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Hi therel! Myself Debasmita Pati. 180
passionate about writing and findin
me . For me, writing is more than pu

of expressing emot i camsd, gg we sntgi osnhi anpg
thoughts that often remain unspoken

$ AAAOCI EOA 0AO

We are the cleverest beasts in borrowed
with civilisation painted over our sin.
We made the heart a mar ketpl ace,

and put a price on every face.

AfActions speak | ouder than words, o0 they
yet our tongues build heaven while our
AR (

ok

We calll greed ambi

We are wol ves Wear'
with kindness rehearsed.
We | ight a candle for the

then sell the darkness by

We built bridges of technology, but for

connected every screen, yet remained en



We conquered the sky with machines that

but still teach little children why str

iAs you sow, so shall you reapo6, the ol
but we sow poison beneath fluorescent s
We borrowed tomorrow and spent it today

then blamed the future for having to pa

We are the architects of our own cage,

writing our progress on a burning page.

And perhaps that is humanityds greatest
We | earned how to conquer the world,
but never | earned how to conquer the he
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Hi, 1 édm Shaurya, a medical student
putting feelings into words. |6ve a
it lets me capture the Ilittle thing
fleeting emoti onse, whuwi elte amoemeannt su n ep
mar k, and the stories we carry with

BEAOOUA |/ EEA

We are so |ike January and December,

So close yet so far from each other.
For times | think of myself as the Dece
and you as the January,

caluswoul d sit their reminiscing the pa

And you would move without giving me a

Yes, | feel myself being the December
Because | still wait for you in this ye
Hopef ul of your return with my fingers
How | would | ook at the night sky shini
But would stildl compare them to your ey
And you, I name you as the January
because you carry new beginnings in you
Washing away those beauti ful memori es a

10



You moved on with the turning year, and

Il inger.
And this is why pheraps, I call you my
But at days | think

January

‘'cause you are not
you would be

For you could reac pbs&
you wanted to, wh i

I would spend an
back to you

And that is why my | ove
We are so |like January and December

So close yet so far apart from each oth

11
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one is asking me this question: *"
girl?2"=*

udly and honestly say that my girl
s the strongest person in the worl

ompl etely different and brings
true, cal m, pur e, and unconditiona
it's okay.

ut
|l ways thinks about my |ife, and ev
ully supports me. | have a |l ot of

I'l the time she helps takes

l'y beautiful giftfro
of he ti me hurt:;h

t hi

n
t and saved in our hearts.
ss it to her, but my | ove is very

12
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Shai k Fai sal is a passionate writert
breathes life into raw emotions ar
power f ul verses and mel odi es. Bl en
traditional poetry with thg,rhyshmi
wor k transfor ms everyday feelings
unexpressed stories into art that s

3(!')+ &!') 3!

The rain against the pane was just whit
happening three thousand miles away, 1in
of a smartphone screen.
Muz stared at the blinking cursor, his
paralyzed by the sheer geography of his
time difference, seven hours of stolen
ti mezone wher e hinsi gntotr,nianngd whaiss hneird nmi gdh
ghost. They call ed it Muzl owags dbiesgti anmcien gr
realize it was just a slow exercise in
Across the ocean, in a city whose skyli
compressed vi dneiog hpti xseclrse eannsdh dtast,e Nesa w
same air as monuments he could not touc
built on data pdwkdth. ambdeyrhgdl eaban d
across continents, her | aptop propped u
bal anced his phnana 2anainect o
stack of textetk
whi spered secr
static of bad
swearing that

justtemporary

mat h problem v
solved by plar
savings accour

13
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ti
nci

ittle longer, Muz, ©o she had to
through his earphones | ike a w
illuminated by the soft blue g
at teéye e«lowayes sditdh ewhveary gthe | a
j okes. fiSoon, there wonot be a
ye to a screen. o

or those words. He had carved
doubl e shifts, saved every sp
a physical calendar pinned to

mar ki nng, htihse sdeinstteannccee. wiaos han o
fight obstacles. You push thr

idea that Nesa wasn't fightin

ay it happened started |ike an
ay. The sun was heavy and blis
as he hauled boxes for his war
t hr oughmadiienisng eeh st ofhédewasiw
he had remembered to drink her
he had sent her that morning.

