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Samreen KhanamNiamme kfanoavncrasati ve w

wor k carries both feeling and i n
am. ARsychololmgeg brings a deep under
thoughts, emotions, and behavior in

3AT OAAT +EAT AI

Samr&banadAhXoovatNi mmeha APortofindnes
sRespar@uiRttr engt h

I ntroduction
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wi ghaShiess pe kinalivlayhwea g hcea If edlwerre | at i ves,
shomwmsspeover gonobkerandr e awarsne e wh evgeer
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mb laenrde s po As bwmigte bfra mi ¢ y bael wor &st each
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A kind hearted person notices the needs
without being asked, speak gently to th
patience even when situations are diffi
reflect this qui dtatdtvreesngthle.r Hers peart d ufl
her professional role as a teacher al/l
people. She does not | ook down on other
or age to act proudly.
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Samreen Khanam is a thoughtful wr it
to the human mind. Wi th an M. A. in
understanding of feelings, behavior

Her writing refl ects bot hoksar e an
meaningful for readers of all ages.

3AI OAAT +EAT AI

I ntroducti on

This short story i sdtasoo upte oMrl.e BaTh oa nnide tMi

strangers, but as souls drawn quietly t
thoughtful and steady; she was a Muslin
full of dr eamsd.i kTeh eai rs osftto rbyr ebeezggamon an
kind that no one notices at first, and

What started as a simple moment of eye
|

story that asted seven years. I't was n
l oudly, but on silent understanding, de
behind their | olwvie tsheoy db eal qprag end utlo tdiuftf
and the world around them was not ready
were together, but their destiny seemed

The Beginning of a Love Story

Love has a strange way of arriving. 1t
and it does not wait for the Aright tin
in the most olmexpact ddrway si ght . I'n thasa
something unspokem.pddgs evdh shetoweean [toud ¢
moment. |t was gentle, almost invisible

their heart s.

Mr . BT saw in Miss NK a quiet strength,
from everyone el se. Mi ss NK, in turn, W
respectful nature, and the calm way he
|l ove because ofndpegefsetcutr enso.r dTsh eoyr fgerlal i
their hearts recognized something fami/l

13



onward, they were no | onger just two se
of each otherés inner worl d.

As days turned into months, their conne
understood, supported, and trusted each
became a bond. What began as a feeling
began as a small sl paasrtke db efcoarmes eav efnl almoen gt
Seven Years of Togetherness

Seven years is not a short ti me. It is
sacrifices, misunderstandings, patience
BT and Miss NK did not just | ove each o
|l oved each otheo.tmMhevwgheatnadgétach oth
moods, fear s, and dr eams. They stood be
pain.

Their relationshinp

real relationship

the world fel't heavy,

soci ety made their

future |l ooked uncert

remained. Thewiohasd

because their dlidveawa

mature, and real.

They shared small jo

memor i es:

l ong conversations

shorter,

silent support during

celebration of each othero6s achievement
and the comfort of knowing that someone
I'n many ways, their relationship became
outside was judgmental, their bond insi
di fficult questions, they answered then
them, they contiotulear beTheatviing whhate amad

beaudiitfsu

lhonesty.
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The Pain of an Unaccepted Love

But | ove, however pure, does not al ways
Mi ss NK | oved each other with full hear
from the beginning: their destiny was n
Their religiohbabemamy pebatei were unwi
understand. Instead of seeing two | ovin
|l abel s, boundaries, and differences.

This was the hardest part of their stor
Th were fighting the worldoés narrow t
Il ov They were | acking acceptance.

(4]
0 <

For many couples, |l ove becomes stronger
shared home, and a shared future. But f
shadow. They knew that iif they chose ea
rejection, pain, dre sepamdatitdrenm.r drmetyhae
that | ove could be enough for the heart

is created a silent sorrow in their r
re was a sadness behind it. Even whe
rtainty in their voice. They 1l o
ed each odeestandughetorunh: sometin
eated by |l ack of feeling, but by the

a —s — H
® 0o T
< v o -

c

S

o

®

they never stopped respecting ea
und. Their | ove was not about <ch
ng one another completely. That
as k e acohmeootnhee re ltsoe . b efchcerye onl y a
anding, and the right to exist t

o
oo o0 o —
=}
o
- = = 0

ers
A Wish That Can Never Be Fulfilled

Ther

e are some wishes in |Iife that are
carri

|

t

ed into reality. Mr. BT and Miss N
si mple and beautiful: to stay together
and o]
does n

wal k iinntgp eédceh fatthuerebésholands. Bu
ot allow every beautiful wish to

Their wish remained |like a flower that
their heart s, but the world around then
that | oving each other was not the prob

15
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Someti mes, the bravest thing is to l|love

Not every beautiful |l ove story ends the
great meaning.

The Silent Beauty of Letting Go

There comes a moment in some | ove stori
both hurt. For Mr . BT and Miss NK, t hat
Their eyes may have said what words cou
carried hopes no bhetkeébse pauhdceekd EWO
ending they dreamed of, their | ove rema
Someti mes, the deepest |l ove is the one
Someti mes, the purest companionship is
turning bitter. Their story I|lives in th
hope and reahéeayit obettweenetard the worl
Though their wish may never be fulfille
val uabl e. In fact, it becomes more powe
|l ove can exist even when it cannot be ¢
devotion, heahd a@mlow bhywthoséisten.

Concl usi on

The story of Mr. BT and Miss NK is a te
but | ife is not always fair. They | oved
the wonder of | ove at first sight, and
patience,. ahdesache&dice stayed connecte
destiny seemed divided by religion and
Their wish to |Iive together freely and
way they once imagined. But their story
that | ove deserves respect, that peopl e

hearts are ofwaeernl dralvieawd htamem hteo be.

In the end, theirs is not just a story
and the silent beauty of a |l ove that as
hardship. And yet, even in its pain, it

17
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Aparna Jeni l is an emerging poet !
moments and gives voice to emotior
writing explores motherhood, | ove,
complexities of Ilife. W th eas heart f

to connect with readers through si
emotions.

I DAOT A * AT EI

I f you wish to know who | am
don't begin with me.
Begin with he woman whose hands were t

—

mi ne.

Read the sleepless nights

she never spoke about.

Read the silent prayers

she whispered when no one was |l istening
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 | wear

was first born from her sacrifice.

The world may applaud my victories,
but it wild.l never see

the countl ti mes she chose me

over herself.

If my | ife becomes a beautiful story,
know that | was never the first author
She was.

She wrote every page

with | ove instead of i nk,

with faith instead of fear,

18



and with a mother's heart
that never asked for recognition.

So if you ever read my story,
read hers first.
Because everything beautiful i n me

began with her.

19
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Aparna Jenil is an emerging poet wh
| ove, vul nerability, and the quiet
poetry reflects the beauty of imper
ordinary moments. Throsegbh, hehet hebt
to create an emotional connection
journeys that shape us.

I DAOT A * AT EI

When my baby cries,

somet hing idnside me fall s

not because of her tears,

but because they awaken questions
I wish I could silence.

