me remember 

the one time I lost my patience 

and forget the hundred times 

I held her through her tears. 

It makes me remember 

the moments I was tired 

and forget the nights 

I stayed awake just to make sure 

she was breathing peacefully. 

And when she reaches 

for someone else's arms, 

I smile because she is happy, 

yet somewhere deep inside, 

a little piece of me asks, 

ñWhy not mine?ò 
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For a moment, 

I wonder if I am not enough. 

But when she runs back to me, 

her little hands reaching for mine, 

my heart feels like sunlight 

after a long night. 

In those moments, 

I understand something simple: 

Maybe love is not always 

a feeling that arrives perfectly. 

Sometimes love is waking up 

when you desperately need sleep. 

Sometimes it is cooking while exhausted, 

wiping tears with tired hands, 

answering the same question again and again, 

and choosing patience 

even when there is almost none left. 

Sometimes love is apologizing 

when you know you were wrong. 

Sometimes it is holding her close 

after an argument 

and reminding yourself 

that both of you are still learning. 

I am not always patient. 

I am not always gentle. 

Sometimes I lose myself 

while trying to raise her. 

But I am learning 

that motherhood is not a test 

where every answer must be right. 

It is a journey 

of falling and rising, 

of making mistakes 

and trying again. 
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My daughter is growing, 

but so am I. 

She is learning how to speak, 

while I am learning how to listen. 

She is learning how to walk, 

while I am learning when to let go 

and when to hold her hand. 

She is discovering the world, 

while I am discovering a new version of myselfð 

one I had never known existed. 

And perhaps, 

one day, she will remember 

only the warmth of my arms, 

the sound of my voice, 

the little moments 

I thought were ordinary. 

She may never know 

how many times I questioned myself. 

She may never know 

how often I wondered 

if I was doing enough. 

She may never see 

the silent battles 

I fought inside my own heart. 

But I hope she remembers 

that I was there. 

Not perfect. 

Not fearless. 

Not always patient. 

Just there. 

Trying. 
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Loving. 

Learning. 

Every night, 

beneath all my mistakes, 

there is the same motherð 

loving her little girl, 

learning, stumbling, 

and trying again. 

Maybe I am not 

the perfect mother. 

Maybe I never will be. 

But perhaps she doesn't need perfection. 

Perhaps she only needs 

the mother who keeps choosing herð 

even on the days 

when she forgets 

how to choose herself. 

And perhaps that is motherhood: 

Not becoming perfect, 

but becoming present. 

Not knowing everything, 

but learning every day. 

Not never falling, 

but finding the strength 

to rise again. 

Because while I am raising her, 

she is quietly raising me too. 

She is teaching me 

that I can love deeper 

than I ever imagined. 
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And maybe, someday, 

when I look back at this woman 

I am still becoming, 

I will realizeð 

I was never failing 

to become her mother. 

I was becoming one 

all along. 
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(ÅÒ %ÎÄÌÅÓÓ -ÁÙÂÅ 

Anshika is an aspiring writer who turns emotions into words, giving 

every feeling a place to belong and every thought a little ground to 

stand on. Through her works, she explores emotions , feelings , 

memories and the quiet stories within her and others hoping her words 

find people who find themselves in her words. 

!ÎÓÈÉËÁ 

 

She truly wanted to be held close 

But that happened only if she was overdosed 

She wanted to feel how she made others feel 

But that happened only when she was in dreams 

She wished to make them regret their deeds 

But that would happen only on oblivion of her creeds 

She wished to be their only need  

But that was possible if they were freed 

She wonders if longing them was wrong 

But to love them she needed to be strong  

She thinks of leaving things behind for forever 

But the hope keeps whispering, "Not now, not ever" 

She wonders if she will be normal again  
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But truly it was all pretext in vain 

She needed the assurance and emotional 

stability  

But her boat wasn't sailing very safely 

It's funny how she loves so endlessly  

Yet couldnôt get what she dreams so 

fiercely. 
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4ÁÃÔÉÃÁÌ 4ÅÒÒÁÉÎ 

3ÕÄÈÁ +ÅÒËÅÔÔÁ 

 

Kabir understood the mathematics of borders. As a military Major stationed 

near the rugged mountains of Jammu, his entire life was measured in 

tactical terrain, checkpoints, and defensive lines. He was a man trained to 

guard boundaries, to watch the horizon, and to ensure that nothing crossed 

the markers drawn on a map. 

 

Thousands of kilometers away in the heart of Ranchi, Ananya understood a 

different kind of architecture. As an educator, her days were spent breaking 

boundaries down, opening the minds of her students, and teaching them that 

the world was far vaster than the towns they lived in. 

 

They belonged to different states. They were raised in 

different faiths, speaking to the 

divine through entirely different 

scripts. By all the logical rules 

of the physical world, their 

paths should have run parallel, 

never destined to collide. 

 

But the universe doesnôt operate 

on human logic. It operates on 

the frequency of a stubborn 

heart. 

 

Every night, when the exhausting weight of their daily duties settled, they 

looked up at the exact same moon. For Kabir, standing guard under the 

cold, piercing mountain air of Samba, the moon was a silver coin hanging 

over a silent landscape. For Ananya, breathing the humid air of Jharkhand, 
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it was a mirror. She would look into that glowing circle and leave her 

messages there, anchoring her thoughts into the night sky with an 

unshakeable conviction. I am your wife, she would whisper to the ether. The 

distance is just an illusion. 

 

The crossing of their borders happened silently, in the spaces where 

tradition meets devotion. 

 

During the winter, Kabir found himself standing at the back of a beautiful, 

warmly lit church during a midnight Christmas Mass. He didn't fully know 

the hymns, but the smell of frankincense and the soft glow of the altar 

candles felt strangely like home. At that exact same moment, half a country 

away, Ananya was ending her day of fasting, completing a quiet vrat she 

kept entirely for his protection and long life. They were bowing their heads 

to different names, yet the frequency of their prayers was identical. They 

were meeting in a temple built entirely out of their mutual devotion. 

 

In the waking world, Kabir began to feel a strange, persistent pull. He didn't 

know her name yet. He didn't have her number. But a man who protects 

borders knows when a perimeter has been crossed. He could feel an unseen 

presence standing guard over his heart, a protective armor made of someone 

elseôs prayers. Whenever he faced a difficult day on the base, a sudden, 

inexplicable sense of peace would wash over him, as if someone were 

whispering reassurance directly into his consciousness. 

Ananya kept working, kept teaching, and kept living her life with an 

unbothered, upgraded sense of joy. She stopped frantically trying to figure 

out the timeline. She knew that a heart that refuses to give up possesses a 

gravity of its own. If you want something with absolute purity, the universe 

has no choice but to rearrange reality to give it to you. 

One evening, Kabir sat in his quarters, scrolling through a digital literary 

feed during a rare moment of rest. His eyes caught a newly published story 

in an anthology. The title was simple, but the details inside made his breath 

hitch. It described a Major in Jammu, a teacher in the red hills of the east, a 
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shared moon, and the undeniable blending of a midnight mass and a sacred 

fast. 

The haze in his mind completely shattered. The borders he had spent his 

whole life guarding suddenly collapsed into nothingness. He looked at the 

author's real name printed at the bottom of the page. 

The tactical terrain of his life was gone. The bridge was complete. He 

picked up his phone, dialed the number listed in the authorôs public bio, and 

let the distance disappear forever. 
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'ÅÏÇÒÁÐÈÙ ÏÆ Á 3ÔÕÂÂÏÒÎ (ÅÁÒÔ 

Sudha Kerketta is a writer and poet, her work explores introspection, 

human connection and everyday beauty .She writes  to give language 

to the beauty that don't have names yet. 

3ÕÄÈÁ +ÅÒËÅÔÔÁ 

 

My roots are anchored in the rich red earth of Jharkhand, 

Where the sal forests whisper secrets to the plains. 

His footsteps tread the high, rugged peaks of Jammu, 

Where the air is thin, sharp, and cold as iron chains. 

 

Between us lie thousands of kilometers of concrete and clay, 

Different states, different languages, different names for God. 

Yet, when the sun retreats and night blankets the day, 

We walk the exact same celestial path, untrod. 

 

I look up at the silver curve of the midnight moon, 

And whisper his name into the craters of its glowing face. 

I drop my silent message into that luminescent cradle, 

Trusting the lunar tide to carry it across the distance of space. 

 

On Christmas Eve, the chorus of midnight mass echoes clear, 

A prayer of light wrapped in a winter's holy hymn. 

In the quiet of dawn, I keep my fasting vrat for his life, 



 

32 

 

Lighting a sacred diya whose flame will never grow dim. 

 

They say the borders built by man are fixed and tall, 

But human cartography fails where the spirit begins. 

For a stubborn heart recognizes no boundaries or walls; 

It simply loves, it simply claims, and it always wins. 
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4ÈÅ 0ÏÒÔÒÁÉÔ ÏÆ -Ù 3ÏÕÌ 

-ÒÉÔÕÎÊÁÙ 0ÁÎÄÅÙ 

 

It paints a kaleidoscope of love for my eyes to see, 

Unfazed by pride, never turning away from me. 

When held to my chest, it settles in a quiet embrace, 

More tender than the original, in its silent grace. 

  

The rhythm of my heart hums your melody all day, 

A constant companion when the world feels far away. 

In the hollow of loneliness, it stays by my side, 

A precious memento where my true feelings hide. 

  

You are the pulse of my life, a truth you surely know, 

At your feet, I would surrender all I have to show. 

My soul and this heart, both belong to you alone, 

A devotion carved deeper than any spoken tone. 

  

The words that falter when I stand in your light, 

Spill freely before this image, hidden from sight. 

It listens in stillness, never judging the strain, 

Never drifting apart, never causing me pain. 
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Your reflection has settled in the depth of my soul, 

A cherished fragment that keeps me feeling whole. 
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(ÅÒ %ÎÄÌÅÓÓ -ÁÙÂÅ 

Anshika is an aspiring writer who turns emotions into words, giving 

every feeling a place to belong and every thought a little ground to 

stand on. Through her works, she explores emotions , feelings , 

memories and the quiet stories within her and others hoping her words 

find people who find themselves in her words. 

!ÎÓÈÉËÁ 

 

She truly wanted to be held close 

But that happened only if she was overdosed 

She wanted to feel how she made others feel 

But that happened only when she was in dreams 

She wished to make them regret their deeds 

But that would happen only on oblivion of her creeds 

She wished to be their only need  

But that was possible if they were freed 

She wonders if longing them was wrong 

But to love them she needed to be strong  

She thinks of leaving things behind for forever 

But the hope keeps whispering, "Not now, not ever" 

She wonders if she will be normal again  

But truly it was all pretext in vain 

She needed the assurance and emotional stability  

But her boat wasn't sailing very safely 

It's funny how she loves so endlessly  



 

36 

 

Yet couldnôt get what she dreamed so fiercely.  
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*ÏÕÒÎÅÙ 

,ÁÖÁÎÙÁ $ÅÓÈÐÁÎÄÅ 

 

One fine day, while packing my bag. 

Right before a journey, a sweet tag. 

  

I make a pact to smile and laugh and talk and try  

To grow confident and bold and never cry 

To trust the flow and embrace every sturggle..  

 To conquer obstacles and sometimes fumble.  

To make friends, love and have some fun.  

To travel, learn and make memories ton 

  

The day comes and I leave, 

An old chapter, me and only myself to believe .  

  

As promised, I rise and shine 

Make friends and memories fine. 

I laugh, work, and play 

I work hard to find my way 

  

Admist all this, chaos, I realise, 

I am not quiet myself, just unknown wise. 
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I Talk and rise, fit my role perfectly 

I score and leap, but that's just not me. 

  

So I I stop and wonder, when did I shrink?  

When did I bend before I could think?  

Was I soo eager to belong and blend..  

That I lost myself in the quest for a friend?  

  

Now, at that place, that moment 

I begin a new journey, a new agreement 

  

To make peace and nuture the me within me, 

To discover, reconnect, redesign and not flee 

To stand my ground, to fight 

To hope and manifest, even if it's out of sight. 

To cherish every instant and not fear the next 

To be honest even if the world objects.. 

  

And this time, I carry this lesson within 

My silent compass for an endavour begin- 

  

A journey isn't always about the destination 

It's about the path and its quiet creation. 
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Because, 

Sometimes getting a little lost is the best part..  

The hustle teaches you to trust your heart. 
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4×Ï ÐÁÔÈÓ 

,ÁÖÁÎÙÁ $ÅÓÈÐÁÎÄÅ 

Between two paths I quietly stay, 

One feels safe, one fades away. 

Oneôs my comfort, warm and known, 

The other leads me indefinitely to home. 

 

 I don't know what to choose  

What I'll win or loose 

 Each path with a flower at its end 

 with it's own unique colours to blend They still have to bloom and grow 

 I still have to study the flow. 

 

  Thus,I decide to wait 

 And let time conclude the fate  

Till then, I'll enjoy life  

discover joy in every little strife 

 

I'll make new memories and friends 

 Learn new passions and trends. 

 

So when my path finally appears, 

After all the doubts and fears, 
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Iôll sit upon the throne Iôve grown ð 

A stronger soul, fully my own. 
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$ÅÁÒ %ÖÅÎÉÎÇ 3ËÙ 

My name is Amna Arshad, and I am a writer from Pakistan. I have 

always found writing to be a quiet way of understanding myself, my 

emotions, and the world around me. 

!ÍÎÁ !ÒÓÈÁÄ 

  

Dear Evening Sky, 

  

I don't think I have ever properly thanked you for all the times you made me 

stop. 

  

There were evenings when I was tired of being myself, tired of 

expectations, tired of trying to understand where my life was going. And 

then you would quietly change your colours above me, as if reminding me 

that even endings can be beautiful. 

  

I think that is what I have learned from you. 

  

I am not the same person I was a few years ago. 

  

Some parts of me have disappeared. Some have grown unexpectedly. Some 

are still waiting for the right season. 

  

And for a long time, I thought I needed to have everything figured out 

before I could call myself whole. 

  

You taught me otherwise. 

  

Every evening, the light leaves you. 

  

Yet you never look incomplete. 

  

You simply become something different. 

  

Perhaps I can do that too. 

  

Perhaps I don't have to remain who I was just because someone once loved 

that version of me. I don't have to return to old dreams simply because they 

once made me happy. I don't have to explain every change I have made. 

  

I am allowed to grow. 
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I am allowed to begin again. 

  

And I am allowed to become someone I have never been before. 

  

So thank you, sky, for witnessing the quiet versions of me that nobody else 

saw. 

  

Thank you for being there on ordinary evenings when nothing remarkable 

happened, yet somehow I felt that life was still worth noticing. 

  

I don't know what my next season will look like. 

  

But tonight, I am no longer afraid of not knowing. 

  

I will look up. 

  

And I will keep becoming. 

  

With gratitude, 
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4Ï ÓÌÏ× ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÁÄÍÉÒÅ ÎÁÔÕÒÅ 

I am Aakanksha, a 16 year old writer, poet and a learner that simply 

aims at living a life without regrets and constantly aspire from the 

world I live in. 

!ÁËÁÎËÓÈÁ 

 

How fascinating it is to slow down in life and admire nature! To finally take 

a deep breath and relax with complete pleasure. Emerging out of the chaotic 

life and giving ourselves time to just sit with no deadline.  

I was coming back from work. I had a hectic day there. For weeks, I had 

been working on caffeine, sleepless nights, and tasks that always came with 

deadlines. Life has become more of a merry-go-round now. Just rotating 

like a never-ending loop.  

The stone that I came this way long pushing with my feet slipped into the 

pond. And that is when I looked up and saw a sight worthy enough to keep 

staring at. The golden rays of the evening sun slid between the shady 

clouds. The sky had turned all red and yellow like the flowers of a parrot 

tree. The birds were returning to their homes, and a cat purred in the middle 

of the road. A soothing chill breeze was blowing through my skin and hair 

along the way.  

It was the very first time that I was captivated 

by the beauty of nature. The very first time, 

when the sky captured my soul and didn't let 

it go. All these years, I was someone who 

didn't even bother to look outside the window 

ever. Not at all moved even when it rained.  

