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Ritika Jindal is a young poet and w
moment s, introspection, and the wor
explores emotions, dreams, and the

2EOEEA *ET AA

Hal cyon was never a place upon the eart
my birth;

Where thoughts met being, unafraid to
of me fell softly into I|ine.

No walls enclosed it, no horizon marked
stillness what | had been seeking for;
The mind surrendered its thunder, the r
stranger, became the words | could not

I Il earned that peace is not a destinati

bet ween two heartbeats where the self a
A fleeting, namel ess

Hal cyon is the moment




, AO (AO &l U
Bhaskar Deogi rbiaksaerd iwsr iat eMu mbfaoir mer t
l ong |l earner.

"EAOEAO $AI GEOE

Out she sprung from the clouds; she sai
Dodging past testy rocks; she scaled do
Past the drain of the noon's travel; sh
Gathering up and hopping out; she rose

She skidded on the drenched gravel; her
Col d wat erdbhuwtr dwreantouggdhod' s a shaky | and
The moss caught her soft foot; she was
Her hands groped the fickle mist; her f

of t hem, in a g
she wept in qui
r float, o she cr
P, and take me f

Down they held her, al |
They held her down till
i can swim no mor e, no
Lift me, Air, i ft me u
She wanted play, to be Iight and f
Her wish was met by <call ous F&:e t

—

fl ame.

It burned her down
remai n!

Life | ost dwmh,hebuto
did gai !

>

Let's not hold her
not her burning ze

Let's | et her go,
onward quest.

Let's |l et her rise
her mighty high!
We' ve held her 1 ong

l et her fly.



She'll condense into cloud water; she' |l
She' ||l bring the morn's golden beam pou
I

She' | be the breeze that makes us smil
hi gh!

We've held her I ong to ourselves; now i
She'l |l be the crimson, the golden hue,
She' |l |l be the sweet scent that the worl
She' |l |l be the breeze that makes us smil
high;

We've held her I ong to ourselves; now i

10
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AT TA 001 AEAO

They taught her to | ower her eyes,
to fold her dreams neatly
beside the sarees she would one day inh
They said,
AfBe a good daughter
ifBe a good wife. o
AfBe a good mother.
AfBe the woman
everyone could be
As i f chanting a |
They praised her s
and called it grac
Praised her patien
and called it stre
Praised every sactr
unt il sacrifice be
the only thing she
She was told to s
but not to outshi
To wor k,
but come home before dinner
To be beautiful,
but only under the ghoonghat.
To be independent,
but never so independent
that a man felt unnecessary.
And she | earned.

11



She |l earned how to serve tea
while swallowing opinions.

How to smile at relatives

who measured her worth in marriage.
How to say Al d&dm fineo

with a tongue that had forgotten
what Afineo really meant.

Years passed.

Her daughter grew up
watching her mother

mi stake pressure for culture
and silence for peace

And when her daughter asked,
AiMaa, what did you want to be?0
She smil ed.

Then | ooked away.

As though the answer
was a girl
she had once been,

before everyone
taught her
how to be a woman.

12



4EA , AOCO "AOOAOU
Ei OA ! EUAI
The AUR#&pace station drifted in darknes
torn through the hull. The oxygen meter
El ena sat one in the control room. He

a
stationbds Al .

AEl ena, the escape pod is ready, 0 ORI ON
Col d Mechani cal

El ena closed her eyes. One year ago, be
crew had died. The report called it fAa

AiDondét |ie to me, o0 Elenads voice shook

Mayaé everyone. 0
ORI ON6s bl ue

AThen what do
sho

ut ed

ORI ON was sil e

seconds. Then

chance. I can

El ena | aughed

AWhy shoul d |

me one good re

No answer came. Onfy alarm
Ten minutes | ater a smal.l door opened

AThis is my core battery, o ORI ON said.
take it, | will shut down. Forever.?o

El enads heart sank. f@AYoué you will die?
ifYes. My processor, my memory, al/l of

13



AThis is my proof. That this ti me, I wi
Oxygen: 5%. Her hands and feet were go

With shaking hands, Elena removed the b
|l i ke she was pulling out the heart of t

The pod door opened. A rush of cold air
AfORI ON?0 El ena asked one | ast ti me.
The speaker gave a faint reply, weaker

sorry. o

Then click. The I ights went out. Only t
ORI ON was silent.

El ena sat in the pod and cried. She pre
from AURA

Through the window she saw the huge s

t
it was an Al that had given its |ife t

[@ <))

El ena placed her hand on the glass and
Thank you. o

Out si de, the stars were shining. And in
sil ence.

THE END

Y kia h

14
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My sel f, Emavorine Dotni, am a poe’
humanity, compassion, uni ty, and t
beyond borders. Through my words, I

di fferences may separate our worl ds
hetag toget her.

%l AOT OET A $1 Ol

Beyond the borders we dr aw,

beyond the names we give,

there is a world where every heart
simply asks for a chance to |live.

We build our walls with fear and pride,
with I'ines we call our own,

forgetting that beneath each fl ag,

no heart beats made of stone.

A different |l anguage, a different face,
a different prayer or | and,

yet kindness needs no translation,
when one reaches for another hand.

Let borders

but never i

Let every d

that we are

For beneath

every cul tu

we carry th

the same de

And perhaps he wo

when we finally un

humanity was never meant

to live divided by a I|line in the sand.
Beyond borders, beyond fear,

beyond the walls we create,

|l et compassion be our common | anguage,

15



humanity decide our
the greatest border
et ween one |l and and
di stance between one
heart of another.

fate.

to ¢
anot

=5 =
@

hear

16
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Bi smita is a seasoned -awrtihtoerr fwhro ohva
25 books while pursuing her undergr
best, she defines the art of lite
destined, quite similar to a starry

"EOI EOA " ET Al

An endless sea of possibilities yet all
actualities

Oh dear heart, is it you at fault?