Am | a good mother?
Il's she truly happy
Woul d her world be
a

if she had been bo
Sometimes guilt si
guietly taking the
whi spering that |
that | have failed
the mother she des

| l ook at her | it
and wonder i f she
al |l the love | st
| wonder i f she k
that behind every
is a mother tryin
to give her every

There are days
when | feel strong
to carry the whole




And there are days
when even carrying myself

feels |ike too much.
Someti mes | |l ose my patience.
Someti mes my voice becomes | ouder
than | wanted it to be.
Someti mes | wal k away for a moment ,
not because | don't |l ove her,
but because | 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 iif | could have spoken softer,
held her Il onger,
understood her better.
Guilt has a strange way
of making a mother forget
all the things she does right.
I't makes me remember

e one time | |l ost my patience
and forget the hundred ti mes
I held her through her tears.

emember
was tired

It makes me
the moment s

~ 0O - =
(¢
>

and forget t i ghts

| stayed awake just to make sure
she was breathing peacefully.
And when she reaches

for someone el se's ar ms,

I smile because she is happy,

yet somewhere deep inside,

a |little piece of me asks,

AWhy not mine?0
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r a moment,
wonder i f | am not enough.
t when she runs back to me,
r Ilittle hands reaching for mine,
heart feels |ike sunlight
ter a long night.
those moment s,
understand something simple:
ybe | ove is not al ways
feeling that arrives perfectly.
meti mes | ove is waking up
en you desperately need sl eep.
metimes it is cooking while
ping tears with tired hands,
swering the same question again
d choosing patience
en when there is almost none | eft.
meti mes | ove is apologizing
en you know you were wrong.
metimes it is holding her close
ter an argument
d reminding yourself
at both of you are still I earning.
am not always patient
am not always gentl e
metimes | | ose myself
ile trying to raise her
t I am |l earning
at motherhood is not a test
ere every answer must be right.
is a journey
falling and rising,
making mistakes
d trying again.
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My daughter is growing,
but so am |

She is |l earning how to speak,
while |I am | earning how to |isten.
She is |l earning how to wal k,
while I am |l earning when to | et go

n
and when to hold her hand.

She is discovering the world,

while | am discoveridng a new version of
one | had never known existed.

And perhaps,

one day, she wildl remember

only the warmth of my ar ms,

the sound of my voice,

the little moments

I thought were ordinary.

She may never know
how many times | questioned myself.

>
(0]
<

She may er know
how ofte wondered
if | was doing enough.

>

She may never see
the silent battles
I fought insid my own heart.

(]

But | hop she remembers
that | was there.

(0]

(9]
—

Not perfe
Not fear/l
Not al way

n o
(%]
(7]

patient.
Just there.

Trying.
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And
when
| am
I wi

I wa
to b

| wa
al |l

maybe,
| | ook
still
I B real

S never
ecome h

someday,

back at
becomi ng,
i ze

failing

t

er mother.

s becoming one

al ong.

hi

S

WO man
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Anshika is an aspiring writer who t
every feeling a place to belong anc
stand on. Through her wor ks, she e
memories and the quietpshgrhes wot d:
find people who find themselves in

' T OEEEA

She truly wanted to be held close

But that happened only if she was overd
She wanted to feel how she made others
But that happened only when she was 1in

She wished to make them regret their de
But that would happen only on oblivion

She wished to be their only need

But that was possible if they were free
She wonders if |l onging them was wrong
But to |l ove them she needed to be stron

She thinks of |l eaving things behind for
But the hope keeps whispering, "Not now

She wonders iif she wild/l be nor mal again
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But truly it was

She needed the assu
stability

But her boat wasn'

Yet coul dndt get
fiercely.
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it was a mirror. She would |l ook into th
messages there, anchoring her thoughts
unshakeable conviction. | am your wife,
di stance is just an illusion.

The crossing of their borders happened
tradition meets devotion.

During the winter, Kabir found himself

warmly | it church during a midnight Chr
the hymns, but the smell of frankincens
candles felt strtahgel gxbdctkesammemoment ,
away, Ananya was ending her ghlhg of fast
kept entirely for his protection and | o
to different names, yet the frequency o
were meeting in a temple built entirely

In the waking world, Kabir began to fee

w her name yet. He didn't have her n

ders knows when a perimeter has been

ence standiamg ,g wa rpd odawert iohfiess ahmemo n e

6s prayers. Whenever hseudfdaecned a di f

plicable sense of peace would wash
i

pering reassurance directly into hi

©

=
- o »uw ® - O
n X ®© n

>

ya Kk
ot her

e rking, kept teaching, and
e
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h

w0
upgraded sense of joy. She
line. She knew that a heart
tseownngl wiybuawaotl usempur i
e but to rearrange reality

Vity
no ¢

(@]
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nw 9 ~* oo
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evening, Kabir sat in his quarters,

d during a rare moment of rest. His

an anthology. The title was simpl e,
I't desaor Jlmendnuga Majt®eacher in the

> = =0
- 5 M S
@
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shared moon, and the undeniable bl endin
fast.

The haze in his mind completely shatter
whole | ife guarding suddenly coll apsed
author's real name printed at the botto

The tactical terrain of his |life was go
picked up his phone, dialed t,heanndumber
l et the distance di sappear forever.
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Sudha Kesr kaetwrai t er and poet, her wor

human connection and etvegysdeyl begut
to the beauty that don't have names

3OAEA +AOEAOO

My roots are anchored in the rich red e
Where the sal forests whisper secrets t
His footsteps tread the high, rugged pe

Where the air is thin, sharp, and col d

Bet ween us | ie thousands of kil ometers
Di fferent states, di fferent |l anguages,
Yet, when the sun retreats and night bl

We wal k the exact same cel esti al pat h,

I |l ook up at the silver curve of the m
And whi sper his name into the craters o
I drop my silent message into that | umi

Trusting the lunar tide to carry it acr

On Christmas Eve, the chorus of mi dni gh
A prayer of | ight wrapped in a winter's

In the quiet of dawn, | keep my fasting
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Lighting a sacred diya whose fl ame wil/l

They say the borders built by man are f
But human cartography fails where the s
For a stubborn heart recognizes no boun

I't simply loves, it simply c¢claims, and
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I't paints a kaleidoscope of |l ove for my
Unfazed by pride, never turning away fr
When held to my chest, it settles in a
More tender than the original, in its s
The rhythm of my heart hums your mel ody
A constant companion when the world fee
In the hollow of Il oneliness, it stays b
A precious memento
You are the pul se
At your feet, | W 0
My soul and this h
A devotion carved
The words that f al
Spill freely befor
I't listens in stil
Never drifting apa




Your reflection has settled in the dept

A cherished fragment that keeps me feel
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Anshika is an aspiring writer who t
every feeling a place to belong anc
stand on. Through her wor ks, she e
memories and the quietpshgrhes wot d:
find people who find themselves in

' T OEEEA

She truly wanted to be held close

But that happened only if she was overd
She wanted to feel how she made others
But that happened only when she was 1in

She wished to make them regret their de
But that would happen only on oblivion

She wished to be their only need

But that was possible if they were free
She wonders if |l onging them was wrong
But to |l ove them she needed to be stron

She thinks of |l eaving things behind for

But the hope keeps whispering, "Not now
She wonders iif she wild/l be nor mal again
But truly it was all/l pretext in vain

She needed the assurance and emotional
But her boat wasn't sailing very safely

I't's funny how she | oves so endlessly
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Yet

coul dnot

get

what

she

dr eamed
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One fine day, while packing my bag.
Right before a journey, a sweet tag.

I make a pact to smile and | augh and t a
To grow confident and bold and never cr
To trust the flow and embrace every stu
To conquer obstacles and someti mes f umt
To make friends, | ove and have some fun
To travel, | earn and make memories on
The day comes and | | eave,

An ol d chapter, me and only myself o b
As promi sed, I rise and shine

Make friends and memories fine.

