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“Ras Malai”

Marwa.R.F

I pass by a shop of ras malai,

The sweet fragrance pulling me

towards it.

In the lingering aroma, I remember someone.
He was part of our family

once,

An essential component,

A necessary pillar.

Now swallowed by a pit of shadows.

Despite his tough appearance, his kindness and love
showed in small actions.

On his way back home, he would
bring something for us.
Something sweet.

At times, he would laugh and say

eating ‘meetha’ after a ‘namkeen dish’

makes a perfect meal.
He brought ras malai for us often.

We would sit together and eat




Ras malai.

I still remember its taste,
The sweet taste of thickened milk
And soft cheese balls in it,

Which my mother would call ‘pairay’.

Now standing in a shop of ‘ras malai’,
A bittersweet taste in my mouth
Which I don’t know is brought by
The sweet aroma of ras malai or

The memory of him.



A dream

Marwa.R.F

I saw my mother

Somewhere between heaven
And earth

In a garden full of bliss.

She wore a colourful dress

A shade of blue and green

Blue of the skies

And green of lush grass

The beauty of all the garden
Blended in one heavenly flower.
She had the same umber eyes
Glowing like pearls

She looked at me with tenderness
Shadows beneath her eyes

I talked with her for a long time,
laughed, joked playfully

She scolded me the old way
And I laughed the same at that

When the day turned to night,

I told her to pray for me



Like I did always

I wanted to feel the warmth of

her skin

But when I reached out to hold her

hand, She was gone.



SELF LOVE STARTS WITHIN

Alok Raj

Self-love ki shuruaat bahar se nahi, andar se hoti hai. Jab hum apni value ko
sirf attention, praise ya approval se measure karte hain, toh mood bhi
doosron ke reactions ke saath badalta rehta hai. Apne aap ko samajhna,
mistakes ko accept karna aur growth ke liye khud ko space dena is journey
ka first step hail

"Self-Love Starts Within - apne aap ko samajhne aur respect karne ki ek
nayi direction."

WHY THIS MATTERS

Is topic ka real impact tab samajh aata hai jab hum ise daily decisions se
connect karte hain. Apni daily language notice karo. Jab mind bole,
"Mujhse kuch nahi hota," toh use badal kar bolo, "Mujhe is skill mein aur
practice chahiye." Jab comparison aaye, apni kal ki progress dekho. Apne
liye rest, privacy, healthy boundaries aur learning ka space banao. Self-love
ka matlab perfect banna nahi; apne growth process mein khud ko abandon
na karna hai. Isliye is chapter ka focus sirf positive line ya motivation par
nahi, balki ek aise mindset par hai jise ordinary days mein bhi practice kiya
ja sake. Self-respect aur self-love dono ka ek common point hai: tum apni
life ko seriously lena start karte ho. Iska

matlab har situation ko perfect banana nahi.
Kabhi tumhe "no" kehna hoga, kabhi
apology deni hogi, kabhi rest lena hoga
aur kabhi ek difficult truth accept karna
hoga. Healthy growth ka matlab hai
situation ko honestly dekhna aur next
useful step choose karna.

A REAL-LIFE MOMENT

Hum aksar apne friends ki mistakes
ko maaf kar dete hain, lekin apni ek
mistake ko lekar bahut harsh ho jaate
hain. Socho, agar tumhara dost exam



mein expected marks na la paaye, toh tum use failure nahi kahoge. Tum
kahoge ki result ek lesson hai aur next attempt mein better preparation ki ja
sakti hai. Wahi kindness khud ko dena self-love ka practical form hai. Is
situation se ek important lesson milta hai: Apni daily language notice karo.
Jab hum problem ko label bana dete hain, options chhote lagne lagte hain.
Jab hum problem ko situation samajhte hain, action possible hota hai. Isi
difference ko notice karna self-growth ka powerful step hai.

TRY THIS IN REAL LIFE

Agli baar jab self-love starts within se related koi difficult moment aaye,
turant final judgement mat do. Pehle pause karo aur teen questions poochho:
"Main abhi kya feel kar raha/rahi hoon?", "Is situation mein mere control
mein kya hai?", aur "Mera next respectful step kya ho sakta hai?"

SMALL ACTIONS

e  Situation ko facts aur assumptions mein separate karo.

e Apni boundary, need ya goal ko ek simple sentence mein define
karo.

e  Ek small action choose karo jo tum aaj kar sakte ho.

e Result perfect na ho toh plan ko adjust karo, khud ko insult nahi.

"Growth ka matlab har baar strong feel karna nahi; kabhi-kabhi difficult
moment mein bhi healthy choice karna hai."

KEY TAKEAWAYS

e Apni worth ko approval se alag rakho.

e  Mistake ko identity mat banao.

e  Khud se respectful language mein baat karo.

e  Growth ko self-hate nahi, patience support karta hai.

REFLECTION

e  Main is topic ko apni current life mein kahan notice karta/karti
hoon?

e  Meri sabse common unhelpful thought kya hoti hai?

e Main us thought ko more balanced sentence mein kaise badal
sakta/sakti hoon?

Aaj main ek kaunsa small step le sakta/sakti hoon?
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MY PROMISE TO MYSELF

Main apne aap ko samajhne ki koshish karunga/karungi. Main self-love
starts within ke moments mein apni dignity, learning aur wellbeing ko

importance dunga/dungi. Main perfect hone ka wait nahi karunga/karungi;

main small, honest steps leta/leti rahunga/rahungi.
CLOSING THOUGHT

Self-Love Starts Within ka real meaning ek sentence mein capture nahi ho
sakta. Ye daily choices ka part hai. Jab tum apni feelings ko sunte ho, apni
boundaries ko respect karte ho aur mistakes ke baad bhi growth choose

karte ho, tab tum apne saath ek healthier relationship build karte ho. Aaj ka

goal perfect change nahi-sirf ek better choice hai.

"Choose yourself-not above everyone, but without abandoning yourself."



SELF WORTH MATTERS TOO

Alok Raj

Self Worth Matters Too

Self-worth ka matlab hai apni value ko samajhna, chahe situation tumhare
favour mein ho ya nahi. Marks, money, looks, followers, popularity ya ek
relationship tumhari poori identity nahi hain. Ye sab life ke parts ho sakte
hain, lekin tumhari human value ka complete measurement nahi.

"Self-Worth Matters Too - apne aap ko samajhne aur respect karne ki ek
nayi direction."

WHY THIS MATTERS

Is topic ka real impact tab samajh aata hai jab hum ise daily decisions se
connect karte hain. Self- worth build karne ke liye apni qualities ki list
banao jo result se independent hain-honesty, effort, kindness, learning,
responsibility ya courage. Feedback ko use karo, lekin usse apni identity ka
final verdict mat banao. Apne standards ko realistic rakho aur '
apni progress ko notice karo. Jab tum apni value ko stable

rakhte ho, improvement bhi healthier ho jaati hai.
Isliye is chapter ka focus sirf positive line ya
motivation par nahi, balki ek aise mindset par hai

jise ordinary days mein bhi practice kiya ja sake.
Self-respect aur self-love dono ka ek common
point hai: tum apni life ko seriously lena start karte
ho. Iska matlab har situation ko perfect banana nahi. /b
Kabhi tumhe “no” kehna hoga, kabhi apology deni
hogi, kabhi rest lena hoga aur kabhi ek difficult truth
accept karna hoga. Healthy growth ka matlab hai situation ko
honestly dekhna aur next useful step choose karna.

A REAL-LIFE MOMENT

Kabhi kisi achievement ke baad confidence bahut high hota hai aur kisi
failure ke baad suddenly low. Iska reason hota hai ki hum performance ko
identity bana lete hain. Ek student test mein low score kar sakta hai aur phir
bhi hardworking, curious aur capable ho sakta hai. Ek person ko rejection



mil sakta hai aur phir bhi woh respect aur healthy relations hips deserve
karta hai. Is situation se ek important lesson milta hai: Self-worth build
karne ke liye apni qualities ki list banao jo result se independent hain-
honesty, effort, kindness, learning, responsibility ya courage. Jab hum
problem ko label bana dete hain, options chhote lagne lagte hain. Jab hum
problem ko situation samajhte hain, action possible hota hai. Isi difference
ko notice karna self-growth ka powerful step hai.

TRY THIS IN REAL LIFE .

Agli baar jab self-worth matters too se related koi difficult moment aaye,

turant final judgement mat do. Pehle pause karo aur teen questions poochho:

"Main abhi kya feel kar raha/rahi hoon?", "Is situation mein mere control
mein kya hai?", aur "Mera next respectful step kya ho sakta hai?"

SMALL ACTIONS.

e  Situation ko facts aur assumptions mein separate karo.

e  Apni boundary, need ya goal ko ek simple sentence mein define
karo.

e  Ek small action choose karo jo tum aaj kar sakte ho.

e Result perfect na ho toh plan ko adjust karo, khud ko insult nahi.

"Growth ka matlab har baar strong feel karna nahi; kabhi-kabhi difficult
moment mein bhi healthy choice karna hai."

KEY TAKEAWAYS

e  Performance aur worth alag cheezein hain.

e  Feedback ko learning ke liye use karo.

e Apni strengths ko consciously notice karo.

e Rejection tumhari complete identity nahi hai.

REFLECTION

e  Main is topic ko apni current life mein kahan notice karta/karti
hoon?

e  Meri sabse common unhelpful thought kya hoti hai?

e  Main us thought ko more balanced sentence mein kaise badal
sakta/sakti hoon?



e  Aaj main ek kaunsa small step le sakta/sakti hoon?
MY PROMISE TO MYSELF

Main apne aap ko samajhne ki koshish karunga/karungi. Main self-worth
matters too ke moments mein apni dignity, learning aur wellbeing ko

importance dunga/dungi. Main perfect hone ka wait nahi karunga/karungi;

main small, honest steps leta/leti rahunga/rahungi.
CLOSING THOUGHT

Self-Worth Matters Too ka real meaning ek sentence mein capture nahi ho
sakta. Ye daily choices ka part hai. Jab tum apni feelings ko sunte ho, apni
boundaries ko respect karte ho aur mistakes ke baad bhi growth choose

karte ho, tab tum apne saath ek healthier relationship build karte ho. Aaj ka

goal perfect change nahi-sirf ek better choice hai.

"Choose yourself-not above everyone, but without abandoning yourself."



The Red Balloon

I am a champion of the National Storytelling Competition for 2025-
26 held in India by The Hindu. I am known for my emotional and
gripping short stories. I wrote this story because history is something
we take lightly. We dont tend to realize the deeper meaning, I wish to
open to my readers not only the dates and the timeline of history but
the feelings behind it too.

Dhara Bharanitharan

“Mom, Mom! Buy me that balloon. I want to show it off to my cousin’s
brother!” I begged my mother for the red balloon dancing on the seller’s
hand. It was the Baisakhi fair, and my family and I were going to visit my
relatives at Jallianwala Bagh Garden.

“Stop whining, and don’t let go of my hand. I don’t have enough money to
send you to school, and here you are asking me for a balloon,” my mother
snapped at me.

My mother lifted me up and rushed through the crowd towards the garden.
It was a narrow entrance, so not many people could enter at once. It was
bustling with different colours and vibrant shades of people. I kept my eyes
wide open, scared that I would miss something. My mother was scanning
the crowd, and I realized she was looking for my relatives. At last, we found
them. They were huddled in a corner, opening boxes of delicious sweets.

My mother and I rushed towards them, and they were pleased to see us. We
exchanged greetings, and the place was filled with dresses of all types and
sweets of all kinds. I turned around to face my brother, who, to my delight,
had gotten me a balloon—the very balloon I had wished for. I was
overjoyed.

I lay down on my brother’s lap because I was exhausted. In one comner, |
saw people protesting, though I had no idea what they were protesting
about. Suddenly, I heard some commotion, and my mother’s eyes filled with
rising tension. Something was wrong; I could feel it.