shi ft ended,afhteercrmaddre,d thseual Iy
woul d pick up on the third rin
rrands or rushing back from a

rang. Once. Twice. Four ti mes
criber you are calling is curr
rped, cheerful and entirely in
tightened.

d her phone had died. It was ¢
ost in a book, l etting her bat
d. He sent a caswual text: dALet
ome, took a shower, ate a col d

The chat bubble sat there, gra
ckled the back of his neck, bu
es happened.
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esday morning, the unease had mu

aged her again. fANesa? Are you o
text me when you see this.o

hed the message status. Del i vere
S . No typing indicator bouncing

sday, he was calling every few h
d until the automated disconnect
ends pempd ecihael hmadioan,l y ever heal
Most of them |l eft him on read.
d message: fil don't know, man . H

ither. Thought she was with you. o

m? Across an entire continent?

ave way to a sufstbempédggoismug rtea

He sat on the edge of his bed, st

ac
wa

n,

ad
ct
ti

nt

t from an alien civilization. He
s a photo of a rainy street corn

ea ysdlnlgdw heart emoji. Her account

suspended in amber, |l ooking bac

n't fought with him. There had b
ion, no bitter text argument abo
c declaration that it was al/l to
cessatiowoonfdher existence in h

| ef t . Not to anot her person, no
, but straight out of his |ife,
t hat it felt |l i ke she had never

d into one another, di ssol vin
s paper. Themaiemasonsr appédeidn
ternoon, suspended in the amb

He still caught himself cal
or his phone, his thumb movin

y duwt ttylpee mundane details of his d

es
ng

ever, wish you were here, befor
him |ike a physical bl ow to the
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The hardest part wasn't the heartbreak;

to Ilive inside. There was no grave to v
final l etter explaining why. Just an en
notes he pl awad ourctrialcktltled wi th static,
holl ow realization that someti mes, t he
to you can decide to become strangers o
without even turning around to see if y

16
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Badal Thapa stands out as a thought
by observation, emoti on, and a de:«
Looking at Badal Thapa as an author

grows through r eadiinfge, necxepfelreicet i on,

"AAAl 4EADA

I ntroducti on

Some people enter our Ilives quietly, bu
on our heartstedbdryl e®som$s fomdm books;
|l essons for |ife. For me, oerepsutkdpers
teacher from Basdil a, whose manner, v al
deepl ygroafndndyat her, Mr. Kewal Badhur Thaj
school principal. Mgignanhdfadheci whesnaea,
and wisdom. He carried himself with hon
heart . When | see Mr. Shambu Singh, | f
reflection of myn ganaontdhfeart hpeerréssoms.pi r i t

What makes this resemblance so speci al
i nner charactehe Bambh gqeacehafeconduct,
confidence, and the same abdlregpeotgui
They are not just teachers in the ordin
inspire,aradhcolhapgel i ves. I'n Mr. Shambu
a colleague and guidethduvalale® my |l i vin
grandfather taught me. His smile, humi!l
stand toamachtaesr af ull of dignity and war mt

A Grandfather Whose Myegeacef St hét, LKew

Badhur Thapa, was a retired government
retirement, his greatness did not fade.
wi th ti me. Hei wadi §oowhi hed natur e, str

and deep respect for bothbielsiteuvdesdh ttsh aatn d
education was not only about passing ex
characterandontsgenseéebpility.
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cesslairdttgned ewherwvehrg onipoke. H

ause they came demntml @& wdywcef o
difficult ideas in simple | a
cwaswi t hout being harsh, kind

utHacofi ngn ssupied i omat a good t

a good human bei nghi nl,hatte d cehsisromn
sacred responsibility. He respect
Higs i kit f exeaapl @ of service. Even
still rememberwidt himomrsesura @nmd nxi
r who touched hearts.