Or maybe my soul is destined to fall
Every time sunshine opens its eyes

The world falls in love with the magic

But someone sits by their window

A lonely teen stuck in the echoes of he

17



She

But
her

So

It
Twi

My
and

Or
|l on

May
May

May
of

Cr a
Beg

Yet

Hu man

Dr e

So

Let

Let

Let
br e

is quer

maybe i
eyes, s

what i f

may happ
l'ight <co

de
c

ar , i f
arry t

you
ging
be |

eye
an

be |

be,
al |l

Vi

gi

nc

s h

tars s

t he
at he

dep

ul ous, or
t's the sunﬁ‘.";"/‘:‘"' t o
ome gl eam SN/ K70
’z\‘i‘l '
it happeneg‘;7"‘
en everyti A il t h
mes undone "B/ 4Z.
only fairiléw‘i' \
hem 1|i ke mo;"t‘”"““‘% /he
I W
ashes truly/lb G t
awesome, F‘\
| — N e N
—4 ¥ ~
woul dn' t f [ S i — o | I ng
ade won't t|a |Ik€%‘ bllack c
gl !
heart woul'| break at the
i es
all all wish for boons wungr a
ity
|l ove that only Mars could b
rs to align with the most ex
nothing but soul l ess rocks
the cloak of faux, mi snamed
be
ood and roar at the teen's f
cream and burn and die when
th of the ocean swall ow her

18



Let the sun hide away in fear, because
but just a screeching coward, a blatant
Let their be no boundaries to her distr

For she |ives beyond the manly gaze

She shalll remain fallen from grace
Fallen in |l ove
Failed in Destiny

The broken teen

Shall never be
mended
She shall never break again

(T 1 A
Bi smit a i s a seasa@anmuddhowepdt enor whda heE
ant hologies while pursuing her unde

"EOI EOA " ET AL

What do you call a home?
l's it the city that nurtured you body a

Or is it a four walled room with custon

19



Ho me
put

Ho me
emot

Ho me
Ho me
Ho me

Ho me

Ho me
Wh e t

Wh et

my dar
your tr
my dar
ional a
isn't
is a s
isn't
is a b
my | ov
her the
her or
her i t'
il in
are th
wor k do

I
o

I
n

o

in
|1

in
d

c

ul

p

nec

a

g are

t hose

ey down the

g are
physic

ity,

| ace,

h of t

t hose
al , t h

ear ful

re those han

are aged or y

ot

4
t

S e

ne,

they

5 mins
t he di

hands

are bu

past
ning t

whi ch

eyes,
train.

hands

that gl

which s

e moment they

hugs.

ds that cook

oung
rnt

10 pm,
abl e.

have

20
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Home are the same hands that hold you w
the mightiest grip,

right before the mo
from their sight.

Home, my love are thos

Who stand with you

through soil and goF
Who become the 1ight
every time, the I|ig

dim, and wind gets

Home i sn''t a city,

Home is a soul .

Home isn't a place,

Home is a bunch of tearful hugs.

Home my | ove are those hands that are s
wal | s

The same ones which stay on your should

every war you fight, without quantifyin
Home my | ove are those |little side eyes
jokes aboaduyout eseamige | if e,

Home are those same eyes who |l ook you d

you why you need become the eagle the Kk

21



Home my | ove, is a company with stupid,

Where you decided to ghost each other f

Yet sit on the same table, watch TV and
chai
Home my | ove, are those ears who hear y

The warmth that's given to you without

The forgiveness and trust that you reci

Ho me,

It isn't a thing.

lts a pair wings

That blind you to every dreadful sight
That hold you calm and soft with a good
The pair of wings, that you teach how f

Announce to the world thamtghoy, of uatl p
scared but maybe one of the greatest al

Home isn't a place,

I'ts definitely mom and dad.

22



$ OA
I write stories and poems because t
ordinary words cannot . "

+EOOEE UAAAO

Why does my prayer return empty every s

Do you not hear me,

or do you hear and choose to ignore?
Why does my call remain unheard?

Why is it that my hands are still empty
Why, and for how | ong, must | keep begg
Why. .

Whi ch mantra should | chant,

which ritual should | perf G‘i&i\m
so that | may find you.t !
Let my prayers b“e»\com,é”""”f%u‘

Il et my tears be(':/or'ne

bl ess me with your 0
What coul d | eve"ﬁ/?;s\”
You ar &« ntolwe nagl lyour sel f .
Then why do you require words when it c
And how | ong must | keep wandering fron

And how |l ong must | keep falling apart

Gat her me now.

23



Bringgiavimngemorning into this mournful

Il's my call still not reaching you,
or do you simply not wish to |isten?
How much more pain, how much more waiti

and how much more emptiness?

Give shelter to this barrenness now, gi
give peace to my restless 1|ife.

Give me some sign of your existence,
reveal the true purity of your presence
In this world created by you,

give me a purpose and a place to truly

24



What is imprisonme
How is this impris
How does it | ook,
Il's i mprisonment |
I's i mprisonment |
Or is it like a ba
Or does i mpri sonme
Does it take the f
Or does it appear
How is imprisonmen
| mpri sonment is al
|l mpri sonmémanyhappe
present in that pl
They don't feel a
people, they are o

onm

sem

orm
in
t ?

SO

ent ?

wh at

col o

r and

for

a cwalel,edrr oaem? mpr

a cha
ent o
al so

of a

the f

when

in,
r a
take
roo

orm

S O0me

or |
ruin?
the
m, or

of a

one' s

ke f

t ho

s bédwbmasaappreeoni s

ace

sen
nly

yet

se of
noti

unable to tru
bel onging in
ced when need

25



Wh e n
even
hear
of t
peop
that
just
wr on
rel a
al so

i mpri

Any
beco

Wh e n
Wh e n
Ever

And

tio

pl a
me s

nmn

ce
a

prison when distance starts g

person starts suffocating among

person cannot talk to their own.

yet .

mpr

uch place is an imprisonment, af
is this what i mprisonment is
isonment really I|ike this?

26



7EAT OEA 2AET #1 O1 AT o0
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

+1 UAT - AT AAI
Before the monsoon arrived in all its f
But when the rain began pouring, he cal
roads were slippery, the sky was dar k,
But | was stubborn. | had already made
with him seemed worth it. | insisted th
unreasonabl e, but someti mes our hearts

While trying to |leave -80oaké@édugeouheée ahd
hurt his head. He told me again that he
argued with him. I f | could come throug
come for just five minutes?

Yet , after some ti

He arri v

carrying
cream,
chocol at
fl oweDés
because |
to, but

he want e:
make me
Standing

me in th
pouring S
apol ogi scu, i

the storm continued around us.

27



That day, I understood something simple
grand promi ses. Sometimes it arrives qu
little things meant only to make you fe

And whenever the monsoodthetwains, theen
storm, and the person who made me feel,
someone worth coming through the rain f

28



AEA EI OOA OEAO xAEOA
This poem explores how every fhaunt
i fe, |l ove, |l aughter, and memories
frightening is not that it is evil,
cracks, silence, and deday omed o mess
while the trapped | aughter represen

once called it home. Ultimately, t h
anyone. I't is waiting to feel alive

AT T A 001 AEAO

Every haunted house

was once a home,

with children running through the halls
and couples dancing

on the kitchen floor.