Then I heard it—screams tearing through the air. There were hundreds of
them, all coming from people facing us. Huge black machines had blocked
the only entrance. Among them, I could see people like me holding guns...
my people holding guns and facing their own people. One person among
them was different, and he stood in the middle. He was white, certainly not
one of my people. He had a smile on his face—an evil one.

My mother carried me in her arms, running towards the end of the garden.
My brother was yelling at us all to climb into the one and only well. We
rushed towards the well; everyone was jumping into it. My mother could
not gather the strength to climb in. That was when I began to hear the
shooting.

The Indians were shooting other Indians. My mother huddled in a corner.
The balloon I had wished for was flying into the air, red splattered across it.
Blood.

I spotted my brother. He had been shot.

My mother was clutching me tightly. I knew we were all going to meet the
same fate. And so we did.

They did not have any mercy on us. They did not look at us, not even once,
as their own children. They had no guilt.

But one thing I was sure of...

my people would, for sure, make them regret it.



Problematic distance

Lathrima Suvi

Differences that spoke apart,
Silences that clashed.

Miles of miseries,
Miles of mysteries.

Many wandering paths,
Many wondering away.

Spaces of the truth,
Gap that left words.

Words remain unspoken,
Boundaries set far apart.

Love remained a question,
And so was peace.

Distance was never the problem,
The problem was—

The distance that questioned,
Questioned the character.




Silence within the eyes

Numariq lone

The eyes that got the showering blink

From the bright spark within the shiny ink

And the crystal paths that had the stories untold

Yet got the silence shouted with the voice cold

The people got the pure stare of the stars

And had to talk within the lashes for wars

Sometimes the thoughts felled within the drop

That got captured under the hope to stop

And the talks one could gather from the walks

Got replaced from the sparkling eyes resembling hawks
Those eyes that once got punished for the goals

Yet rolled them away nd the smile bought within the soul
And the chanting glare from the stare

Should have been kept under the cage for care

Then got told that the lies walked within the eyes

But never knewed the truth was brutally nice




A Monsoon Window

Tannu Kumari

The window glows with rain-lit grace,
A silver dream on glassy face.

Soft drops dance down in shining lines,
Like pearls unthreaded from the pines.

The sky bends low in misty blue,
And whispers drift across the view.
The trees sawy gently,dark and green,
In nature's quiet, wind-swept scene.

A distant thunder,deep and sweet,

keeps time with rain on the hurried street.
And through the pane,so still and bright,
The world feels wrapped in damp of light.
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Inside, I sit in calm delight,

While monsoon sings through day to night.

The window frames a world anew,
A living poem made of dew.
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The Question's Light

Tannu Kumari

Questions arise like dawn an ancient hills,
Softly revealing what night concealed.
They are the steady lamps of the wind,
burning where silence once reigned.

Some questions move like noble rivers,
Calm in form, yet deep in power.

They lead the soul through shadowed paths,
Towards fields of thought and light.

A question is a doorway to wisdom,
a gentle hand upon the veil of truth.
And in the noble imagination of questions,
the spirit learns to seek, so to grow.
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Chalo Ek Kahani Sunata Hu Tumhe

Gokul Pandey is a young poet and writer from Jammu, India. His
writing explores love, heartbreak, emotions, and the untold stories of
the heart. Through raw and heartfelt poetry, he turns personal feelings
into words that readers can relate to.

GOKUL PANDEY

Chalo Ek Kahani Sunata Hu Tumhe

Chalo Ek Kahani Sunata Hu Tumhe

Mere Haatho Bacha Nahi kuch Ab
Yeh Rishte Yeh Aansoo Yeh Mai
Sab Barbaad Kar Gaya hun
Mujhe Tadap Hai Yeh Pyaar Ki
Na Maangu Fhir Bhi Mil Jaaye

Mai Juth Bolu Meri Saanse Chle Jaaye

Mai Khawish Rakhu Mera Khuda Rooth Jaaye
Mai Dil Rakhu Mera Dil Toot Jaaye

Mai pass ana chahu Mere Kadam Ruk Jaaye

Kismat Ya Taqdeer Mai Chunu Kise?
Yeh Dil Ki Baatien Mai Kahu Kise?

Mai Khush Rhna Chahu Par udaas Hun K

Mere Dil Mein Baatien Kayi Mai Kahu Kise

22



Chalo Ek Kahani Sunata Hun Tumhe

Chalo Ek kahani Sunata Hun Tumhe

Jinhe Tum Kehte Ho Apne

Voh Tumhare Apne Nahi Hai
Mujhe Maalum Tera Dil Naadan
Tumhe Samjh Nahi Hai

Ab Mai Keh Diya Sab

Mujhe Bacha Sabar Nahi Hai
Mai Baat Karna Chahu

Par Mujhe Akal Nahi Hai

Mai Umeed Rakhu Sabse

Par Mera Koi Nahi Hai

Mai Tumhare Sath Rehna Chahu

Par Tu Khush He Nahi Hai

Chalo Ek Kahani Sunata Hun Tumhe

Chalo Ek kahani Sunata Hun Tumhe

23



RULE OF EQUALITY

I am a champion of the National Storytelling Competition which was
held in India by The Hindu. I am known for my emotional and
contemplating poems. I have won a wide range of awards for public
speaking, essay writing and story telling. I am proud of what I've
become and I cant wait to see how much I will grow.

Dhara Bharanitharan

I held my hand out to measure the palace in front of me
And brought it to measure the size of my five rupee note
that I had earned from a day’s begging

The five rupee note although bigger—

was not enough to buy even a slice bread

I walked past another beggar like me —

Except he has no legs, perhaps my life is not that bad

I stare through the window of a diamond shop

A girl sits irritated with parents, aunts, uncles...

All hovering over her

pleasing her with
different designs

I'sigh... why doesn’t

god give stuff like that to

people like me,

I would have certainly

been pleased with the

first design they showed
me

No —

24



All the delights must be within the rich and all the pain must be within the
poor

How many have fought for us poor?

How many promised change?

But perhaps some rules are easier to write
Than to live by

Even the simplest rule —

EQUALITY.

25



"Love’s Rhythmic Rhapsody"

kakali Bhowmik belongs to Tripura, Agartala, a govt employee and a
creative writer. She won Pensmith -26 selection and many of her
writings including poem, articles, stories, fiction have been published
local, national and international magazine, newspaper and
anthologies.

Kakali Bhowmik

A burst of sunlight applauds

as a bud blooms, weaving love’s lore.
Birds chirp in rthythmic ululation through the boughs,

while your touch sparks

and holds the petals of my emotions.

I wondered and stood still as you just approached and proposed—*I love
thee.”

Blue Sapphire Azure, seemingly a witness,

blesses us by painting a canvas of blue roses.

My eyelids cradle a supple, blushing eyeliner,

an evergreen pinkish spring nestled in the cascade of my smile.

An axis of the cosmos ignites my heart;
for a second, I still wonder as I think.
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The Voice of Silence

Saugat Gelal is an M.Phil. Scholar, educator, and aspiring writer with
more than a decade of experience in academia. He is a passionate
literature lover who likes to explore the essence of words, read books,

write poems, and teach literature to the new generation.

Saugat Gelal

Sometimes,

Silence...calmly tells me all those words,
I was not able to comprehend myself,
it talks, it questions, it persuades me to think, and it even makes me cry.

Sometimes,

Silence questions me, "Why are you angry with your own self?"
"Everything is wispy, but why are you so sad?

Your voice has such pain,

your forehead has a lot of wrinkles,

your mind is full of worries about your future,

there is no comic talk with your friends, there is no often meeting with
them,

there is no desire, there is no guts,

though the dreams are fulfilled, there is no tranquility",

Sometimes, silence utters all these to me and asks, "Why are you being
angry with your own self?"

Sometimes,

Silence asks me, "Why don't you interrogate anything to yourself?"
"Why don't you have any solutions to your deadlocks? If not solved, then
why don't you have any complications?

Why don't you care about your dreams and the truths?

Though you can see the destination, why don't you have the way to reach
there?

Why don't you realize your ability? Why don't you have a drop of trust in
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yourself?"
Sometimes, silence asks me, "Why don't you ask all these to yourself?"

Then sometimes silence scolds me: "Why don't you understand everything
yourself?"

Sometimes, it says, "...there is darkness even in the light, you have to wait
for a while to get what you want,

there are hundreds of questions with not a single answer, sometimes,
there won't be even a question,

you don't care about the broken relation,

for you don't realize your mistakes,

you don't identify yourself for it's not easy to find the self..."

Sometimes,

Silence teaches me,

I don't have control over everything; as a
last resort, everybody will not be with
me at all times,

1 want to, but there will be no talks.

Conversely,

Sometimes,

Silence tells me, “There is no gap
between dream and truth,

I won't have any incomplete story,

the pace of dreams will accelerate, the
happiness will have no boundaries,
there will be no fear with the upcoming
future,

and [ will do everything right."

Silence tells me all these things that I was unable to make myself

understood.
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Artificial intelligence : Boon or Bane

Momina

Artificial Intelligence, commonly known as Al, is one of the greatest
developments of modern technology. It enables machines and computer
systems to perform tasks that normally require human intelligence, such as
learning, solving problems, understanding language, and recognizing
images. Al has many benefits in our daily lives. It helps doctors detect
diseases, supports students in learning, assists people with disabilities,
improves transportation, and makes many tasks faster and easier. However,
Al can also have negative effects if it is misused. It may reduce some job
opportunities, spread false information, invade privacy, and make people
overly dependent on technology. Therefore, Al can be both a boon and a
bane. The real challenge is to use it responsibly and wisely so that it benefits
humanity without causing unnecessary harm.
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"Love’s Rhythmic Rhapsody"

Smt Kakali Bhowmik belongs to Agartala, Tripura, India is a state
govt employee and a creative writer. She won Pensmith Award -26
amidst 100 esteemed personnel, many of her writings including
poems, stories,fiction, quotes have been published by local, national
and International magazine, platforms, newspaper, anthologies.

Kakali Bhowmik

A burst of sunlight applauds

as a bud blooms, weaving love’s lore.

Birds chirp in rthythmic ululation through the boughs,

while your touch sparks

and holds the petals of my emotions.

I wondered and stood still as you just approached and proposed—*I love
thee.”

Blue Sapphire Azure, seemingly a witness,

blesses us by painting a canvas of blue roses.

My eyelids cradle a supple, blushing eyeliner,

an evergreen pinkish spring nestled in the cascade of my smile.
An axis of the cosmos ignites my heart;

for a second, I still wonder as I think.
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Silence within the eyes

Numariq lone

The eyes that got the showering blink

From the bright spark within the shiny ink

And the crystal paths that had the stories untold
Yet got the silence shouted with the voice cold
The people got the pure stare of the stars

And had to talk within the lashes for wars
Sometimes the thoughts felled within the drop
That got captured under the hope to stop

And the talks one could gather from the walks
Got replaced from the sparkling eyes resembling hawks_‘

Those eyes that once got punished for the goals

Yet rolled them away nd the smile bought within the souls
And the chanting glare from the stare

Should have been kept under the cage for care

Then got told that the lies walked within the eyes

But never knewed the truth was brutally nice
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THE GIRL WHO MADE HER OWN PATH

Aiman Naik is a young doctor and emerging writer whose writing
draws inspiration from real-life experiences, perseverance, and the
quiet struggles behind success. Her work explores hope, self-
discovery, ambition, and the human emotions that shape our journeys.

With a background in medicine, she observes life through both
scientific and deeply human lens.

a

Dr Aiman Naik

Curiosity leads us to the doors of our past.
Sometimes we want to know where we came from; sometimes we want to
understand how we became the people we are today.

This morning, when I put on my white coat, I did not see only a doctor in
the mirror.