miliar Reflection | i n Mr. Sh
first got to know hambu Sin
ing deeply familiar i m. It wa
speaking or standi

rsonality. He car

y that does not

e of trust in hif]

mpany of someone

ather, Mr. Singh

irm and caring.

gues with patieng=

does not make o |alE

s carefully, spe u y
move forward with confidence. Th
Y.

is one of the reasons he is so r
admire most is that he teaches n

iour. His actions reflect

ity. His everyday manner shows di
kind of teacher who makes
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l earning feel meaningf ul because he con
him, | saw the same beauti ful

balance | once saw in my grandfather: a
knowl edge mi xed with simplicity,

and confidence mixed with humility.
His Teaching Styl e: More Than Lessons,

Mr. Shambu Singhdés teaching style is sp

understanding. He does not

treat students or colleagues | ike numbe
person behind the face. He

understands that every |l earner has diff
di fferent dreams. Because of this,

he adapts his style with patience and c
Some qualities that make his teaching r

This style reminds me st

-

ongly of my gr

teaching. Both believed that a teacher
should be a guide, not just a speaker.
with understanding, not fear. A

teacher should create an environment wh
di scovery, not a burden. Mr .

Singh embodies this idea beautifully.

A Man of Generosity, Honour, and Respec
One of the most beawutiful things about
of heart. He is the kind of

person who gives without making a show

advi ce, or encouragement, h e
of fers it freely and sincerely. He does
he carries willingness to support

19
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gualities in Mr. Singh feels |like meeti
form. It is an emotional and

beauti ful experience that fills me with
A Gui de, a Coll eague, and an I nspiratio
Mr. Shambu Singh is not only a teacher

who shares his experiences with

sincerity. His words often carry | esson
val uabl e. He speaks from

experience, but never in a manner that

knowl edgeable. Instead, he shares in a

that helps others grow.

As a coll eague, he is supportive and de
at mosphere wherever he goes.

People feel comfortable discussing idea
carefully and responds thoughtfully.

He encourages cooperation and | earning.

person becomes a quiet strength.

A good teacher can complete a syllabus,
community. Mr. Singh belongs

to the second group. He influences peop
by teaching | ife. He reminds wus

that true education includes kindness,
to remain honest in all

situations This is what makes him so s

grandfather was also a guide whose pres
confidence to others. Mr. Singh has tha
feel better, stronger, and more

hopeful

Conclusion

22
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Be it day or midnight,
Every day we stay; every day we fight.
You are the reason

| wi s atna Itioveaei e.

My insecurities built the walls,
And in their shadows | ies the root of o
The emotion you call di strust;

Yet my heart cries,

"l't's only love."

| tried to breathe

My soul [ eft
The day | was renamblil
"A controlling psycH#og

I am not your desirs®g

Your eyes seek my st’

While my truth speaks®"

I only wish to stand beneath your showe

24



You | ook for differences;
I search for affinity.
You want to be unique;

|l want to be yours.

You are not my moon.

You are the sun,

And | 1l ong to be your earth.
Maybe | am wrong.
Maybe | am the blade that cuts your win

The water that calms your fl ames,
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 wal k awa
Yet | ove wraps itself around our hearts

Refusing to | et us go.

You sink because of my shout s;

I swim for your sake.

25
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lgra Manzoor is a writer and Ilitera
ordinary moments and meaning in the
and stories are shaped by Il ove, 1| o0s

contradictions of breg nigs hluontatm. a Fbo 1
expression and a way of making sens

) NOA - AT UTTO

I found a diary beneath the ashes,

lts cover darkened to a stubborn rust.

I nsi de:

Ol i vewar meith st one,

Children chasing dust
The handwriting

As i f it bel i eved

Then something shi

Houses disappear

Verbs coll apse.

Margins narrow.

Then crossed out.