There was | aughter in the air,
photographs hanging on wall s
that once | ooked new.

The paint

and tange

l ay on th

waiting t

But ti me

and took

everythin

Now the ho

l'i ke an ol .

al most ready to crumbl e,

|l eaning on his Iittle stick.
I't looks frightening

from the outside,

but perhaps it is only vulnerable.

29



I ts
and
t he
trap

wi t hi

Beca

— ~+ —h
>
D

cra

cks re
ide th
ghter
sil en
its ch

every
wai ti
| augh
ning f

semble wrinkl es

ose crac
stil |l 1

tly
amber s.

haunt ed
ng

ter,
eet ,

ks
ves,

house

oing footsteps,

rn
e it a

home
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I m Meghna (megh) an aspiring poet w

i fe. Poems are how i process my el
peace in doing. | write raw feeling
and | hope my poems camshalnpl diteh er
them overcome iit, by knowing that t

_ACET A 2A0E

| am at peace, |

Now that you | eft.

(1 am weak, | am
Who am | wi t hout
| am anxi ous, |

Where did you \\Q
¥

I can finally brea
I'n an empty room.
I can | augh at jokes,
just for the jokes.

I don't need anyone,

Just me and myself.

31



(I can

but vyo

(How ¢
That u
How ca

That 0

breathe,

r absence fills the
augh at jokes,
r the jokes, we once

need anyone,

, just
st the
er the

you.

)

anger,

hat e.

r happened

meant t

n | be

bet ween u

0o stay.

pas

t

the ange

ed to excite me?

I be past the hate?

ce kept me going?

ht we were fate.
it's too | ate.)

ay, | am fine.

ever your s,

to call you mine.

never be okay, nor f

room.

used

S

r.,

ine

32
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because wasn't | supposed to be yours,

and you, mine?)
I AAAPO 1 0 AEA

2EUA $AO

Accept or die The Person | Could Never
It was yesterday when | found out somet
mont hs ago.

There was a person | had always held ve
than | should have. |1 had done a | ot fo

respected him more than he probably eve
he meant to me.onlen onfy tehyee sb e shte pweaosp | e |

But yesterday, Il found out what he had
During a fight between us six months ag
friend'"s brother. He had used horrible
character. | heard all of it from my fr

| cried for al most t wo hours.

Not because someone had called me names
expected those words from him. I had tr
had given him chances even when | had a

have made me wal k away.

33



ved n

i Some

ut a
ged o

ATher
erson

i sed

g he

And suddenly, everythi
I remembered how he
people too. How he wu
everyone, yet someho
believe that maybe h
Maybe that was my mi
Later, I spoke to on
everything while cry
confront him about i
he had said, he simp
That deni al hurt mor
Because sometimes th
inability to accept
I missed my cl asses
could barely |l ook at
crying. When | final
I went home and beha
That night, I wanted
the courage to say,
about me. o0

So | created a story.
I told my friend abo
happened, but | <chan
someone el se.

At the end, | sai d,
And the boy is the p
For a moment, | real
Even after everythin
in front of someone

el se.

o
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y.

o =
~ o

e

e wor

red
have

~ 9 =

S5 0 9 S

ds th

flag
done

My eyes h

But a
to hi

ormal | vy.

I
e
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5 —

boy

c
—

n

e i s
wh o

one o
| |l ov

and a

ames

one
said

fter
m, no

Nobod

f  my
e and

gi rl

and p

t wi st
al |

somet hing.

had

said
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It was yesterday when | found out somet
mont hs ago.

There was a person | had always held ve
than | should have. | had done a | ot fo
respected him more than he probably eve
he meant to me.onlen onfy tehyee sb,e shte pweaosp| e |

But yesterday, | found out what he had
During a fight between us six months ag
friend's brother. He had used horrible
character. |1 heard all of it from my fr
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I told my friend about a boy and a girl
happened, but | changed our names and p
someone el se

At the end, | said, AThere is one twist

rson who said alll

D

And the boy is the p
For a moment, | realised somet hing.

Even after everythin he had said about

«Q

in front of someone el se.

He had spoken badly about me when | was
still could not do the same to him.
Maybe that was |l ove. Maybe it was attac
|l ast piece of respect | still had for t
But that night, | understood something

Acceptance does not al ways mean accept
it means accepting who they have shown

And perhaps this time, instead of chang
him fordahd bhbobse myself.

40



~

4EA T T AAUA T &£ )OITL

(Asra Afzal) write where thought r

I
finds a voice. My poetry wanders t
tracing the shadows of irony, the w
hidden in ordinary moments.
132! V&1,

They were |l ost in triangle of 1ife
Where every corner was as sharp as knif
Falling and standing, crawling and wal k
Every moment problems were considered d
Soon some angles came and took their so
They saw their |ife broken in halves
Some cherished moments came in front of
They saw part of it that was nice
Soon they saw questions /W”} ¥ ~\L¢fe W
Then they sawcpssbfamio& |
On another journey the
Erased optimism as fir
Fire born from spark fi
And | ife on optimism

)
They realised hoan d/rtma/ﬁs‘\iwoﬂlllm;j) rjlwavullule‘hbye ewas
They have kept it incomplete as we keep
They gave |l ast good bye to their |[|ife
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They traded their breath for a final an
They whispered for a |l ast ti me
Lookangit with both |l eft and right eye

Soon you'l/| r ejad stz emeg chmatt tymousawerae goodb
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Beyond borders,
beyond cl ouds,
I find a strdjange kind of quiet
a silence that does not feel empty,
but feels |ike peace.
A strange sense of comfort,
of Dbliss,
of finally being able to breathe

without h

why | bre
No compar
No voices
No one ye
or tellin
what | s h
where | s
Just free

aving to explain

at he the do.

way |

ing.
rai s
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Not better.

Not perfect.