I saw a girl.

The same girl who once sat surrounded by piles of books, imagining her
future. Her eyes were full of dreams, but the road leading toward those
dreams was unclear. She might have looked confident to others, yet
somewhere inside her, one question kept breathing:

"Will I really be able to do this?"

Today, one word has become part of my name.
Doctor.

The word is short, but the journey behind it was long.

And perhaps the strangest part is that after reaching the destination, I
realized that the real struggle had never been simply about becoming a
doctor.

The real struggle had been about not losing myself along the way.

If I could go back several years, I would probably see my old study table.
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An ordinary table.

Books, notes, pens, a glass of water, and a girl who drew a new map of her
future with every page she studied.

Sometimes she was full of hope.
Sometimes a small mistake was enough to break her confidence.

Sometimes she looked at someone else's success and felt that she was
falling far behind.

She did not know then that life was not a race
with one finish line for everyone.

She only knew that she had to keep moving.

But she did not yet understand what moving
forward really meant.

To her, progress meant good marks, success
in every examination, making the right
decision every time, and never being afraid.

Life taught her very quickly that it did not
work that way.

Some examinations take place outside books.

There is no syllabus for them, no guide, and no
sample paper.

In those examinations, you have to learn to read yourself.
I faced many such examinations.

Sometimes time slipped through my hands.

Sometimes I failed to set my priorities correctly.
Sometimes I thought too much and acted too little.

Sometimes I allowed other people's opinions to become my own reality.
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Sometimes I gave one small failure so much importance that I forgot all the
things I had already achieved.

Some decisions were right. Some were not.

Some people stayed beside me throughout the journey, while others
disappeared along the way.

Some dreams changed their shape.
Some wishes quietly faded with time.

But perhaps that is the beauty of life: not everything happens according to
our plans.

Sometimes a closed door leads us toward a road where our real destination
has been waiting for us.

I still remember the time when I first realized that hard work does not
always put everything under our control.

The book was open in front of me, but my mind was scattered.
The examination was approaching.

The clock was moving faster than [ wanted.

And fear was slowly filling me from within.

I closed the book and said to myself:

"Maybe I cannot do this."

The sentence was small, but it carried a great weight.

When we lose to others, perhaps we can compete again.

But when we defeat ourselves in our own minds, returning becomes much
harder.

For a while, I too considered myself defeated.
Then one day I realized that fear is not reality.

Fear is only a feeling.
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And feelings do not always tell the truth.

I opened the book again.

Perhaps that was the day something inside me began to change.

I stopped trying to become perfect and started trying to remain consistent.
It may sound like a small difference.

But it was enough to change my life.

Today, when I stand among patients in a hospital, I remember my student
days.

Now my hands do not hold only books.
Sometimes they hold a medical report.
Sometimes a patient's pulse.

Sometimes someone's hope.

Sometimes the worried eyes of a mother.
Sometimes the silent concern of a father.

And then [ understand that a white coat is not merely a symbol of
achievement.

It is also a responsibility.
The coat taught me another lesson:

Knowledge does not make a person truly great if it is not accompanied by
compassion.

I learned the names of diseases from books.

Life taught me how to read human pain.

Sometimes, after a long duty, I stand beside a hospital window.
Outside, the city continues at its own pace.

Cars, lights, people, noise.
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And inside me, silence settles.
I wonder:

If T were given permission to return to the past for one day, what would I
do?

Would I erase one of my failures?

Would I change a wrong decision?

Would I bring back the days when I did not believe in myself?
After thinking for a long time, my answer is:

No.

I would change nothing.

Because if I erased all my difficulties, perhaps I would also erase the
strength those difficulties created inside me.

I would not take back my tears.

I would not erase the nights when I lay awake wondering about my future.

I would not remove my mistakes either.
They were certainly weaknesses, but they gave me understanding.

If I could truly stand before my younger self, perhaps she would not even
recognize me.

I would sit beside her.

She might ask:

"Who are you?"

I would smile and say:

"I am your future."

She would look at me in disbelief.

"Will I really become a doctor?"
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Perhaps I would not answer immediately.

I would hold her hand and say:

"Yes, but the road will be harder than you imagine."

She would become frightened.

"Will I fail?"

"Many times."

"Will T cry?"

"Yes."

"Will I ever feel that I cannot do it?"

"Many times."

She would become silent.

Then perhaps she would ask one final question:

"Then how will I become a doctor?"

I would smile and say:

"Because every time you fell, you chose to stand again."
Today, I have confidence.

But this confidence did not come from praise.

It was born the day I took a step despite my weakness.
It grew when I accepted my mistakes.

It became stronger when I stopped comparing myself with others.
Now I understand that every person has a different pace.
For some, the sun rises earlier; for others, it rises later.

That does not mean another person's sky will always be bright while ours
remains dark.



It simply means that our timing is different.
I have also learned that success is not always applause.

Sometimes success is simply getting through a difficult day and still waking
up the next morning.

Sometimes it means trying again after failure.
Sometimes it means standing by your principles despite a difficult decision.

Sometimes it means hiding your own tears long enough to bring a smile to
someone else's face.

And sometimes it means allowing yourself to be tired without believing that
you must stop.

That is why I no longer measure my destination simply by becoming a
doctor.

My real achievement is that I have moved far beyond the girl who once
needed permission from herself at every step.

Now I make decisions.

When I make a mistake, I accept it.

When necessary, I begin again.

And when I cannot see a path, I make one.

Sometimes I think that the most beautiful moment in life is not when a
person reaches the destination.

Perhaps it is the moment when, for the first time, they look back and feel no
anger toward their younger self.

Only love.

Today, I love the girl I used to be.
[ love her uncertainty.

I love her mistakes.

I even love her fears.
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Because she was not perfect.

But she did not stop.

Every morning, she tried again.

And perhaps that is one of the greatest qualities a human being can possess:
Not being perfect, but continuing to move forward while still imperfect.
If someone asked me today:

"If you were given the same life again, would you live it once more?"

I would answer without hesitation:

"Yes."

I would choose the same difficult road.

The same examinations.

The same uncertainty.

The same mistakes.

The same tears.

The same prayers.

Because that journey created the person I am today.

If I had to return to the beginning, I might not have a map in my hands.
But I would have one thing:

Faith.

Faith that every dark night is followed by morning.

Faith that one failure does not decide an entire life.

Faith that being behind someone else does not mean being far from your
own destination.

And above all—
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faith that every human being has the ability to discover a path toward their
own destiny.

I am still learning.

I still make mistakes.

There are still difficult days.

The difference is that I am no longer afraid of difficult days.
Because [ know I have already overcome so much.
The eyes in the mirror are still the same.

But now they carry more faith than fear.

The dreams are still there.

But now they are accompanied by experience.

The heart is still the same.

But now it knows its own strength.

I have become a doctor.

But perhaps this is not the end of my story.

It is simply proof that an ordinary girl, who once doubted her own steps, can
keep moving until one day she becomes the strongest character in her own

story.
And if life ever takes me back to the beginning, I will not step away.

I will put my hands into the pockets of my white coat, take a deep breath,
look ahead, and start walking again.

Because now I know:
Destinations are not reached only by those whose roads are always easy.

They are reached by those who refuse to stop walking when the road
becomes difficult.

And I—
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am no longer afraid of the road.
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A Smile That Isn't Real

Ibne Raihan

I stay when someone cries

Seeing the pain behind their eyes,

I hear the words they can't say

And help them on their hardest day.

I don't hate them

For the things they do,
Perhaps something hurts them
Maybe they need someone too.

I thought kindness was enough

I thought patience made things fair.
But while [ was carrying everyone
Who was carrying me there?

I gave people understanding

When they didn't understand themselves,
But I wonder—

Who will understand me,

When I'm the one

Who needs help?

I smile when I feel low

I say, "I'm fine" and go,

I hide what they don't know
But is there anywhere I can go?

Somehow all this kindness never reached the same,

So, when I need someone, will they even know my name?
Maybe my smile is fake, maybe it isn't true

And it's the only thing I learned to do.
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Unmasked.

Marie Eugenie Ineza

What a life

Smiles painted like mask

Eyes that shine but never mean it
Moments rehearsed like scenes.

But Why?

Why pretend?

Wear the borrowed fillings
Care without warmth
Love without depth

Why? Tell me!

What if we lived in reality?
What if our hearts were not plastics?
What if our ears were not decorations?

What if we stopped playing a movie?

How would it feel?

To enjoy live that's true

To linger in a moment that breathes
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To care with open heart

To hold a real love.

How fantastic would life be?
Overflowing with genuine love
Overflowing with real moments
Overflowing with real people

Life Would be wonderful.
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Educated or Merely Qualified? The Question
We Often Forget to Ask

Bushra Qadir

One question that has crossed my mind repeatedly over the past few years
simply through observing people, situations and life itself is: whether there
is truly a difference between being qualified and being educated.

Over time, [ have come across people who hold impressive degrees, possess
expertise in their respective fields and occupy positions that command
respect, yet somehow lack some of the qualities that education is meant to
cultivate. At the same time, I have encountered people with modest
academic qualifications whose behaviour reflects wisdom, humility, ethics,
understanding and respect for others.

This contrast has often made me wonder: when did being qualified become
synonymous with being educated?

Somewhere along the way, we began to associate

education primarily with degrees, certificates,
positions, specialisation, and academic
achievements. We assume that once we
have studied a subject, earned a degree,
or reached a certain professional
position, we have automatically
become educated. Qualification has
gradually become something we
display, while education has become
something we assume we possess.

But the two are not necessarily the
same.

A qualification can tell us what a person has studied, where they have
trained or what expertise they have acquired. Education, however, is much
broader. It is reflected in the way a person thinks, behaves, responds to
differences, treats others, and continues to grow.
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A truly educated person understands that knowledge has no final
destination. The more they learn, the more they realise how much remains
unknown. They do not see themselves as perfect simply because they
possess degrees or expertise. Instead, they retain the humility of a learner.

There is a certain quietness in genuine education. It does not constantly
demand recognition or validation. A truly educated person does not need to
prove their intelligence by making someone else feel unintelligent. They do
not use another person's weaknesses as an opportunity to establish their own
superiority. They understand that knowledge becomes meaningful only
when it is accompanied by character.Education should make us more open
to learning not more convinced that we already know everything.

It should teach us to listen to perspectives different from our own without
immediately feeling threatened. It should give us the maturity to disagree
without becoming disrespectful, and the wisdom to recognise that winning
an argument is not always the same as understanding the truth.

Sometimes, being educated means knowing when to speak. At other times,
it means knowing when silence is wiser.

It also means having the courage to admit, “I may be wrong.” That sentence
does not diminish a person's intelligence; it reflects intellectual honesty and
maturity. Someone who is genuinely educated does not consider changing
their opinion a sign of weakness. They understand that learning requires the
willingness to reconsider, question, unlearn, and grow.

Most importantly, true education makes a person more humane. It teaches
us that every individual deserves dignity, regardless of their academic
background, profession, social position, or level of knowledge. It teaches us
not to measure our worth by how far ahead we are of someone else. It
reminds us that intelligence without empathy can become arrogance and
knowledge without humility can become nothing more than a tool for
superiority.

Perhaps this is where the real distinction between being qualified and being
educated becomes visible.

A person may have several degrees and still lack basic courtesy. They may
hold an important position and still be unable to respect those beneath them
in hierarchy. They may possess extensive knowledge and yet remain
unwilling to learn from anyone else. Conversely, someone without
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impressive academic credentials may demonstrate a level of wisdom,
kindness, humility, and emotional understanding that many highly qualified
individuals struggle to develop.

This does not make academic qualifications unimportant. Degrees, expertise
and professional achievements have immense value. They represent
discipline, effort, knowledge, and competence. But they should be viewed
as parts of education, not the complete definition of it.

The real measure of education lies beyond the certificate.It lies in what
knowledge has done to a person's character.