I |l augh, work, and pl ay

I work hard to find my way

Admi st al | t his, chaos, | real i se,

I am not quiet myself, just unknown wi s

37



I Tal k and rise, fit my role perfectly

I score and | eap, but that's just not n
So | I stop and wonder, when did | shri
When did | bend before |I could think?
Was | soo eager to belong and bl end.
That | | ost myself in the quest for a f
Now, at that place, that moment

I begin a new journey, a new agreement

To make peace and nuture the me within
To discover, reconnect, redesign and no

To stand my ground, to fight

To hope and manifest, even if it's out
To cherish every instant and not fear t
To be honest even if the world objects.
And this ti me, | carry this lesson with
My silent compass- for an endavour begin
A journey isn't always about the destin
I't's about the path and its quiet creat
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Because,
Someti mes getting a little | ost is the

The hustle teaches you to trust your he
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Bet ween two paths | qgui etly stay,

One feels safe, one fades away.

Onedés my comfort, warm and known,

The other |l eads me indefinitely to home

| don't know what to choose

What 1'"1l1l win or | oose

Each path with a flower at its end
with it's owno ubnliegnude Tchoel yo usrtsi | | have to
I still have to study the fl ow.

Thus,|l decide to wai

And | et t i me conclu
Ti |l t hen, | enj

di scover joy i n eve gy

"1l make new memor [Ze

Learn new passions

So when my path fin

Af ter al |l the doubt
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I 61 I sit upon dhe throne | 6ve grown

A stronger soul, fully my own.
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My name is Amna Arshad, and | am a
al ways found writing to be a quiet
emotions, and the world around me.

'TTA 1 OOEAA

Dear Evening Sky,

I don't think | have ever properly than
stop.

There were evenings when | was tired of
expectations, tired of trying to unders
then you would quiabbdtyecmangasyioturr emi 0
that even endings can be beautiful

I think that is what | have | earned fro
I am not the same person | was a few ye
Some parts of me have disappeared. Some
are still waiting for the right season.
And for a |l ong ti me, I thought | needed
before | could call myself whol e

You taught me other wise.

Every evening, the |light | eaves you.

Yet you never |l ook incomplete.

You simply become something different.

Perhaps | can do that too.

Perhaps | don't have to remain who | wa
that version of me. I don't have to ret
once made me happy. I don't have to exp
I am all owed to grow.

4 2



I am all owed to begin again.

And | am all owed to become someone | ha
So thank you, sky, for witnessing the (
saw.

Thank you for being there on ordinary e
happened, yet somehow | felt that 1ife

I don't know what my next season wil/l I

But tonight, | am no |l onger afraid of n
I owi |1 Il ook wup.
And | will keep becoming.

With gratitude,
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I am Aakanksha, a 16 year old write
aims at living a |ife without regr
world | |live in.

I AEAT EQOEA

How fascinating it is to slow down in |
a deep breath and relax with complete p
|l ife and giving ourselves time to just
I was coming back from work. | had a he
been working on caffeine, sleepless nig
deadlines. Life hageabhanadmeomor d usft a ome
|l i ke -andemgr|l oop.
The stone that | came this way | ong pus
pond. And that is when |I | ooked up and
staring at. The golden rays of the even
clouds. The sky yheald otw riniekde atlhle rfeldo waenrds
tree. The birds were returning to their
of the road. A soothing chill breeze wa
along the way. e 3o 5
It was the very 3 L s ¢
by the beauty of natg = r st
when the sky capture""n\_ - 4(/ dn
it go. All these yea - e W
didn't even bother t s he
ever Not atwhelnl irmow
And admiring nat-dio el
either. But this tin ed
feel the cold breezéep an
like a green leaf thj ‘he
a tree. Fascinating!r?e “he
is! Why didck bhbaeP
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While the evening sky was slowly turnin
Got freshened up and sat on my bed near

doomscroll on my phone. But | ooked out
night sky fill adawi tstpatrikny ddildarmendd i tt ¢
with my window open sipping hot tea. An
beauti ful and calm the earth is. I sl ow
forgetting about any deadlings, Justompl

me and my hot tea.

Life is not t hat stressful after al | i f
around and realize what we are |living i
And with that came the dark veil of the

should have.

45



AEA OOOOCCI A | £ AADI ¢

My name is Gideon. I am from Nigeri
CEAATT

The adul thood | dreamed of when | was a

I's simply not the adulthood I am experi

Adul thood is a period when you are own

And no one simply cares about vyou
You are alone to face the struggle with
Chil dhood was |i ke Disney

Adul thood is reality

And no one needs to tell you to sit wup
Life by itself would teach you the nece
And you wil/l understand why they say Ad
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Living |life is not about being aggressi
Living |ife is about making parents pro
Living life is not about increasing fri
Living |ife is about being humble and w
Living |life is not about mocking peopl e
Living |life is

wi ping their t

Living |life is

dresses to wea

Living |life is

having a coll e

Living life is

extensions and

Living |life is

ful filling nati

So, l'ive your

Make your soul

Be happy, and
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Woman, the one who protects and holds o
life,
Suffered with ravishment and for their
Woman, who sacrifices her desires for t
Are still the victims of acid attacks,
Wo ma n , who serves us as teaches, doctor
Sadly, female infanticide is still prev
its proper aid.
Honowrsedur ga, Kaal i, Saraswat.i or the c
heaven.
But the society could not protect her f
stol en.
Begging for a safe road to wal k,
Begging for the write to talk.
Begging for the wings to fly,
Begging for the freedom to shine bright
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My name is Tulsi Jha. | am a curiou
musi c, sketching, and | earning new
experience teaches us something val

my interests and studies, ellf ,hope
i mproving my skills, and creating s

401 OE EEA

The rain falls softly,

and suddenly, everything feels |like you
Ol d roads, unfinished conversations,
and memories | thought | had outgrown.

Thereds something about these rainy nig
they make the heart wander
to places it no | onger belongs,

to people it still quietly misses.

Maybe some stories dondét end,
they simply become memories
we carry silently,

|l i ke the scent of rain

that stays | ong after the clouds are go
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My name is Kabir. Hi name i s Aarav.
This is the story | have never been br a
peopl e.
There are borders everyone knows.
They are drawn in in across maps, guar
crossed with passports. We | earn their
atl ases. We know where one country ends
But there are other borders too.
Borders without fences. Wi thout signs.
Borders built from expectations, fear,
sentence people repeat whenever someone
AWhat will people say?o0
This is the story of one such border.
And of two boys who el | in love on opp
They never planned t fall in | ove.
Perhaps that is how he most i mportant
I't began with friendship. With- shared |
ni ght messages, and he strange comfort
understand a silence without asking wha
They were young enough to believe that
One of them noticed he other's sadness
The other remembered small things that

50



One knew exactly how the other took his

The other knew when a smile was real an
t he worl d

Somewhere between ordinary afternoons a
sl eep became i mpossible, friendship qui
knew exi sted.

One evening, sitting beside each other

AiDo you ever think about what would hap

The question remained between them.

Neither | ooked away

And in that silence, they understood.
They were in |l ove.

For a while, the world disappeared.
There were no families.

There were simply two people who had fo

But the world has a peculiar habit of r
it exists.

Their | ove was never allowed to remain
People wanted explanations.
AWho is the man in the relationship?o0

AWhich one of you is normal ?0
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There were years of expectations.