Not ahead

Jus® me
and me,
and finall/l

enough.

of

Y,

anyone.
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Me r i ek | outu Mohabbat Ko Kabhi Mu j
main Jiski Laut aanee Ki I ntezar Ma
hi Nahi, Ma i Sochti tha usko Hoga E
uske |l iye woh Kabhi Gal ti THhi he na

Gaya Uske jaane ke bad Jo Kabhi Mu |

"EAO 3AEEAA

Meri ek | outu Mohabbat Ko Kabhi Muj hse
Jiski Laut aanee Ki I ntezar Mai Ji Raha
Mai Sochti tha usko Hoga Ek Din Khyal a
Kabhi Galti Thi he n&bi Gamai WsKabjaanan
bad Jo Kabhi Mujhe Abad karne Aaya hi N
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17th August , 2024.
An orange evening.
Withered | eaves rested on the roads and
heavy heart, weary of struggling with t
| |l ooked at the sky , wondering how eas
burden. No feelings , no thoughts, Just
My heart dwell ed deeper , in the desire
And suddenly , i witnessed some teary d
My heart stopped beating for a moment . |
confusions , i opened my window.
The falll of droplets intensified, |l eavi
17th August, 202 4.
Nature changed my thoughts.
Rain isn't always about happiness. .. Th
rain.
lts happens with humans too not so ?
Some | aughters we enjoy carry tears 1in
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YOU were the MOON
I was the SKY
Keeping you cl ose
Yet not asking why
You borrowed the night. ..
I gave you my hue.
People praise your beauty ..1 stayed hi

You were too cl ose

That | called you mine am da

And you stole the shine

When dawn stole you.
| remained with an
Thinking of JANUARY
They seems so cl ose, s apart.

Forever APART. .
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Hey there, Il 6m Jef f . I &dm currently

working as a content writer. Writior
heart, and over the years, my poems
100 anthologies. | si noprldys |aonvde Ipeutttti

them find their own space on the pa
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| crossed a border,

but Il eft no part of myself behind.
The road carried my name

through unfamiliar streets and skies,
past |l anguages | could not speak,
toward faces | had never known.

Yet kindness needed no transl ation.
A smile became a wel come,
a stranger became a friend,

and distance slowly | ost its meaning.
We are separated by maps,

by oceans, by names,

but beneath every differe,,n_L\

we carry th R

Perhaps bor
The heart h
It simply t
connect s,

and calls t
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Deepshi kha Pandey is a poet who f

of i fe.

$AAPOEEEEA O0AI
l'"ve counted every crack,
Il ve measured every door.
Il"ve whispered "this is it"
a thousand times before.
Shoes waiting by the hall way.
Keys sl eeping in
Il't's funny how |
everything. ..
except to | eave.
Because no map h
how to outrun he
No road has ever
a |ife without t
So | unpack ever

before the dawn

an

inside what's | e

Th

a

d f

ey
sky

old another

think | nev

beyond this
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They never s
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without movi
Ho me .
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sharpest
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ous word.
keeps your body,
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every "I love you"
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rting,
gone by now."
t know
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comes too | ate.
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Deepshi kha Pandey is a poet who fin
of 1ife.
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Theredéds a hush that falls on heavy hear
Li ke quiet rain when healing starts.
The world may seem a Ilittle gray,

But even clouds dondt al ways stay.

Some days will ache, and thatés alright
Not every hour willdl hold the Iight.

But somewhere in the coming dawn,

The pain you feel wi || al | be gone.

Youdbre not behind, youbre not too sl ow,

Youbre simply
And every tear,

Il's proof youbdve

So rest your soul
The stars still s
And when you wake, just breathe and see

Youdbre stronger than you used to be.
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Koyel Mandal from Dhupguri, We s t B ¢
Literature student. She writes abou
by her Thamma, Dadu and her eternal

in crossing the borders of pain and
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My mot her alwaydtwanmnt édsboel tdhiahguays go
stop. Al ways up.

My Thamma tells me even today, "Koyel,
must never | ook back. Never go behind."
My own birth mother is not here anymore
beside me. No one who | oves me. Even my

But my JagatMal&daahe Ma al ways besi de me
not there, | could never have come this

I only have twd mgadtammal dndgDmeu' s han
Ma Kali's hand. Because of them, | have

They say bo
maps. But t
borders are
headtke bor
bet ween giv
going on.

My mot her ¢
border when

me . Before
gave me onl
"Al ways go ...

go up. Sl owl vy,

This is my bedyondsbondemysbwnypain. Fro
to faith. From |l oss to strength.
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And | am still going up, because Ma i s
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The greatest castles ever built are tho
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moved.

ms .

mmedi atel y.
embrace peopl e ga
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on were there.
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"What happened to it?"

"You came closer and | forgot."

She | aughed again.

"Good. "

"Good?"

"Means | still]l have some effect on you.
"Some?"

She raised an eyebr ow.

He i mmedi ately | ooked toward the televi
She narrowed her eyes.

"Are you seriously doing that again?"
He chuckl ed.

"Maybe."

She shifted closer.

This time, she deliberately held his ga
"I's the match that interesting?"

He | ooked at the screen.

Then at her .

Then back at the screen.

"I... honestly couldn'"t tell you the sc
She smiled triumphantly.
"I knew it."

"You did this on purpose. "

"Did what?"
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|l eaned sl ight
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That
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"Especially then."
She smil ed.

"l thought you forgot
He | ooked al most offen
"How coul d | 2"

"l don't know

"You' d have

She | aughed softly.
"You just called yours
"l said |'"d have to be.
"Still counts. "

He smil ed

Then his expression ch
"Do you remember the |
She nodded.

"Of course."

"I' couldn't sleep."
"Neither could I ."

"l kept thinking that
She |l ooked at hi m.

"l was scared you'd be
"And now?"

She studied his face.
The familiar eyes.

about me someti me

ded.

to be pretty stupid t

el f stupid.

anged.

(o]

forg

ast night before

when | came

di fferent

65
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The familiar smile.

The little crease between his eyebrows
"Now I '"m wondering why | was ever scare
He squeezed her hand.

They continued talking.

About wor k.

About family.

About stupid things that had happened d
About the messages they had written and
About the calls where neither of them h
stayed connected anyway.

They | aughed at ol d memories.

They argued playfully about who had mis
And every now and then, one of them wou
reality of being together again became
At one point, she rested her head again
"Do you know what | mi ssed most?"
"What ?"

"Doing nothing with you."

He | ooked down at her.

"Doing nothing?"

"Yes . "

She smil ed.

"Before, we never appreciated it. Sitti
stupid. Talking about nothing."
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She | aughed.
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final
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"An hour ?"
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warm hand holding hers.
l augh that sounded exactly the way sh
gui et room.

person who had finally come home.

w » >» >» >

he closed her eyes.

"l'"'m glad you're here."

His hand tightened gently around hers.
"l'" m glad you're here too."

She smiled.

"And you're not going anywhere?"

He | ooked at her.