Has it made them more humble or more arrogant? More compassionate or
more judgmental? More willing to listen or more eager to dominate? More
accepting of their limitations or more convinced of their own perfection?

Perhaps the purpose of education is not simply to fill our minds with
information, but to transform the way we understand ourselves, others, and
the world around us.So, before proudly calling ourselves educated, perhaps
it is worth looking beyond our degrees and asking what they have actually
taught us about being human.

Because qualification may tell the world what you have studied; true
education tells the world what you have understood.

And perhaps the finest evidence of education is not the number of degrees a
person carries, but the kind of person others experience in their presence—
someone who listens without belittling, disagrees without disrespecting,
learns without pretending to know everything, and leaves people feeling
respected, heard, and valued.Let your education be visible not merely in the
degrees you carry, but in the character you build and the people who
become better, not smaller, in your presence.
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Beautiful than the moon

ARYAN CHANDRAKAR

More Stunning Than the Moon

She has a special fondness for the moon.
The way it remains awake

when everyone else is asleep,

the way it shines brightest

in the darkest of times.

If she were to ask me
what I see through my eyes
every time I look at the moon,

the only thing I would smile and say is—

what is beautiful about that

when I have seen her?

Her smile alone emanates

a light far superior to that of the moon.

It is the cutest smile I can think of—
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the one that makes difficult days

seem easier to bear.

And then there are her words. ..

And it’s not just that [ hear them.

I carry them with me wherever I go.

They haunt my mind
in her absence,
and her presence feels lighter,

as if she is always there.

She has no clue

how she has transformed me.

Normally, a person you love

becomes part of you—

but this is not the case here.

She has made me grow.

She has taught me
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that being a man has got nothing
to do with never breaking,
never being afraid,

or acting like everything is all set
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Divine Nature

Bhargab Jyoti Kalita

We are blessed for our
ethereal nature
The flowers are blooming,
The trees are whispering ,
The leaves are rustling,
The far mountains are captivating me
The serene rivers are engrossing me
g g A/ //
. - 7!
The endless looking seas and oceans are N D e,
4{: \ /;_-g%,
refreshing my exhausted mind
Giving me a glimpse of greenery

far more far as my eyes could see.

But in today's artificial world

We are destroying our divine motherly nature
We are chopping one's own feet ,

Trimming our resilient trees

Contaminating our live-giver rivers

Slicing our gorgeous mount.

In the name of development
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We are devastating every element of our innocent nature
Is development possible by torturing our pristine nature ?

The majestic nature wonna take revenge against us.
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" YES, THERE'S A DIFFERENCE "

Aditya

Be it day or midnight,
Every day we stay; every day we fight.
You are the reason

1 wish to live—and to die.

My insecurities built the walls,

And in their shadows lies the reason for our hate:
The emotion you call a lack of trust.

Yet my heart cries,

"It's only love."

I tried to breathe for you.
My soul left the day
I was renamed

"A controlling psycho" by you.

I am not your desire.
Your eyes seek my strength,
While my truth speaks softly:

I only wish to stand beneath your shower of grace.
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You look for differences;
I search for affinity.
You want to be unique;

I want to be yours.

You are not my moon.
You are the sun,

And I long to be your earth.

Maybe [ am wrong.

Maybe I am the blade that cuts your wings,
The water that calms your flames,

The darkness that hides the light,

The nightmare that ruins your peace.

We are trapped in a sublime hell,
Where hatred urges our feet to walk away,
Yet love wraps itself around our hearts,

Refusing to let us go.

You sink because of my shouts;

[ swim for your sake.
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There is a difference—
What I call love,

You find to be hate.
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What's makes it?

My self kasturi pathak . And class 11 science student

Kasturi pathak

What makes it ?

The girl love to get everyone attention .

Is finding ways to hide .

What makes it?

A girl who cry infront of everyone .

Is facing the world without a drop of tear .
The person who is fond of making friends is alone now!
What makes it ?

The girl who hate to open books ,

now busy her self in books to move on from reality.
what makes its ?
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The smile lifts the eyes

S Akshara is a budding writer who finds beauty in small moments and
emotions. She loves to express her feelings through words and
captures what is often left unsaid. For her, writing is not just words,
it's magic with a little sparkle of stars.

S AKSHARA

Alittle gift from me

I see a man, sleeping like a baby,

He looked soothing for me

But, there was a time,

When I have seen him moved under,
Burdened with the leadership of the family.

Flashing back the memory
make me remember the day
When eyes were full and a pain in his eyes,

As I aid my injury,
He is the man who had been a bed rock for me,
Offering half of his life to me.

Now it my turn,

Easing his life and repaying his lost time,
Making him cherish the present

Making the time bring

The day back where —
His smile used to reach his eyes. (
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An unending dream to stay little for lifelong

Kangana Singh

Holding Papa's little finger, frolicking, humming, laughing-a heart full of
innocence, a heart too loved, a heart full of life, a heart never shoved.

My sky was pink...

oh, how I miss the purity of not knowing everything.

I remember drawing crooked lines on a paper as thin as my stress, impatient
to fill them with the colours of my admiration for every little detail in this
beautiful world, and when I was done, taking a sprightly swirl...

oh, how I miss the mind of a small one who loved to care.

I remember pretending to be ma in front
of the mirror just to look like her,

how desperately I wanted her

beauty to be mine, and when

caught, how ma smiled and adored

just the way stars shine...

oh, how I miss the joy

sparked soul who lit

every room she

walked into with her silly mischiefs.

I wish I could remain a child forever-the one who ran to Papa whenever she
needed anything,
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a simplicity now replaced by the ego that insists we need no one.

The one who rushed into Mom's arms when sadness struck, now replaced
by isolation disguised as independence.

I miss the child who admired nature without the strain of proving to the
world that she was a lover of it, when, in truth, she was only crafting a false
image of a girl who looked like a naturalist.

The child who loved and cared without expecting anything in return.

The child who was fearless, lighthearted, stress-free-now replaced by
nothing but shattered serenity.
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Where is Sacha?

I am Ammaz Farooqi, a Pakistani writer, storyteller, and media
enthusiast passionate about literature, art, and the stories that shape
society. I was awarded a World Top Distinction in Cambridge Global
Perspectives & Research, reflecting my passion for critical thinking,
research, and exploring complex global issues.

Qazi Ammaz Farooqi

Running through the maze of kiosks with cascading drapes which obscured
my vision. The colors melted together under the summer sun inducing an
almost seizure-like high but I only had one thing in mind, Sacha. I called
out his name as loud as I could but to no response, the only thing stopping
me from fainting was the rush of adrenaline pumping through my mind as
my makeup began dissolving with my sweat. Out of breath, I ran back to
our tent mouthing, "Have you seen Sacha?" to every single bird-headed, cat-
eared, and elephant-trunked person I saw.

Right outside our tent I saw, Nagini practicing her routine and script, saying
each word with determination as she looked at me with a face that could
turn even the most rugged of men into stone."Why aren't you ready?!" she
said as she daggers shot out of her eyes. I froze and muttered that I was
looking for Sacha, to which she let out a groan "I knew he couldn t be
trusted, how can he be so o
nonchalant". She prompted me to
go inside and put on my costume,
which I promptly did.

As I thought of where Sacha
could've gone, Shiro burst into an
anxious rampage, his hair
standing up like that of a cat.
"What if he doesn't want to be
my dance partner, it's all my

fault!!" His face was dejected WS
and his eyes tearing up, not unlike a whlmpermg kitten. "What exactly did
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you say to him?!" Nagini said in her usual snarky and sharp manner. Shiro
only spiraled further muttering, "I can't go on that stage alone!".

"Both of you need to relax, remember how I didn't even practice for my first
performance and it went well" Zephyr chimed in as he smoked a cigarette.
"Oh please, you never practice!" Nagini snapped back while taking his
cigarette and throwing it into his drink. "Sometimes I feel like I'm the only
one who takes this seriously!" She continued as Zephyr only rolled his eyes.
"Well don't ruffle my feathers" Zephyr provoked Nagini. Before she could
say anything I suggested we send a text to everyone at the festival to look
for Sacha. "We just need a picture...do we even have a picture of him?" We
looked at each other in complete silence.

"We're never going to find him, he probably left because he hates me!" said
Shiro, tears starting to pour down his face. "Wait what?" said Zephyr but
before he could continue Nagini started going into a tirade on how Sacha
must've joined a rival troupe." I knew we couldn't trust him, that blathering
idiot!" she said with such conviction one would think she hated him right
down to his core. "Relax! He's still our friend there's no way he would do
something like that, he's probably just in the washroom" Zephyr countered.
"He must've drowned!" said Shiro in a fit of absolute confusion.

Nagini looked at him with disgust but completely ignored it, only to begin
scolding Zephyr on how he hadn't even changed into his costume yet as
Shiro sulked in between the two of them. All three of them were in their
little worlds fueled by their anxieties as they threw their anger at the first
thing they saw. "Everyone Stop!" I shouted almost as if right on time, as
Leona entered to see Nagini and Zephyr quite literally at each other's
throats.” Is everyone ready? We’re on in five minutes.” she said in her usual
calm disposition almost as if the fact that two of her team members were
actively out for each other's blood was nothing but a usual occurrence.

“Of course, everything is fine and dandy!” Zephyr replied as Leona left the
tent.”Great! Now you're lying to the leader?” “Are we forgetting that this is
the Summer-Sun Celebration and not some high school talent show?”
Nagini said as she fixed her hair and makeup in the mirror. Seeing everyone
so dejected prompted me to say that now wasn’t the time for crude
pessimism and that we would have to go on without him, much to Shiro’s
dismay who, at this point, had reached an all-time low and dug himself into
his miserable hole.
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“Everyone, let’s go,” Leona said as she burst into the room with a dim
expression, which was more than enough for everyone to get into shape and
start bolting towards the stage area. Leona did not often panic, quite a
miracle considering she had to put up with our idiosyncratic ramblings at
almost every performance; Nagini suggested we withdraw but Leona stood
steadfast in her decision that we would perform whether it be with or
without Sacha. The Sun had begun setting.

Within the sea of people, a band of blundering buffoons ran through;
evading all flaming prop pieces, gigantic tower-like legs, and the symphony
of fabrics which shimmered and swayed in the wind as the dancers paved a
way through. Amidst the chaos of it all, I suggested we find a replacement,
a suggestion falling on deaf ears for everyone rambling over each other as if
they were animals in a zoo. Yer the one feeling that united us all in that
moment was hopelessness.

Each of us screamed at the top of our lungs, except Zephyr who had just
worn his costume, enflaming Nagini to the point the sweat on her face may
even have evaporated. Leona, ignoring the two of them, looked right at
Shiro and began asking him to please power through the performance while
simultaneously questioning him about what he did; and I who was stuck at
the very epicenter of pandemonium. Performers circled us in their elaborate
costumes, each detail apparent stinging like daggers. Mythological creatures
surrounded us; creatures of many sizes and colors which induced a feeling
of absolute dread and despair despite the color.

Yet none of that mattered when we heard it:” Sunset Troupe, please make
your way to the stage
would perform without our central member, without the “Sun” itself. Each
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. We froze, having not an iota of a clue of how we

step up that stage was like a decade, each beat of the drum synchronizing
with the sweat dripping off our foreheads. Taking our positions on that
stage, we were all but ready. As the curtain opened and the announcements
spelled our demise we heard footsteps; footsteps which got louder and
faster, that seemed all too familiar.

We looked towards the crowd as the music blared, and the Sun showed its
brilliance as it descended over the horizon. Yet our “Sun” was but only
rising. We looked towards the crowd one last time and were ready as ever to
display the majestic splendor of... the Sun.
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Premonition

Cecilia Deulefeu is a psychologist working from a psychoanalytic
perspective, as well as a poet, screenwriter and short fiction writer.