There was a family that-ithadvy, already i ma
grandchil dren, wedding photographs, rit

There was a mother who had spent years
bring someone home.

o
Q
o

There was a father wh taught his s
without ever imagining that his son mig

There were relatives who would whisper.
Nei ghbours who would stare.
Friends who might disappear.

And somewhere behind all of it was 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.

Someti mes people think fear means | ove

Someti mes fear exists precisely because

He was afraid that choosing the person
everyone el se he |l oved.

So he began creating distance.
Not because his feelings had changed.
Because they hadn't.

That was what made it unbearabl e.
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Some are drawn by countries.
Some by religions.
Some by families.

Some by gender.

Some by the
guestion them.

And some are drawn inside the mind.
After being told for years that somethi
shameful, impossible, a person can even
That is perhaps the cruelest border of
Not the one society builds around you
The one you eventually build inside you
Because once you believe you do not des
stop you anymor e.

You stop yourself

Maybe that is why their story was never
| ove

I't was about two human beings discoveri
bel ong to yourself.

I't was about a world that had already w
they had | earned how to write their own
I't was about | ove being questioned si mp

form people expected.

someone is sti
i fe.

0]

And perh
c

ps, somewher
simply o]

ose an eas

(0]
—=

But easy for whom?
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me end with one person finall
ver something to be ashamed o

y unders
f

me end with courage arriving years to
me end quietly, carrying no photograp

d some remain unfinished because the

t unfinished does not mean meaningl es

changed t hem.

d maybe, someday, another boy will st
ightened of crossing an invisible |in
Maybe he will wonder whether there is s
ving another boy
Maybe someone will tell him that his | o
ybe someone wil/ ask him to choose be
d perhaps he wild]l remember that borde

at maps can be redrawn.
at expectations can be questioned.

at fear can be unl earned.

at a person's |ife does not become wr
sembl e someone else's idea of nor mal
rhaps he wildl choose differently.
rhaps he will hold the hand he | oves
rhaps he will walk home beside someon
ching.
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rhaps he wild.l introduce the person he
planation first.

d perhaps that wild.l be what it means
t crossing into another country.
t escaping to another place.

t refusing to | et someone el se decide

cause some borders are drawn on maps.
me are drawn by families.

me are drawn by society.

me are drawn by fear.

d some are drawn so deeply inside us

t love has never understood borders.

only understands where it feels at h
perhaps the bravest thing two peop

e

t is simply refusing to bel
i of it.
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There is a name that trembles on my ton
A syllable suspended between silence an
Too delicate to survive the weight of s
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 n
Yet one word might fracture my guarded
I carry it beneath the architecture of
Where memories gather |ike dust in aban
I't glimmers faintly, a buried constella
Still illuminating the corridors of old
Sometimes it rises unbidden to my |I|ips,
Like a tide returning to a forsaken sho
But | let it dissolve before it becomes
For some names are meant to be felt, no
It tastes of rain on the rwuins of summe
Of letters never ertte‘p} ’ofuvdoors I eft
A small constell at.i e {]“shed mo me n
A distant echo masgq QJ\«ASJ a.
Perhaps forgetting i

But allowing it to

Unt il it becomes 1| e

And more a shadow wo

So |l et the name diss

Let silence inherit

For some memories do

They become the quie

And i f someday the n

I will not call that

For perhaps the hear

Are the ones that | e
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We met somewhere between a hello and a
Two strangers who stayed for a while.
No maps were needed, no roads to cross,
Yet somehow we found each other in the
We built a lIlittle world of our own,

With words that made the distance unkno

We | aughed, we dr eamed, we held on tigh
Turning ordinary days into something br
But borders aren't always drawn on | and

Someti mes they rise where we once held
Someti mes two hearts can stand so near,
Yet still find themselves miles apart f
There were words we couldn't always say
And moments that slowly changed their w
What once felt endless | earned to |l et g

Leaving behind memories we stild]l know.

But perhaps that's widat borders are mea

Not every place is ours to reach.

Some people come, some people | eave,
But every meeting |l eaves something we b
So | |l ook beyond the lines we drew,
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Beyond the things we couldn't wundo.
Because what we shared doesn't have to

Just because the ending brought us here

Maybe fibeyond bordersd isn't about cros
Or making every | ost moment rewind.

Maybe it's learning to | ook beyond the
To keep the memories, but not hold then

And somewhere beyond every border and w

There is a |l es&on waiting for us all
That people may part, and paths may ben
But some stories stay with us, even aft

6 2
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I'la Farshori is a law student wh o
silence, injustice, and resilience
voices that are often overlooked an
put into words. Threntgiht p,oeihtuman shter
and the quiet courage it takes to b

)1 A &AOOET OF

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 f
d

wo ul 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 whode of a woman
that i f he took the one

people |l ooked at first,
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he would take
everything she was.

He was wrong.

She was someoneds daughter
l ong before she was
his target.

Someone had held her

the day she was born

and promised the world
would be gentler than this.

o
—

The world oke that promise.
He made sure of it.

He did not know
that a face is not a person.

I't is only the door.
And she was al ways
so much more

than the r

h thought he had burned down.

o
o
3

For a whil e
the mirror became
stranger és country.

She stood in it

l ooking 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 |l ooks 1ike



when it refuses

to stay fragile.

Children asked their mothers
why her face

|l ooked | i ke that.

And she | earned to answer
before they could feel guilty
for asking

because kindness, t oo,

is something

you build back,

piece by piece,

I i k skin.

She did not choose this.

No one chooses
to be rewritten
by someone el sebds rage.

But she c¢h
what came after.

o
]
D

She chose ut si de
without

what he tried to erase.

< ~+
D O
4
- =
S 9
a —
~
o

She chose to |l et people see her
before they decided

whet her they could

She chose her own name

over the one

the newspapers gave her

victim,

as if that were the only word

l eft for her to wear

It wasnot .
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Amna Arshad is a Pakistani writer
beauty in emotions, silence, and th
i fe. Her wr i-dii 9go veexrpyl,orlesveselrfesi
real ities, and the quietorsdg eaagm h ¢
cross borders, connect hearts, and
|l eft unspoken.

i TA ' OOEAA
Some borders are drawn on maps. Others
They exist in the sentences we hear whi
You should not dream so much. This is n
one tells us exastbgcwmenpahesef bosdePe
begin as small warnings, repeated so of
our own thoughts.
She grew up surrounded by them. There w
|l earned early that speaking too confide
while remaining silent was praised as g
around her dreams. tSherwasm, ebudumoady wi
that made everyone else comfortable. Th
choices. She could choose, provided her
expectations waiting for her. For years
|l i fe was.
She watched other people cross oceans,
career s, |l eave places that hurt them, a
courage from a safe distance. Then one
wi ndow, she wondersad,difsWhatc ei fl thhaev eg reevx
is the distance between who | am and wh
guestion frightened her. I't also change
She began noticing the borders everywhe
generations, where old expectations str
existed between rich and poor, educated
powerless. They existedhbetweey whraae pe
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ermitted to say. Some borders were mad
tradition Some were made of shame. And
ad never experienced the |ife they wer
She realized that borders did not al way
were invisible doors that we were taugh
somet hing small . She wrote. At first, S
about the quesbweds ¢$he HDaeasmwakhe had
versions of herself she had abandoned t
Her words were i mperfect. Her hands tre
sentence felt |ike a smal/l step beyond
Then she understood something beautiful
permission. A page did not ask where sh
whet her her dream was acceptable. A sto
inside the shape otbdhrds bdadl detsi gneld Wi
people could not. They could cross citi
passports, and generations without pern
meaning of going beyond borders. |t was
Someti meouitt beao mamg.