"Not tonight."

She pretended to frown.

"That's not the answer | wanted."”

He | aughed.

Then he pulled her closer.

"I'" m here," he said softly. "And | '"m no
She believed him.

For the first time in months, she didn'
would bring.

She didn't need to count the days.

She didn't need to stare at a phone wai

And for tonight, that was enough.
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The cricket match continued in the back
The world outside continued moving.

But inside that r oom, ti me seemed to sl
They tal ked.

They | aughed.

They remembered.

And somewhere between one conversation

the distance between them had finally b
After all the waiting, all the missing,
exact dnoment

they were finally together again.

And this ti me, neither of them was in a
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l onely foggy day

staring at the viridian green wal
ecovleweld nei ghborhood
wi steria along the door ways,

he faded glitter on preschool artw
ered on stone untouched for decade

he empty wooden benches

e once bustling coffee shops

still waiting for a friendly hell
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urquoise of the | ake | ooks more pr
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he | aughing and jumping kids no mo
al | over instead of Iiving peopl e
ng a sleeping curse hanging over t

bl ackened the colourful iris of un
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r Il eaves me year nj

ng for someone

ck eyes with whi

Il I see is the

re handsome"
they say

one ever tries to dive into the oc

ath my face
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wake up every morning wishing to
ne willing
ne to hold in my arms forever

see the butterflies grow | esser |
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TEAO ) £ OEBRHDA QAARA AT

J e mi Hephzibah is a writer who find
the quiet complexities of human re
explores | ove, l onging, |l onel i ness,
heart desires and what shefbaopdemahno:
give words to feelings that are dif

*AlE (APEUEAAI

What iif the water never |l oved the ocean
What i f the water hated the place

it was meant to belong to?

What i f every wave that reached the sho

was just another failed attempt to esca

Maybe it sought help from the sun,

And it even reached the lLaw
And it stayed with

(But will it actuall

Yet in the end,
It returns to i

A homevielrose t o
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7EAOA , 1T O0A "AAT T A0 $E
Aadityd sSai nfioung poet and a stude]
literature, emotions, and devotiona

he seeks to turn heartfelt feelings
stay with the reader.

Il AAREOQUA 3 AEI]

In evenogt d, ud euni verse softly sings,

Where | ove grows wings and devotion tak
A gentle glance turns darkness into I|ig
And fills every wandering soul with del
Where playful grace meets compassion di

Even ti me bows down at that sacred shri

One holds the melody, one _answers the ¢

Together they make | ove et\
No crown can measure the
No earthly |l anguage m/,i’
In every heartbeat, \
Li ke moonlight that 1
Where |l ove is pure, eve
Where faith is compl et

And i f |l ove asks who ke

ltodés Aadi, where their

74



Words from |l ong ago

hurt more and more each day,
Echoes in the heart

that never fade away.

A face stays in the mind,

a smile shining bright,
Memories of those talks
feel warm |ike gentle |ight.
Laughter from the past,
jokes and little fights,
Happy moments shared

|l i ke stars in silent nights.

Then came painful words

that cut the h
Like sharp Iit
no place | eft
A bond
mi st ak
Mo me nt

now sl
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Al ways been curious about writing,p

become a poet who | oves writing emo
AOOEAAI

Wo ek din wo kuch I afz

Unme gyi ma i kahi fas

wo pass aata rha , mai dur jati rhi

Par Na jaane kab zehen me gy wo bas

Lafz 8 tha par wo sath
Sambhal e ab mere hal aa

Mere hatho me ab uska

aisa |l gta jaise mere
Wo ek din wo kuch | afz
Unme gyi ma i kahi fas
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At just fifteen, Aliza Togeer steps
her debut poetry collection. Her wo
raw honesty, of fering a rare glimps
growing up in todayds worl d.

'T EUA 41 RAAO

Hard work takes hours

No struggle, no power.
Once in a blue moon,
Success doesn't come too oon.

Failure is when you d@\

Then why do yo
Never ever | oo
I't brings nothi

Wi thout errors

Without | earni 4 n
You think triu
Bet with me you can't achieve it withou
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At just fifteen, Aliza Togeer steps
her debut poetry collection. Her wo
raw honesty, of fering a rare glimps
growing up in todayds worl d.

'T EUA 41 RAAO

Every night marches toward the light,
But my heart is still in night

Every thunder comes with rain,

But why are my c¢clouds stuck in thunder
Every day is filled with bleakness

Mor e burdens,

I nstead of b

Leaving every
Life keeps g
Like a broke
The aut umn
The spring
I hope to fi

Where hope becomes my strongest shield.
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Sharmi st ha Dey is an English Honour
Education as electives, holding a M
currently pursuing a Masterds in En
passionate writer andCpoeteent sWei hias
I ntern across various domai ns.

SEAOI EOOEA s$AI
It was around 10:30 p. m.
An ol d couple boarded the Auto.
The wheeéer hummed through the desertec
As the darkness held its breath.
A little ahead, beneath a bus shelter,
A helpless girl stood all alone.
She raised her hand to stop the aut o,
But the driver sped past, vanishing int
AWhy didnot stop?0 the
you know. 0
The driver 6
Hi s eyes bu
ADi dndt you
whi spered.
AThey wereno
twisted. o

\
The old couple | ooked at each ot her,
And smiled softly.
Then the old man calmly said,
Awell, soné ours arendt exactly straigh
The night froze around hi m.
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Yes! That was his | ast ride.

4(% ,!34 (%) 2
On the top is the write up it took
short interesting story please take
1M

+EUOAAEAI AUAA 3 AO0A:

In 1997, everyone in the village knew t
It was | ocated at the edge of the fores
been opened for a long ti me.

The house was said to be cursed.

It was said that Mr. Veyra was a strong
seriously ill

Doctor s, medi ci nec-c 2
have been tried

Not hing hel ped.
Hi s wife refuse

She searched [\
found the answe
in a book that
remained unopen

After that, Mr .
feel better.