Cecilia Deulefeu

Crosses mean nothing
Except when they form paths on the ground
Crossroads

Where our ancestors come to visit us

Borders don't bind us
They only tell us what accents we'll hear
What flavours we'll taste

Which enchanted beings will be watching over us

When girls bleed for the first time
There is no shame, no fear of a forced marriage
Just the rites of passage into womanhood

The celebration among the women around them

When conflicts or disputes arise

We don't search for answers by spilling each other's blood

Weapons collect dust as we sharpen only our words

63



Power doesn't come from stepping on someone's neck
But from the responsibility of care

Of taking care of everyone

We find new meanings
Dig ancient ones

Look forward by looking back
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The Sea and the Shore

I’'m a student who enjoys writing poetry whenever I have something
on my mind that I can’t quite put into words normally. I like turning
random thoughts, feelings, and little moments into poems. Writing is
something I genuinely enjoy, and it gives me a way to express myself
and see ordinary things a little differently.

Aratrika

Oh dear sea, I wait for you the whole day and everytime,
Sitting there looking at you, never being in your chime.
You come close, just to leave again,

Only your pepples and rocks that then remain.

From a distance i admire the shine in your waves,

For your best blue, and the gold, I, the shore, still craves.

I loved the rain you sent, though
i know it was never for me only,

Yet it makes me smile in
my darkest time, and when
i was wistfully lonely.

Well i know it very well
you'll never fully be in my
fate.

But even the realization
didn't teach me how not to

wait.
Knowing you'll never stay, I still welcome you with all that delight,
Your arrival makes me admirable and like lively bright.

Your departure make me lifeless, now no one else will visit too,
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As who would like to see a silent shore with a dried and empty view.
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Supernatural

I’'m a student who enjoys writing poetry whenever I have something
on my mind that I can’t quite put into words normally. I like turning
random thoughts, feelings, and little moments into poems. Writing is
something I genuinely enjoy, and it gives me a way to express myself
and see ordinary things a little differently.

Aratrika

With whole heart and firm faith, [ have on you, my perpetual belief,
But there, also arises questions to steal our relief.

You are in everything I see, the morning sunlight,

In the darkness you appear as moonlight,

I even chant your name when scared at night,

So I believe you are here, right?

But then, why are some children not privileged enough?

Why did you make their life tough?

In the same world, I have an understanding family here,

And someone who hates to be around there's.

Why can't you end their problems? They, who have pure souls?

Why those people are fearless who play false roles?

Some are in power with disgusting mentality,
Why don't you stop them? Where is your morality?
The poor bleed for the corruption they never chose,

Innocence is drowning in fear, greed grows.
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What wrong has any innocent girl done to deserve such pain,

Why should a young life end to another's lust
in vain?

In Your hands rests every hour,
So why deny justice, if in your power?

I hope, its just a myth, that you see our caste
before you bless,

Even when a women bleeds, won't you still
clear her mess?

You are fond of true lovers, we've learned,

But lovers feel betrayed for the love they never
earned.

Too many questions, I must have been flawed,

But now please deliver this to heaven, its a letter to God.
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BEYOND BORDERS - STORIES WITHOUT
BOUNDARIES.

She is Soundarya Mohan from Mumbai. She is a freelance writer
internationally and a school teacher also. She is a Certified Published
Author of over 5000+Anthologies and record anthologies too. She has
completed her B.A (honours) in English literature graduation from
Mumbai University and she has also done a Diploma in Early
Childhood Education from SIES INSTITUTE of Comprehensive
Education.

SOUNDARYA MOHAN

Across every border, a heartbeat sounds,
Different paths, yet common ground.
A thousand languages, a million dreams,

Connected by hope and golden beams.

Beyond the borders, stories take flight,
Carrying courage through day and night.
A stranger’s kindness, a friend’s warm hand,

Can build a bridge where walls once stand.

Some stories bloom where cultures meet,

With unfamiliar rhythms, beautifully sweet.
They teach us that differences need not divide,

For humanity walks with us, side by side.

69



Let every journey become a tale,
Where understanding rises and fears grow pale.
No map can measure the dreams we share—

Beyond every border, compassion is there.

So let our stories cross every line,
Let every voice with another entwine.
For the world becomes brighter and free

When your story becomes part of me.

Beyond borders, beyond every name—

We are different stories, yet one human flame.

70



The Self in the Shards

Asratulain Malik, known as Ain Malik in the literary world, is a writer
from Mumbai, India, with an endless love for novels, poems and
storytelling. A dreamer between pages, she writes novels, poetry, and
stories inspired by imagination, emotions, and the world around her.

Ain Malik (Asratulain Malik)

I stand before the broken glass,
Each shard returns the self I cast
The left one keeps my lowered eyes,

The smallest keeps my practiced lies

One catches half a sleepless face,
One cuts the room and marks its place
My phone lies dark beside the bed

Three messages are left unread

I type a word, then clear the screen,
Yet old words linger, sharp and keen
The room is quiet, walls stay near,

[ hear the clock, then hear my fear

[ wear the shirt I wore that day

The stain is gone; the cloth turns gray
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My mother calls me from downstairs

I let the ringing climb the stairs

I hear my name, then close the door,
And count the cracks beside the floor
My books lie open, pages cold,

The words look small, the letters old

At home, they call my work a waste,
I write the dreams they would erase
My work receives no smile or praise,

Their silence fills the empty days

1 read one line, then lose the thread,
And rest my cheek against the bed
Outside, a scooter cuts the rain,

Then fades beyond the darkened lane

I love the rain, but stay inside
The rain still calls from just outside
My feelings stretch beyond my reach,

They build a border I can't breach

I watch one window lose its light,
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Then watch the next remain alight
I know the shape of what is missed

A loss I cannot yet dismiss

I keep my hands beneath the sheet,
The cold side keeps its vacant seat
Old words stay folded, thin and still,

I read them once against my will

I know that voice, its changing tone,
I know the lies I called my own
Yet somewhere in another mind,

The self I lost is left behind

They may recall my younger face
Before I learned to leave no trace
That person lives beyond my reach

In memories I cannot breach

I search the shards for what was mine

Each shard gives back a hidden sign
I gather none; they cut my hand

And leave me where I first did stand
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STAY DELULU

Asratulain Malik, known as Ain Malik in the literary world, is a writer
from Mumbai, India, with an endless love for novels and storytelling.
A dreamer between pages, she writes novels, poetry, and stories
inspired by imagination, emotions, and the world around her.

Ain Malik

The basketball struck the concrete with a hard, hollow sound.

Wail caught it on the rebound, wiped his palm against his shirt and shot
again.

The ball hit the rim.
You’re a stereotype.

He caught it.

o AR,
¥ 2

You’re mean.
Another shot.

You only got that degree because everyone else was getting one.
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The ball rolled around the rim and fell away.
You’re rude.

Wail chased it.

You’re an introvert.

Left hand. Right hand. Turn.

You’re addicted to your phone.

His jaw tightened.

You’re lazy.

He ran beneath the basket.

You’re stubborn.

He shot.

You’re arrogant.

Missed.

You’re moody.

He grabbed the ball before it reached the fence.
You’re careless.

His fingers tightened around the seams.
You’re selfish.

He threw harder.

You'’re difficult.

The ball went cleanly through the hoop.

Wail stood beneath it, chest rising and falling, sweat slipping from his
temples into the collar of his shirt.

The court was almost empty.
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A dry leaf scraped along the fence. Beyond it, traffic moved in slow bursts,
horns rising and fading into the evening.

Then the voices came back.
Why can’t you be normal?
Always arguing.

Always on that phone.

You don’t listen.

You don’t care.

You care too much.

Too sensitive.

Too cold.

Too ambitious.

Not ambitious enough.
Wail shut his eyes.

Wail!

He didn't move.

Bro!

The voice came again, closer.
Wail, seriously, bro!

He opened his eyes.

Ayan stood by the gate, two bottles of water in one hand, his backpack
hanging from the other shoulder.

For a second, Wail only stared at him.
I've been calling you.

Wail took the bottle.
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I didn't hear.

I noticed.

He drank too quickly and coughed.
Ayan laughed.

Very athletic.

Shut up.

What were you doing?

Playing.

You've been shooting at that hoop like it personally offended you.
Wail smiled.

Maybe it did.

Ayan shook his head.

Come on.

They left the court.

At the corner, an older man sitting outside the chemist watched them pass.
His eyes moved from the basketball under Wail's arm to the phones in their
hands.

Today's boys, he said loudly. Always phones. No patience. No manners. Our
generation was different.

Ayan kept walking.

One step.

Two.

Three.

Then he leaned towards Wail.

Was that for us?
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Wail laughed.

Keep walking.

He doesn't even know us.

He doesn't need to.

Ayan looked at the phone in his hand.
Apparently this thing has already introduced me.
Wail laughed.

They had barely reached the next lane when three schoolboys came running
towards them, bags bouncing against their backs, shirts half untucked and
ties stuffed into their pockets.

One spotted the basketball.
Bro! You guys play?
Sometimes, Ayan said.

Bro, that shot was clean.

You saw it?

Yeah.

The smallest boy looked Ayan up and down.
He pointed at his shoes.

Bro.

What?

Those are tragic.

His friends burst out laughing.
Ayan looked down.

These cost more than your bag.

That makes it worse, bro.
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They ran.

Wail bent over laughing.

Don't.

I can't.

Bro called my shoes tragic.

You deserved it.

Ayan shoved him.

Wail shoved him back.

Halfway down the street, one of the boys turned around.
Don't be delulu, bro!

They disappeared around the corner.
Ayan stopped.

Wail stopped too.

They looked at each other.

What was that?

I don't know.

You're supposed to know.

I'm Gen Z, not a dictionary.

Ayan frowned towards the corner.
Was that an insult?

Probably.

Great.

They started walking again.

After a while, Wail's phone vibrated.
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He didn't take it out.
Ayan glanced at him.
Home?

Probably.

Check.

I know what it says.
How?

Wail shrugged.

It always says the same thing.

He finally pulled out the phone.

Where are you?

Another message appeared.
Come soon. Uncle is here.
Wail locked the screen.
Ayan noticed his expression.
Bank exam?

Wail nodded.

You applying?

I don't know.

Do you want to?

I said I don't know.

Ayan didn't argue.

They kept walking.

At the crossing, Wail stopped.
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Give me your hand.
Ayan looked at him.
Why?

Just.

Ayan held it out.

Wail turned his palm upward.

Near the base of Ayan's thumb was a faint blue stain.

You still have that.

Ayan looked down.

Pen ink?

Yeah.

I thought it washed off.

It didn't.

Wail rubbed the stain with his thumb.
Remember those exams?

Ayan groaned.

My hand used to hurt for two days.

You used to shake your wrist after every paper.

So did you.

Wail smiled.

I remember the smell of those pens.
The blue ones.

And ink all over the side of your hand.

Ayan laughed.
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Wail looked at his own thumb.

The skin was clean.

He unlocked his phone.

His thumb moved across the glass without him thinking.
Funny.

What?

Nothing.

He locked it.

For a moment, traffic passed in front of them.
Then Ayan said, Remember keypad phones?
Wail smiled.

Pressing one button four times just to get an S.
And accidentally getting R.

Then deleting the whole thing.

They laughed.

My mother used to keep the landline near the kitchen, Wail said. Whenever
it rang, everyone shouted for the person it was for.

Ayan nodded.

You had to be home to get a call.
And if you weren't?

You missed it.

That was it.

Wail looked at his phone.

Now everything reaches you.
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Ayan glanced at him.

Even when you don't want it to.
Wail nodded.

Sometimes especially then.

His phone buzzed again.

He didn't look.

They passed a small shop where an old radio was playing inside. The signal
broke for a second, turning the song into static.

Wail slowed.

Used to hate that.

What?