There is a
Where the p
As i f fire
Considering
After that,
A hmaéie,

A broken |
I nk pressed

No final en

Only white
Carrying wh

Could no 1| o

page

aper thins

paused

mercy.

ther e,

fragment s:

ne,
harder

try.

space

at the

t han

hand

nger hol d.

before.
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lgra Manzoor is a writer and litera
finds beauty in ordinary moments a
unsai d. Her poetry and stories are
resilience, and the qui eRorcomegrr,adi
writing is both a form of expressio
worl d.

)y NOA - AT UTT O
The key is warm in her hand, though the
Every morning, Mariam unwraps it from t
ties it tight each night, close to her
smoot h. I't used to open the blue door o
smell ed of jasmine and hope.
She hasndt seen that door in the past t
No w, she sits on a plastic chair in a r
tarp and tin She watches her granddaug
with no face, no ar ms. They ran out of
making dol | s
AShe doesndét need arms, o0 the girl says.
hea 0
Mar
t ho
wo r
her
ach
Onc
car
whol
i n
heart




That

At n
used
from
turn
But

Toda
From
thro
worn

Lail
iSo

Mar i
and

Let

13

1

=

oy
<

=
<
®

<

She

The

er 0s
kitch

orary.

mor n

ight,
to g
t he

ing it

[}
(3}
-

® —T o =T

n < n @

QD
QD
7]
x~

hatulgdt &g . r dHeirpdd efileb ewe chdli n o

en during the night of the scr
That she'd be home by mornin

ing never came.

Mariam dreams of the house. T
row. Her sonds name carved int
kni fe he used. She dreams of s
, of mg epuwti ntgo i gnhsad sdtes, who can d

e real worl d, her tent has no

camp echoes with another gri
s the rows of tents, Mari am ¢
es out . Now there is silence

7]

if they can plant the dol |l i
hing can grow. o

oks at the key in her hand. Th
moment, it al mo gl ows.

7]
—

ry her, 0 she says, fdAbut not to

a shallow hole behind the tent

dust .

am pr

wat ch

dol! |

esses the key hesitantly into
eed a way home, 0 she says.

Il es. ADo you think shedl | ma k e

(@)

Mariam says. ASheds Iight. The
es the dirt settle.

mi ght find her way, but what a
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Weare heavy with stories.
Too real to float.

Too quiet to be rescued.

Wh avi | | carry them?

Wh ovi | | come?

She does not say these things out | oud.
granddaughter, |listening to t®e wind mo

Howong can people wait

before even the sky forgets them?
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Dear Di ary,

You deserve gratitude

for making me feel safe.

You al ways spare time for me,

sé can narrate my |ifeds race.

You never check your watch

when | speak or cry.

You never

whenever my

The ink

You al ways

maki ng me
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You

ma K i

You

wh o

without

assur e

ng me f

are the

me of

orget

only

holds my sec

or wearing

You

when

The

t he

al ways

ot her s

ink nev

dropping

t hem

have

ma k e

er ar

pages al ways

security,

the cold eyes.

one
rets
t hem

|l i ke a crown.

bl ank pages

excuses.

gues,

I'i sten.
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Priyosi Searik aproeits asmdsowiri ter from W
whose work spans poetry and specu
explores philosophy, cosmic i mager )

exi stence.

0OEUI OE 3AOE/

We taught machines to paint,
to compose, to grieve in binary

and they did it perfectly.

Too perfectly.

We taught them our |/AW
our hi stories, ou
They learned ever W
except the one

that made us wort If

the ability to be
beauti fully,
catastrophically,

wrong.
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To |l ove someone who won't stay.
To chase a dream that has no map.
To wake at 3am

not because of an alarm

but because something inside you

refuses to be silent.

The machines got everything.