She began to understand that a person c¢
still travel farther than anyone coul d
a desk and cross the borders of fear. A
the border oferi gmoarladnove.i tAe wrniet honest
the border of silence. A dreamer coul d
di scover that the wal/l had never been a
Of course, crossing a border did not me
There were still wvoices that questioned
mi sunderstood her. There were still mo
she no | onger buenld aervye dd etsheartv eedv eorbye dbioe n c
to ask: Who built this border? Why does
my | ife? Those questions became a kind
Years | ater, she | ooked back at the gir
voice. She wanted to tell her something
were never meant to live inside everyon
simply waiting ool diwasviear gdratt hhre whe
had been taught to fear. o

6 8
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ry human being carries an in
ve been hurt, the dreams we
spoken, and the possibilitie
t praitsmomss.. They are invit

al ways be borders:

bet ween ¢

bet ween fear and courage,

mi ng.

r.

0]
e

s
n
s
h
I

n

p be

ly.
g at
ses
at s
'y r
car

But perhaps our greate

gPhei rzhea pwsh iicth iosn etso prreoctoe ct |
n us.

And when we find the
yond t hem

Not | oudly. But bravely
a time. Because somet.i
a border that everyone
omednegi Pesimdpl ya avi parng
ealizing that the first
rying inside herself.

opened her notebook aga
e a boundary. I't |l ooked
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Amna Arshad is a Pakistani writer
beauty in emotions, silence, and th
i fe. Her wr i-dii 9go veexrpyl,orlesveselrfesi
real ities, and the quietorsdg eaagm h ¢
cross borders, connect hearts, and

|l eft unspoken.

i TA ' OOEAA

I was taught that silence was graceful,
that quiet hearts were easier to | ove,
that certain questions

were better | eft unanswer ed.

Sd |l earned to f ol

into the small est

| |l earned to smil

when | wanted to

| |l earned to say
when my heart was

an entire unfinishe

But silence has borders too.
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And one day

I reached the edge of mine.

| stood there

with all/l the words
I had swall owed for years,
and | realized

they were not weaknesses.

They were stories.

Stories of people

who were told to dream smaller

Stories of hands

that worked without appl ause.

Stories of daughters

who carried expectations

heavier than their own wishes.

Stories of hearts



that | oved quietly
because the world
did not al ways know

what to do with tenderness.

I realized
that a voice does not become power ful

because it is |l oud.

Someti mes

it becomes power ful

because it finally becomes honest.

So | began to speak.

Not because | had stopped being afraid,
but because | had finally understood
that courage is not the absence of fear
I't is walking forward

while fear is stildl beside you.

I crossed the border
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Per hap
does n
l'i ke a
Per hap
it arr
I dese
Per hap
when s
When s
When s
t hat t
When s
she wus
When s

S

(¢}

0]

rev

ugh

me o

me o

and refuse

for taking

eedom
|l ways arrive
olution.
meti mes
like a sentence:
to choose.
arrives
ne writes her first poem.
ne returns to school
ne |l eaves a place
t her to hate herself
ne forgives the person
o be
ne |l ooks into the mirror
s to apologize
up space
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There are borders

bet ween countries,

but there are also borders

bet ween peopl e.

Language can become a border.

Class can become a border.

Fear can become a border.

Gender can become a border.

And someti mes

the deepest border

is the belief

that we cannot cross any of them.

But | have | earned

that borders are not al ways endings.

Someti mes

they are invitations.
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An

invitation

guestion.

gr ow.

begin again.

wal k beyond

e familiar shape of our |lives.
if my words travel beyond me,

t them carry this:

ere is a world

iting beyond every | imitation
were taught to accept.

ere is a road

yond every fear.

ere is a voice

neath every silence.
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There is a |ife

beyond every version of ourselves
that we created

only to survive.

And perhaps

e greatest journey

not from one country

om silence to expression,

om fear to courage,

om surviving

I wi || keep writing.
wi || keep crossing.
wi || keep becoming.
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And i f the world asks

where | am going,
I owi |1 not give it a map.
I will simply say:

Beyond the borders
that once told me

I could not go.
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Hi My name is Aatr.i Bhar dwaj . I am
about my real l'ife scenario.

Il AOOE " EAOAxA

Jab tum mil e, main andar se pehl e hi bi

Khud ko sambhal t e, khud se hi door ho c

Phir tum aaye, bina ki si shor, bina kis
Aur dhreere roshni bhar di meri andheri
Tumne sirf pyaar nahi, muj he izzat aur
Meri khamoshi ko samjha, bina pooche me

Tumhari chhaoitli ko chheobjhaati thi,
Tumhare saath rehkar, main khud ko phir
University ke woh diné kaash thoda aur
Campus ke woh pal kabhi khatam na hot e,
Tumhare saath bina wajah hasna, ghanton
Aur ek dusre ke saath hote hue duniya Kk
Pahadon tak woh safar ab bhi di | mein b
Khoobsur at toh manzar tha, par tumhar a
Tum paas hote the toh har raasta sukoon
Aur tumhari ek mdskhkabansgaméernat paor a
Phir graduation huaé aur waqgqt ne humse
Jo pal saamne jeete the, woh ab yaadon

Roz milna ab possible nahi, baatein scr
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Par sach kahun, tumhar i k a mi har roz th

Kabhi tumhar. bahut yaad aati hai, aur
Phir tumhari ek message ki notification
Faasle chahe jitne ho, tum mere dil k e
Kal ki tarah aaj Bmer eavmahaagje. ki tarah
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One morning, she woke up from a night ma
in sweat, and her itthhreo asterwa s idrsyt. tlhso uhgel
came into her mind.

She picked up her phone and tried to ca
number, but before calling him, she sto
canét do that. l'téds not right. He must
move on too.

As these ambivalent thoughts |lingered i
he alright? Does he still think about nm
She tried to call hi of a
thoughts, she wasnbd Thr
she remained quiet, t he
had seen and about

She thought of maki onc
again. Finally, she urag
call . The only thou ugh
Il's he alright? She At he
movedwbnp would she

Whil e these thought : : i ke
head, she made the A7) WNLEHZ i vely
afrissihe coul dnoét do \ht {
face that boy again had | o
i fe.

But again, she gathered the courage and

She took a deep breath. Wi th each exhal

What will I say when he picks up my cal
he miss me? Was he still waiting for me
had. Af ter al |l Brheken momd hesx h sthset evdh sf r o
Now, she wanted to accept that yes, she
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r,

hi m

f silence. He
nd, she thought the rece
nly the sound of their h

ilence and said, AiHI . o

d to hear her voice.
her, he said her na

rtl
tin

ersel f Khus,hboo and
w, through this, she

ng
me h

o T «@ o

er voice, he knew she wa
he call. He kept repeati
il after five minutes o

AiWhere are you? | want to

ChE®MUT
favorit
ordered h

her

fav

(6]
(0]

d somet h
d iwbhaméet u

sai d, AY

n

b
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0

b

b h
b
my
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oy
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es,

sai

d

insiste

g th

hi m.

d sh
was

ont i

at
S
e m

st

nue

t
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i
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d

her current | ocation. Th
héyragreed on that place
e. Ri ght after an hour,
t chocolate. The boy kne
rite place.

ing to share with each o

©
-~
o

| have something to shar
that she also had somet

d t hat gKahtuhbehr esch ohud rd fsetealr
hiisa ntdi nseh es hdei dw o ud hde csoanifde
e told him that she neve
ssed hi m.

rtl ed. He didnot know wh

, Saying, Al know that s

I di dndt Jaadnndi tt hiatt awads rtehjee cbtiegdg

i fe.

ove you. I want you. I k
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contacting you, stopping talking to you
these stupid things, but now | reali ze
i f e, it feltfibutkehbseobhtdabhseatdhdnodt 1|
couldnét steapdadbtnsgbp.thinking about
puni shing myself .o

The boy stildl had nothing to say. He kn
give her would completely break her, bu

made up ilmiosv miomdhi ng could be changed. I

Bef ore Khubh could say anything else, t
was going to the US for higher studies.
days.