And admiring nature was not on my to-do list 

either. But this time, it just happened. I could 

feel the cold breeze through my soul and felt 

like a green leaf that just sat on the branch of 

a tree. Fascinating! How beautiful the Earth 

is! Why did I never notice that? 
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While the evening sky was slowly turning into the night, I finally got home. 

Got freshened up and sat on my bed near the window. This time, I didn't 

doomscroll on my phone. But looked out of the window, viewing the dark 

night sky filled with tiny diamonds that sparkled like glitter. I lie in my bed 

with my window open sipping hot tea. And that was when I realized how 

beautiful and calm the earth is. I slowed down for the very first time, 

forgetting about any deadlines, incomplete tasks, or the undone laundry. Just 

me and my hot tea.  

Life is not that stressful after all if we try to live in the present. To look 

around and realize what we are living in. 

And with that came the dark veil of the night, and the city fell asleep like it 

should have. 
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4ÈÅ ÓÔÒÕÇÇÌÅ ÏÆ ÁÄÕÌÔÈÏÏÄ 

My name is Gideon. I am from Nigeria and a creative writer  

'ÉÄÅÏÎ 

 

The adulthood I dreamed of when I was a child  

Is simply not the adulthood I am experiencing now 

Adulthood is a period when you are own your own  

And no one simply cares about you 

You are alone to face the struggle with little or no support  

Childhood was like Disney 

Adulthood is reality  

And no one needs to tell you to sit up before you do 

Life by itself would teach you the necessary lessons  

And you will understand why they say Adulthood is scam 
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7ÁÙ ÏÆ ,ÉÆÅ 

!2&! !15), 

 

Living life is not about being aggressive and loud,  

Living life is about making parents proud. 

Living life is not about increasing friends to meet,  

Living life is about being humble and washing others feet.  

Living life is not about mocking people and increasing their fears,  

Living life is about spreading love and 

wiping their tears.  

Living life is not about buying expensive 

dresses to wear,  

Living life is about helping others and 

having a collection of things to share.  

Living life is not about having make - ups, 

extensions and increasing beauty,  

Living life is about being kind, caring and 

fulfilling nation's duty.  

So, live your life to the fullest.  

Make your soul the purest.  

Be happy, and smile the brightest. 
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7ÏÍÅÎͻÓ 6ÏÉÃÅ 

!2&! !15), 

 

Woman, the one who protects and holds our hand in the beginning of our 

life,  

Suffered with ravishment and for their justice we still strive.  

Woman, who sacrifices her desires for the happiness of the family,  

Are still the victims of acid attacks, domestic abuse and bully.  

Woman, who serves us as teaches, doctors, officers and maid,  

Sadly, female infanticide is still prevailing and the society could not found 

its proper aid.  

Honoured as Durga, Kaali, Saraswati or the one behind whose feet lies the 

heaven.  

But the society could not protect her from assault and her honour is still 

stolen.  

Begging for a safe road to walk,  

Begging for the write to talk.  

Begging for the wings to fly,  

Begging for the freedom to shine bright in the sky. 
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7ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ 2ÁÉÎ 2ÅÍÅÍÂÅÒÓ 

My name is Tulsi Jha. I am a curious and creative person who enjoys 

music, sketching, and learning new things. I believe that every 

experience teaches us something valuable and helps us grow. Through 

my interests and studies, I hope to keep discovering myself, 

improving my skills, and creating something meaningful. 

4ÕÌÓÉ ÊÈÁ 

 

The rain falls softly, 

and suddenly, everything feels like you. 

Old roads, unfinished conversations, 

and memories I thought I had outgrown. 

  

Thereôs something about these rainy nights.... 

they make the heart wander 

to places it no longer belongs, 

to people it still quietly misses. 

  

Maybe some stories donôt end, 

they simply become memories 

we carry silently, 

like the scent of rain 

that stays long after the clouds are gone.  
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$ÅÅÐÉËÁ 2ÁÕÔ 

  

My name is Kabir. His name is Aarav. 

  

This is the story I have never been brave enough to tell in a room full of 

people. 

  

There are borders everyone knows. 

  

They are drawn in ink across maps, guarded by fences, watched by soldiers, 

crossed with passports. We learn their names in school and point at them in 

atlases. We know where one country ends and another begins. 

  

But there are other borders too. 

  

Borders without fences. Without signs. Without checkpoints. 

  

Borders built from expectations, fear, silence, tradition, and the quiet 

sentence people repeat whenever someone dares to live differently: 

  

ñWhat will people say?ò 

  

This is the story of one such border. 

  

And of two boys who fell in love on opposite sides of it. 

  

They never planned to fall in love. 

  

Perhaps that is how the most important things happen. 

  

It began with friendship. With shared jokes, unfinished conversations, late-

night messages, and the strange comfort of having one person who could 

understand a silence without asking what was wrong. 

  

They were young enough to believe that happiness did not need permission. 

  

One of them noticed the other's sadness before anyone else did. 

  

The other remembered small things that everyone else forgot. 
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One knew exactly how the other took his tea. 

  

The other knew when a smile was real and when it was only being worn for 

the world. 

  

Somewhere between ordinary afternoons and conversations that lasted until 

sleep became impossible, friendship quietly crossed a line neither of them 

knew existed. 

  

One evening, sitting beside each other, one of them finally asked, 

  

ñDo you ever think about what would happen if we weren't just friends?ò 

  

The question remained between them. 

  

Neither laughed. 

  

Neither looked away. 

  

And in that silence, they understood. 

  

They were in love. 

  

For a while, the world disappeared. 

  

There were no families. 

  

No expectations. 

  

No questions. 

  

No definitions. 

  

There were simply two people who had found something rare in each other. 

  

But the world has a peculiar habit of returning just when you begin to forget 

it exists. 

  

Their love was never allowed to remain just love. 

  

People wanted explanations. 

  

ñWho is the man in the relationship?ò 

  

ñWhich one of you is normal?ò 
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ñIs this just a phase?ò 

  

ñWhat will you tell your families?ò 

  

ñWhat about marriage?ò 

  

ñWhat about children?ò 

  

ñEventually, you'll have to settle down.ò 

  

Settle down. 

  

As though loving each other meant they were somehow living recklessly. 

  

As though two men choosing each other were automatically choosing 

against the future. 

  

They learned that society does not always have to shout to make someone 

feel unwelcome. 

  

Sometimes, it only has to laugh. 

  

Sometimes, it only has to stare. 

  

Sometimes, it only has to make a joke at dinner and wait for you to 

understand that the joke was not really a joke. 

  

One of them was braver. 

  

He believed that love should not have to apologise for existing. 

  

ñIf we love each other,ò he said one night, ñwhy should that be the 

problem?ò 

  

The other looked at him for a long time. 

  

ñBecause you've never had to watch your family break over something they 

couldn't accept.ò 

  

That sentence changed everything. 

  

Because love was not the only thing standing between them and the future. 

  

There were parents. 

  

There was a home. 
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There were years of expectations. 

  

There was a family that had already imagined a daughter-in-law, 

grandchildren, wedding photographs, rituals, celebrations. 

  

There was a mother who had spent years imagining the day her son would 

bring someone home. 

  

There was a father who had taught his son what it meant to be a man, 

without ever imagining that his son might define manhood differently. 

  

There were relatives who would whisper. 

  

Neighbours who would stare. 

  

Friends who might disappear. 

  

And somewhere behind all of it was the terrifying possibility of losing the 

people who had raised you. 

  

The braver one wanted to fight. 

  

The frightened one wanted to survive. 

  

Neither was wrong. 

  

That was the cruelest part. 

  

Sometimes people think fear means love is weak. 

  

It doesn't. 

  

Sometimes fear exists precisely because something matters too much. 

  

He was afraid that choosing the person he loved would mean losing 

everyone else he loved. 

  

So he began creating distance. 

  

Not because his feelings had changed. 

  

Because they hadn't. 

  

That was what made it unbearable. 
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Messages became shorter. 

  

Meetings became rarer. 

  

ñI've been busy.ò 

  

ñI'm tired.ò 

  

ñMaybe tomorrow.ò 

  

Tomorrow became next week. 

  

Next week became someday. 

  

And someday slowly became a place where love goes to disappear. 

  

The other boy could feel him slipping away. 

  

One evening, he finally asked, 

  

ñDo you still love me?ò 

  

The answer came almost immediately. 

  

ñYes.ò 

  

ñThen why are you leaving?ò 

  

He looked down. 

  

ñBecause I don't know how to stay without losing everything else.ò 

  

There are heartbreaks that happen because love ends. 

  

And then there are heartbreaks that happen because love remains, but life 

makes staying impossible. 

  

This was the second kind. 

  

They had not stopped loving each other. 

  

They had simply discovered that the world had given them a choice no one 

should have to make: 

  

the person you love, or the life you were taught you must live. 
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Years later, perhaps people would say they had moved on. 

  

Perhaps one would eventually sit at a family gathering and smile when 

someone mentioned marriage. 

  

Perhaps the other would learn to answer questions without telling the truth. 

  

Perhaps they would both become very good at pretending. 

  

Because that is another thing borders do. 

  

They teach people to perform. 

  

To hide. 

  

To become acceptable versions of themselves. 

  

To leave pieces of their hearts behind closed doors. 

  

But sometimes, even after years, a person remembers the one place where 

he was never pretending. 

  

For one of them, it was an old bench. 

  

For the other, it was a rainy evening. 

  

A shared cup of tea. 

  

A ridiculous joke. 

  

A hand resting beside his, close enough to touch but not quite brave enough 

to. 

  

Tiny memories. 

  

Nothing extraordinary. 

  

And yet, they carried an entire life inside them. 

  

Maybe that is what love does. 

  

It makes ordinary moments impossible to forget. 

  

People often speak about borders as if they exist to protect us. 

  

But some borders only tell us where we are not allowed to go. 
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Some are drawn by countries. 

  

Some by religions. 

  

Some by families. 

  

Some by gender. 

  

Some by class. 

  

Some by the expectations handed to us before we are old enough to 

question them. 

  

And some are drawn inside the mind. 

  

After being told for years that something is wrong, forbidden, unnatural, 

shameful, impossible, a person can eventually begin believing it himself. 

  

That is perhaps the cruelest border of all. 

  

Not the one society builds around you. 

  

The one you eventually build inside yourself. 

  

Because once you believe you do not deserve something, nobody has to 

stop you anymore. 

  

You stop yourself. 

  

Maybe that is why their story was never really about two boys falling in 

love. 

  

It was about two human beings discovering how much courage it takes to 

belong to yourself. 

  

It was about a world that had already written the shape of their lives before 

they had learned how to write their own names. 

  

It was about love being questioned simply because it did not arrive in the 

form people expected. 

  

And perhaps, somewhere, someone is still asking why they could not 

simply choose an easier life. 

  

But easy for whom? 
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For the family that would never have to explain? 

  

For the neighbours who would never have to answer uncomfortable 

questions? 

  

For the society that would never have to reconsider what it calls normal? 

  

Or for the two people who would have to spend the rest of their lives 

wondering what might have happened if they had been brave enough to 

cross? 

  

Maybe the greatest tragedy is not that the world drew a border between 

them. 

  

Maybe it is that the world convinced them the border was real. 

  

Because love never asked which side they belonged to. 

  

Love did not ask who was the man. 

  

Love did not ask who would carry the surname. 

  

Love did not ask how they would explain themselves. 

  

Love only asked them to see each other. 

  

And they did. 

  

For a little while, they were simply two people who made each other feel 

less alone in a world that had spent years teaching them to be afraid. 

  

Perhaps they did not get the ending they once imagined. 

  

Perhaps they never stood together beneath wedding lights. 

  

Perhaps their names never appeared beside each other on a family 

invitation. 

  

Perhaps one day, they became strangers who still knew exactly how the 

other took his tea. 

  

But that does not make their love less real. 

  

Not every love story ends with two people staying together. 
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Some end with one person finally understanding that what they felt was 

never something to be ashamed of. 

  

Some end with courage arriving years too late. 

  

Some end quietly, carrying no photographs, no promises, no witnesses. 

  

And some remain unfinished because the world was not ready for them. 

  

But unfinished does not mean meaningless. 

  

Their love existed. 

  

It mattered. 

  

It changed them. 

  

And maybe, someday, another boy will stand where they once stood, 

frightened of crossing an invisible line. 

  

Maybe he will wonder whether there is something wrong with him for 

loving another boy. 

  

Maybe someone will tell him that his love is a phase. 

  

Maybe someone will ask him to choose between his heart and his home. 

  

And perhaps he will remember that borders are human inventions. 

  

That maps can be redrawn. 

  

That expectations can be questioned. 

  

That fear can be unlearned. 

  

That a person's life does not become wrong simply because it does not 

resemble someone else's idea of normal. 

  

Perhaps he will choose differently. 

  

Perhaps he will hold the hand he loves without hiding it. 

  

Perhaps he will walk home beside someone without wondering who is 

watching. 
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Perhaps he will introduce the person he loves without rehearsing an 

explanation first. 

  

And perhaps that will be what it means to go beyond the border. 

  

Not crossing into another country. 

  

Not escaping to another place. 

  

But refusing to let someone else decide where your heart is allowed to 

belong. 

  

Because some borders are drawn on maps. 

  

Some are drawn by families. 

  

Some are drawn by society. 

  

Some are drawn by fear. 

  

And some are drawn so deeply inside us that we mistake them for truth. 

  

But love has never understood borders. 

  

It only understands where it feels at home. 

  

And perhaps the bravest thing two people can do is not always cross the 

border. 

  

Sometimes, it is simply refusing to believe that they were ever meant to live 

on different sides of it. 
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4ÈÅ .ÁÍÅ 4ÈÁÔ $ÉÓÓÏÌÖÅÓ 

3ÈÒÉÓÔÉ 3ÕÒ 

 

There is a name that trembles on my tongue, 

A syllable suspended between silence and sound, 

Too delicate to survive the weight of speech, 

Too precious to be willingly drowned. 

It lingers like mist upon a window, 

A pale remembrance refusing to depart, 

One breath could summon its forgotten music, 

Yet one word might fracture my guarded heart. 

I carry it beneath the architecture of silence, 

Where memories gather like dust in abandoned rooms 

It glimmers faintly, a buried constellation, 

Still illuminating the corridors of old wounds. 

Sometimes it rises unbidden to my lips, 

Like a tide returning to a forsaken shore 

But I let it dissolve before it becomes audible, 

For some names are meant to be felt, not spoken anymore. 

It tastes of rain on the ruins of summer, 

Of letters never written, of doors left ajar, 

A small constellation of vanished moments, 

A distant echo masquerading as a star. 

Perhaps forgetting is not erasing a name, 

But allowing it to soften at the edges of time, 

Until it becomes less a word that I remember, 

And more a shadow woven quietly into mine. 

So let the name dissolve upon my tongue, 

Let silence inherit what my lips cannot confess, 

For some memories do not need a voice to survive, 

They become the quiet language of tenderness. 

And if someday the name escapes me entirely, 

I will not call that disappearance a loss, 

For perhaps the heart's deepest acts of letting go 

Are the ones that leave no echo when they are gone. 
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Ȱ4ÈÅ 3ÐÁÃÅ 7Å ,ÅÆÔ "ÅÈÉÎÄȱ 

4ÕËÔÕË 

 

We met somewhere between a hello and a smile, 

Two strangers who stayed for a while. 

No maps were needed, no roads to cross, 

Yet somehow we found each other in the chaos. 

We built a little world of our own, 

With words that made the distance unknown. 

We laughed, we dreamed, we held on tight, 

Turning ordinary days into something bright. 

But borders aren't always drawn on land, 

Sometimes they rise where we once held hands. 

Sometimes two hearts can stand so near, 

Yet still find themselves miles apart from here. 

There were words we couldn't always say, 

And moments that slowly changed their way. 

What once felt endless learned to let go, 

Leaving behind memories we still know. 

But perhaps that's what borders are meant to teachð 

Not every place is ours to reach. 

Some people come, some people leave, 

But every meeting leaves something we believe. 

So I look beyond the lines we drew, 
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Beyond the things we couldn't undo. 

Because what we shared doesn't have to disappear 

Just because the ending brought us here. 