But that ,
that stubborn, illogical,

magni ficent ache of being alive

)

we kept for ourselves.
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Yeah Doori bhi kya majburi hn

Kabhi ghar khaali kabhi haath khaali
Yeah zindagi ke safar mein

Kai sa mod aaya

Woh mera jissey kehti hoon

Muj h se door huya

Yeah Doori bhi kya majburi hn

ltne faasle ke hum ek hone se rahe
Na saath chal sakey

Na saath reh sakey

Ns saath de sakey

Yeah Duri bhi kya majburi hn

Yeah hawa yeah fiza yeah paani ki boond
kar | ete hn

Yeah sur aj ka ugna yeah shaam ka dhal na
Yeah raat ki tanhaayi mein guzar |jaana

Yeah baarish
Yeah khushbu yeah rang
Yeah roshni

Jaane kitne Mausam guzar gaye

Meri yuhi zindagi ke

Yeah duri bhi kya majburi hn

Kabhi zemmedar i ke naam kiya

Kabhi gur bkainyia ke naam

Apna waqt apne shouq apni yeah jawani b

Yeah Duri bhi kya maj buri h n

Koi nahin jo kharegb h n

Ko? nah!n !0 h” Wﬂ?ﬂgéé b
Koi nahin jo d Nt LT
Koi nahin jo dpf ' 'vﬁg<
Main gum ho gdg 2 \
Door koi sehralf !

Koi jungl e meiﬁ
Koi gufa mein



Yeah Doori bhi kya majboori hn.

Kabhi kuch na keh saki

Kabhi aansu ban ke gir gaye

Kabhi barf ki tarah jam gaye phir ek Ma
pi gal kar beh gaye

Yeah Doori bhi kya majburi h n

Chudi ki khanak payalk kioichamhahawo kadian
Woh sab na raha

Na hum rahengey

Yeah Duri bhi kya maj buri hn

Koi dard mein hn koi apne zagm ko mar ha
Koi karb mein hoga sab mein akel a

Yeah Duri bhi kya majburi hn

Mere hum safar na

Mera hum gadam mera saath hn

Jis ke saath main chal saku
Yeah duri bhi kya majburi hn
Kabhi woh mera ayna bane

Main uski Nazar se dekh saku
Uss ke sang main kuch keh saku
Uss ke |liye main kuch kar saku
Yeah Duri bhi kya majburi hn
Apne aangan mein bhi hawa chal e
Koi phool khil e

Konoshni ho koi Khushboo rahe

Yeah Doori b hi kya majburi h n

Mer e tasawwur mein

Mere tagayyul mei n

Mer e khwahi shon mein

Woh rehta hn saath mere

Phir bhi yeah Doori bhi kya maj buri hn.
Kabhi maa ki ma mt a

Kabhi pita ka pyaar

Ek behen ka bhai

Ek yaar ki yaar.i

Koi safar ka saathi
Sab reh jaate hn khaali
Yeah Doori bhi kya majburi h n

Woh <chai ki pyaal.
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Woh khaane ki khushboo

Woh kamre ki rounak
Woh Ghar ka soona pan
Woh darwaza bhi tere khatkhatana ka kar

Thak Rahi hn har ghadi

Jab alfaadn p&koshwawnl

Kab aaoogey ghar

Kab aaogey mere humnawaz
Yeah duri bhi kya maj buri hn.
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I was all of four She sat in the corner
from the worl d

She was all of four and there was a dow
her innocent face .She was getting expo

Getting exposed to people of the world
No adult around bothered to pacify her.
Al'l of fourbadHe olnsvReach dhbedrbi hd. butter f | i

I ntrigued by flowers smelt the scents.

Cuddl ed teddies |l oved chocol ates and ch
Just | i ke any other chil d.

Then she grew a |little more and she was
Little did she realize she wildl be goin
She will sit al one, she wil/ cry ,she w
She would cry at the drop of a hat, at
rage, she will cry dishppai nQvernhseartbr
di sagreements and of Shame.

She will cry she wouldn't know why ? Wh
mor e.

She might shed tears at someone el se's
sorrow.

Hurt and pain wild.l be a parcel that she
No one would share it with her and she
She discovered slowly and realized her
cry her tears or take it away and give
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That was when she knew she owns the wor

Thru childhood and teen years thru turn
understanding of emotions she grew

Some people called her wise, some calle
called her smart and mature because al
inside a huge robe and faced the world

The world isn't my
either

If im positive and
Al 1 will be better.