When your favourite song came on and the radio became static.
Ayan laughed.

Now you can play it whenever you want.

Yeah.

Wail looked at his phone.

Sometimes I think that's the problem.

What?

We stopped missing things.

Ayan didn't answer.

They walked on.

After a few steps, Wail said, Everyone keeps calling us addicted.
You are addicted.

Wail gave him a look.
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Sometimes.

Most times.

Shut up.

Ayan grinned.

Wail kicked a pebble across the pavement.
But they don't see everything.
Like what?

They see me scrolling.

He looked ahead.

They don't see who I'm talking to.
Ayan's smile faded.

Or what I'm trying to finish.

He paused.

Or that sometimes the only person who answers is on the other side of this
screen.

Ayan nodded.
Wail continued.

I'm not saying we're innocent. We waste time. We compare ourselves. We
get impatient.

He looked at Ayan.

Sometimes we disappear from people and call it a boundary because that
sounds better.

Ayan laughed softly.
That one was definitely about you.

Maybe.
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They walked a little farther.

Wail's phone buzzed again.

This time he looked.

Uncle: We need to talk about your future.

He stared at the message.

Ayan waited.

Wail locked the screen.

He wants me to take the bank exam.

Do you?

Wail took a breath.

I don't know if I want the exam.

Ayan said nothing.

I don't know if I want what comes after it either.
They continued walking.

I've studied for it because everyone says it's sensible.
Ayan looked at him.

And?

And I keep wondering whether sensible is the same as right.
Ayan was quiet for a moment.

Do you want to take it?

Wail looked down.

I don't know.

Then say that.

Wail gave him a tired smile.
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To my uncle?

To yourself first.

Wail looked away.

Ayan bumped his shoulder.

You keep trying to prove everybody wrong.
Wail sighed.

Here we go.

I'm serious.

What?

Maybe you don't have to prove anything tonight.
Wail looked at him.

Ayan shrugged.

Just don't lie about what you want.

Wail didn't answer.

His phone vibrated again.

He didn't check it.

At the next crossing, the schoolboys appeared again.
One spotted them.

Old school boys!

Ayan raised both hands.

Go away!

The boy grinned.

Your aura is better now!

Ayan stared.
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My what?

The boys started laughing.
Never mind, bro!

They ran across the road.
Ayan watched them.

What did he say?

I have no idea.

You're useless.

You're older than them.
We're literally the same age.
Not to them.

One of the boys shouted from across the road.
Stay delulu!

Ayan shouted back.

YOU TOO!

The boys laughed.

Wail laughed harder.

Then he looked at them.

Three boys disappearing down the road, arguing over something neither of
them understood.

For a moment, he remembered the man outside the chemist.
Same certainty.
Different words.

His phone buzzed again.
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Uncle: Come home.

Wail looked at the screen.

He could already imagine the conversation.

The exam.

The job.

The questions.

The answers he was expected to have.
Ayan started crossing the road.

Bro!

Wail looked up.

Coming.

He slipped the phone into his pocket.
The voices returned.

Stereotype.

Arrogant.

Lazy.

Difficult.

He waited for the anger.

It didn't come.

He didn't agree with them.

He didn't fight them either.

Ayan was already halfway across.
Faster!

Wail ran.
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I'm coming!

Behind them, the basketball court disappeared into the evening.
Ahead, the schoolboys were still laughing.

Wail didn't understand what they were saying.

He ran beside Ayan anyway.
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"The Heart that Stayed"

Maryam Khalid is a 17-year-old writer and poet who believes words
can inspire, heal, and bring people together. Her work explores
resilience, identity, hope, and growth, blending emotion with quiet
reflection. Through every poem and piece of prose, she hopes to
remind readers to trust in their strength, find beauty in their journey,
and know that even the softest voice can leave a lasting mark.

Maryam Khalid

Beneath a sky where silence grew,
I gathered words I never knew.
The lake embraced each secret tear,

While birds flew home—I lingered here.

I was the soul who chose to stay,
To hear what hidden sorrows say.
Behind each smile, behind "I'm fine,"

1 read the cracks between each line.

I held their candles through the rain,
Shielding every fragile flame.
I kept them warm through wind and night,

Until I lost my own small light.

How strange it is, yet always true—
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The hearts that heal are broken too.
The ones who build a place called home

Are often left to grieve alone.

When evening drapes the world in blue,
The buried echoes all break through.
The tears I hid, the fears I chained,

Return like rivers long restrained.

The deepest loneliness I've known
Is not the silence all alone;
It's loving with a boundless heart,

While no one sees it fall apart.

Still when tomorrow greets the skies,
Compassion wakes before my eyes.
I'll mend the hearts the world has torn,

As though my own were never worn.

For hearts like mine hold restless seas,
Not passing storms or gentle breeze.
We carry oceans, vast and wide,

Yet drown in tides we keep inside.
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So if you pass a soul who smiles,
Who walks through storms with quiet style,
Remember this before you depart—

The softest hands may hide the hardest heart.
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Last

Annanya Chaudhary

There will be a last photo one day
I will have scrolled all the way
And all the moments we ever lived would have been captured
After all, there were only ever so many made
I would then never see a new you
'oh, I never saw that one' would be a phrase I would never use
Four eyes, two smiles will all be frozen in time
And one heart in exile
I think I saw it today, the one that would be our last
You held my hand firm and I stared at the screen careless
I wonder if I had known would I have looked at you longer?

Would I have had enough time to click photos that never end?
But all I can do is now wonder as I stare into our eyes through the screen

Terrified
This could, after all be
Our

one last photo




Ek tarfa mohbat

Mehar Luhana

Khuwabon mein uska dikh jana

Or phir nazaron mein uska nazar. Ana

Najanay kesa fitoor hai yeh

usko samny dekh nzrein jhuk jana

Kahin voh mera na hua tou yeh soch

Ky nind mein bhi ghabra jana

Kitna khubsurat ahsaas hai naw usko

Khabar na ho or mera dil haar jana &=

Phir uska mujhy chahana or hmari

Ek tarfa mohbat ka do tarfa hojana

Yeh khuwabon ka he toh hai afsana Hakeekat mein shayad mumkin nahin

Hmaray khayalon sy milta ho uska ashiyana

Hum dono ka ek din ekk hojana
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Self Reliant India

Janvi Singh

From a drop of water to the marvels of genetic engineering, science has
continually evolved through the centuries. Each era has brought new
inventions — each with its own limitations, yet each pushing humanity
closer to a better, more self-reliant future.

It all started with a drop of water, a curiosity that took us to an amazing
world of microbiology , yes I am talking about Antonie Van Leeuwenhoek,
a Dutch tailor, who used his homemade microscope to observe tiny living
creatures in dental plaque and pond water. He called them “animalcules” —
what we now know as microbes — and became known as the Father of
Microbiology for revealing an unseen world that changed science forever.

In India, science has always been more than a subject — it has been a spirit
of discovery, resilience, and innovation. From the ancient works of
Aryabhata and Sushruta to modern achievements in space exploration and
biotechnology, Indian science has carried the vision of self-reliance. Today,
as we move toward Atmanirbhar Bharat — a Self-Reliant India — the role
of science becomes not just vital, but inseparable from the nation’s progress.

Science empowers us to depend on
our own knowledge, resources, and
creativity. When the world faced the
COVID-19 pandemic, India stood
strong by developing its own
vaccines — Covaxin and Covishield.
This achievement was not just a
scientific victory, but a symbol of
confidence that India can create,
innovate, and protect its people
without depending entirely on

foreign nations. Such success stories
show how science turns vision into reality.

In agriculture, science has transformed India from a food-deficient nation to
one of the largest producers of grains, fruits, and vegetables. The Green
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Revolution, advanced irrigation, and the use of biofertilizers and
biopesticides have made Indian farmers stronger and more independent.
Modern biotechnology now focuses on eco-friendly techniques that protect
both crops and the environment — building a sustainable and self-reliant
future.

In the field of space and technology, the achievements of ISRO have made
India shine on the global map. The successful Chandrayaan-3 mission
proved that even with limited resources, Indian scientists could reach the
moon’s south pole where no other nation had landed before. The world
watched with admiration as our scientists made the impossible possible —
not through luxury, but through dedication and intelligence.

Scientific innovation is also helping in industries such as renewable energy,
medicine, and digital technology. Solar energy projects, electric vehicles,
and the Make in India initiative all reflect how science supports economic
independence. Every laboratory discovery and student experiment carries
the dream of a self-sustaining nation — one where knowledge is the greatest
strength.

However, true self-reliance does not mean isolation. It means using our
scientific knowledge to collaborate wisely, create locally, and contribute
globally. It means empowering the youth with scientific education so that
every idea born in a classroom can someday serve the country. As students,
our curiosity, research, and innovation will decide how bright India’s
scientific future will be.

In conclusion, science is not just a tool — it is the heartbeat of a self-reliant
India. Every invention, every discovery, and every spark of curiosity leads
us toward independence in thought and innovation. With science as our
guiding light, India will continue to grow — strong, confident, and self-
reliant, inspiring the world with its progress. Moreover, by applying
scientific innovation to the energy sector — developing solar power, wind
energy, and other renewable sources — India can become truly self-reliant,
not just in knowledge, but in the very power that fuels its growth. In this
way, the spirit of science transforms into the energy of a self-reliant nation,
lighting the path to a sustainable and independent India.
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An unending dream to stay little for lifelong

The author namely Kangana Singh is a passionate teen poetess who
carries an immense desire to always write and write better everyday.
She expresses her experiences of life shaped in nocturnal elegies for
the audience to always relate and appreciate. She dreams of becoming
of successful writer/poetess in the near future taking little steps
forward everyday.

Kangana Singh

Holding Papa's little finger, frolicking, humming,
laughing-a heart full of innocence, a heart too

loved, a heart full of life, a heart never shoved.

My sky was pink ...
oh, how I miss the purity of not knowing

everything.

I remember drawing crooked lines on a paper as
thin as my stress, impatient to fill them with the

colours of my admiration for every little detail g
in ' \

this beautiful world, and when I was
done, taking

a sprightly swirl ...

oh, how I miss the mind of a
small one who




loved to care.

I remember pretending to be ma in front of the
mirror just to look like her, how desperately I
wanted her beauty to be mine, and when caught,
lover of it, when, in truth, she was only crafting a
false image of a girl who looked like a naturalist.

The child who loved and cared without

expecting anything in return.
The child who was fearless, lighthearted,
stress-free-now replaced by nothing but

shattered serenity.
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The lines we cross

I am Ayisha Fathima Syed, a final-year B.A. English Literature
student at PSG College of Arts and Science, Coimbatore and an
aspiring Professor of English Literature. I am passionate about
literature, poetry, teaching, and creative writing. As an academic rank
holder and published poet, I enjoy transforming ideas and emotions
into meaningful words.

Ayisha Fathima .S

Everything in this world has limits,
they say.
But the universe doesn't.

And maybe, neither do words.

For what is the limit of a word
that never holds one meaning?
A smile is not always warmth,
sometimes it is sarcasm in disguise.

A tear is not always sorrow,

People cross boundaries every minute,
no survey can measure it.
And why only people?

Even you, even I,




cannot hold our own boundaries.

You tell yourself,

do not believe, do not care,

draw a line, drag your fences higher.
But the kindest heart betrays you,
the softest soul pushes you again
towards people,making you care,
making you give them the love

you always wished for yourself.

You give what you wanted to receive,

but it never returns the same way.

The word boundary has meaning
only if it is followed.

And yet,things can change,
people can change,

even boundaries can change.

But let this one thing remain limitless -
who you are,what you love,
your self-respect,your passion.

Let it exceed itself,
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day by day,

as the sun rises and falls,

but never stops rising again.