Khubh was not prepared for this. She wa
didndt know what to say.

He said, fANow itlbsamogoiage,| Khabdt wan
false hope. | | ove you too, but the har
to us. Now, when you have accepted my I
be better for both of wuse tourfolrgstt each
goodbye. 0

He said this begauee her kakWw Khubhrel at
knew she would wait for him forever. Ho
he believed that | ong distance might ru
that being away from each other would e
smeday she would have to.

They both c¢cried and sat there for a | on
and said, ABye, Khubh. Take care. I kno
be strong. Goodbye. o

He grabbed his car keyssatndt Herfe, trhesg rpd
every moment of her 1ife.

The boy had the same sorrow, but he cou
felt diebsutrrnoty eidn t hat sorrow.

He drove the car in such aggression tha
car was completely destroyed. Peopl e ga
was alive or not.ihTheynweaadwwhiss coordietdi @
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Il " m Navya Wadhwa, a medical student
writing poetry, | write poems on pr
is a medium of conveying emotions w
about . Poetry is my voiicnmadstd salalndt
feelings that remain hidden within

AOUA 7AAExA

I can't fake being strong,
on the outside.

When | 'm just s o,
Brittle inside.

I get bruised,

not knowi ng how,

to heal mysel f.

I get wrecked,

not knowing how,

to put it back together.
Il " m not so strong,

though | try to be.
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" m brittle as gl ass,

a fact only | know.
Shadow it with strength,
EVERY DAY,

but the veils do Iift.

| don't know how,

to give a warm hug.

For the little girl,
who needs it badly.
You' || be good,

Il hope.



Har ek | afz mera haal batana karta hai,
Dil ne dafan ehsaason ka mal aal bayan Kk
Zuban se zahir na ho saka jo jazbaat,

|l ssliye khud ko hi khud mein dafan kart
Kafan ka kaam aankhon ko de diya maine,
Har adanmupke se mera haal karta hai

Kaash koi inn aankhon se ye kafan hat a
Unme chhipe dard ko samet | eta...

Tab jaa kar dil ka mal aal kam hot a,

Dafan ehsaason ka kabhi to zikar hota..
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| f only someone would IlIisten to me,

Wit hout passing judgment first.

| f onl vy, in this I|ife, there were someo
|l could tr@ly call my own

Someone who'd hear the whispers of my h
Not someone searching for my fl aws,

Or offering answers | already know

For yes, | know the way through this st
But somet i mes,
The heart doesn't seek solution

I't simply |l ongs to be heard.

Ri ght now,

Al | | need is a little comfort:
A gentl e soul who would sit besi de me,
Listening in silence,

Saying nothing at alll

I't's only for a |ittle while,

8 8



Just a fleeting moment of sol ace.

I f only someone
Would hold my words with their heart,
And | isten to the stories of my heart

With their own.

Someti mes,

Even when surrounded by everything,

The heart still feels unbearably alone.
It buries its pain deep within,

Hi ding wounds no one ever sees.

I f only someone could feel this ache
| f not forever,

Then just for a fleeting moment,

To |isten 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 |l et my soul finally speak.
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I f only there were someone

Who would | isten not with their ear s,
But with their heart,

And truly understand

The pain that dwells within my heart.
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The day | was born, I was lying in the
I heard my mummy first, she said "We go
Sl owl vy, I opened my frozen eyes
To make my |l ittle heart realise
"All eyes on me"
" All lies in me"

I was -born to
Make the forgotten dreams come true

Grinning and Toddl ing
Running and Model ling
Soon, | 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 |ike
Go on! Twinkle Twinkle Little Star?"

It was- 10 then

showing a 90's photo | asked my mommy "
fashion?"

My mommy gave me a sweet smile and told
" yes darling ,but | wasn't able to |iv
| s'aiitd's okay Mommy, when | grow big I
When | turneds&2i0d mg me mMmgoon you wildl

Choose someone who knows how fl owers ar
I aswkheyd mommy ?!

"Cause darling every day | am awaken
|l see my reflection in you,so | can't b
|l said ,it'"s ok Mommy | will have the B
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Now | have a | ast wish

when | di e, | want al | the daddy's and
Point me in the night sky

I want to see those words fly

"Look! a star named Pretty Daughter"”
" Pretty Daughter".
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I am divyanshi, a 13 yDeeawass oMadd hsytau d
Pradesh. I have always writing poer
through creative words. I enjoy wri
and the beautiful moment of |ife. F
share feelings andntaoarmemodii@ar gt any
heart forever. Il try to give those

$EOQUAT OEE ¢CIi OxA

your gentle smile makes me gl ad,
you | eft me up when | am sad.
we promise to

with nothing i

with step so t
My worl d is bri
even when the

| know that |

with sharing |
together we wild/l

Hand in hand we

Our |l ove wil/l
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Syeda Dua Zainab Kazmi is an aspir
Mi dni ght Reverie, her debut novel
moment s, and the beauty of unspoke:
worlds that stay with readers Il ong

SUAAAZZSORT AA EAUI E

Some connections are not written in wor
The silence of the mountains remained u
The stars shimmered above | ike countl es

story too distant for the world below t

A gentle breeze wandered through the va

grass before disappearing into the endl
Then, a quiet voice broke the silence.
ADo you think the stars ever feel | onel

The question floated ge.n@t»
e
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fragments falling |ike confe

AEverythingés under control

control something

ready lost its soul ?

forty hearts. ..

debri s.
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Where fiRest in Peaceo 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 Afuel cutoff. o

| say fAhuman cutoff. o

We disconnect humanity

more easily than we do engines.
A single switch.

and conscience | oses power.

what god governs systems

where efficiency outweighs empathy,

where time is saved,
but I|ives are spent?
The sky remembers, even if we donodt.
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I't | imps each ti
because some wou

only to remind u
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They bl amed the
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Who signed the ¢
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Why do we fear f

me another flight ascen

nds ar

s what

fast e

enot meant to hea

f

r

pilots.

hem to
heckl

otoco

of it b

s demand

alling

when webve already fal

They called it a

But truth was ne
just muted.
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k
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I whisper. ..