As she grew there wa

knew all the worl d (
who could do them a&{s
and call it duty f oR

In the journey of |
called her own was
that didn't bother
stall

She marchédcfiogwahe
t or natdsolrersgmi s and al

had in store.
She smil ed, she own
smiles ever she al so

mind right from the start.

Steadily as | ife passed by she didn"t |
l'ight.

No matter how bhdidbehgr eav IHietatplte sdier lwa
li ke at the start . All of four not a d
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Manzar Khan is a I|literary scholar
unedited fragments of human vul ner :
intersection of critidmbhppiche!| ahehi

geography of silence, t r awbre, and
studies the power of words to wound,

-AT UAO +EAIT

| hold my finger over your name,

standing at a door | cannot <c¢cl ose,
ready to | eave

just to save what is | eft of my pride.
I ask for the end

because your |l ast words cut I|ike gl ass,
and | cannot keep breaking |ike this.
But when the screen goes bl ack,

and the room falls completely still,
the quiet frightens me.

| forget how bad the insult burned,

and | reach back for the same glowing s

asking for the hand that made me bl eed.
I want to shield m
but | am terrified
So | stay caught i
never at peace,

always suffering.




&/ 2 1',, 4(% '103 9/5 ,9

Ayesha | gbéaindbryahbr MBBS student i
written 2 ant hol ogi es t hrough HOC
publications house. Al so | have been
aut hor of the year in mbcc awards.

l UAOEA ) NAAI

| l et my fingers move today; for | felt
The heart screeched today; for | felt b
It started raining while am crying now

Are the clouds accompanying

For a heart to |ive for

How does you expect mine(f N /l(jgn n

To be so close and sti I'{ =
For what am | hol ding mi
To |l et my heart to be

AEP v
For you could see all/l | : ) Il eft
What if the screams inside y reac
Could you still know ; for a million ti

4 2



For al | it makes me strong in the end;

The heart holds the sorrow for all/l t he
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| have a dream deep in my heart
To build a |Iife and play my part

I want to stand on my own feet
And make my future strong and sweet

| dream to be a businesswoman

brave hardworking and wi se
With hope and .-- |I|||I| %
h% ”K"-'\%’

| wi |1 rise and

W
N2 9Es
SeWVpo%

Learning somethi n(@ BV e

3, //
Step by step | ("""’,/;@
I

=)

My dreams are big , my
And | will find my own
T

4 4
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Aparna is a pistgraduate in Engl i s
English and Kannaf a

! DAOT A (O1I EQEA

Dedrother,tody I tie
this sacread thread.
| pray Heahappy

| recall our childh%od

Memories fill
Brother vyou
give me fruit.
Once | akshmi
tied a rakhi /
Bali blessed /
andet Vishnu )
t Droupadi tied }
to Krishnas wound.

Lord blessed her and gave her
Akshyambar a

the great saree

Brothers always |l ove their sisters
Sisters are also |l ove them | ot.
I wish my brother | et there be bond
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Fading notes that l'inger on,
a haunting melody of what's gone.
In the silence, memories awake,

searching for a refrain.

My heart aches |like a pain,

echoing through every moment,

a sorrow that remains.

My vision goes off when | think of wus,

and in the darkness, shadows dance with

Lost in the haze

hours dissolve |

|l eaving only echo
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SATEUA 1T xAO I'T ¢
In the whispers of my mind, a storm beg
Haunted by shadows in the rain.
Fears reside in every shade, darkness t
I tend to move, but it remains the same
A fleeting thought that I'"ve yet to cl a
Lost in words that can't be explained.
A silent scream that echoes in vain,