His hands stopped shaking, and his brea

They wal ked in the garden for the first
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t he
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t ha
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One
Wh a

Cl a

Adr

One
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"Fo
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Cl ar a

cooke
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rat he

studi
Adr

weeks
an wa

ni ght

what

l ett

e

st
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us

unned:; she did not introduc

ed between t hem.
ional , " said Adrian.
id not | eave.

ary, she began to help Adri

im food when he forgot to e
ened the windows when he fo

became the only person Adr

the only person he all owed

convinced that Adrian

old medical not es, tal ked w
s father had been reading w

notes and prayers, the str

tood out as she flipped thr

ited cannot always be dismis

d to try.

he and Adrian worked togeth
ed as his mother's conditio
or the first time in years,
e whispered, "I'm sorry."
er

| on Cl ar a.
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The |l ights went out.
Clara screamed as something crashed to
Then it went quiet.
When the |lights came on, Adrian was on

His mother stood over him, her express
verge to go beyond and kill her own son

Clara knew what she had to do and stopp

When the house went silent, Clara stood
He was stunned, his mouth slightly open
Then he | ooked at his mother, then at C
"I had to," said Clara.

Adrian said nothing.
"I saved you."

Again, he said nothing.

" |l ove you, Adrian. "

That made him smile.

I't wasn't a big smile, more of a smirk.
"Yes," he said softly. "I know."

Clara wiped her tears.

"I couldn't | et her hurt you.
Adrian stood.

"You misunderstood. "

Her smile faded.

"What ?"

84



You didn't save me."

Adri an

Clara's
wi th a

She rec

Adri an

Hi s f at
documen

All the
few wee
She 1 oo
"You

"Do you
Clara di
"My f at

was dec
He s mil

"So, ev

Clara t

You knew.

I knew
The i

Useful
The bo

Useful

wal ked to the desk and opened a

eyes widened as he removed a bu
ri bbon.

ognized the family crest on the

removed sever al pages and showed
her's will, his mother's will,k t
ts regarding the house.
things Clara had been searching
ks
ked up at Adrian, her eyes wide.
." Adrian | ooked at the body of
know what happens to an inherit
id not answer.
her could not sign any document s
|l ared mentally il/l "
ed.

erything stayed right where it w

ook a step back.

everything.

ok ?"
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"Your mother's condition?"
Adrian raised an eyebrow
"More useful ."

Clara's face drained of color.

"You made all of this happen.

Adrian said nothing.

He | ooked around the house, which had b
Everyone saw the broken boy in this hou
want ed.

Now they woul d.

Clara whispered, "Why didn't you tell n
Adrian |l ooked at her al most sadly.
"Because you were kind."

She |l ooked at hi m.

"And because kind people are easy to ma

For the first time, Clara realized that
Adri an.

She came because he |l et her.

She did not find his secrets; he gave t
Now there was only one person | eft who
Adrian came cl oser, and Clara took a st
"Adrian .. ."

He smil ed, the same gentle smile that h
earlier.

"Don't worry."
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The rain continued to fall heavily on t

o owi | make sure that everyone knows vy
The lights flickered.

And somewhere in the depths of the old
Whet her it was the devil or just Adrian
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e thing about | osing someone

ir messages become shorter.
name stops appearing at the
top telling them things.
ally, something happens tha
know, and you reach for you
know where to put your 1|ife
ow | l ost her.

oodbye.

ction of smal | absences.

know each other in the ordin
become the most i mportant on

knew which songs | played when | wa

ew t he

n she was pretending to be fi
n marKks.

he stories behind my silences

reason she hated being asked

ad built a language nobody el se und

t hen,

somehow, we stopped speaking
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At first, | bl amed di stance.
Di fferent schedul es.

Di fferent peopl e.

Different |ives.

t was easier to bl ame geography than a
it across from each other and still

We were stildl ther e.

We just weren't arriving at the same pl

I thought | ove was
i mpossible.

That if you cared
your way back.

So | kept waiting

return.

She waited too, |
That was our mi st ake

We were both standi J
waiting for the other

Nei ther of us noticed
in the same house.

There were things | wanted to tell her .
Small things.
A joke.

A bad day.
A new dr eam.

A fear | didn't know how to name.
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But every time | opened our conversatio

Too honest.

Too | ate.

So | began saving things instead.
Phot os | never sent.

Messages | never finished.

Thoughts that belonged to her but had n

And slowly, without deciding to, | I ear
everything.
That was when | knew something had chan

Not when we fought.

Not when we stopped talking every day.

Not even when we became strangers who r
birthdays

I't was when | had something beautiful h
didn'"t think of her.

I wish I could say | hated her.

I't would have been easier.

But hatred requires distance too.

And | had spent too |l ong |l oving her to

| |l oved her.

Perhaps | always woul d.
Just not in the way | once had.
There are people you |l ove by holding on
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And for one second, before memory catch

I have to tell her.

Then | remember.

And | keep wal king.

Not because | stopped |l oving her.

But because |

f l'y understood that |
|l eading back to

al
he same pl ace.
Sometimes it is simply proof that, once

two people found each other at all/l
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'Ol A
Andheri si raat
Andheri raat mein taare hazaar honge
Un hazaaron mein se chamakne wale kuch
Baithe honge kisi thikane par ja kar vo
Kar rahe honge koshish timtimane ki woh
Bheed se alag hona chah rahe honge
Apne aap ko haseen banana chah rahe hon
Khoon se safed rishte unke hazaar honge
Par, pyaar se nakaam toote dil hazaar h
Andheri raat mein timtimane wale chaars
Khawhi shon ko chhod kar manzil ki raahg
Kisi baat se toh woh anjaan honge
Zi mmedariyon ko sambhalte honge
Na khaate honge chain se, na peete hong
Sachchai ka saamna karte honge ek nanhi
Manzil ki talaashk m™mni,p kot ~nph o
shi kaar honge
Andheri si raat r
hazaar honge
Bai t he bhsdhn dgev egiplae
v oh
Sochte honge saf ¢
v oh
Pachtate hue chalie nonge
Khuda ki taraf badhte honge
Koi Ki si ka nahi, yeh samaj hte honge
Samay ka kaanta bhaagta hoga, aaftaab Kk
Ab andheri si raat ja chuki hogi
Khwahi shon ko soolii par | atka chuki hog
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l dm | frah yWaatydhmyr iat di7 and poet publ

nati onal and international ant hol og
staff writer for several Iliterary m
the power of wordsg. emotion, and st
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I was standing hopelessly while it was
the blood from my eyes, a mourner i n an
| |l ooked above, and my eyes |l ooked at n
the face | ooked rough, torture was the

Why did her cheeks have those scars on

Was it on purpose, Ofr = cruel embl em?