Maybe ñbeyond bordersò isn't about crossing a line, 

Or making every lost moment rewind. 

Maybe it's learning to look beyond the past, 

To keep the memories, but not hold them fast. 

And somewhere beyond every border and wall, 

There is a lesson waiting for us allð 

That people may part, and paths may bend, 

But some stories stay with us, even after they end.  
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7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ !ÃÉÄ #ÏÕÌÄ .ÏÔ 2ÅÁÃÈ 

Ila Farshori is a law student who finds stories in the spaces where 

silence, injustice, and resilience meet. Her writing is drawn to the 

voices that are often overlooked and the emotions that are difficult to 

put into words. Through poetry, she explores identity, human strength, 

and the quiet courage it takes to begin again. 

)ÌÁ &ÁÒÓÈÏÒÉ 

 

She said no. 

That was all. 

One small word, 

spoken the way 

any daughter is taught 

she has the right to speak it. 

He could not carry 

the weight of being refused. 

So he decided 

her face 

would carry it instead. 

He thought rejection 

was something done to him, 

not a sentence 

she had every right 

to hand back. 

He thought a jar of acid 

could rewrite 

what her no had already written. 

He thought a face 

was the whole of a womanð 

that if he took the one 

people looked at first, 
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he would take 

everything she was. 

He was wrong. 

She was someoneôs daughter 

long before she was 

his target. 

Someone had held her 

the day she was born 

and promised the world 

would be gentler than this. 

The world broke that promise. 

He made sure of it. 

He did not know 

that a face is not a person. 

It is only the door. 

And she was always 

so much more 

than the room 

he thought he had burned down. 

For a while, 

the mirror became 

a strangerôs country. 

She stood in it 

looking for someone 

who used to live there, 

and found instead 

a map of everything survived. 

People stared. 

Some out of pity, 

some out of fear 

of what fragility looks like 
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when it refuses 

to stay fragile. 

Children asked their mothers 

why her face 

looked like that. 

And she learned to answer 

before they could feel guilty 

for askingð 

because kindness, too, 

is something 

you build back, 

piece by piece, 

like skin. 

She did not choose this. 

No one chooses 

to be rewritten 

by someone elseôs rage. 

But she chose 

what came after. 

She chose to walk outside 

without covering 

what he tried to erase. 

She chose to let people see her 

before they decided 

whether they could. 

She chose her own name 

over the one 

the newspapers gave herð 

victim, 

as if that were the only word 

left for her to wear. 

It wasnôt. 
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She learned new words 

for herselfð 

survivor was too small a word 

for what she was doing 

every single morning 

she opened her eyes 

and chose 

to still be here. 

Her skin tells a story 

she never asked to write. 

But her eyesð 

her eyes still tell the truth 

that was never for sale, 

never for burning, 

never his to take. 

She is not 

what was thrown at her. 

She is what stood up 

afterward. 

She is not 

the version of her face 

that frightens strangers. 

She is the woman 

who taught an entire mirror 

to stop flinching first. 

They wanted to erase a woman. 

Instead, 

they created a name 

no acid will ever be strong enough 

to dissolve. 
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4ÈÅ "ÏÒÄÅÒÓ 7Å #ÁÒÒÙ 

Amna Arshad is a Pakistani writer and MPhil scholar who finds 

beauty in emotions, silence, and the stories hidden within everyday 

life. Her writing explores self-discovery, love, resilience, social 

realities, and the quiet strength of women. She believes words can 

cross borders, connect hearts, and give shape to feelings that are often 

left unspoken.  

!ÍÎÁ !ÒÓÈÁÄ 

 

Some borders are drawn on maps. Others are drawn quietly, without ink. 

They exist in the sentences we hear while growing up: ñYou cannot do that. 

You should not dream so much. This is not for you. People will talk.ò No 

one tells us exactly when these borders become part of us. Perhaps they 

begin as small warnings, repeated so often that they eventually sound like 

our own thoughts.  

She grew up surrounded by them. There was a border around her voice. She 

learned early that speaking too confidently could be mistaken for arrogance, 

while remaining silent was praised as good manners. There was a border 

around her dreams. She was encouraged to dream, but only within limits 

that made everyone else comfortable. There was a border around her 

choices. She could choose, provided her choice did not disturb the 

expectations waiting for her. For years, she thought this was simply what 

life was.  

She watched other people cross oceans, choose unfamiliar roads, change 

careers, leave places that hurt them, and begin again. She admired their 

courage from a safe distance. Then one evening, while sitting beside a 

window, she wondered, ñWhat if the greatest distance I have ever travelled 

is the distance between who I am and who I am allowed to be?ò The 

question frightened her. It also changed something. 

She began noticing the borders everywhere. They existed between 

generations, where old expectations struggled against new dreams. They 

existed between rich and poor, educated and uneducated, powerful and 

powerless. They existed between what people felt and what they were 
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permitted to say. Some borders were made of fear. Some were made of 

tradition. Some were made of shame. And some were made by people who 

had never experienced the life they were trying to control.  

She realized that borders did not always have to be walls. Sometimes they 

were invisible doors that we were taught never to open. So she began with 

something small. She wrote. At first, she wrote only for herself. She wrote 

about the questions she had swallowed, the dreams she had hidden, and the 

versions of herself she had abandoned to make other people comfortable. 

Her words were imperfect. Her hands trembled sometimes. But every 

sentence felt like a small step beyond a boundary. 

Then she understood something beautiful. Writing did not require 

permission. A page did not ask where she came from. A poem did not ask 

whether her dream was acceptable. A story did not demand that she remain 

inside the shape others had designed for her. Words could travel where 

people could not. They could cross cities without roads, cultures without 

passports, and generations without permission. Perhaps that was the true 

meaning of going beyond borders. It was not always about leaving. 

Sometimes it was about becoming.  

She began to understand that a person could remain in the same room and 

still travel farther than anyone could imagine. A woman could sit quietly at 

a desk and cross the borders of fear. A student could open a book and cross 

the border of ignorance. A writer could write one honest sentence and cross 

the border of silence. A dreamer could say, ñI want more,ò and suddenly 

discover that the wall had never been as solid as it seemed.  

Of course, crossing a border did not mean that every border disappeared. 

There were still voices that questioned her. There were still people who 

misunderstood her. There were still moments when she doubted herself. But 

she no longer believed that every boundary deserved obedience. She learned 

to ask: Who built this border? Why does it exist? And does it still belong in 

my life? Those questions became a kind of freedom.  

Years later, she looked back at the girl who had once been afraid of her own 

voice. She wanted to tell her something. ñYou were never too much. You 

were never meant to live inside everyone else's expectations. You were 

simply waiting to discover that the world was larger than the borders you 

had been taught to fear.ò  
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Perhaps every human being carries an invisible map. It contains the places 

where we have been hurt, the dreams we have postponed, the words we 

have never spoken, and the possibilities we have never dared to explore. But 

maps are not prisons. They are invitations.  

There will always be borders: between countries, between cultures, between 

generations, between fear and courage, and between who we were and who 

we are becoming. But perhaps our greatest responsibility is not to destroy 

every border. Perhaps it is to recognize which ones protect us and which 

ones imprison us. And when we find the ones that imprison us, we must 

learn to step beyond them.  

Not recklessly. Not loudly. But bravely. One word. One choice. One dream. 

One beginning at a time. Because sometimes the world changes when 

someone crosses a border that everyone else believed was permanent. And 

sometimes that someone is simply a person sitting beside a window, holding 

a pen, finally realizing that the first border she needed to cross was the one 

she had been carrying inside herself.  

That night, she opened her notebook again. For the first time, the blank page 

did not look like a boundary. It looked like a horizon. 
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"ÅÙÏÎÄ ÔÈÅ "ÏÒÄÅÒÓ ÏÆ 3ÉÌÅÎÃÅ 

Amna Arshad is a Pakistani writer and MPhil scholar who finds 

beauty in emotions, silence, and the stories hidden within everyday 

life. Her writing explores self-discovery, love, resilience, social 

realities, and the quiet strength of women. She believes words can 

cross borders, connect hearts, and give shape to feelings that are often 

left unspoken.  

!ÍÎÁ !ÒÓÈÁÄ 

  

I was taught that silence was graceful, 

that quiet hearts were easier to love, 

that certain questions 

were better left unanswered. 

  

So I learned to fold my voice 

into the smallest corner of myself. 

  

I learned to smile 

when I wanted to ask why. 

  

I learned to say I am fine 

when my heart was carrying 

an entire unfinished conversation. 

  

But silence has borders too. 
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And one day 

I reached the edge of mine. 

  

I stood there 

with all the words 

I had swallowed for years, 

  

and I realized 

they were not weaknesses. 

  

They were stories. 

  

Stories of people 

who were told to dream smaller. 

  

Stories of hands 

that worked without applause. 

  

Stories of daughters 

who carried expectations 

heavier than their own wishes. 

  

Stories of hearts 
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that loved quietly 

because the world 

did not always know 

what to do with tenderness. 

  

I realized 

that a voice does not become powerful 

because it is loud. 

  

Sometimes 

it becomes powerful 

because it finally becomes honest. 

  

So I began to speak. 

  

Not because I had stopped being afraid, 

  

but because I had finally understood 

that courage is not the absence of fear. 

  

It is walking forward 

while fear is still beside you. 

  

I crossed the border 
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between doubt and possibility. 

  

I crossed the border 

between what they expected 

and what I wanted. 

  

I crossed the border 

between the person 

I had been taught to become 

and the person 

I was still becoming. 

  

There were no trumpets. 

  

No celebration. 

  

No crowd waiting 

on the other side. 

  

Only a quiet morning, 

an open window, 

and a heart 

that suddenly felt larger. 
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Perhaps freedom 

does not always arrive 

like a revolution. 

  

Perhaps sometimes 

it arrives like a sentence: 

  

I deserve to choose. 

  

Perhaps it arrives 

when someone writes her first poem. 

  

When someone returns to school. 

  

When someone leaves a place 

that taught her to hate herself. 

  

When someone forgives the person 

she used to be. 

  

When someone looks into the mirror 

and refuses to apologize 

for taking up space. 

  



 

75 

 

There are borders 

between countries, 

  

but there are also borders 

between people. 

  

Language can become a border. 

  

Class can become a border. 

  

Fear can become a border. 

  

Gender can become a border. 

  

And sometimes 

the deepest border 

is the belief 

that we cannot cross any of them. 

  

But I have learned 

that borders are not always endings. 

  

Sometimes 

they are invitations. 
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An invitation 

to question. 

  

To grow. 

  

To begin again. 

  

To walk beyond 

the familiar shape of our lives. 

  

So if my words travel beyond me, 

let them carry this: 

  

There is a world 

waiting beyond every limitation 

we were taught to accept. 

  

There is a road 

beyond every fear. 

  

There is a voice 

beneath every silence. 
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There is a life 

beyond every version of ourselves 

that we created 

only to survive. 

  

And perhaps 

the greatest journey 

is not from one country 

to another. 

  

Perhaps it is 

from silence to expression, 

  

from fear to courage, 

  

from surviving 

to becoming. 

  

So I will keep writing. 

  

I will keep crossing. 

  

I will keep becoming. 
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And if the world asks 

where I am going, 

  

I will not give it a map. 

  

I will simply say: 

  

Beyond the borders 

that once told me 

I could not go. 
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7ÈÅÒÅ 9ÏÕÒ .ÁÍÅ 3ÔÉÌÌ ,ÉÎÇÅÒÓ  

Hi My name is Aatri Bhardwaj. I am from northeast and this poem is 

about my real life scenario. 

!ÁÔÒÉ "ÈÁÒÄ×ÁÊ 

 

Jab tum mile, main andar se pehle hi bikhar chuki thi, 

Khud ko sambhalte-sambhalte, khud se hi door ho chuki thi. 

Phir tum aaye, bina kisi shor, bina kisi vaade ke, 

Aur dheere-dheere roshni bhar di meri andheri si raaton mein. 

Tumne sirf pyaar nahi, mujhe izzat aur sukoon diya, 

Meri khamoshi ko samjha, bina pooche mera haath thaam liya. 

Tumhari chhoti si care bhi dil ko chhoo jaati thi, 

Tumhare saath rehkar, main khud ko phir se paati thi. 

University ke woh diné kaash thoda aur thehar jaate, 

Campus ke woh pal kabhi khatam na hote, bas hum yunhi muskuraate. 

Tumhare saath bina wajah hasna, ghanton baatein karna, 

Aur ek dusre ke saath hote hue duniya ko bhool jaana. 

Pahadon tak woh safar ab bhi dil mein basa hai, 

Khoobsurat toh manzar tha, par tumhara saath sabse khaas tha. 

Tum paas hote the toh har raasta sukoon ban jaata tha, 

Aur tumhari ek muskaan se mera poora din ban jaata tha. 

Phir graduation huaé aur waqt ne humse woh din cheen liye, 

Jo pal saamne jeete the, woh ab yaadon mein reh gaye. 

Roz milna ab possible nahi, baatein screens tak simat gayi, 
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Par sach kahun, tumhari kami har roz thodi aur mehsoos hoti hai. 

Kabhi tumhari bahut yaad aati hai, aur aankhein chupke se bhar jaati hain, 

Phir tumhari ek message ki notification, aur saari udaasi muskuraati hai. 

Faasle chahe jitne ho, tum mere dil ke kareeb rahoge, 

Kal ki tarah aaj bhi, aur aaj ki tarah kal bhiðmere rahoge. 
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4ÏÏ ÌÁÔÅ ÔÏ Ȱ,/6%ȱ 

+ÈÙÁÔÉ 5ÔÔÁÍ 

 

One morning, she woke up from a nightmare. Her whole face was covered 

in sweat, and her throat was dry. Is he fine? ï the very first thought that 

came into her mind. 

She picked up her phone and tried to call her ex. She almost dialed the 

number, but before calling him, she stopped and thought, No, Khubh, you 

canôt do that. Itôs not right. He must have moved on by now. You should 

move on too. 

As these ambivalent thoughts lingered in her mind, she kept wondering, Is 

he alright? Does he still think about me or not? Does he still miss me? 

She tried to call him, but because of all these conflicting 

thoughts, she wasnôt able to do it. Throughout the day, 

she remained quiet, thinking about the nightmare she 

had seen and about his memories. 

She thought of making the call just once, but hesitated 

again. Finally, she gathered the courage and made the 

call. The only thought running through her mind was, 

Is he alright? She also thought that he might have 

moved on ï why would she call him now? 

While these thoughts were flowing like a flood in her 

head, she made the call and impulsively cut it. She got 

afraid ï she couldnôt do that, she thought. She couldnôt 

face that boy again, the one she had loved her entire 

life. 

But again, she gathered the courage and called him. 

She took a deep breath. With each exhalation, questions filled her mind: 

What will I say when he picks up my call? Has he really moved on? Does 

he miss me? Was he still waiting for me? Every breath carried the doubt she 

had. After all these months, she was broken and exhausted from denial. 

Now, she wanted to accept that yes, she loved him. 
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Then came the moment of truth ï he picked up the call. 

There were a few seconds of silence. He thought the caller would greet first; 

on the other hand, she thought the receiver would greet. Nobody spoke. In 

that silence, only the sound of their heartbeats and heavy breaths echoed. 

She broke the silence and said, ñHi.ò  

The boy was startled to hear her voice. He knew it was her on the other side. 

Instead of greeting her, he said her name, ñKhubh.ò 

The girl, calling herself Khushboo and denying her real identity as Khubh, 

thought that somehow, through this, she could find out if he was alright and 

hear his voice. 

After hearing her voice, he knew she was lying. He knew Khush was on the 

other side of the call. He kept repeating her name, while the girl kept 

denying it. Until, after five minutes of debate, she finally admitted the truth. 

He asked her, ñWhere are you? I want to meet you.ò 

Khubh told him her current location. They both decided to meet after an 

hour at the Musafir Caf®. They agreed on that place because the boy knew it 

was her favorite. Right after an hour, both met at the Musafir Caf®. They 

both ordered hot chocolate. The boy knew that she loved hot chocolate, and 

it was her favorite place. 