That brings me peace and calms the pain
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I Ol A
Zindagi ek aayene ki tarah hai
Bas roop dikhta hai rooh nahi
Khushi di khti hai barbaadi nahi
Par yeh aayena ka dusra rukh humare par
Ki skaikyana hai yeh hum par nirbhar hot
Kya koi kisi ki muskurahat ke peeche ka
Koi kis haalat mein jee raha hai yeh pa
Zindagi aur maut ki ghadi ko badal sakt
Aarz2dol ki tamanna ko mod sakta hai kya
Sheeshe ka dusra rukh dekh sakta hai Kky
Apne dil ka haal woh har ki si ko pesh k
Kya woh kaagzi cheetron mein insaniyat
Ya aksharon mein woh bhavnaayein dhoond
Kisi ki talaash bin jaan ky
Apmea-baap ki khidmat binzmx/‘\frlr h |
payega kya =\t » QQ
Kya apni anah ko woh chho T\ =}
Kya ki si ka toota dil jo 3
Kya woh ghadi ka kaanta |2
Kya woh sur aj ki kirno Kk ,;@1
Kya woh chaand ka daag c", 5@@ y a
chhupaye usse pyaar jataf(
Do rukh hain
Par di khta wahi hai jo d 1
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Aanchal Soni is a young poet and w
emotions, relationships and the qui
l'ife. Her writing reflects her beli
hearts, cross boundamaéssandseopeas

I AT AEAT 31 1E

At ma se insaan bana tha,

Teri bewaf ai ne zinda hote hue bhi bej a
Mohabbat sikhane aaya tha tu,

Magar nafhraartf kpaa chhaar fdi y a.

Dil diya tha ibaadat samaj hkar,

Tune use sauda bana

Ek sacche,insaan
Apni bewafai se begaa
Kasoor ishqg ka na t

Kasoor us shakhs ka
Jisne wafa ka vaada
Har ehsaas ko ga

id kar diya.
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I am Minha Fati ma, a passdamhate 1
hi ghschool er, I tend to |ive my |I|if
thing and finding meaning and stor
proudly $euwedeasaocd Prediedegntcadfl ed
DayeaZaugq.

-ETEA &AOEI A

my presence barely moves through

it carries a scent of chaos and | ies
heavy on chest.

| tend to fall if | don't try too hard
* . TN Dot

and I tell myself perhaps 't}hi_q__)t,_;._s- wtthe

only way it's fair. . T

so | scream too | oud,

hands and run as fast

deep

but my presence barely4 mqve‘"ﬂ

through the air, it i'q)ult'

li ke the subtl e droplxg«kl‘c‘s.ror%;& Nt hat
fall in the middle of  lhle night.
lingering through drea_r‘”“-/" "

my presence barely mov;/e"‘:éi}» 'hr?ﬂ’gh

the air, | think it gets"nd‘thed by a
as brief and quiet as morning dew.

but within its stillness, resides a san

treasured deep within me.
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my pres
unspoke

as thou

mur mur
to be.

my pres

the ai
bide.

but may

amity
never

r

ence barely moves through t
n decree.

gh waiting for someone to
a prayer that never came

ence barely moves through
, perchance it chooses to

be when the stars align the

of my words catches a breath

t

o be sighed.
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One day, I saw a woman and | became conm
confidence is remarkable. She has faced
her smiling face makes everything seem
She |l oves her students and al ways think
pure, and her words are true. Many peop
dislike her, but her smile makes everyt
She see every student as equal. Whethe
matter to her. She is the secret role n
Her | ove, her car e, and her true words
trusted person in my world. When she sp
for her next words.
She treats all students I|ike her own <ch
She touches every soul that is damaged
clear guidance for a better |life. She i
coll ege and idse plagamteend . arSthevery friendl
She is different from others. She is wun
student , and | still miss her so much.
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Shivam is a Class 12 student and yo
explores emotions, experiences, an

unspoken. Through poetry, he aims t
readers can connect with.