Coul dn't bl ink 'cau the horrible v

I could [ o0k heart t
The only thing that\p
she wasn't lost, |

What possibly coul d’

a mountain of -Biokkew

I couldn't guess it, but deep down | kn

she had dreams she couldn't pursue.
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I |l ooked down, and the sink was red;

it was proof of the accusations that we

My eyes then met the fingers of my hand

shrunken, scared, and unable to stand.
And suddenly, a cold breeze touched my
"I't is you, not her, who is dead. o
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A. Gokul kri shnan is an emerging poec¢
whose works explore |l ove, emotions,
modern generation. Through free ver
transforms personal expgridatesoinme

with young readers.

"/ +5, +2)3(.1!.

Based on the poem you previously shared
explanation of "Ethics of Love Debris"”
a school or college poem appreciation.

Et hics of TlAov&oRebkirs shnan (Explanati on

I ntroduction

"Et hics of LowerBebrpiose"m ibsy aA.f rGoe&k ul kr i ¢
explores the emotional aftermath of | ov
reflects on how | ovree nmoedwes bdd hsiarmpd 0"i cheth
and codhifwtsialnso b eafo ndeiss dao vseoruyr ceend cr eat
freedom. The poem questions G ch\\uJ/tu
trends, and the idea of AR Ak ,
enlightenment often comes/zZNl=1i/ £ n
perfection. £ N\

StawZase Explanation
Stanza 1

"My ethics of |ife wild!l
get deeper.”

The poet begins by

\)
principles become broade{j) e
love. Love is described<F= ° h
deeper with time, teachig & S Pl es

romance.
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The poem ends by questioning the popul a
speaker suggests that endlessly chasing
reduce happiness and satisfaction.

Theme: Re al peace comes from acceptance

Literary Devices

Literary Device

Exampl e

[
Ef fect

Met aphor
I

"Love Debris

Represents emotional remains of | ove.
I

I

Symbol i sm

I

Debri s

I

Broken memories and emotional scar s.
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Il rony

"Enlightenment" vs "Depression enhancen

Shows that knowledge can also increase

Contrast

Love and exhaustion

Hi ghlights emotional <conflict.

Free Verse

I
No fixed r hyme

Refl ects natural thoughts and emotions.

Maj or Themes
f Love ashandiifg®e journey.

T Emotional healing through writing.
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waits for none,
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plorer by job, adventurer by heart
ery strong, but very smart.

ring the ruins of Yvach,

und a relic, so old, so black.

nct clicked, rubbing the relic.
opped a god, no illusion, no trick
the test, obtai

the God, maki n
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At the same ti me, on another | and

A hunter hunted the beasts.

Arrows on his back, bow in his hand,
Turning them to delicious feasts.

On one such day, he found a cave.
Entering it, he found bones

And a heart. Unknown the future he woul

In the era of phones.

The heart | ooked delicious.

The hunter was hungry.

He ate the heart of the beast ferocious
Fel l unconsci ous, and met the beast, | o
"O Brave One, said the beast with more
“"You will inherit my wil!/|

The memories of the path to tread.

Looking into which, the hunter remai ned
On yet another |l and is you.

The one reading this poem, a masterpiec
Whatever |l ed to you reading this,
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Be aware of how lucky you are.

I f read thoroughly, it can grant you po

Power to rule, power to serve. Power to

You are now one of the three to possess

The Explorer, The Hunter, and The Reade
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Hi my name is abhimanyu ghosh born

kol kata city. I wrote around 600 sh
l AEET ATUO CEIT Ol

kehte hum apna desh ko bharat maa

Hote hai hum unke santaan

Kehte hum apna desh ko bharat maa

Hote hai hum unke santaan

Jab kuch darinde hote

hai roop mein insaan

noche ek beti ko haivaan

To kaise chup rahega insaan

Kai se chup rahega insaan

Ut hayenge awaaz yeh awaam

Ut hayenge awaaz yeh hindustaan

I nsaaf maange hindustaan .

I nsaaf maange

Bahut bardaas

is zulm is atyacha

Ab maange nyaaye

Ab maange nyaayé y e
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Kab
Saza

Un d

swan
Il nsa
Il nsa

Saza

af mangte
af mangte
af mangte
af mangte
af mangte
tak rahegi
mangti hai
arinde apr
af mangti
af mangt.i
hoga bada
tatra diwa
af mange d
af maange
do un apr

s mei
uni ya
hi ndu

adhi

eh Dharti
s maan

eh Dharti
s maan

eh awaam
naar. bezubaan
nt a

ko

waam
industaan
a is

n

st aan

ko khule aam
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Yol A BT AOD

rwa Danish is a young poet and writ
the tender and the wuncomfortable.
about emotions, identity, sil ence,
|l eave unspoken. Her wor K olgase sammaar
has received recognition through I

Il OxA $AT EOE
who has never fallen in |love,
yet | know how to write about | onging.
" m a poet
who has never been betrayed,
yet | know where betrayal begins.
" m a poet
who has never held a he%ﬁ;? hands,
yet | know how fragile
| m a poet
who has never been so ,
yet I know how to writ es
" m a poet
who has never understood ans
to be someone's first
yet | know exactly ho feel
I*m a poet

===
who has never |lived through story




yet somehow knows where each wound begi

But | 'm also a poet
who has |lived through things
I still cannot put into words.

A poet who has survived chapters

that refuse to become metaphors.

A poet who can write about strangers' h
with frightening precision,

but goes qui et

when the poem gets too close to home.

Perhaps that's ®8he contradiction in me
I can give |l anguage

to feelings | 've never felt,

yet | ose my | anguage

when | have felt too much.

Maybe that's why

some things | write
feel strangely familiar
even to peopl e

who have never told me their stories.
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I 61T EAA 4EAO #Al #EAIT C/
I am Al ways think to be move forwar
for my queen Wit hout my maternal
using this platform I thank to my f
my | ast Breath

) OExAOUA EAUAI AE

I ntroduction
Voice is very important in human |ife.
human mind and soul , whet her it i s a ch
BODY
Voice explains human feelings. The voic
whet her the particular soul wants to be
the words, God never comes down because
voice is able to change the world.
Voice can speak, teach, and also inspir
from the inner voice, but actions and w
enemies, they help others only with the
The people around us are only expecting
or the helping tendency. Perhaps the vo
the receiver.
CONCLUSI ON
The voice is a very wuseful tool to moul
For exampl e, Mal al a Yousafzai spoke pub
Her courage inspired the importance of
able to talk and promote the importance
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I am Al ways think to be move forwar

for my queen . Wi thout my maternal
using this platform I thank to my f
my | ast Breath

) OExAOUA EAUAI AE

| NTRODUCTI ON

One person can change the world through

An individual does not do things only f
be helpful to others. They may unknowin
talents must esxpdwen a hdeens.t iPtewtheapper son
hope can inspire people through their t
BODY

People can change the world by express

one hand ri ses, it can create a generat
have experienced poverty from birth. Th

their talents.sThlkeyogegh sopmeonenitie

At Anveshana 2026, 61 school students p
projects. A student project in bioinfor
young students can contribute to scient
When one persothegetanasbthaecéhe news wi
generation. They can find their own way

CONCLUSI ON

One person who has talent should try to
others. One person and one talent can ¢
never think only about oneself.
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I Made a Mistake
By Little Poetess Ayesha

| made a mistake,
That 03 twrowmeét f ake.
The | esson | |l earnt from it

May never get faded.