How f ar

Because | d6m still grounded
in the ethbes. of Al

under a sky

that stil]l weeps,

|l ong after the world forgot

why.
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-AAEE . ACE

12 Saal Ki Ladki Thi

Chudi pahnane Ka Shauk rakhti thi,

Py Ul c®ydi usse Tuti Mano Jaise Ho Zin
FIR ek ek Kanch usmein sameta Chudi ko
Of % ziwdchudi Thi Tuti

Per Ab Bhi woh 15 Baras Ki Mano nai Jin
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-AAEE . ACE

Oy @B Py U %y Ul %y I1d

Churi pahnane Ka Shauk rakhti thi

P Ul C@ljll’.l.i usse Tuti jaise ho jindagi
NOD o ¥o@dne sameta churi ko ek kaga
Of % zj»wdchuri thi Tuti

Par ab bhi @qhmhﬁibpiadagi ke liye "cho
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SAAEUA 2AEIT AT +E

There is a peculiar sdd esicleenme tihre whiua
world seems to hold its breath, as thou
see what we shall make of another day.
Perhaps tomorrow exists somewhere in th
Not as a date upon a calendar, nor as s
horizon, but as a thousand unseen possi
our hands The tree we plant today may
stranger. The WO rntasy wee csopneea ka inme npoar sys i snog
carries for a |ifetime. A choice made i
now, become part of a history we shall
And yet, we walk through the present as
We build, consume, dIS‘fCJ’Q}(&ff\‘dIVIde dr
and hurry onward, _’j;*p%f\f\i_ng‘ﬁo
consider that the —n—Q\t| meTel y
somet hing adpiptr oiasc hsion Zn gy oy

we are |l eaving 1

after wus

Perhaps, t hen,
tomorrow wil|l

Perhaps the more wu
t his:

When tomorrow final

our generati on, wh a |

Wi | | it see a peopl &=

their moment in

courageous enough

age is, in some measure, a pro
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For we are all, whet her we know it or
readers have not yet been born.

And someday, when they turn that page,
read.
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Il " m a science studdmtvearmd waytseémvww

and this inspired me to write stori

" AOCE 3EICE

It was a bright day in the valleys of K

serene beauty of the hills, houses buil
crowds of tourists painted a picturesaqu
border, life Waspkal wmeanedbgsyewith thei
small town was knoiwrhef wmrnla -&gfofmielr narseentt 0 o
school in that district.

Two best friends, Meher and Nehal, wer e
One morning, as they walked to school t
tomorrow we are going to have a war dri
that Pakistanocontinues on India?

Meher excl ai med, fil am not scared! | an
fight or flight situations, so | can ta
emergencies. 0

At school, the children | earned how to
shooting, a fire outbreak, and how to e
severadvilng eskill s . , o
After the dri NN =
went home and] gy ) R S I
shared everyt«¢

l earned with -

A few days | aj

Sunday, the tY

were playing

playing, Mehe'

badly. In thei-

hospital was -

for serious e



the nearest one was very far. Meher 6s f
advised her to rest and avoid wal king.
going to school, despite her parentsdé c
academically broghée secdgnizeoerand Meh
t hem.

With Nehal s hel p, she reached the stag
moment, a terrifying sound echoed. It W
for in the drills was happening for rea
running in fearnt oNeveahlerheltd ytiingh ttloy hoel
Meher 6s injured |l eg slowed them down. T
rushing crowd of students and teachers
Nehal grew anxious. Her best friend cou
everyone else ran to save their own | iv
find Meher. At | ast, she saw her crouch
Nehal suppor tee df oMewhaerrd .t oSundodve nl y, a bul
toward Meher. I n a split second, Nehal
her own ar m. Meher screamed in horror.
bull et struck Nehal 6s 1| eg, and she col
Just then, army personnel stormed in an
injured were rushed to the hospital. Me
inconsolably and prayed for her best fr
t h hospital . rAftedocalomestsu2z4sesasdi ully c
surgery. She had fainted due to severe

When Nehal finally opened her eyes, the

Me her 6s. Overwhel med with relief, Me her
save hers. Nehal only | aughed weakIly an
for.o
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5. 3%. 4

I am a young writer who | oves turni
the little moments of |ife into wor
needs to be spoken; some feelings
writing. My inspirati omreeof teexrp ecrad neensc
i magi ne, and feel in everyday 1ife.

300UA $AAT AOE

Are all words meant to be spoken?
Perhaps not.
Or perhaps

Some words are born only to remain insi

We spend years

talking to the people

About ordinary days.
About sl eepl ess nighp§'{
About favourite songs,
unfinished dr eams, 7‘

and random Ilittle thV

Yet somehow
the words that matter

stay imprisoned behind hesitant 1|ips.
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every road felt safer,

when | 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
somet hing changed.
Or perhaps,

it had al ways been changing.

Friendship

when held too close for too |l ong,
someti mes forgets where it ends.
One heart crosses the line.

The other
never notices.

Mine did.

Quietly.

Wit hout permission.
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il ence.
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Maybe that belief was my greatest mista

I thought,

there woutd al ways be
another tomorrow.
Another conversation.

Anot her chance.

I was wrong

On the day | finally decided to tell yo
I carried flowers instead of fear.

For the first ti me,

my heart was ready to stop hiding.

Then

you smil ed.

The same smil e
I had spent years protecting inside my
You | ooked at me ,

then at hi m,
and -said

"Meet my boyfriend."
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Or

getting married soon. "
it strange

single sentence,

ietly destroy

ar s

t making any sound?

ower s n

nfessio

eve

n never

r

reached

reached

returned home,

)

uet that no | onger had
ars that no | onger had
t

carrying every word,

r sent.

S

too | ate.

haps,

eelings are never meant

your

hands.

your heart

a reason,

a future,
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to become conversations.
They exist only

as blinking cursors,
hawfitten confessions,

and messages saved nowhere

except

inside the heart,

of the one

who never pressed Send
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Ashal words echoed in my mind. And the
why would he do so, despite the hatred?
grandparents.

My grandfather, I never saw him, not in
me that he had passed away |l ong before
she didnét have a chance to get to know
And my grandmother, I grew up hating he
| dondét even know her name. The reason
i Wheoru were stildl in my womb, nobody he
They used to say webOve become untouchab
refused to help e 4

harvesting, and ;

despite knowing and
am unable to perfo

task properly, one
with all the wor

just roaming aro

I was born and i an
family, but my

They turned into

about 2001, a Yy ef

born Christiani?

rapidly those da¥

were to be seen

of God dpovitba

village, and th h t
carried away my e

ti me those who

into Christianit

the society, I . e
even killed, bur ned&t= aten
to death.

When my parents became Christians, firs
whole village; brothers on father's sid
and even my grandmother was included.

I don6ét recall what the village used to
starts to remember about their childhoo
hostel where orphans and children from
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, Jhaphao u sCen,e wvwsittohr ey smal |l spring r
to surround the house, just a sma

I made my way through a bridge

m; t wo beds, tel elvwiosi, omvhowr ht Img
t have brought from Mal aysia, a
from my Mom that the Chaudhary
grandmot her paid a
e more person made i
a |little slow and ti
swwebbhoat smaviuag 8be
h spent with us, al
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Due to hatred towards her | must say or
day | l'it a firecracker and threw it at
she was startled and started weeping. H
wrinkled cheekBat shie pud | widpeaed her tear
|l ooking towards me. The sound of a fire
room.

i- Nammu, threw a firecracker at me. 0 Sh
My dad saw her sobbing, and a fresh smo
the room.

Her weeping turned into crying, and sob
and Mom being present in the room

She | a r left our place to stay with h
move from one place to another to her s
broth and 3 sisters, hedés 3rd one.
It was winter of 2019, | was enroll ed i
Theol ogi cal Seminar yLalliotcpautre da sata Sfurneaskho
sudden demise of our Tumma ( Dadds el de
for IIlam i mmediately; I took the bus th
from my Mom. AlIl of our relatives were
mayw of them | never knew or ever saw. |
and as my classes were going on so | ha
possible before | eaving.

i Ddmdtget to meet your grandmother befc
from the kitchen.

|l was done with my packing stuff and pa
room to pay her a visit.