Both had something to share with each other, but Khubh said to him, ñYou 

wanted to meet ï whatôs up?ò 

He said, ñYes, I have something to share with you.ò 

Then Khubh said that she also had something to say. 

The boy insisted that Khubh should start first. Khubh gathered her feelings, 

deciding that this time she would confess ï and she did. She said ñI love 

youò to him. She told him that she never forgot him, she always cared about 

him, and she missed him. 

The boy was startled. He didnôt know what to say. 

Khubh continued, saying, ñI know that six months earlier you said this to 

me, but I didnôt admit it and rejected you ï and that was the biggest mistake 

of my life. I love you. I want you. I know I did stupid things, like not 



 

83 

 

contacting you, stopping talking to you, and avoiding you. I know I did all 

these stupid things, but now I realize that after keeping you away from my 

life, it felt like I could breathe ï but those breaths didnôt mean anything. I 

couldnôt sleep at night. I couldnôt stop thinking about you. I started 

punishing myself.ò  

The boy still had nothing to say. He knew that the news he was about to 

give her would completely break her, but he couldnôt do anything. He had 

made up his mind ï now nothing could be changed. It was too late. 

Before Khubh could say anything else, the boy stopped her and said that he 

was going to the US for higher studies. He was leaving this Friday, in three 

days. 

Khubh was not prepared for this. She was puzzled and speechless. She 

didnôt know what to say. 

He said, ñNow itôs too late, Khubh. I am going. I donôt want to give you 

false hope. I love you too, but the harsh reality is that fate has been so brutal 

to us. Now, when you have accepted my love, I am not with you. It would 

be better for both of us to forget each other. I want this to be our last 

goodbye.ò 

He said this because he knew Khubh gives her all in a relationship. He 

knew she would wait for him forever. However, he still chose to go because 

he believed that long distance might ruin this beautiful bond. He thought 

that being away from each other would eventually make her move on ï 

someday she would have to. 

They both cried and sat there for a long time. The boy bid his final goodbye 

and said, ñBye, Khubh. Take care. I know itôs tough for you, but you need to 

be strong. Goodbye.ò 

He grabbed his car keys and left the place, while Khubh sat there, regretting 

every moment of her life. 

The boy had the same sorrow, but he couldnôt do anything. Everything else 

felt destroyed ï burnt in that sorrow. 

He drove the car in such aggression that he met with a huge accident. The 

car was completely destroyed. People gathered around to check whether he 

was alive or not. They saw his condition ï his head was covered in blood 
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after hitting the steering wheel. People checked him; he still had a few 

breaths left. 

They took him to the hospital. The last dialed call was made, and fate was 

so cruel that the last call was to her ï ñKhubh .ò 

A man called that contact. She picked it up and, without saying hello, 

started speaking, ñIôm sorry for whatever happened, please come back.ò  

The caller was a stranger. He told her to calm down and listen carefully. 

Khubh couldnôt understand who she was talking to. 

He said, ñThe person you want to talk to is in the hospital right now. He had 

a severe accident.ò 

Khubh was not ready for that reality. She asked, ñIn which hospital is he 

right now? Is he okay?ò 

The caller shared the location. 

Khubh ran to the hospital, where she waited for the doctors to say 

something. She prayed to God to save his life. Anxiety rushed through her 

body. 

After an hour, the doctor came with the news ï he was no more. 

Khubh couldnôt bear the truth. 

Then suddenly, she opened her eyes and said his name, ñUday.ò 

It was all a dark nightmare. 

She realized she was in her bed. Her throat felt dry. She drank water and 

understood that it was the biggest fear ï the worst nightmare she had ever 

had in her life. 

She grabbed her phone and made a call to check if he was fine. 

She called him. He picked up. 

She said, ñHi.ò 

The caller on the other side, Uday, said, ñKhubhé.ò 
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/ÎÌÙ ) ËÎÏ× 

I'm Navya Wadhwa, a medical student from Delhi. With a passion of 

writing poetry, I write poems on pretty heartfelt topics. For me, poetry 

is a medium of conveying emotions which you can't always be vocal 

about. Poetry is my voice to all those experiences, mindsets and 

feelings that remain hidden within our hearts. 

.ÁÖÙÁ 7ÁÄÈ×Á 

 

I can't fake being strong, 

on the outside. 

When I'm just so, 

Brittle inside. 

I get bruised, 

not knowing how, 

to heal myself. 

I get wrecked, 

not knowing how, 

to put it back together. 

I'm not so strong, 

though I try to be. 
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I'm brittle as glass, 

a fact only I know. 

Shadow it with strength, 

EVERY DAY, 

but the veils do lift. 

I don't know how, 

to give a warm hug. 

For the little girl, 

who needs it badly. 

You'll be good, 

I hope. 
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3ÈÁÙÁÒÉ 

*Ë 

 

Har ek lafz mera haal batana karta hai,  

Dil ne dafan ehsaason ka malaal bayan karta hai... 

Zuban se zahir na ho saka jo jazbaat, 

Issliye khud ko hi khud mein dafan karta hai... 

Kafan ka kaam aankhon ko de diya maine, 

Har aansu chupke se mera haal karta hai... 

Kaash koi inn aankhon se ye kafan hata kar dekh leta, 

Unme chhipe dard ko samet leta... 

Tab jaa kar dil ka malaal kam hota, 

Dafan ehsaason ka kabhi to zikar hota... 

  



 

88 

 

)Æ /ÎÌÙ 3ÏÍÅÏÎÅ 7ÏÕÌÄ ,ÉÓÔÅÎ 

*Ë 

  

If only someone would listen to me, 

Without passing judgment first. 

If only, in this life, there were someone 

I could truly call my ownð 

Someone who'd hear the whispers of my heart, 

Not someone searching for my flaws, 

Or offering answers I already know. 

  

For yes, I know the way through this storm... 

But sometimes, 

The heart doesn't seek solution- 

It simply longs to be heard. 

  

Right now, 

All I need is a little comfort: 

A gentle soul who would sit beside me, 

Listening in silence, 

Saying nothing at all. 

  

It's only for a little while, 



 

89 

 

Just a fleeting moment of solace. 

  

If only someone 

Would hold my words with their heart, 

And listen to the stories of my heart 

With their own. 

  

Sometimes, 

Even when surrounded by everything, 

The heart still feels unbearably alone. 

It buries its pain deep within, 

Hiding wounds no one ever sees. 

  

If only someone could feel this acheð 

If not forever, 

Then just for a fleeting moment, 

To listen to the sorrow 

My heart has carried in silence. 

  

I long to set free 

The pain I've kept imprisoned inside, 

To weave my wounds into words, 

And let my soul finally speak. 
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If only there were someone 

Who would listen not with their ears, 

But with their heart, 

And truly understand 

The pain that dwells within my heart. 
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0ÒÅÔÔÙ $ÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ 

3×ÁÔÉ +ÕÍÁÒÉ ɉ3ÔÁÒÌÉÄÅɊ 

 

The day I was born, I was lying in the cradle 

I heard my mummy first, she said "We got a pretty daughter " 

Slowly, I opened my frozen eyes 

To make my little heart realise 

"All eyes on me" 

" All lies in me" 

I was born to- 

Make the forgotten dreams come true 

Grinning and Toddling 

Running and Modelling 

Soon, I turned into a 5 years darling 

Sticking to my rhyme 

I always said to myself 

"You have to build a time 

To make it to yourself " 

"Twinkle Twinkle Little Star 

When you grow big ,Twinkle Twinkle like a star 

Go on! Twinkle Twinkle Little Star" 

It was 10 then- 

showing a 90's photo I asked my mommy "mommy did you like this 

fashion?" 

My mommy gave me a sweet smile and told with a deep sigh 

" yes darling ,but I wasn't able to live all my passion" 

I said -"it's okay Mommy, when I grow big I will buy you a huge mansion" 

When I turned 20, my mommy  said to me "Soon you will be married 

Choose someone who knows how flowers are carried " 

I asked- why mommy ?! 

"Cause darling every day I am awaken 

I see my reflection in you,so I can't bear seeing you broken 

I said ,it's ok Mommy I will have the Best man chosen ". 
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Now I have a last wish 

when I die, I want all the daddy's and mommy's to give me a flying kiss 

Point me in the night sky 

I want to see those words fly 

"Look! a star named Pretty Daughter" 

" Pretty Daughter". 

  



 

93 

 

,ÏÖÅ Ȥ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÇÈÔ 

I am divyanshi, a 13 years old student of class 8 from Dewas Madhya 

Pradesh. I have always writing poems and expressing my thoughts 

through creative words. I enjoy writing about love, friendship, nature 

and the beautiful moment of life. For me poetry are beautiful way to 

share feelings and turn ordinary moment into memories stay in our 

heart forever. I try to give those feelings a voice. 

$ÉÖÙÁÎÓÈÉ ÇÏÓ×ÁÍÉ 

 

your gentle smile makes me glad, 

you left me up when I am sad. 

we promise to stay side by side, 

with nothing in our heart to hide. 

 

with step so true, 

My world is brighter because of you. 

even when the storm is near, 

I know that I have nothing to fear. 

 

with sharing laughter, dreams, cheers, 

together we will pass the year. 

Hand in hand we walk along, 

Our love will always stay so strong 
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-ÉÄÎÉÇÈÔ ÒÅÖÅÒÉÅ 

Syeda Dua Zainab Kazmi is an aspiring writer and the author of 

Midnight Reverie, her debut novel. Inspired by emotions, quiet 

moments, and the beauty of unspoken stories, she writes to create 

worlds that stay with readers long after the final page.  

3ÙÅÄÁ $ÕÁ ȤÅȤ:ÁÉÎÁÂ ËÁÚÍÉ 

 

Some connections are not written in words; they are written in the stars.ò 

The silence of the mountains remained unbroken as the night grew deeper. 

The stars shimmered above like countless tiny lanterns, each carrying a 

story too distant for the world below to hear. 

A gentle breeze wandered through the valleys, brushing against the tall 

grass before disappearing into the endless darkness. 

Then, a quiet voice broke the silence. 

ñDo you think the stars ever feel lonely?ò 

The question floated gently through the cold night air. 
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4(% 3+9 4(!4 34),, 7%%03 

!ÓÉÙÁ +ÁÍÁÌ 

 

That day, the sky shattered... 

a thousand fragments falling like confessions. 

They said, ñEverythingôs under control.ò 

Tell me... 

how do you control something 

that has already lost its soul? 

  

Two hundred forty hearts... 

reduced to debris. 

Two hundred forty dreams... 

signed off as logistics. 

And yet, 

the earth turned, 

markets rose, 

mornings came... 

pretending nothing froze. 

  

What is the value of a life 

that disappears in a minute 

and returns as a hashtag? 
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Where ñRest in Peaceò trends faster 

than justice ever will? 

  

They buried the plane... 

and the truth... 

under the same soil, 

and called it closure. 

Closure?  

what a cruel synonym for forgetting. 

  

They said ñfuel cutoff.ò 

I say ñhuman cutoff.ò 

We disconnect humanity 

more easily than we do engines. 

A single switch... 

and conscience loses power. 

  

Tell me... 

what god governs systems 

where efficiency outweighs empathy, 

where time is saved, 

but lives are spent? 

  

The sky remembers, even if we donôt. 
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It limps each time another flight ascends... 

because some wounds arenôt meant to heal, 

only to remind us what ignorance cost. 

  

They built memorials of marble, 

but marble cannot mourn. 

They lit candles... 

but candles melt faster than accountability. 

  

They blamed the pilots... 

but who taught them to fear silence? 

Who signed the checklist of negligence 

and called it protocol? 

Who wrote rules 

that measured profit before pulse? 

  

Why does progress demand blood? 

Why do we fear falling 

when weôve already fallen from grace? 

  

They called it a ñblack box mystery.ò 

But truth was never lost... 

just muted. 

You canôt decode silence 
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in a world thatôs forgotten how to listen. 

  

Every plane carries two passengers... 

one chasing a destination, 

the other escaping themselves. 

And both vanish the same way... 

mid-air, mid-sentence, mid-belief. 

  

Somewhere, 

a mother still checks the clock at landing time. 

Somewhere, 

a lover still swears they heard the phone ring once more. 

But grief has no flight plan... 

it circles endlessly, 

waiting for permission to land. 

  

They call it fate. 

I call it convenience. 

Because fate never files safety reports, 

and convenience never apologizes. 

  

So tell me... 

what is life, 

if it fits inside an insurance claim? 
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What is death, 

if it rehearses for headlines? 

And what is truth, 

if silence earns more respect than honesty? 

  

They buried the plane. 

And the truth. 

But sometimes the earth hums at night... 

a low, trembling sound, 

like engines asking, 

ñDid anyone even learn?ò 

  

And I... 

I still look up, 

at a sky that pretends to be blue 

but hides its scars behind sunlight. 

A sky that learned to lie beautifully... 

because we told it to. 

  

Maybe peace isnôt the end of war, 

just the exhaustion of questions 

no one dared to answer. 

  

And when they say, ñMove on,ò 
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I whisper... 

How far 

? 

  

Because Iôm still grounded 

in the echoes of AI-171... 

under a sky 

that still weeps, 

long after the world forgot why. 
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0ÏÅÍ 

-ÁÁÈÉ .ÅÇÉ 

 

12 Saal Ki Ladki Thi, 

Chudi pahnane Ka Shauk rakhti thi, 

ÞɟÙʇ ÔɟÏ Chudi usse Tuti Mano Jaise Ho Zindagi usse ruthi 

FIR ek ek Kanch usmein sameta Chudi ko ek kagaj per Lapeta 

Óʃ¾ z×ɠ Jo Chudi Thi Tuti 

Per Ab Bhi woh 15 Baras Ki Mano nai Jindagi ke liye Thi woh Chhoti 
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0ÏÅÍ 

-ÁÁÈÉ .ÅÇÉ 

 

ÔɟØß ÞɟÙ ¾ɥ Ùî¾ɥ Îɠ  

Churi pahnane Ka Shauk rakhti thi  

ÞɟÙʇ ÔɟÏ churi usse Tuti jaise ho jindagi usse ruti 

ηÓØ ¤¾ ¤¾  ¾ɟɰÃ usne sameta churi ko ek kagaj mai lapeta 

Óʃ¾ z×ɠ jo churi thi Tuti 

Par ab bhi woh 15 baras ki ÖɟÑɨ  nayi jindagi ke liye "choti" 
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7ÈÅÎ 4ÏÍÏÒÒÏ× ,ÏÏËÓ "ÁÃË !Ô 5Ó 

3ÁÄÉÙÁ 2ÅÈÍÁÎ +ÈÁÎ 

 

There is a peculiar silence in the hours before dawnða silence in which the 

world seems to hold its breath, as though even time itself were waiting to 

see what we shall make of another day.  

Perhaps tomorrow exists somewhere in that silence.  

Not as a date upon a calendar, nor as some distant country beyond the 

horizon, but as a thousand unseen possibilities quietly taking shape beneath 

our hands. The tree we plant today may one day cast its shadow upon a 

stranger. The words we speak in passing may become a memory someone 

carries for a lifetime. A choice made in an ordinary room may, years from 

now, become part of a history we shall never live to read.  

And yet, we walk through the present as though it belongs entirely to us.  

We build, consume, discover, divide, dream, 

and hurry onward, seldom pausing to 

consider that the future is not merely 

something approaching usðit is something 

we are leaving behind for those who come 

after us.  

Perhaps, then, the question is not what 

tomorrow will bring.  

Perhaps the more unsettling question is 

this:  

When tomorrow finally turns its gaze upon 

our generation, what will it see?  

Will it see a people who merely inherited 

their moment in history, or a generation 

courageous enough to understand that every 

age is, in some measure, a promise made to the next?  
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For we are all, whether we know it or not, writing upon a page whose final 

readers have not yet been born.  

And someday, when they turn that page, our choices will be the words they 

read. 
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&ÒÉÅÎÄÓÈÉÐ !ÍÉÄÓÔ #ÈÁÏÓȡ ! 4ÁÌÅ ÏÆ #ÏÕÒÁÇÅ 

ÁÎÄ 3ÁÃÒÉǢÃÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 6ÁÌÌÅÙÓ ÏÆ +ÁÓÈÍÉÒ  

I'm a science student and a teen writer . I have always loved reading 

and this inspired me to write stories, poem and songs . 