For what is beyond boundaries is precious,

and what is within boundaries is just precaution.
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Limitless

My name is Angel Rose (pen name) and I am 31 years old. I have
been writing every since I was 11 years old. I have currently been
published 6 times and I wrote my first manuscript when [ was 21 years
old. Writing is my passion and I just hope my words can touch
people's hearts around the world .

Angel Rose

Breaking the mold,
No procrastination,
No distraction,

The finish line to every step is the goal.

To the ends of the Earth I'll go,
For a dream and pass God gave me,
To the ends of the Earth I'll go,

There is no limit.

For my Heavenly Father blessed me with something great,

Great and precious from Him and Him alone.
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A naive child

Sana fatima

We used to jump so high..

One day, I sat down on the couch,

Wondering how I'm sitting as an adult now?
Just yesterday we promised to climb the trees.
So, Where did that tree go?

Where did the promise fly?

And us?

There was a time, we used to wait for the sun to rise...

So that we could run a mile.

Sometimes, the grass tricked us

we fell on the ground,

Crying...

Friends held out their hands to pull us up, laughing, smirking..
Chill bro,

It's not a big deal in games..

we are not a child..!!

And We laughed, with teary eyes.

Once it was a ground as far as we could see.

Now, buildings stand so high.




But the air still smells like home.

Sometimes, we try to cry,

But can't feel the same joy.

Reality hits—

maybe with time,

that joy just flew somewhere as we grew older.
Enjoying life as an adult

was a childhood dream.

Now we smile numb,

just to survive the day.
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The Unwritten Edge

Chinmay Jagtap is a young poet whose work explores the depths of
emotion, identity, and the boundaries between who we are and who
we become.

Chinmay Jagtap

There was a line between who I was
and who they wanted me to be,
a silent border drawn so deep

I mistook it for my identity.

I learned to walk where I was told,
to keep my questions in the cold,

to bury every restless dream

But dreams have never known a border,
nor has the heart obeyed a sign;
the further I searched for my own horizon,

the less the old world felt like mine.

I lost some roads, I lost some faces,
I lost the person I used to know;

but sometimes losing what confines you
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is the only way your roots can grow.

So let them draw their lines around me,
let them name the edge of the sea—
I have learned that every boundary

is only as strong as the soul that agrees.

And if tomorrow asks me
how far I dare to go,

I won't point towards the horizon—

I'll point beyond it,

where even my fear

has nowhere left to grow.
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Shooting stars don't bring you back

Milisha Negi

To wish upon a shooting star, what a silly thing to do!

Then why do I find myself, gazing the stars wishing to see you?
Reminisce how you said we'd plant roses at your place?

Then why do I stand alone laying a wreath of roses on your grave

You said you loved the morning mist, with the accompanying earthy smell.
Now a part of nature's gift, alone in my memories you dwell.

In your last moments what expression was on your face?

Perhaps a sigh of relief or your fate you had embraced.

The calendar loses half it's months,

your roses wither and wilt.

A proper goodbye you never got is my greatest guilt.
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The Boy who looked at the Stars

Syed Mohamed Abdul Kader

Aravind had just finished his engineering studies.

But Aravind was different.

He had always been fascinated by space—the stars, planets, galaxies, and
mysterious signals traveling through the universe.

And he believed something most people around him didn't.

Aliens were real.

People laughed whenever he said it. Aravind never argued.

"] haven't seen them," he would simply say. "That doesn't mean they don't
exist."

His greatest dream was to become a scientist and contribute to the search
for life beyond Earth.

But another dream quietly lived inside him.

He often heard news about children being abused and harassed. Those
stories disturbed him deeply. He wanted children to have someone who
would protect them, guide them, and make them feel safe.

So he carried two dreams.

One belonged to the stars.

The other belonged to the people around him.

After graduation, Aravind began
searching for work from home. He
spent almost a month applying for
jobs. There were rejections and
unanswered applications, but he
continued.

Then, finally, he got a job in
Chennai.

It wasn't his dream job, but it was
a beginning.

The job required night shifts. Aravind

saw it as a chance to gain experience and move toward his goal.

At the same time, he wanted to begin his second dream.

He contacted several kindergarten schools and explained that he wanted to
mentor children and help take care of them.
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He wasn't a trained teacher, and his engineering degree had nothing to do
with education, but his interest was genuine.

One school discussed the matter with its principal and finally decided to
give him a chance.

He would begin as a trainee teacher.

Aravind accepted immediately.

And so his strange double life began.

Night: employee.

Day: teacher.

On his first morning, Aravind decided to make a strong impression.

He wore sunglasses and walked through the corridor like a movie hero and
dramatically stepped inside.

The children stared.

Their young teacher, Sathya, stared too.

Aravind slowly walked forward.

"Is this what you teach them?" he asked Sathya sternly. "Didn't you already
tell them to stand when a teacher comes?"

Sathya sighed.

The children slowly stood.

"Good morning, sir..."

"Yeah, yeah. Good morning, sit... Down."

They sat.

Aravind noticed dust on the wall.

"] have a dust allergy," he announced.

"From now on, keep this classroom clean."

"If anyone forgets, I'll punish every one of you."

The children became nervous.

Then he shouted, "Class! Stand up!"
Everyone immediately stood.
"Who's the class leader?"

A little girl and a little boy stood. Another boy explained that they had
separate leaders for boys and girls.
Aravind pointed toward the boy.
"You sit down."

The boy immediately obeyed.

He looked at the little girl.

"What is your name?"

"Akshitha..."

110



"Can't hear."
"Akshitha."

"Can't hear!"

She became nervous.
He struck the table.
"Say it loudly!"

"MY NAME IS AKSHITHA!"

Aravind smiled.

"That's the spirit! Sit down."

She sat.

Sathya finally spoke.

"Sir, I'm their class teacher. The principal said you're going to mentor them.
Please be nice to them."

"Don't worry," he replied. "I'll take care of them."

After Sathya left, Aravind removed his sunglasses.

He looked at Akshitha.

"You scared?"

She nodded.

He immediately softened.

"I'm sorry. I thought your teacher was beautiful, so I was trying to look cool
in front of her."

The children laughed.

"I didn't mean to scare you."

He introduced himself properly.

"By the way, I'm your new class teacher. Don't be scared of me. I just
wanted to flirt with your teacher."

The children giggled.

As the days passed, Aravind told the children about his life. He told them
about engineering, his night-shift job, and his dreams.

"] want to become a scientist," he explained. "I want to explore space. [
believe there is life somewhere beyond Earth."

"But people say aliens aren't real!"

"I know," Aravind smiled. "But I want to find out for myself."

He also explained his other dream.

"I want to protect people around me, especially children who need someone
to care for them."

Akshitha was intelligent and responsible, often helping him manage the
class.
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One afternoon, Aravind stopped her.

"Akshitha, what's your previous teacher's name?"
"Sathya, sir."

He hesitated.

"Can you give me her number?"

Akshitha stared at him.

"Why?"

Aravind immediately became awkward.

"Leave it. I'm just kidding."

Akshitha smiled.

"I know, sir. You have a crush on Sathya mam."

Aravind froze.

"Sathya mam is very kind. Maybe try asking her yourself."

She walked away.

His feelings weren't one-sided either.

Sathya had begun noticing the kindness beneath his strange behavior.
Eventually, she decided to tell him how she felt.

She secretly asked Akshitha to bring him somewhere quiet.

When Aravind arrived, Sathya spoke honestly. She had watched him care
for the children and chase his dreams.

Aravind told her his journey would not be easy.

"I don't know where my life will take me," he said. "Maybe I'll have to
study again.

Maybe I'll have to leave this city. Maybe it'll take years to reach my dream."
Sathya smiled.

"I don't care."

She promised to stand beside him.

Aravind finally admitted that he loved her too.

Their relationship began.

Aravind continued his two lives. At night, he worked. During the day, he
taught.

The school management noticed his talent and kindness and made him the
official class teacher.

But they still worried about his health.

"You're working at night and teaching during the day," they warned him.
"You need rest."

Aravind smiled.

"Rest is for people who stand back. I'm always in the front."
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Unfortunately, his body eventually forced him to stop.
He developed a severe fever and repeatedly fainted.

The school sent him to the hospital.

Doctors warned him that he had been under enormous physical and mental
pressure and needed proper rest.

Sathya took care of him.

When Akshitha visited, she held his hand.

"Sir, don't worry. Mam will take care of us. You need to rest."
"I miss you, Akshitha."

"] miss you too, sir."

He finally fell asleep.

After recovering, Aravind returned to school.

The children rushed toward him and hugged him.

He hugged them back.

This time, he understood his mistake.

He continued both jobs, but he added rest to his schedule.
He couldn't protect others by destroying himself.

Soon, Sports Day preparations began.

The school was decorated with lights and banners.
Aravind looked around.

"Is this all for me?"

Akshitha laughed.

"No, sir! Sports Day!"

He immediately began preparing his students.

He wanted everyone to participate in football, running, jumping, chess, and
other competitions.

Akshitha was particularly interested in chess.

Aravind trained her personally, teaching her tactics and strategy.
He brought another talented student to challenge her.

Akshitha played brilliantly.

Aravind smiled proudly.

"You have real talent."

But on Sports Day, everything suddenly changed.

His phone rang.

He answered.

His expression immediately became pale.

"What?"

He listened.

113



Then quietly said, "I'll come."

He rushed away without explaining.

Sathya called him repeatedly.

No answer.

Days passed.

No call.

No message.

Finally, Akshitha decided to find him.

She and her classmates asked the school and his friends for his address.
They learned that his home was in the far south of Tamil Nadu.
Despite their upcoming exams, they decided to go.

They collected their pocket money and travelled by train in the rain.
They continued by bus.

Eventually, they reached his street.

It was crowded.

Then they saw Aravind.

He was crying outside his house.

His mother had died.
Akshitha shouted, "SIR!"
He turned.

" Akshitha?"

"How are you all here?"

"Where's Sathya mam?"

"We didn't tell her."

Aravind became worried.

"Why did you come alone? I always told you not to travel alone."
Akshitha cried.

"Because we all love you, sir. We missed you."
He hugged her.

Then he told them what had happened.

"The call was about my mother."

"She passed away."

The children stood silently.

He took them inside to see her.

Afterward, he asked his brother to bring them juice.

Even while grieving, he was still thinking about his students.
Eventually, Sathya heard the news and travelled to his village.

"Sir, what happened to your mother? At least you should have told me."
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"I'm sorry, Sathya. It happened suddenly."

He looked toward the children.

"They travelled all this way to see me. Their exams are coming too. I don't
know what to do."

Sathya held him.

"Don't worry. Stay here. I'll take care of their exams."
Aravind broke down.

"I think I should leave my job."

"My mother was my only hope."

"Now she's gone. Who do I have?"

Sathya hugged him.

"Don't say that."

"I'll be with you."

"Our students are with you."

"Please don't leave them. You're the best teacher for them."

She kissed him.

He kissed her back.

His father told him,

"Your mother wanted you to become a good person. She wanted you to help
people."

"Return to the city. I'll take care of everything here."

Aravind asked to stay for two days because his students had travelled so far.
His father agreed.

During those two days, Aravind taught the children at home beneath the
moonlight.

Their exams were approaching, and they studied together.

Eventually, the children returned to school.

The examinations began.

When the results arrived, almost the entire class topped their respective
subjects.

Akshitha was among the highest scorers.

The children ran to Aravind.

"Sir! We did it!"

He smiled.

"You didn't just pass. You proved that you could do it."

Years passed.

Aravind never abandoned his dream.

He continued studying science, astronomy, signal processing, and space
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research.

Eventually, the dream he had carried since childhood became reality.
Aravind became a scientist.

He entered space research and the search for life beyond Earth.

He analyzed astronomical signals and searched for evidence of life.

People still laughed.

"Aliens aren't real."

"You're wasting your time."

Aravind simply smiled.

He didn't need everyone to believe him.