Her appearance is the same as she used
l ost in her own thoughts. I approached
i Who is it?0 She asked, facing towards
di dndt recogni ze me.

A Itdéds me Boju, Nehemiah.o | replied. S
again.

i Nammu, Il &m Nammu Boju. o0 Now a Ilittle

irritation.
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Priscilla, my sister whobés 10 years you
Piku in short.

Silence filled the room.

i Dond6t think that along with Mom and P
the jungle to that damn village, which

who never accepted you,o0 | spoke with r
Mom and dad both remained silent, maybe
My sister was too small to understand a
she heard of the village. Webve been th
mat er nal uncl & ;s ah omaye, it comes

Our small family discussion was distrac
from Tumba, notifying us that grandmoth
to see my father and mother in specific

I found out that she passed away the da
mom informed me about it through the ph
They returned only after finishing her
how it went, she replied that when they
enough to recognize people, and all/l she
Saili arrive. Ared ewhherd wWe tr eheeah &k otw t h e
arrived, she silently passed away after
i fleel t | i ke she was just holding on to
added

ils your grandfather dead too?0d0 Roshan

AWhat! Why?o0

AThen why arendt you eating? Finish it
We finished eating, and Roshan asked fo
by card I ignored the notification bel
notification. But when | checked my pho
towards our room.i slcti Iwaas. a text from P

AMomdés birthday is 2035/10/ 26 and Dadés

121



AfAsk mom about Bojuds name too.0 As | s
was 7:20 AM Nepal is about two and hal
a call to my mom.

AWhat 6s Bojuds name mummy?o0

AJust say it.o

AChandramaya Ekten. 0

AEkt en! Before she was married to our B
ALingdam, Lingdam Li mbu. o

AOkay , bye bye.d | hung up the call

| didnot mourn for her, nor felt remor s
exactly the time before her | ast breath
throwing a firecracker at her. And tell
hel d heri nhawidish acjaar € t his time and told
her two granddaughters in | aw but wildl
at last, | would have asked her name an
Chandramaya Lingdam Li mbu.
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Koyel Mandglars EagthshdHonours st uct
l ove for |literature and creative wr
identity, silence, resilience, and

dreams of pursuing a PekeBsihhEngtlkiosh
she could never say aloud through h

Al - AT AAI

(e

+ |

I was too young

to understand

that | had | ost my mother.
Before | could know her voice,
| knew her absence.

I grew p watching other children
run to their fathe

ask for little thi

| augh, compl ain,

and receive the

they never had t

I watched them
and quietdy wonde

Why not me?

My father was ali
but he was an abs

e never accepted
the way a daughte
o0 be accepted by

And somewhere insi
a questdi on grew

What was my sin?

Was it my fault
that | 1 ost my mother
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when | was only an infant?

Was it my fault
that my father could not | ove me?

Whom coul d | ask?

| never found the words.

So many wi shes,
so many feelings,
so many little dr eams
were buried beneath
a pile of silence
I never had
the childhood | imagined.
But | had my grandparents.
They became my guardians,
my home,
my strength
Even at twenty,
when | break down
ver the things | never had,
they remain beside me
I have failed.
I have fallen
But when | was broken,
they were not

They kept believing in me.

So I continued my studies.
I kept dreaming.

Today, I want to write

what | could never say aloud.
Perhaps | wi || never know
why | was denied the | ove

| deserved.
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And the girl
who once had no words
now has a pen.

With it,
I will finally tell
the story of my |ife.
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S

e

read around the wrist

di stance can resist.

the |l aughter, holds the tears,
at grows more precious through
of gold or f ame

ng else could feel the same.

a simple knot it's the promise
I 11 always stand by you
very storm and every fight,
bond that guides to |ight

more than threads we tie
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The fair color of skin, beauti ful face,
hair. I s the beauty bound by only these
in the body??
Wh a t about those kind hearted, sel fl ess
beauti ful hearts who are always ready t
I n a world full of fair faces with bl ac

out ward beauty but purest hearts are th
Beauty |ies in the beautiful hearts not

"You are beautiful the way you are.

A Thoughtful Girl

128



In every corner of the world, there is
them. This war says that girls are gold
they play with boys. On the other side,
egoi stitbeyl dieanflagneamd t ake advantage of

This gender war i s not new. Time is bec
this chain doesn't break. Bad things an
gender; they depend on human beings.
This war is not about who is right and
femal e.

lt's about how cruel our world is which
My Dear Friends, niceness and cruelty d

society's way of thinking.
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Hi , | 8m R B.aPrywduwmigk awr i t er who | oves
and feelings through words. I enj oy
friendship, emotions, memories, and
dondt know how to say. Writing is a
ino somet hing meaningful and share

0"0B25$6) +!

| kept texting you, even when you stopp
I kept asking if you were okay, even wh
| remembered the | ittle things about yo
were forgetting the Ilittle things about
Maybe | was holding onto a friendship t
| kept telling myself, fAMaybe they're b

But tomorrow came.

And nothing changed.

So one day, | stopped ‘4"\

Not because | stopped car"

Not because | hated you.

I was just tired of being 2 ne

together.

And strangely, when | st,
|l ooking for me.

That hur't more than | e)

. AT D o
But it also taught me somet hing.

Sometimes, | osing a friendship isn't re
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enough

it'"s about finding yourself
for someone who had already s

miss the friendship we had.

shoul dn'

know,
t have to beg someone to stay

that' s where my hope begins.
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I am an academic writer, an aspirin
i mprove my poetic journey. I am ins
as the random rainfall, an overcast

$EPAOE #EAOOC

| hear the siren that resembles an wul ti

The heart pounding |ike the bird in a c
| | ook around, no familiar face, no saf
Should | run or should | just be a Ilitt

As i f it is bound

Some were | eft hu
faces
Shoul d | be sel fl

patient?

A Minute | ater,

A call that is di
have ever heard o

The crowd becomes
their patienc

o]
=
o

The platforms hav
symbol of hope
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A distant | ight appears to be too close

The towering clock does not want to res

The heart keeps pounding as if 1 6m the
A call is to be made very soon, a final
I hear in distant AThis is the |l ast tra
I ask the passerby if it is true.
He was afraid, he was i mpatient.

He just nodded his head and turned away

A moment of brief silence was all/l I nee
In the crowdest place | wish never to b
I Il ooked around, | still see them rushi
Should I follow the crowd or simply wal

The departure time seems farther away t
A final call is now made, a whistle is
The crowd di minishes |ike the polar ice

Partially happy and sad, but completely

The urge to reach home beats every crow
I was happy and smiling, yet no famili a
I looked out of the window, a moment of

Di stinguished and |l ess ordinary.
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As the world begins to slide away sl owl

My heart starts to pound again, but thi

I am finally going home, to embrace wha
I am finally going home on the | ast tra
7EAOCA .1 T1TA +11x0
She writes with simplicity and hone
verses that ffeel deeply personal. F
creating beautiful words, it i s abo
maki ng someone, somewhere, feel a |

- AOEA ) AEE

| can't recal |l the time or place,

When pain became a warm embrace.

When "Ouch! | fell, it hurts a bit,6"
Turned into wounds | chose to slit.

A childhood scrape would bring a tear,
But arms would pull me safe and near.
Now sil ence wraps around my chest,
And pain's the friend | know the best.
| used to cry when | would fall,

No w, | don't feel a thing at al |
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o light,
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ut si de,
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give in.

|l se beats
within.
ng sl ow,
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A dr eamer at heart and an M. Pharm s

finds joy in expressing thoughts ¢
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