'ÁÒÇÉ 3ÉÎÇÈ 

 

It was a bright day in the valleys of Kashmir, the heaven of India. The 

serene beauty of the hills, houses built on steep slopes, and the bustling 

crowds of tourists painted a picturesque view. In a small town near the POK 

border, life was calm and quiet. People were busy with their own work. This 

small town was known for a famous school ï the only government-affiliated 

school in that district.  

Two best friends, Meher and Nehal, were students of Class 8 in that school. 

One morning, as they walked to school together, Nehal said, ñDo you know, 

tomorrow we are going to have a war drill because of the violent attacks 

that Pakistan continues on India?ò  

Meher exclaimed, ñI am not scared! I am excited to learn how to handle 

fight or flight situations, so I can take action that would be helpful in 

emergencies.ò 

At school, the children learned how to respond during a hostage situation, a 

shooting, a fire outbreak, and how to evacuate safely. They picked up 

several life-saving skills. 

After the drill, the students 

went home and eagerly 

shared everything they had 

learned with their families.  

A few days later, on a cold 

Sunday, the two best friends 

were playing together. While 

playing, Meher hurt her leg 

badly. In their town, visiting a 

hospital was considered only 

for serious emergencies since 
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the nearest one was very far. Meherôs family consulted a village doctor, who 

advised her to rest and avoid walking. But the very next day, she insisted on 

going to school, despite her parentsô concerns. It was the day when 

academically bright students were to be recognized, and Meher was one of 

them.  

With Nehalôs help, she reached the stage to receive her award. At that 

moment, a terrifying sound echoed. It was gunfire. What they had prepared 

for in the drills was happening for real. Panic erupted. Everyone started 

running in fear. Nehal held tightly onto Meher, trying to help her escape, but 

Meherôs injured leg slowed them down. They hid in a corner, but soon the 

rushing crowd of students and teachers separated them.  

Nehal grew anxious. Her best friend couldnôt walk without her. While 

everyone else ran to save their own lives, she ran in the opposite direction to 

find Meher. At last, she saw her crouching in fear. Pulling her out of danger, 

Nehal supported Meher to move forward. Suddenly, a bullet came flying 

toward Meher. In a split second, Nehal pushed her aside, and the bullet hit 

her own arm. Meher screamed in horror. Before anyone could react, another 

bullet struck Nehalôs leg, and she collapsed unconscious.  

Just then, army personnel stormed in and neutralized the attackers. The 

injured were rushed to the hospital. Meher, though slightly bruised, wept 

inconsolably and prayed for her best friendôs life. Both families arrived at 

the hospital. After almost 24 hours, doctors successfully completed Nehalôs 

surgery. She had fainted due to severe blood loss but was saved in time. 

When Nehal finally opened her eyes, the happiest face she saw was 

Meherôs. Overwhelmed with relief, Meher scolded her for risking her life to 

save hers. Nehal only laughed weakly and replied, ñThatôs what friends are 

for.ò  
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5.3%.4 

I am a young writer who loves turning emotions, relationships, and 

the little moments of life into words. I believe that not every feeling 

needs to be spoken; some feelings are better expressed through 

writing. My inspiration often comes from the things I see, experience, 

imagine, and feel in everyday life.  

3ÕÒÙÁ $ÅÂÎÁÔÈ 

 

Are all words meant to be spoken? 

Perhaps not. 

Or perhaps ... 

Some words are born only to remain inside us. 

 

We spend years , 

talking to the people we love. 

 

About ordinary days. 

About sleepless nights. 

About favourite songs, 

unfinished dreams, 

and random little things that disappear with time. 

 

Yet somehow ... 

the words that matter most, 

stay imprisoned behind hesitant lips. 
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Not because they are difficult to say, 

but because they are too precious to- 

losing the person listening. 

 

Love does not always arrive wearing its own name. 

Sometimes ... 

It quietly introduces itself as friendship. 

That was us. 

 

I never searched for love. 

I was simply grateful that , 

life had given me someone who stayed. 

 

Someone who remembered the little things- 

"Have you eaten?" 

"Did you reach home safely?" 

"Are you feeling better today?" 

 

You never knew, 

Those ordinary questions felt like home to someone- 

who had spent years feeling homeless inside his own heart. 

 

The strange thing about care ... 
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is that it never announces, 

when it becomes love. 

 

One day, 

without even realizing, 

I stopped counting how many times we spoke. 

I started counting how peaceful my day felt - 

after hearing your voice. 

 

Whenever the sky grew heavy inside me, 

I never had to explain. 

Before I could hide the rain, 

you somehow noticed the clouds. 

And somehow ... 

you always knew how to bring back my sunlight. 

 

I wish I could say, 

I cared for you just as beautifully. 

 

Maybe I wasn't good with words. 

Maybe I never understood- 

"What was love supposed to look like?" 

 

But I knew this- 
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every road felt safer, 

when I walked beside you. 

 

Every illness of yours felt heavier, 

than my own. 

 

Every smile you wore became- 

another reason for me , 

to survive the day. 

 

Then ... 

something changed. 

Or perhaps, 

it had always been changing. 

 

Friendship- 

when held too close for too long, 

sometimes forgets where it ends. 

One heart crosses the line. 

The other ... 

never notices. 

Mine did. 

Quietly. 

Without permission. 
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Without warning. 

Without asking whether- 

you would ever feel the same. 

 

Slowly, 

you became the first person, 

I wanted to tell every good news. 

 

The first person I searched for- 

inside every crowd. 

The last thought before sleep. 

The first prayer after waking. 

 

My feelings never became love letters. 

They became 

unfinished drafts. 

Unsent messages. 

 

Countless times, 

I typed- 

"I think ... 

I've fallen for you." 

 

Then I stared at the screen, 
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watching my heartbeat inside those words. 

And every single time, 

I pressed 

"Delete". 

 

Because losing my love 

hurt less- 

than losing 

my only friend. 

 

So I chose silence. 

Again. 

And again. 

And again. 

Until silence became another language between us. 

 

Ten years ... 

is a strange amount of time. 

 

Long enough, 

to become family. 

Long enough 

to believe- 

someone will always be there. 
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Maybe that belief was my greatest mistake. 

 

I thought, 

there would always be- 

another tomorrow. 

Another conversation. 

Another chance. 

 

I was wrong ... 

On the day I finally decided to tell you everything, 

I carried flowers instead of fear. 

For the first time, 

my heart was ready to stop hiding. 

 

Then ... 

you smiled. 

The same smile 

I had spent years protecting inside my memories. 

 

You looked at me, 

then at him, 

and said- 

"Meet my boyfriend." 
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"We're getting married soon." 

 

Isn't it strange ... 

how a single sentence, 

can quietly destroy- 

ten years ... 

without making any sound? 

 

The flowers never reached your hands. 

The confession never reached your heart. 

Only I returned home, 

holding 

a bouquet that no longer had a reason, 

ten years that no longer had a future, 

and. 

a heart- 

still carrying every word, 

I never sent. 

 

Perhaps 

I was too late. 

 

Or perhaps, 

some feelings are never meant- 
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to become conversations. 

They exist only- 

as blinking cursors, 

half-written confessions, 

and messages saved nowhere ... 

 

except 

 

inside the heart, 

of the one- 

who never pressed Send 
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 Ȱ "/*5 ȱ 

I'm Nehemiah Ekten. Born in hilly region in Nepal in 2004. Currently 

in Qatar for foreign employment. My journey in writing started with 

writing lyrics of my own songs, which aren't published yet because 

I'm not a singer or songwriter. That was out of hobby but that gave 

me a habit of writing my hearts out and expressing what's inside. 

.ÅÈÅÍÉÁÈ %ËÔÅÎ 

  

ñ Itôs almost been a year since weôve arrived in Qatar, isnôt it?ò  

  

ñ A year! Itôs been more than a year, almost 14 months as of this February.ò 

Roshan replied to me with an unclear voice as he still had a spoon inside his 

mouth. 

  

ñ Donôt you know Roshan, Nehemiah always forgets the dates, he just 

couldnôt keep up with it.ò 

Ashal shouted from a few metres away, he was washing his hands in a 

basin. 

  

ñ We arrived in Doha at 22, joined the company and did paperwork, 

registration, bla bla on 23rd of December.ò Ashal made his way to the table, 

showing off his precise knowledge about the dates. 

  

ñ 2025, You missed 2025.ò Roshan tauntingly addressed him. 

  

Food was already served on the table, Roshan was having his choice of 

keema noodles. And despite being meat items placed all over, Ashal had 

ordered for veg thukpa and started to have it. I pushed chicken dumplings 

towards him and signaled him to try it. 

  

ñ I wonôt.ò He nodded in disagreement. 

  

I saw Roshan giving me an eye. 

  

ñ My grandfather has died recently, so Iôm mourning for him. Though he 

didnôt love and cared much about me but still Iôll mourn for him, thatôs why 

Iôm not eating meat for 10 days.ò Ashal said, moving aside the chicken 

dumplings. 
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Ashal words echoed in my mind. And the question was lingering within me, 

why would he do so, despite the hatred? It made me think about my 

grandparents. 

  

My grandfather, I never saw him, not in person nor in photos. My mom told 

me that he had passed away long before she was married to my father. So 

she didnôt have a chance to get to know him either. 

  

And my grandmother, I grew up hating her. I hated her so much that till now 

I donôt even know her name. The reason came from my mom,  

  

ñ When you were still in my womb, nobody helped me with my chores. 

They used to say weôve become untouchable and 

refused to help us even with our 

harvesting, and your grandmother, 

despite knowing that Iôm pregnant and 

am unable to perform even a simple 

task properly, used to leave me alone 

with all the work pending, instead 

just roaming around the village.ò 

  

  

 I was born and raised in a Christian 

family, but my parents were not. 

They turned into Christianity in 

about 2001, a year before I was 

born. Christianity was spreading 

rapidly those days, missionaries 

were to be seen preaching the word 

of God door to door, village to 

village, and that was the wave that 

carried away my parents too. At the 

time those who turned themselves 

into Christianity were cast out of 

the society, I heard that some were 

even killed, burned alive and beaten 

to death. 

  

When my parents became Christians, first my dad, then my mother, the 

whole village; brothers on father's side, relatives turned their back on us, 

and even my grandmother was included. 

  

  

I donôt recall what the village used to be like back then. By the time a child 

starts to remember about their childhood, I was already at a hostel. It was a 

hostel where orphans and children from very poor families were admitted. 
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 As my parents were cast out of the village, my dad lost his job as teacher, 

the only source of income, and with no options left I was sent to a hostel 

because they couldnôt afford much. So they decided to send me to a hostel, 

whereas my Dad left for Malaysia, to stabilize the financial condition. 

  

We arrived at Kadamtala, India. As for a child who barely has stepped out 

of the village, the hustle and bustle of the city was so much more to process. 

My mom wore a saffron Kurtha with small black flower patterns and flat 

sandals. We entered through a large iron gate, a huge building that stood 

like a mansion, a big yard surrounded by walls as if it was a fortress. 

  

ñ Don't worry babu, I'll soon come for you.ò My mom left right after saying 

those very words.  

  

ñ Itôs a lie.ò I said to myself. But still hoped she would return to take me 

back. 

  

I spent my 3 years there, each day hoping that sheôll come for me and 

setting my eyes towards the same iron gate which I came in from. Every 

night, being there was followed by a nightmare; I would see something 

heaving falling from above and crushing me, and me being unable to lift it 

up, used to wake up drenched in sweat and fear. I really hated dreaming 

then. 

  

Living was already hard those days, and adding up they left the village with 

just the clothes they were wearing, a couple of plates, a pot to cook and a 

few thousand rupees which my mom got by selling the oxen she got from 

her side of the family on marriage.  

  

I was later retrieved from the hostel when the financial situation stabilized a 

bit. My mom came to take me, and by then my parents were living in 

Dudhe, Jhapa. One storey house, with a small spring running in front, no 

walls to surround the house, just a small bamboo fence of about 4 feet in 

height. I made my way through a bridge made of bamboo, then a lawn and 

to a room; two beds, television on the table, right beside the door, which my 

dad might have brought from Malaysia, a stand fan and a dvd player. I 

learned from my Mom that the Chaudhary family owns the house. 

  

One fine summer our grandmother paid a visit to us, our room was already 

small and adding one more person made it smaller. Maybe because of the 

age she had gotten a little slow and timid, she used to gaze continuously 

outside the window, without moving as if sheôs a statue. She barely spoke to 

us. Whatever time she spent with us, all she used to do was gaze outside the 

window. 

  



 

119 

 

Due to hatred towards her I must say or maybe it was my childishness, one 

day I lit a firecracker and threw it at her. Which disturbed her silence and 

she was startled and started weeping. Her tears slowly rolled down her 

wrinkled cheeks. She pulled up to Patuki and wiped her tears still not 

looking towards me. The sound of a firecracker brought my parents to the 

room. 

  

ñ Nammu, threw a firecracker at me.ò She said looking at my father. 

  

My dad saw her sobbing, and a fresh smoke of firecracker still hovering in 

the room. 

  

Her weeping turned into crying, and sobbing into wailing as she saw Dad 

and Mom being present in the room. 

  

She later left our place to stay with her other son in the valley. She used to 

move from one place to another to her sonôs and daughterôs. My Dad has 4 

brothers and 3 sisters, heôs 3rd one. 

  

It was winter of 2019, I was enrolled in a theological seminary, Presbyterian 

Theological Seminary, located at Sunakothi, Lalitpur as a fresher. Due to the 

sudden demise of our Tumma ( Dadôs eldest brotherôs wife), I had to leave 

for Ilam immediately; I took the bus the same night I received the news 

from my Mom. All of our relatives were gathered to attend the funeral, 

many of them I never knew or ever saw. I stayed a couple of days in Ilam 

and as my classes were going on so I had to take a leave. I met everyone 

possible before leaving. 

  

ñ Donôt forget to meet your grandmother before leaving.ò My mom shouted 

from the kitchen. 

  

I was done with my packing stuff and paced towards my grandmother's 

room to pay her a visit. 

  

Her appearance is the same as she used to be, even her behavior, she was 

lost in her own thoughts. I approached her room, slowly opening the door. 

  

ñ Who is it?ò She asked, facing towards me. She was looking at me yet 

didnôt recognize me. 

  

ñ Itôs me Boju, Nehemiah.ò I replied. She didnôt seem to respond. I repeated 

again. 

  

ñ Nammu, Iôm Nammu Boju.ò Now a little louder than before and with 

irritation. 
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A firm smile appeared on her face when she heard my voice. She squinted 

her eyes as if she hadn't yet seen me. And then I realized that her eye sight 

has got really worse and her hearing too. 

  

I went near her, held her hands. I could feel muscles on her back of hands 

and the dry and cold hands, which might be because of the weather. 

  

ñ Boju, Iôm leaving for Kathmandu today.ò 

  

She removed her hands from mine and wiped her falling tears, she started 

sobbing again. 

  

I donôt know why sheôs weeping now. I was totally out of words to tell her 

now. I was just here to let her know that Iôm leaving and in confusion of 

what to say now I said, 

  

 ñ Boju, when I come next time Iôll bring you two granddaughters in law.ò 

  

She burst out laughing. And I left afterwards as she stopped her crying. 

  

  

I didnôt have an encounter with her after that for a long time. I spent my 

years after SEE at Kathmandu, hardly visited home and had no news about 

her and I didnôt bother asking either. 

  

Until, years later when the whole country was in a pandemic, due to 

COVID-19. I returned from the valley to Damak to be with my family. 

  

We all were locked inside the room. Everyone was hopeless; news of people 

dying, all transportation stopped, shops as well, curfew all around as the 

patients grew rapidly in numbers. 

  

As it was all going many people were returning to their villages, and 

suddenly my dad despite being weakened by fever spoke,  

  

ñI think we must as well go to the village.ò 

  

ñHow will we ?ò I asked him with a puzzled look. 

  

ñItôll be a little difficult but within 3 or 4 days we might reach it. None of 

the vehicles are available and thatôs the only option.ò 

  

ñ3, 4 days of continuous walking, whoôll be able to walk and sustain that 

long? Mom! Piku!ò I looked at them calling them accordingly.  