He remembered the children who had once traveled through the rain just to
find him, and the mother who had taught him kindness. Those memories
remained with him as he continued his research. His past gave him strength,
and his curiosity kept his eyes fixed on the endless darkness above.

Maybe humanity was alone.

Maybe it wasn't.

Nobody knew.

But Aravind was going to keep searching.

He knew the search might take his lifetime.

One night, while studying distant signals, he looked through the window at
the stars.

Sathya stood behind him.

"You still believe they're out there?"

"Of course."

"After all these years?"

"Especially after all these years."

He turned back toward his screen.

"The universe is too big for us to stop asking questions."

The boy who once sat at home dreaming about the stars had finally become
the scientist who could search them.

He had achieved his dream.

He had protected and guided the children he cared about.

He had found someone who stood beside him.

And now, one mystery remained.

Are we truly alone?

Aravind didn't know the answer.

But he knew he would never stop looking.

Because some people spend their lives accepting the answers they're given.
And some people look at the stars and ask questions nobody else dares to
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The Thread Between Us

Himakshi is a young writer who finds inspiration in emotions,
relationships, and the quiet moments that often go unnoticed.

Himakshi

They say a thread is fragile,
something that can break with a little force.
But ours was never just a thread.

It carries years of laughter,

little fights over the smallest things,

shared secrets whispered after everyone slept,
and memories that time could never erase.

You grew beside me,

sometimes ahead of me,
sometimes annoyingly far away—
yet somehow, never truly distant.

Between us, there were no borders.
Not of distance,

not of time,

not even of words left unsaid.

The Rakhi around my wrist
may last for only a few days,
but what it represents stays much longer—
a promise without a contract,

a bond without conditions,

a love without an expiry date.

Maybe that is what makes some bonds extraordinary.

They don't need to be held tightly
to remain close.
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They simply exist—
quietly, stubbornly, beautifully—
beyond every border.

And if the world ever asks
what keeps two hearts connected
when everything else tries to pull them apart,

I'll point to this little thread
and say—

this is the distance
love refuses to accept.
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Oh my dream!

I am a student with a love for writing, poetry, and turning random
thoughts into little stories. I enjoy finding poetry in ordinary moments
and giving imagination a voice. My writing often blends emotions,
creativity, humour, and a touch of the unexpected. “Ohh, My Dream”
is one such playful journey born from a wild imagination and a crazy
dream.

NEHA MALI

Ohh, my dream, oh, it’s my dream,

I was in a jungle beside a stream.

The night was dark, the moon was low,
I heard a sound and froze in the snow.
I saw something dark behind a tree,

It looked so strange, it frightened me.
I screamed so loud, I lost my breath,
Then ran away as fast as death!

Ohh, my dream, oh, it’s my dream,
Nothing was ever what it seemed.

I closed my eyes and wished to wake,

But suddenly, the whole ground shake!

Then I woke up and went to college,
Thinking I had escaped the jungle’s knowledge.
But when I entered through the gate,

I saw some monsters—oh, too late!
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They had big eyes and scary faces,

They were walking slowly through the places.
Ohh, my dream, oh, it’s my dream,

I ran from the monsters, or so it seemed.

I opened a door and tried to hide,

But something was standing on the other side!
I saw one smile and heard it scream,

“Oh, welcome back! You’re in a dream!”

I turned around and started to run,

The monsters chased me one by one.

I jumped through a window and started to fly,
I floated above the cloudy sky.

The stars were shining, the moon was bright,
For one small moment, everything felt right.
Then suddenly, I heard a sound,

A giant monster shook the ground!

I screamed again with all my might,

And woke up in my bed at night!

I looked around—the room was still,

No jungle, no monsters, no scary hill.

I smiled and thought, “At last, I’'m free!”
Then something whispered, “Look behind thee...” &%
I slowly turned, too scared to see,

And there was someone standing silently.
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I screamed and jumped right out of bed—

Then heard my mother say, “Go back to sleep instead!” &
Ohh, my dream, oh, it’s my dream,

A crazy nightmare with a funny theme.

Jungle, monsters, college, and fright—

I guess my dreams are wild tonight!

Ohh, my dream, oh, it’s my dream,

But now everything is more extreme!

I looked around and saw my bed,

Then a monster whispered, “You’re not dead!”

I screamed so loud, “What is going on?”

Then the monster smiled and switched the light on.
I looked at the clock—it was half past three,

And there was a strange shadow staring at me!
Ohh, my dream, oh, it’s my dream,

Or maybe this time it’s not what it seems... &8
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The Cottage at Kalu Danda

Arnav Negi is a writer and poet from the hills of Uttarakhand,
currently based in the small city of Dehradun, nestled in the lap of the
Himalayas. Growing up surrounded by mountains and quiet forests
has deeply shaped his voice as a writer, lending his work a sense of
stillness, wonder, and connection to nature.

ARNAYV NEGI

“You should have left.

1 gave you a warning!

You can't run away.

Ha.. ha... ha..”

The rocks at the cliff’s shoulder came crashing down.
“Ah! Not again!”

Sam woke up screaming, drenched in sweat.

“Maa! I'm tired of all this stuff,” he complained.

“Beta, just sleep. We have to meet Nan tomorrow morning... it might be the
last time, " his mother replied softly.

The next morning, Sam and his family set off to meet his Nan. It was so
heartbreaking to see their beloved Nan at the verge of departing this world.

The family spent her final moments in quiet contentment.

“Just like every fragrant flower must shed one day,” she whispered, “it’s my
time too... But listen, never go to the cottage at Kalu Danda,
NEVER..NEE..N.”

Clock struck 11:13, Nan took her last breath. She left for the heavenly
abode — or so it seemed. But something about her death felt... unusual.
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Months passed. But Sam, ever the curious explorer, couldn’t resist breaking
rules — especially his Nan’s final one. He set out for a place he knew
nothing about.

An explorer with no clear path.
A seeker with no destination and destiny indeed.

Kalu Danda — literally “Mountain of Darkness” — lived up to its name. A
silent, beautiful hill station from the days of the British Raj, nestled in
Garhwal. Since Lord Lansdowne named it, its silence echoed. The fog sang
the deafened melodies.

The fog here was so thick it felt like the sun had never kissed the earth. You
could only hear the young lads of the Garhwal regiment drilling... or nature
softly singing. During off-season, the town felt as still as the Ganges
exhausted in the Sundarbans. Even though in this silence, the place seemed
habitable.

Sam finally reached Kalu Danda, where he met Malu, the helper assigned to
care for the cottage. Locals called it Bungalow No. 18, Sinkim.

To Sam’s surprise — and horror — it was the same place he’d seen in his
dreams. A chill ran down his spine.

Malu refused to enter.
“What happened, Bha ji?” Sam asked.
Malu hesitated, then whispered, “You'll experience it yourself.”

Sam laughed, brushing it off, but Malu’s face was pale and still. His
speechless eyes seemed to say, your laughter will soon turn to tears.

Sam had no idea what awaited him... but he was about to find out the
unheard legends and hard to believe tale.

The moment he entered, crows and ravens gathered around the cottage. The
fog began to sway sunnaturally. Suddenly, a strange apparition flickered
before his eyes — and vanished in a blink.
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Something about this place felt deeply wrong. His instincts screamed at him
to leave — but he ignored them, just like the rain doesn’t choose where to
fall.

The next day, he visited Sadar Bazar and the ancient Kaleshwar Temple. the
natives had great faith in this 500-year-old Shiva temple. Indeed, sacred for
some, merely a stone for others.

The local priest looked at Sam with knowing
eyes, as if he’d been expecting him. He had
premonition about something.

“Leave, ” the priest advised. “As soon as

»

possible.

But like a high tide that doesn’t retreat, Sam’s
decision was fixed.

That night, Sam returned to the cottage,
brushing off the omens and whispers.

The clock struck 11:13.

He was drawn into a sweet, monstrous sleep
that left him half-dead.

Suddenly — the main door burst wide open.

A hoarse voice echoed.
Thud... Thud... Thud...
The heavy steps of something unseen grew fainter by the second.
Clip clop clip clop clip clop...........

Sam told himself it was just a gust of wind. Or soldiers. It was an army area,
after all.

Then—
A whisper in his ear.

»

“Leave...’
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The temperature dropped to a freezing chill.

The taper burnt weakly.

The wind began to whistle.

A sharp pain stabbed his head—

And then he was standing...

At the edge of a cliff.

There he saw it —

A headless man riding a black horse.
“a.a...w.h...what!?!?”

The horse charged up the hill — with Sam caught in its path.
“Aaah!”

Sam woke up, gasping, his head pounding.

There was dust, dirt, and grass all over his bed.

This was too much to digest.

He ran to the priest.

“You believe me now?” the priest said, half-smiling.

He explained: a British soldier, once stationed there, had gone off to fight in
World War 1. He died a martyr. But his soul couldn’t rest. With love for
Kalu Danda and hate for betrayal, he punished soldiers who abandoned
duty.

Only the temple remained untouched — perhaps protected by divine energy
as if purity wanted to be purer.

Still shaken, Sam was sent to Narendra, an old engineer and a man wise
beyond books as advised by the priest. He had learnt so much from life that
he can now teach life to mend its way.
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“The body is just clothing for the soul,” Narendra said. “But sometimes the
soul clings to earthly things... unable to move on. Spiritual world sways
around mortality just like eternal air.”

As fog pierced their lungs and Bhulla Lake grew still-ready to witness
another strange night soon, Sam and Narendra pieced it together — the
cottage belonged to the soldier.

Sam rushed back, determined to end this and leave for-ever.
He opened the door — and found himself standing on a battlefield.

Before him, the soldier fought bravely, fearlessly with valor, riding his
horse. Sam watched, stunned.

The soul whispered, “I want respect.”
He had been forgotten. Neglected. Like yellowed lines in an old newspaper.
“I have to do something,” Sam murmured.

He decided to build a statue to honor the soldier — in the very courtyard of
the cottage — and then leave forever.

For the next few days, the banging doors, the galloping hooves... continued.
But the dreams began to fade.

On the last day, Sam shut the door gently. He bowed his head.

“May you rest in peace... and be remembered for your valor and love.”
As the words left his lips—

The fog lifted.

The mist cleared.

And sunlight poured through the clouds like never before.

Birds circled overhead, chirping joyously — as if the soul was finally free.

Sam threw the cottage keys into the Ganges.

“I'm finally home,” he whispered.
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And when he lay on his sweet bed that night — it was the first peaceful
sleep in many days.

Until...
He found himself again on the edge of that mountain.
A whisper echoed in his ear:

“That wasn't me......................

Inspired by true events..........
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“A Naive child”

I believe the most honest words come from the places we least want
to look. I am Sana Fatima, a poet and writer from Jamshedpur, India.
My work explores the spaces between grief and growth—where
memories linger and hearts learn to heal. When I am not writing, 1
spend my time watching the sky and reflecting on moments that
shaped me.

Sana Fatima

We used to jump so high..

One day, I sat down on the couch,

Wondering how I'm sitting as an adult now?
Just yesterday we promised to climb the trees.
So, Where did that tree go?

Where did the promise fly?

And us?

There was a time, we used to wait for the sun to rise...
So that we could run a mile.

Sometimes, the grass tricked us

we fell on the ground,

Crying...

Friends held out their hands to pull us up, laughing, smirking..

Chill bro,
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It's not a big deal in games..
we are not a child..!!

And We laughed, with teary eyes.

Once it was a ground as far as we could see.
Now, buildings stand so high.

But the air still smells like home.

Sometimes, we try to cry,
But can't feel the same joy.
Reality hits—

maybe with time,

that joy just flew somewhere as we grew older.

Enjoying life as an adult
was a childhood dream.
Now we smile numb,

just to survive the day.
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Man ka sangharsh -ek nayi rah

Ankita Pritam Kumbhar
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finds inspiration in nature, people, and the questions that often remain
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