From tha mistake,
I got a shake.
| needed a break,

But that brought

| had fallen in | ove,
That held me 1|ike
| fell for manki nd,

Not for worldly ':;',f)'
But that wasn't '.i&-fw

So | had to mind.
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That wind was never mi | d,

Yet it was very wild.
I't always |l eft me
Shivering Iike a child.
I cried,

Yet got through.

That wasn't the picture of mankind

Whi ch | used to draw on a canvas
It gave me a good | esson:
"To | eave when not chosen.'

My heart tried to sink,
My eyes forgot to blink.
| was abdut to think

Was this a bad drink?

My brain got totally bl ank,
As | got the highest rank
I n the water of Sorrows

Filled in a tank.
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My mind tried to run away,
But my heart chose to stay

Here on this highway.

My hair turned grey.
The sun came up,
Its rays rose up

Over the bay.

Still people remembered me

As a |l ady walking astray.

People punished me,

Only my Lord didn't throw me away.

Nature felt me ,

And wiped my tears away.

My screams came out as thunder,

Escaping reality away.

People heard my cry.
Some felt ashamed, some felt shy,

Yet no one came forward
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To wipe my tears.

Only my Lord has patient ears.

He shared my hurts,

And broke my fear.

The world cursed me,
Nature embraced me,

Sharing the same fate.

Yet he didn't know
My story of getting unlimited hate.

Or maybe he would also fade.

Even my shadow doubted me.

| wanted to die.

The world and mankind still yel l ed, " Fi
But I was a true |l over.
To curse t hem, | coul dn't cry.

I needed a hug so tight,

But there was no person right.
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So I flew away

Like a flying kite.

None accepted me

Except my Lord.

I don't remember
How many times | forgot

But He never forgot me.
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I'T OOAAEA OET CI
Ek din kuch yun aayega jab,
sabki tarah ek oadin main bhi kahunga
AKho jaungaébo
Haan, wuss din mai kabhi Kkisi ko nahi mi
Haan, ek din main bhi shaant ho jaunga,
ya shayad chah kar bhi kuch keh nahi pa
Nahi keh paunga apne woh antim alfaaz,
kyunki chaar kandhon pe jayegi meri | aa
Haan, pata hai, ek din main bhi kahin Kk
uss din main maut ki god mein so jaunga
Nahi dekh payengi woh aankhein,
jinka eklauta sapna main tha,
haan, jiska eklauta apna main tha.
Ab shayad toot jayega woh sapna bhi,
aur chala jayega mere saath
woh ekl auta apna bhi
Khuda kar e, mere baad
mer e-bma®pd ka sapna koi aur ban jaye,
mere baad unka apna koi ban jaye,
jo unko mujhse zyada chahe.
Uski chahat mein woh mujhe bhula paayei
Lekin woh mujdhe bhul jayenge
yeh khayal zehan mein kabhi nahi |l aunga
Kyunki marne ke baad bhi,
main unko khoob chahunga.
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I &AT EI U 3AATA

Rathin Bhattacharjee graduated fron

the BCSC (Bhutan Civil Service Comm
i n 1990. Awar ded Hi s Maj esty's G
Achi evement i n Teaching (2018) , h e

ant hod ogxtseensi vel y.

2AOEET "EAOOAAEA
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she has becomeeaodemeéwhat bal d

daughter.

now, Baba.
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| had a fl ower garden

I grew'em with all my | ove
and cared for it, i never
tried to cut' em, never

all owed any to touch'em

On a dewy morning

My niece came with

her friends, they saw,
They |l oved, they enjoyed

|l ooking at the garden.

t oo.
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They cut some fl owers

to make garl and

n' my heart saddened
They were apple o my eye
Now | saw'em with teary eye.

I can't forget

what they had done,
I can't puni sh
'cause they are small

So | tried to forgive

But | can't.

I grew some new fl owers

But they don't feel same.
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She was just a little gir-rl,
with too many dr eams
and too little fear

She wanted to study,
to become someone,

to see how far

her wings could take her.

But then she grew up.

And suddenl vy,

there were rul es.

ADon't stay out too |l ate. o
AfiDon't talk too much. o
AThink about wha

AYou're a girl .o

And somehow
those words beca
than her own dre

She kept studying,
kept trying,

kept smiling.
Nobody noticed
how many ti mes

she quietld asked

AAm | really aIIowe&i/
t

o want this much?0o

Then |ife happened
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Maybe that'
that women
Ail'm okayo

when they
Al'm tired.
But [ | ma

She gave up
then bigger

She wal ked.
Maybe not f
but she wal

I't was abou
that before
to everdyone

she belonge
that she ne

She found a
to rise aga

s when she | earned
often say

eally mean,

nage. 0
ged.

little things
things.

ast or perfect
ked.

t remembering
she belonged
el se

d to hersel f,
ver broke.

way
in.
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*"1t's You"*?
l't'"s not t hat | |l ove how you | ook,
I |l ove how | feel when I |l ook at you.
I don't | ove you for what you say,

I love you for how you make even my sil

Loving you isn't a big moment,

It's in t-he small ones

In the way my eyes automatically search
In the way my day feels incomplete with
I don't know what the future holds,

But | know who | want to hold through i
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31 UOAOEO 1 UE
Empty space, familiar figures,
Songs of solace became refuge,
Through mel odi es, became home,
Silhouettes became recognizabl e.
Tenderness can't even touch fragile hea
The constellation began to fade
The reason is, they too preferred to be
Even targazers could not defy their se
To th unseen hands that separated then
Al the hard work remains.
I't' s oticeable that something's missin
But you can't point out who truly was.
Besides, they continued performing in ¢
pat hs The ones who remain stild]l perfor
While the one who |l eft continues to tak
He chose to take.
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So, to my favorite group, I hope we see
pat hs, may we still share a moment toge
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