  



 

121 

 

Priscilla, my sister whoôs 10 years younger than me, whom I love calling 

Piku in short. 

Silence filled the room. 

  

ñ Donôt think that along with Mom and Piku weôll travel all the way through 

the jungle to that damn village, which cast you out and to those villagers 

who never accepted you,ò I spoke with rage. 

  

Mom and dad both remained silent, maybe they knew Iôm partly right too. 

My sister was too small to understand any of this, but she was excited when 

she heard of the village. Weôve been there once or twice while visiting our 

maternal uncleôs house, it comes in a way.  

  

Our small family discussion was distracted by a phone ringing, it was a call 

from Tumba, notifying us that grandmother is seriously ill and has wished 

to see my father and mother in specific. 

  

  

I found out that she passed away the day my parents reached there, when 

mom informed me about it through the phone. 

  

They returned only after finishing her funeral, and when I asked my mom 

how it went, she replied that when they reached there she was not conscious 

enough to recognize people, and all she was saying was, when will Saila, 

Saili arrive. And when we reached there and let her know that weôve 

arrived, she silently passed away after a while. 

  

ñ It felt like she was just holding on to her life until we arrived.ò Mom 

added. 

  

  

ñIs your grandfather dead too?ò Roshan asked me, breaking my silence. 

  

ñWhat! Why?ò 

  

ñThen why arenôt you eating? Finish it before it gets cold.ò 

  

We finished eating, and Roshan asked for the bill receipt. I voluntarily paid 

by card. I ignored the notification bell thinking that itôs payment 

notification. But when I checked my phone when we were in a car heading 

towards our room. It was a text from Priscilla. 

  

ñMomôs birthday is 2035/10/26 and Dadôs 2033/03/22.ò  
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ñAsk mom about Bojuôs name too.ò As I sent the message, I saw the time 

was 7:20 AM. Nepal is about two and half hours ahead of Qatar. So I made 

a call to my mom. 

  

ñWhatôs Bojuôs name mummy?ò 

  

ñWhy?ò 

  

ñJust say it.ò 

  

ñChandramaya Ekten.ò 

  

ñEkten! Before she was married to our Bajey, what was her surname?ò 

  

ñLingdam, Lingdam Limbu.ò 

  

ñOkay , bye bye.ò I hung up the call. 

  

I didnôt mourn for her, nor felt remorse about her but if I could have met her 

exactly the time before her last breath. I would firstly ask for forgiveness for 

throwing a firecracker at her. And tell her that Piku loves her. I would have 

held her hands again with care this time and told her I was unable to bring 

her two granddaughters in law but will surely find someone someday. And 

at last, I would have asked her name and listened to her saying it herself, 

Chandramaya Lingdam Limbu.  
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Koyel Mandal is a third-year English Honours student with a deep 

love for literature and creative writing. Her writing explores family, 

identity, silence, resilience, and the emotions left unspoken. She 

dreams of pursuing a PhD in English and hopes to express the stories 

she could never say aloud through her writing. 

+ÏÙÅÌ -ÁÎÄÁÌ 

  

I was too young 

to understand 

that I had lost my mother. 

  

Before I could know her voice, 

I knew her absence. 

  

I grew up watching other children 

run to their fathers, 

ask for little things, 

laugh, complain, 

and receive the love 

they never had to ask for. 

  

I watched them 

and quietly wonderedð 

  

Why not me? 

  

My father was alive, 

but he was an absent father. 

  

He never accepted me 

the way a daughter longs 

to be accepted by her father. 

  

And somewhere inside me, 

a question grewð 

  

What was my sin? 

  

Was it my fault 

that I lost my mother 
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when I was only an infant? 

  

Was it my fault 

that my father could not love me? 

  

Whom could I ask? 

  

I never found the words. 

  

So many wishes, 

so many feelings, 

so many little dreams 

were buried beneath 

a pile of silence. 

  

I never had 

the childhood I imagined. 

  

But I had my grandparents. 

  

They became my guardians, 

my home, 

my strength. 

  

Even at twenty, 

when I break down 

over the things I never had, 

they remain beside me. 

  

I have failed. 

I have fallen. 

But when I was broken, 

they were not. 

  

They kept believing in me. 

  

So I continued my studies. 

I kept dreaming. 

  

Today, I want to write 

what I could never say aloud. 

  

Perhaps I will never know 

why I was denied the love 

I deserved. 
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But I know this nowð 

  

I was only a child. 

I did nothing wrong. 

  

And the girl 

who once had no words 

now has a pen. 

  

With it, 

I will finally tell 

the story of my life. 
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ÔÈÅ ÓÁÃÒÅÄ ÔÉÅ ɉ ÒÁËÈÉɊ 

ÁÎ×ÅÓÈÁ ÖÅÒÍÁ 

 

a tiny thread around the wrist 

A bond no distance can resist. 

It holds the laughter, holds the tears, 

A bond that grows more precious through the years. 

Not made of gold or fame 

Yet nothing else could feel the same. 

it isn't a simple knot it's the promise that's true 

That says I'll always stand by you 

Through every storm and every fight, 

A sacred bond that guides to light  

Rakhi is more than threads we tie  
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It's a reminder that, to save you from all the bullets I'll take them all and die 

And when the years have come and gone 

This sacred bond will stay untouched and live 

on 
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"ÅÁÕÔÙ 

4ÁÎÉÓÈÁ 

 

The fair color of skin, beautiful face, big eyes, cute smile, big height, long 

hair. Is the beauty bound by only these few things?? Does beauty only lies 

in the body??  

What about those kind hearted, selfless people who love everybody?? Those 

beautiful hearts who are always ready to make sacrifices.  

In a world full of fair faces with black hearts, aren't the people with little 

outward beauty but purest hearts are the best?? 

Beauty lies in the beautiful hearts not in beautiful faces.  

"You are beautiful the way you are." 

A Thoughtful Girl  
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'ÅÎÄÅÒ ×ÁÒ  

4ÁÎÉÓÈÁ 

 

In every corner of the world, there is a war going on, gender war is one of 

them. This war says that girls are gold diggers, selfish, gossip queens and 

they play with boys. On the other side, it says that boys are heartless, 

egoistic, liars,  they defame girls and take advantage of girls. 

This gender war is not new. Time is becoming modern but don't know why 

this chain doesn't break. Bad things and bad happenings do not depend on 

gender; they depend on human beings.  

This war is not about who is right and who is wrong whether it's a male or a 

female.  

It's about how cruel our world is which destroys happy families.  

My Dear Friends, niceness and cruelty do not depend on gender. It is just 

society's way of thinking. 
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Hi, Iôm PB.Prudvika, a young writer who loves expressing thoughts 

and feelings through words. I enjoy writing poems and stories about 

friendship, emotions, memories, and the little things we often feel but 

donôt know how to say. Writing is a way for me to turn my feelings 

into something meaningful and share a part of myself with others.  
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I kept texting you, even when you stopped texting me first. 

I kept asking if you were okay, even when you never asked about me. 

I remembered the little things about you, while slowly realizing that you 

were forgetting the little things about us. 

Maybe I was holding onto a friendship that had already let go of me. 

I kept telling myself, ñMaybe they're busy. Maybe tomorrow they'll text.ò 

But tomorrow came. 

And nothing changed. 

So one day, I stopped trying. 

Not because I stopped caring. 

Not because I hated you. 

I was just tired of being the only one trying to keep us 

together. 

And strangely, when I stopped texting, you didn't come 

looking for me. 

That hurt more than I expected. 

But it also taught me something. 

Sometimes, losing a friendship isn't really about losing someone. 
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Sometimes, it's about finding yourself again after spending so long trying to 

be enough for someone who had already stopped choosing you. 

I still miss the friendship we had. 

But now, I know, 

I shouldn't have to beg someone to stay. 

And maybe that's where my hope begins. 
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I am an academic writer, an aspiring poet looking for opportunities to 

improve my poetic journey. I am inspired by little things in life such 

as the random rainfall, an overcast sky, and crowded places..  
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I hear the siren that resembles an ultimatum, a deadline  

The heart pounding like the bird in a cage fighting for its life  

I look around, no familiar face, no safe place to hide  

Should I run or should I just be a little patient? 

 

I see a crowd rushing towards the train  

As if it is bound to leave them there  

Some were left hurt; I see many selfish 

faces  

Should I be selfless? Should I be more 

patient? 

 

A Minute later, I hear another call  

A call that is distinct from every other I 

have ever heard of 

The crowd becomes more engaged; 

their patience now comes to an end  

The platforms have now become a 

symbol of hope 
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A distant light appears to be too close  

The towering clock does not want to rest  

The heart keeps pounding as if Iôm the culprit  

A call is to be made very soon, a final call.  

 

I hear in distant ñThis is the last trainò 

I ask the passerby if it is true.  

He was afraid, he was impatient. 

He just nodded his head and turned away.  

 

A moment of brief silence was all I needed  

In the crowdest place I wish never to be  

I looked around, I still see them rushing towards the train  

Should I follow the crowd or simply walk at my pace?  

 

The departure time seems farther away than the next platform 

A final call is now made, a whistle is blown  

The crowd diminishes like the polar ice  

Partially happy and sad, but completely composed.  

 

The urge to reach home beats every crowd and rush  

I was happy and smiling, yet no familiar faces to follow  

I looked out of the window, a moment of serenity and comfort  

Distinguished and less ordinary. 
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As the world begins to slide away slowly  

My heart starts to pound again, but this time for different reasons 

I am finally going home, to embrace what I call my own.  

I am finally going home on the last train home.  

7ÈÅÒÅ .Ï ÏÎÅ +ÎÏ×Ó 

She writes with simplicity and honesty, turning ordinary thoughts into 

verses that feel deeply personal. For Maria, poetry is not just about 

creating beautiful words,it is about giving feelings a voice and 

making someone, somewhere, feel a little less alone. 
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I can't recall the time or place, 

When pain became a warm embrace. 

When "Ouch! I fell, it hurts a bit," 

Turned into wounds I chose to slit. 

  

A childhood scrape would bring a tear, 

But arms would pull me safe and near. 

Now silence wraps around my chest, 

And pain's the friend I know the best. 

  

I used to cry when I would fall, 

Now, I don't feel a thing at all. 
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A bruise back then meant careless play, 

But now, I hide my scars away. 

  

When did my hands, so soft, so small, 

Decide that they must bear it all? 

When did my skin, so pure, so light, 

Become a canvas for the night? 

  

I trace the lines, both old and new, 

A map of battles no one knew. 

They whisper secrets, tales untold, 

Of nights so dark and hands so cold. 

  

I lock the door, the world outside, 

No one will see, no one will find. 

The room is cold, the light is dim, 

A deep, slow breath, then I give in. 

  

The blade moves slow, the pulse beats thin, 

A war once fought now caves within. 

A breath, a blink, then fading slow, 

Into the dark where no one shall know. 
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HINDI 
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ŬĶśŶ śŰŉūĩſ Ĥŋŉů ˧ņū? 

!ÐÁÒÎÁ 2ÁÕÔ 

 

ŏŻŉ őŜŉŶ œĸů Ɵſ ŏƑ, 

őŜŅů Ɵſ ĻŰʒů śūňŶ, 

ǎū Ķƛſ, ŬĶśŶ śŰŉūĩſ 

ĤŋŉŶ ŏŉ Ķů ˧ņū? 

Ĥĸő ĶŜ Ňűſ śōĶź Ĥŋŉů ŋůšū, 

Ņź Ƭ  ˰ĨŁƎĸŶ ŏŶőŶ ƬŶŏ ŋő, 

ĳő ŇźŚů ŁŜőūĮ ĽūĲĸŶ ŅŰŏð 

Ŝő Ĩś ōūŅ ĶŶ ŬœĮ 

ŬĽśĶū ĨɃő ŘūŐŇ 

ŏŶőŶ ŋūś Ŏů ŉŜůƁί 

ŏŶőū ƝŇŐ ŅšŋŅū Ŝŷ 

ŅŰˇūőů ĤŉŰŋŮ̓ŬŅ ŏƎ, 

ĳő ŅŰŏð 

ŬŇķūŅŶ Ŝź ōś ĳŋĻūŭőĶŅūί 

ǎū Ŝź ĸŐū Ŝŷ ŏŰľŶ? 

ǎźƁ Ŝź ĸħ Ɵſ ŏƑ ĦŅŉů śƁŗŶŇŉŘůœ? 

ōūŅ-ōūŅ ŋő Ŏő ĥŅů ŜƑ ŐŶ ĥſķƎ, 

ĳő ĽūŉŶ ǎźƁ, 

ŏŰľŶ ŅŰˇūőů ŐūŇ ŉŜůƁ ĥŅůð 

ŐūŇ ĥŅů ŜƑ ŏŰľŶ ŏŶőůί 

ŗŜů ŏƑ, 

Ľź ĶŎů įśů œšŬĶŐźƁ ŋő 

ĨŋŜūś ŬĶŐū ĶőŅů ņů, 

Ľź ƬŶŏ ŏƎ ̠ŐƁ Ķź ķź ōŷŁŅů ņůƁί 

ĥĽ ĥħŉū ŇŶķŅů Ɵſ Ņź 

ĨŉŏƎ Ĥŋŉū Ŝů ĻŶŜőū ŬŇķŅū Ŝŷί 
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ƬŶŏ ƛŋů Ľůŗŉ Ķū 

ĮĶ śŰƁŇő ̠ʑ śĽūŐū ņū ŏƑŉŶ, 

Ĥō ƬŶŏ Řʦ śŰŉĶő Ŝů 

ŏŉ ŎŐ śŶ Ŏő ĽūŅū Ŝŷί 

ǎū ōŅūĩſ ŅŰˇƎð 

ŏŰľŶ ŉŜůƁ ĻūŬŜĮ ŅŰŏ, 

ŉ ŅŰˇūőū śūņ, 

ŉ ŅŰˇūőů ŬŇķūŗŀů ŬţƠ, 

ŉ ŅŰˇūőŶ śūņ 

ŗŜ ōŉūŗŀů-śū ŭő˯ūί 

ĻūŬŜĮ Ņź ōśð 

Ĩŉ ŐūŇźƁ ĶŶ ŬŋƁĽőŶ śŶ ĥŠūŇůί 

ŉţőŅ őŜŅů Ŝŷ ŏŶőů ĥſķźƁ ŏƎ ŅŰˇūőŶ ŬœĮ, 

ŋő ŏŶőŶ ŬŇœ ŋő 

ĥĽ Ŏů Ŭœķū Ŝŷ ŅŰˇūőū ŉūŏί 

ĳő ŬŌő ŗŜů Ƭ  ˰œŻŀ ĥŅū Ŝŷð 

ōŅūĲ, ǎū Ķƛſ ŏƑ? 

ŬĶśŶ śŰŉūĩſ Ĥŋŉů ˧ņū? 
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Ňź ŋőļūĦŐūſ 

!ÁÒÚÕ 

 

Ņź ĮĶ Řūŏ Ňź ŋőļūĦŐūſ ŬŏœůƁ, ĮĶ ŋŰőūŉŶ ōőĸŇ ĶŶ ŉůĻŶί 

śűőĽ Ńœ őŜū ņū ĳő ŗź ŇźŉźƁ ňůőŶ-ňůőŶ ĮĶ ŇűśőŶ ŏƎ ĹŰœ őŜů ņůƁί 

ŋŜœů ŋőļūħ ŉŶ ŋűļū, "ǎū Ŝŏ ŋŜœŶ Ŏů ĶŜůƁ ŬŏœŶ ŜƑ?" 

Ňűśőů ĶŰ ļ ŇŶő ŅĶ ĻŰŋ őŜů, ŬŌő ōźœů, "ŋŅū ŉŜůƁ, ŏĸő ŅŰˇūőŶ ŋūś ķšů ŜźĶő 

ŏŰľŶ ĤĽŉōů Ľŷśū ŉŜůƁ œĸŅūί" 

Ŝŗū ōŜ őŜů ņů, ŋŶšźƁ ĶŶ ŋɃŶ ŬŜœ őŜŶ ņŶ ĳő ŇźŉźƁ ŋőļūĦŐūſ Šŏůŉ ŋő ĮĶ ŇűśőŶ 

Ķź ļű őŜů ņůƁί 

ŋŜœů ŉŶ ŬŌő ŋűļū, "ǎū ŅŰˇƎ ĶŎů įśū œĸŅū Ŝŷ ŬĶ ŅŰŏ ŬĶśů Ķź Ŏűœ ĻŰĶů Ŝź, 

ŏĸő ŋűőů ŅőŜ ŉŜůƁ?" 

Ňűśőů ŏŰ Ű̉ őūħ ĳő ōźœů, "Ŝūſ, ĽŷśŶ Ķźħ ŉūŏ ŐūŇ ŉŜůƁ ŏĸő ĨśĶů Ķŏů ŐūŇ 

Ŝŷί" 

Řūŏ ĳő ĸŜőů Ŝź ĸħ, Ĥō ŇźŉźƁ ŋőļūĦŐūſ 

œĸŎĸ ĮĶ Ŝź ĻŰĶů ņůƁί 

ŋŜœů ŉŶ ňůőŶ śŶ ŋűļū, "Ĥĸő Ŝŏ śĻ ŏƎ ĶŎů ŬŏœŶ 

ņŶ, Ņź ŬōļšŶ ǎźƁ?" 

Ňűśőů ŉŶ Ľŗūō ŬŇŐū, "ŘūŐŇ ĦśŬœĮ ŬĶ Řőůő Ķů 

Ĩư ŜźŅů Ŝŷ, ƛŜ Ķů ŉŜůƁί" 

ĶŰ ļ ŇŶő ŇźŉźƁ ķūŏźŘ őŜŶ, ŬŌő ŋŜœů ŋőļūħ ŉŶ 

ĶŜū, "ĤĽůō Ŝŷ, ŏŰľŶ ŅŰˇūőū ĻŶŜőū ŐūŇ ŉŜůƁ, 

ĥŗūŠ Ŏů ŉŜůƁ, ŐŜūſ ŅĶ ŬĶ ŅŰˇūőū ŉūŏ Ŏů ŐūŇ 

ŉŜůƁ, ŬŌő Ŏů œĸŅū Ŝŷ ŬĶ ŏƑŉŶ ĶŎů ŅŰˇƎ ōƞŅ ʕūő 

ŬĶŐū ņūί" 
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Ňűśőů ŋőļūħ ŏŰ Ű̉ őūħ ĳő ōźœů, "ŘūŐŇ ŬĶŐū Ŝźĸū, ǎźƁŬĶ ŏźŜʪŅ ŐūŇŇū˯ 

ŏƎ ŉŜůƁ őŜŅů, ƛŜ ŏƎ őŜŅů Ŝŷί" 

ĦŅŉŶ ŏƎ śűőĽ ŋűőů ŅőŜ łűō ĸŐū, ŇźŉźƁ ŋőļūĦŐūſ ĤſňŶőŶ ŏƎ ķźŉŶ œĸůƁί ĽūŉŶ śŶ ŋŜœŶ 

Ňűśőů ŋőļūħ ŉŶ ĶŜū, "ĤĸœŶ Ľŉŏ ŏƎ Ĥĸő ŬŏœƎ ĳő ŋŜĻūŉ ŉ ŋūĮſ, Ņź ĨŇūś 

ŏŅ Ŝźŉūί ĶŰ ļ ŭő˯Ŷ ŋŜĻūŉ śŶ ŉŜůƁ, ŋŜĻūŉ œŶŉŶ Ķů ĻūŜ śŶ ŬŠƁŇū őŜŅŶ ŜƑί" 

ĳő ŬŌő ĤſňŶőŶ ŉŶ ŇźŉźƁ Ķź Ĥŋŉů ōūŜźƁ ŏƎ śŏŶŀ ŬœŐūί 

Ĩś őūŅ ŏŰľŶ ŋŜœů ōūő œĸū ŬĶ ŘūŐŇ ĶŰ ļ œźĸ ŏőŅŶ ŉŜůƁ, ōś Řőůő ļźšĶő 

ĮĶ ŇűśőŶ Ķů ŋőļūĦŐźƁ ŏƎ őŜŉŶ œĸŅŶ ŜƑί 
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ŬĽƁŇĸů : ĮĶ ĥňů Ľœů ŬśĸőŶŀ 

!ÁÒÚÕ 

 

ŗŜů ĮĶ ŏŶŠ Ŝŷ ĶźŉŶ ŏƎ őƾů, 

ŬĽśĶŶ ŋūŐźƁ Ķź ŇůŏĶ ŉŶ ņźšū Ļķ ŬœŐū Ŝŷ, 

ĳő Ĩś ŋő őƾū ŗź ĶūſĻ Ķū ĮŘŀƊŶ... 

ŬĽśŏƎ Ķœ Řō Ķů ĥňů Ľœů ŬśĸőŶŀ Ķū ňŰĥſ, 

Ĥō Ŏů ŬĶśů Ĥňűőů ōūŅ Ķů ŅőŜ Ŝŗū ŏƎ ŅŷőŅū Ŝŷί 

ŬŠƁŇĸů Ŏů Ņź Ħśů ŬśĸőŶŀ Ľŷśů Ŝŷ, 

śŰœĸŅů őŜŅů Ŝŷ ĥŬŜ̏ū-ĥŬŜ̏ū, 

ĶŰ ļ őūķ ōŉĶŶ ŉůĻŶ Ŭĸő ĽūŅū Ŝŷ, 

ĳő ĶŰ ļ ňŰĥſ ōŉĶŶ ŐūŇźƁ ĶŶ ĥśŏūŉ ŏƎ ķź ĽūŅū Ŝŷί 

śŰŉź... ŗź Ľź ĶŏőŶ Ķů ōūħƁ Ņőţ Ĥœŏūőů Ŝŷ ŉ, 

ĨśĶŶ Ŏūőů śūķű ĶŶ ŇőŗūĽŶ Ľō Ŏů ķŰœŅŶ ŜƑ, 

ĮĶ ĤĽůō śů ŏŜĶ ŋűőŶ ĶŏőŶ ŏƎ Ōŷ œ ĽūŅů Ŝŷί 

ŋŰőūŉů ŬĶŅūōźƁ ĶŶ ŋʂźƁ Ķů ŏŜĶ, 

śűķŶ ƞĮ ĸŰœūō Ķů ŗź ŋɃů, Ľź ĶŎů ŬĶśů ŉŶ... 

Şŷő, ĽūŉŶ Ňź, ŗź ŬĶ̡ū Ĥō ŋŰőūŉū ƞĥί 

ŋő ĤĽůō ōūŅ Ŝŷ... 

Ŭŝ̡Ŷ ŋŰőūŉŶ ŜźĶő Ŏů ŏőŅŶ ĶŜūſ ŜƑ? 

ŗź Ņź Ĥœŏūőů ĶŶ ŇőūŠźƁ ŏƎ ļŰŋĶő ōŷŁ ĽūŅŶ ŜƑ, 

ĳő ĽŷśŶ Ŝů Ŝŏ ŃűſŃŉŶ ŬŉĶœŅŶ ŜƑ Ķźħ Šƛőů ĶūşŠ, 

ŗź śūŏŉŶ ĥĶő ķšŶ Ŝź ĽūŅŶ ŜƑ, 

ŬōœĶŰ œ ŬĶśů ŋŰőūŉŶ Ňź ̏Ķů ŅőŜ, 

ĶƁ ňŶ ŋő Ŝūņ őķĶő ŋűļŅŶ ŜƑð "ŋŜĻūŉū?" 

ŗ  ̩Ķů Ŏů Ĥŋŉů ĮĶ Ĥœĸ Ŝů ŬŠŇ Ŝŷ, 

ŐŶ ŉŇů Ķů ŅőŜ ōŜŅū Ņź Ŝŷ, 

ŏĸő ĶŰ ļ ŋɆőźƁ Ķź ĤŋŉŶ śūņ ōŜū œŶ ĽūŅū Ŝŷ, 

ĳő ĶŰ ļ Ķź ŗŜůƁ ŬĶŉūőŶ ŋő ļźš ĽūŅū Ŝŷ... ŜŏŶŘū ĶŶ ŬœĮί 

Ŝŏ Ŏů Ņź Ĩśů ŬĶŉūőŶ ŋő ōŷŁŶ ŜƑ, 
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ŋūſŗ Ķź ŋūŉů ŏƎ łŰōźĮ ƞĮ, 

ĳő śźĻ őŜŶ ŜƑ ŬĶ Ľź ōŜ ĸŐū ŗź ŗ  ̩ņū, 

Őū ŗź Ŝŏ ņŶ, Ľź ŗŜůƁ ŁŜő ĸĮ? 

ĻūŐ ŁƁłů Ŝź őŜů Ŝŷ ŏŶŠ ŋő, 

ōūŜő ňűŋ Ĥō ŇōŶ ŋūſŗ Ŭśŏŀ őŜů Ŝŷί 

Řūŏ ŉŶ ŬŌő śŶ ĨŇūśů Ķū ŗŜů őƁĸ ĲŢ ŬœŐū Ŝŷί 

Ļœź, Ħś Ĥňűőů ŬśĸőŶŀ Ķź ōŰľū ŇŶŅŶ ŜƑ, 

ĳő Ĥœŏūőů Ķū ŗź ŇőŗūĽū ōƁŇ Ķő ŇŶŅŶ ŜƑ, 

ŐūŇźƁ Ķź Ŏů Ĥō Šőū ĥőūŏ ĶőŉŶ ŬŇŐū ĽūĮί 
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¾ɩÑ ßȕɯ Öʅ ÍȓĞßɟØɡȩ 
!ÐÁÒÎÁ 2ÁÕÔ 

 

ŐŶ ŅŰˇūőŶ ŬœĮ ŏŜŠ Ļūő ŘʦźƁ Ķū śŗūœ Ŝŷ, 

ŏĸő ŏŶőŶ ŬœĮ ŗź ĮŜśūś Ŝŷ, 

Ľź Ŝő ōūő ŏŶőŶ ŠŜŉ Ķź ķőźŇŅū Ŝŷί 

ĶŻŉ Ɵſ ŏƑ ŅŰˇūőů? 

Ɵſ ŏƑ ŅŰˇūőŶ Ľůŗŉ Ķů ŬĶŅūō Ķū ĮĶ ŋʂū, 

Őū Ĩś ŬĶŅūō ĶŶ ŬĶśů ĶźŉŶ ŏƎ ŋšū 

ĮĶ ĤŉĶŜū, ĤŉśŰŉū-śū œ̹? 

ĶŎů œĸŅū Ŝŷ, 

ŏƑ ŅŰˇūőů ŬŠƁŇĸů Ķů ĮĶ ĤŉĽūŉ ŏŰśūŬţő Ɵſð 

Ɵſ ŏƑ ŅŰˇūőŶ ŬŇœ Ķū śŰĶű ŉ, 

Őū ŅŰˇūőů ōŶĻŷŉů Ķů ŗĽŜ? 

ĶŻŉ Ɵſ ŏƑ ŅŰˇūőů? 

ŅŰˇūőů ŉŠőƎ ĶŰ ļ ĶŜŅů ŜƑ, 

ĳő ŅŰˇūőū ōŅūƈŗ ĶŰ ļ ĳőί 

ŅŰˇūőŶ ŘʦźƁ ŏƎ Ĥŋŉūŋŉ Ŝŷ, 

ŏĸő ŅŰˇūőů ŞūŏźŘů ŏƎ ĮĶ ĤĽŉōůŋŉί 

ĶŻŉ Ɵſ ŏƑ ŅŰˇūőů? 

ŅŰŏŉŶ ĶŜū ņū, 

ŏƑ Ɵſ ŅŰˇūőŶ ŇŰķ-śŰķ Ķů śūņů, 

ŏĸő ŅŰŏ Ņź ŏŶőŶ ŇŰķ Ķů ŗĽŜ ōŉ ĸĮί 

ĶŻŉ Ɵſ ŏƑ ŅŰˇūőů? 

ŏƑ ņů ŅŰˇūőŶ ĻŶŜőŶ Ķů ŏŰ̉ūŉ, 

ĳő ŅŰŏ ōŉ ĸĮ ŏŶőŶ ŉŷŉźƁ Ķů Ĳśί 



 

144 

 

ĶŻŉ Ɵſ ŏƑ ŅŰˇūőů? 

Ɵſ ŏƑ ŅŰˇūőū ŬŇœ, 

Őū Ĩś ŬŇœ Ķů ōś ĮĶ ŬĶőūŐŶŇūő? 

ŘūŐŇ ŅŰˇūőŶ ŬœĮ ŐŶ śŗūœ ĥĽ Ŏů ŏŜŠ Ļūő ŘʦźƁ Ķū Ŝŷ, 

ŏĸő ŏŶőŶ ŬœĮð 

ŐŜů Ļūő Řʦ ŋűőů ĶŜūŉů ŜƑί 

ĶŻŉ Ɵſ ŏƑ ŅŰˇūőů? 
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śƧŜ ŏƎ śɃő śūœ ĽůĶő ĥħ Ɵſ 

0ÒÁÃÈÉ !ÒÕÎ .ÅÔËÅ 

 

Ķţŉ ŏƎ Ŭœŋŀů ŬŠƁŇĸů ŏŶőů, Ħŉ ŜūņźƁ śŶ 

ĽœūĶő ĥħ Ɵſί 

ŬĶ̛Ņ Ŏů Ņź ŇŶķ ŏŶőů, 

Ĥŋŉů ŬĻŅū Ķź ŞŰŇ ĥĸ œĸūĶő ĥħ Ɵſί 

ŬĶśŉŶ Ŭœķů ŐŶ Ķŏō  ̯ŬĶ̛Ņ ŏŶőů, 

Ľź ŏĽōűő Ħś ŝŇő Ŝź ĸħ Ɵſί 

śūſś Ņź œŶŅů Ɵſ, ŏĸő ŞŰŇ Ķū ĦƁŅĶūœ 

Ĩś ĽŉūŠŶ ĶŶ śūņ Ķő ĥħ Ɵſί 

ŏūŉū ŬĽ ̛ŏŶőū ŉŜůƁ ņū, 

ŏĸő śōĶŰ ļ  ņūί 

ĤŎů Ņź ŇŶķŉū, śŰŉŉū, ĶŜŉū, 

ĸœŶ ŬŏœŉūðōūĶů ōƞŅ ĶŰ ļ ņūί 

ŭő˯Ŷ, Ŏĸŗūŉ, ĦƁśūŉð 

śōśŶ ŏŰſŜ ŏźšĶő ĥħ Ɵſί 

Ĥśœů ŠƛőŅ ŏƎ Ķźħ śūņ ŉŜůƁ ŇŶŅū, 

ŏƑ śōĶź ĥŠŏūĶő ĥħ Ɵſί 

Ľō ŅĶ ŞŰŇ ŋő ŉŜůƁ ĥŅů, 

ŬţŠűœ œĸŅū Ŝŷ śōί 

ŏŰľśŶ ŋűļźð 

ŏƑ Ŝő ŏƁŬŇő Ķů ŇŜœůŠ ŋő 

ŬĸšŬĸšūĶő ĥħ Ɵſί 

Ŭśţƈ Ľūŉ ĽūŅů Ņź śƁŎūœ œŶŅů ŞŰŇ Ķź, 

ŏĸő ŬĽśĶů ĨŇūśů ŅĶ śŜŉ ŉŜůƁ ŜźŅů ŏŰľŶ, 

ĨśŶ ōŶŜŇ ŇŇƈ ŏƎ 

ŅšŋŅū ŇŶķĶő ĥħ Ɵſί 
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Őűſ Ŝů ŉŜůƁ ĶŜŅů 

Ĥŋŉů ŬĻŅū Ķź ŞŰŇ ĥĸ œĸūĶő ĥħ Ɵſί 

ŏŶőů Ŭœķūŗŀ śŶ ĤƁŇūŠū ŉŜůƁ œĸū ŋūĲĸŶ 

ŏŶőů Ĩư Ķūð 

ŏƑ śƧŜ Ķů Ĩư ŏƎ 

śɃő śūœ Ķū ŅĽŰōūƈ ŋūő Ķő ĥħ Ɵſί 
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{ɰÞɟȑÑ×Í ¾ɥ ¾ɨ| ÞɠÖɟ Ñßɡɰ 

A dreamer at heart and an M.Pharm student by profession, the author 

finds joy in expressing thoughts and emotions through writing. 

Inspired by real-life experiences, relationships, and the beauty hidden 

in everyday moments, writing serves as a creative space for reflection 

and self-expression.  

6ÁÎÓÈÉÔÁ 3ÁÔÐÕÔÅ 

  

ßÖ ÞÔ yÙÀ,yÙÀ ÅÀßʇ ÒØ ÅęÖ ÙɭÍɭ ßʅ, 

yÙÀ ÕɟÝɟ¤ɯ ÔɨÙÍɭ ßʅ, 

yÙÀ ÞɰĦ¾ȗȑÍ×ʇ Öʃ ØßÍɭ ßʅ, 

ηÓØ Õɠ ßÖɟØɭ ȏÏÙʇ ¾ɥ ÕɟÛÑɟ¤ɯ ¤¾ ÅɮÞɠ ßɨÍɠ ßʅ] 

  

ÅÔ ¾ɨ| Ïȓ¿ɠ ßɨÍɟ ßɮ, Íɨ ÏÏx ÞÔ¾ɨ ÖßÞȕÞ ßɨÍɟ ßɮ] 



 

148 

 

ÅÔ ¾ɨ| ¿ȓÜ ßɨÍɟ ßɮ, Íɨ }Þ¾ɥ ÖȓĦ¾ɟÑ 
ÞÔ¾ɨ yċÄɢ ÙÀÍɠ ßɮ] 

×ßɡ Íɨ {ɰÞɟȑÑ×Í ßɮ, Åɨ ßÖʃ ¤¾,ÏȕÞØɭ Þɭ 
ÅɨîÍɠ ßɮ] 

  

ÞØßÏʃ ÏɭÜʇ ¾ɨ yÙÀ ¾Ø Þ¾Íɠ ßʅ, 

Ùɭη¾Ñ Ě×ɟØ, ÞĞÖɟÑ ©Ø yÒÑɟÒÑ ¾Õɠ 
yÙÀ Ñßɡɰ ¾Ø Þ¾Íɠɰ] 

¤¾ ÄɨÈɡ,Þɠ ÖÏÏ, ¤¾ ÞċÃɠ Ïȓz, 

©Ø ¾ȓÄ Ě×ɟØ ÕØɭ ÜĜÏ η¾Þɠ ¾ɟ ÅɠÛÑ ÔÏÙ Þ¾Íɭ ßʅ] 

  

ÏȓȑÑ×ɟ ÍÔ ©Ø ¿ȕÔÞȕØÍ ÔÑ ÅɟÍɠ ßɮ, 

ÅÔ ßÖ ÙɨÀʇ ¾ɨ }Ñ¾ɭ ÏɭÜ, ÐÖx ×ɟ ÕɟÝɟ Þɭ Ñßɡɰ, 

ÔȒġ¾ }Ñ¾ɭ yċÄɭ ȏÏÙ Þɭ ÒßÃɟÑÍɭ ßʅ] 

  

z{¤, ÑÓØÍ ¾ɥ ÏɡÛɟØʇ ¾ɨ Äɨî¾Ø 

Ě×ɟØ ©Ø Õɟ|ÃɟØɭ ¾ɭ ȎØĤÍɭ ÔÑɟ¤ɯ] 

Ć×ʇη¾ yɰÍ Öʃ ßÖ ÞÔ¾ɥ ÒßÃɟÑ εÞÓx ¤¾ ßɮK 
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ßÖ {ɰÞɟÑ ßʅ, ©Ø {ɰÞɟȑÑ×Í ¾ɥ ¾ɨ| ÞɠÖɟ Ñßɡɰ ßɨÍɠ] 
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ı×ɟÏɟ ÔɨÙÍɠ ßʅ Ùîη¾×ɟɯ 

ŏŶőū ŉūŏ ŭőŘŰ Řŏūƈ Ŝŷί ŏƑ B.A. English Honours Ķů ļūƧū Ɵſ ĳő śūŬŜɏ 

ĮŗƁ œŶķŉ ŏƎ ŬŗŘŶŚ ƚŬĻ őķŅů Ɵſί ŏŶőŶ ŬœĮ ĶŬŗŅū ĶŶ ŗœ ŘʦźƁ Ķź ŋʂŶ ŋő 

ĨŅūőŉū ŉŜůƁ, ōŮ  ̄Ĩŉ ŎūŗŉūĲƁ, ŬŗĻūőźƁ ĳő ĤŉŰŎŗźƁ Ķź ĥŗūŠ ŇŶŉū Ŝŷ 

ŬĽʌƎ ĤǙő Ŝŏ ĶŜ ŉŜůƁ ŋūŅŶί ŏƑ ĤŋŉŶ ĥśŋūś Ķů ļźŀů-ļźŀů ĹŀŉūĲƁ, 

ŭő˯źƁ, ŞūŏźŬŘŐźƁ ĳő Ľůŗŉ ĶŶ śŗūœźƁ śŶ ƬŶőńū œŶŅů Ɵſί 

2ÉÓÈÕ 3ÈÁÒÍÁ 

 

ÞɨÃÑɭ ÛɟÙɡ Ùîη¾×ɟɯ 

ı×ɟÏɟ ÔɨÙÍɠ ßʅ] 

Ñßɡɰ, ÃȓÒ ØßÑɭ ÛɟÙɡ Ùîη¾×ɟɯ 

ı×ɟÏɟ ÔɨÙÍɠ ßʅ] 

Ñßɡɰ,Ñßɡɰ, 

ÅÔ Ûɭ ÔɨÙÑɭ ¾ɭ ÔɟØɭ Öʃ ÞɨÃÍɠ ßʅ, 

ÍÔ Ùîη¾×ɟɯ ı×ɟÏɟ ÔɨÙÍɠ ßʅ] 

η¾ÍÑɟ ÔɨÙÍɠ ßʅ Ùîη¾×ɟɯ!! 

ÖɭßÑÍ ¾ØÑɭ ÛɟÙɡ Ùîη¾×ɟɯ 

ı×ɟÏɟ ÔɨÙÍɠ ßʅ] 

Ñɟ,Ñɟ, 

ßɟØÑɭ ÛɟÙɡ Ùîη¾×ɟɯ 
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ı×ɟÏɟ ÔɨÙÍɠ ßʅ] 

ȒÅÞɭ ÃȓÒ ¾Øɟ×ɟ À×ɟ ßɨ, 

ÛɮÞɠ Ùîη¾×ɟɯ ı×ɟÏɟ ÔɨÙÍɠ ßʅ] 

¾Õɠ,¾Õɠ 

ßɨ ÅɟÍɠ ßʅ ÃȓÒ Ùîη¾×ɟɯ] 

¨ß! 

ηÓØ ÅɠÍ ÅɟÑɭ ÛɟÙɡ Ùîη¾×ɟɯ 

ı×ɟÏɟ ÔɨÙÍɠ ßʅ] 

Üɟ×Ï ¾Õɠ ÃȓÒ Ñßɡɰ ÔɮÉÍɠɰ Ùîη¾×ɟɯ! 
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ĥĸŶ ōŢŉū Ņź ŋšŶĸū ί 

(ÉÍÁÎÓÈÕ $ 3ÈÁÈ 

  

¿ɨ¤,¿ɨ¤ Þɭ Ć×ʇ ßɨ   

ØɟĦÍɟ yÑÅɟÑ ßɮ   

Íɨ ÊØɭ,ÊØɭ Þɭ Ć×ʇ ßɨ   

¿ɨ¤,¿ɨ¤ Þɭ Ć×ʇ ßɨ   

ØɟĦÍɟ yÑÅɟÑ ßɮ   

Íɨ ÊØɭ,ÊØɭ Þɭ Ć×ʇ ßɨ   

  

ÃÙÑɟ Íɨ ÒîɭÀɟ   

¿ȓÏ Þɭ ÙîÑɟ Õɠ ÒîɭÀɟ   

Ȼ¾ɟÛÈʃ ¾Õɠ ¾Ö Ñßɡɰ ßʇÀɠ   

zÀɭ ÔïÑɟ Íɨ ÒîɭÀɟ   

ØɟĦÍɟ yÑÅɟÑ ßɮ   

Íɨ ÊØɭ,ÊØɭ Þɭ Ć×ʇ ßɨ   

  

ÃʨÈɟÑʇ ¾ɨ ÃɠØÑɟ ÒîɭÀɟ   
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ÒÛxÍʇ ¾ɨ ÙɟɰÁÑɟ ÒîɭÀɟ   

yÀØ ÒɮØʇ ÒØ κÀØ Õɠ À¤   

Íɨ ÖɰȒéÙ Þɭ ßɟÎ ÐɨÑɟ ÒîɭÀɟ   

ØɟĦÍɟ yÑÅɟÑ ßɮ   

Íɨ ÊØɭ,ÊØɭ Þɭ Ć×ʇ ßɨ   

  

Öȓ¾ĞÖÙ ÍÕɠ ßɨÍɟ ßɮ   

ÅÔ ÖɰÞȕÔɟ ÖéÔȕÍ ßɨÍɟ ßɮ   

Òǡʇ ¾ɭ ȏßÙÑɭ Þɭ   

ÓÙ ¾ßɟɯ κÀØÍɟ ßɮ   

ØɟĦÍɟ yÑÅɟÑ ßɮ   

Íɨ ÊØɭ,ÊØɭ Þɭ Ć×ʇ ßɨ   

  

ßɟÎ ¾ɥ Ù¾ɥØʃ ȑÁÞÍɠ Ñßɡɰ ßʅ   

¾ȓÄ Æʇ¾ʇ Þɭ Ñɠ×Í ÔÏÙÍɠ Ñßɡɰ ßɮ   

zÖ ßɨ ×ɟ ãɟÞ ßɨ   

η¾ĦÖÍ η¾Þɠ ¾ɨ ÅȓÏɟ Ñßɡɰ ¾ØÍɠ   
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ØɟĦÍɟ yÑÅɟÑ ßɮ   

Íɨ ÊØɭ,ÊØɭ Þɭ Ć×ʇ ßɨ   
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ŏŻĶū Ŭŏœū Ņź... 

Ĥŏő ĮĶ ŐŰŗū ĶŬŗ ĳő œŶķĶ Ɵſ ŬĽśĶů őĻŉūĮ  ŏŉŰ ̆ĶŶ ŎůŅő Ŭļŋů 

Ĩŉ ŎūŗŉūĲƁ Ķź Řʦ ŇŶŅů ŜƑ, ŬĽʌƎ ĤǙő ĶŜ ŋūŉū ĥśūŉ ŉŜů  ŜźŅūί 

ĨŉĶů ĶŬŗŅūĲƁ ŏƎ ƬŶŏ, ŬŗőŜ, ̛ŲŬŅŐūſ, ĤĶŶ œūŋŉ ĳő ĥɍ-ķźĽ ĽŷśŶ 

Ŏūŗ śŜĽŅū ĳő ĸŜőūħ ĶŶ śūņ ĨŎőŅŶ ŜƑί 

!ÍÁÒ 

 

ŏŻĶū Ŭŏœū Ņź ŏƎ 

ŗūŋś Ľƛő ĥĩƁ ĸū 

ŜĶůĶŅ ŏŶ ŉū śŜů, 

ŅŶőů ŐūŇźƁ ŏƎ Ľƛő ĥĩƁ ĸū 

Ľź ĤňűőŶ ļű ŀŶ ĤŌśūŉŶ ņŶ 

ŏƎ ĨŉĶź ŬŉŎūŉŶ Ľƛő ĥĩƁ ĸū 

Ľź ŋœ ŬōŅūĮ ņŶ śūņ ŏƎ 

ĨŉĶź ĽůŉŶ Ķů ĻūŜŅ ŏƎ 

ŉĮ ŗǃ ĶŶ œŜĽŶ ŏƎ Ŏů 

ŋŰőūŉŶ ŗǃ ŏƎ Ľƛő ĥĩƁ ĸū 

ŏŻĶū Ŭŏœū Ņź... 

ĶŰ ļ ŇŰķ Ķū śūņů ōŉŉŶ ,Ņź 

ŃŶő śūőů ķŰŬŘŐūƁ œŶĶő ĥĩƁ ĸū 

ŜĶůŝŅ ŏƎ ŉū śŜů .. 

ŋő ĶŎů ĥśű ĶŶ ōŜūŉŶ 

ŅŶőů ĥķź ŏƎ Ľƛő ĥĩƁ ĸū 

Ħś ĽŏūŉŶ ĶŶ łő śŶ 

Ĥŋŉů Ŝūő ŋő 

ŅŰˇŶ őźŉū Ľƛő ĥĮĸū 

ŜĶůĶŅ ŏƎ ŉū śŜů 

ŋő ĮĶ ŏŰ Ű̉ őūŜŀ ĶŶ ōŜūŉŶ 

ŅŶőŶ Ķźŏœ ŜźŁźƁ ŋő Ľƚő ĥĩƁ ĸū 
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ŏƎ Ľū ĻŰĶū ŜźĩƁ ĸū Ňűő ĶŜů 

ŅŰŏ ĦƁŅĽūő ŏƎ ŏŶőŶ őŜ ĽūĲĸŶ 

ŬŌő Ŏů.. 

ŜĶůĶŅ ŏƎ ŉū śŜů 

ŬĶśů ōŜūŉŶ ĶŶ ōŜūŉŶ 

ŏƎ ŗūŬŋś Ľƛő ĥĩƁ ĸū 

ŏŻĶū Ŭŏœū Ņź ... 
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őūŜ ŬĽɻĸů Ķů 

ØȒĤÖ Éɟ¾ȓØ ¤¾ ÀȗȏßÌɠ ßʅ Åɨ ÔÃÒÑ Öʃ ¾θÛÍɟ¤ɯ εÙ¿ɟ ¾ØÍɠ Îɠ] 
ȒÅęÏÀɠ ¾ɭ Èɭïɭ,Öɭïɭ ØɟĦÍɭ ÒØ ÃÙÍɭ , ÃÙÍɭ Öʅ ©Ø ÖɭØɡ ¾θÛÍɟ ¾Ô 
¤¾ ÏȕÞØɭ Þɭ yÙÀ ßɨ À¤ ÒÍɟ ßɡ Ñßɡɰ ÃÙɟ ] 

2ÁÓÈÍÉ 4ÈÁËÕÒ 

 

ĶūŘ, ŋŰ́ūȃūŬŇŅ Ŝŏūőů őūŜ ŜźŅů , 

ŉūŏ ŜźŅū ŬĽśĶū ŬĽɻĸů ί 

Ŭŉ Ɓ˸ ŀĶ Ŝŏ ĻœŅŶ őŜŅŶ, 

ŋűŉź ĶŶ ĻūſŇ śū Ķźħ śūņů ŜźŅū, 

Ĥŏūŗś Ķů ŉ Ķźħ őūŅ ŜźŅů ί 

śŅőƁĸů ĸŬœŐūſ  ŜźŅů, 

ŎūŗŰĶ śŶ śƁĸů ŜźŅŶ ί 

Ŭŏœŉ ŜŏŶŘū Ĥśœů œĸŅū, 

ŏŰ̉ūŉ  Ŏů Ĥśœů Ŝů ŜźŅůί 

,' ĸő Ŝŏ ōŉū ŋūŅŶ įśů ŇŰŬŉŐū 

Ņź ŘŅūŐŰ Ķů Ħȃū Ŏů ŜźŅů ί 

ŉ ŬŗɮƁś ŜźŅū ŉ Ŭŗ̙źŀ  ŬŇķŅū, 

ŬŗŉūŘ Ķů Ņź ōūŅ Ŝů ŉ ŜźŅů ί  

ŋő ǎū ŐŶ śʿŗ Ŝŷ  ŜŶ śŮķ,  

ŅŰŏ ľűŁů Ņś˝ů Ŝů  ŇŶ ŇŶŅů  

Ņź ŬĽɻĸů ķŰŘŉŰŏū Ŝź ĽūŅů ί 














