SEEOAI - EOEOA

My words are not rhyﬁﬁyft?/fﬁ C #
My pen broke i
and now it's |j
My thoughts ar
My voice is al
Al phabets are
My hands are n

Pages from my

And still ou Cn & P

Y qﬂ"y "\i}\\\ggf’{/‘ S N\
You dare to call it anfariisf's part
When | |l ay here unable to create an art
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I am Kshiraj. A writer who believes
are read. A stranger to the real wol
I i ve. I write of fear, heartbreak
what | feel, I wafndeltiongvrwh &t ulntfide
+ OEEOAE
Kuch qgi sse, kuch kitaabein dil pe hai |
Kuch baatein, kuch saugatein saath apne
Uska humse naatbanidmmal,afzon ne aisa
L
Koi ma mu | i churi is d e Y
Pl W
“2 N\ ;
- o oo (gl
Dooriyaan tab jo th VYN AT ma
(27
Gair the -sha a acuhra hbhes 771V
Fai k numaai d / N
ai z u inde NS
Rekhte k jaal SA

Ro

Sh

Us

ni baat o ko

asle fir use i Pyl | e ‘ pay
b bhi aakhein milti thi u@s se gali n
z hojata ishg ek baar fir humei n.
aayaron ke aalishaan bagh se gul <chur
ke hothon pe jo maine rakha tha saja
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Shayadh ke alfulamar i gustaakhi se woh shaya

Chhin liya uska saath aur reh gaye hum

Bhoola naa paaye par un naato ko aaj ta
Jinhe agdiragsabise gehno ki tarah tarashese
Khud ko toh bhul jata hai ye aashiqg har

Aashiqui bhul ana isne kaha sikha tha.

Qal am se aashiqui karte ha ab,

Pannho se keairstheq htaegr a;zhaar

Zubaan se toh mita diya hai tera naam b
Par kaise hum kare use iss rooh se juda
Aaj bhi dhundta hai ye dil us mohabbat

Jo meel o ydavard skea buhsisenaa aayi ;
Behi saab dooriyaan humne paar kari i ss |

Wa s | ki raahat hogi, bas aakhon k chu |j

Dekh ke hi undekha kar diya ussne par h

Aakhein mild@ bhi uss se, magar bas ek b
Root h ke hi sahi, bol toh deti kya guna
Aaj b hi l'ikh raha hu wo, jo adhuri reh
Shayad koi aur hoga, jo ab usse nazm su
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Shayad koi aur hoga, jo usske hatheli p

Hum toh duniyy asmeod adlglagra,ate be

Par aashig se |l adne k liye saari kainaa
Fir ek baar kho jayenge hum uss kaali s
Fir ek baar kitabon k saath se hi dil b
Aashiqui toh chahe puri naa ho paayi | e
Uski doori se hi aashiqui kar | enge.
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I am Kshiraj. A writer who believes
are read. A stranger to the real wol
I i ve. I write of fear, heartbreak
what | feel, I wafndeltiongvrwh &t ulntfide

+ OEEOAE

Countless aches and countless wounds,

I feel every scar crawling over my skin
A million smiles and a million boons,
And the pain still haunts my dreams.

How do | abandon
How do | forget my
I could have peace

But how coul d |
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$AAPOEEEA AOAUA
Someti mes a bond doesn't end,
because two people stop meaning
the same to each other.
Someti mes,
it's because of the invisible Iine
they draw between them
for reasons only they know.
Maybe the boundary was built
out of fearé \/
fear of ge
fear of ge
fear of | o
But even t
When you r
the distan

to protect

has taken
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farther

than you

away

ever

from

t hem

wanted t

(¢}

be.
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I'T OAOE +AOEEQG

There is a certain kind of quiet
that arrivesdowith some peopl e

not silence,

You don't notice it at first.

You simply find yourself
smiling a |ittle |l onger,
staying a little softer,

and wondering when ordinary moments
became wor
Shayad moh
hamesha iz
Kabhi kabhi
bas kisi ki
dil kaj dle
sukoon de
And perhaps

t he most beautiw‘i




mi ght

Hi dden.

make them

Unnamed.

|l ess ours.

Your s.
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Sarthak Moga, 16, is a young poet a
Uttar Pradesh, I ndia. F®&irt hisn,apway
of giving shape to emotions, me mor i
are often difficult xtpol oerxeprleasvse ,alhow
emotions, solitude, relationships,

uncertainties of growing up.

3AOOEAE -1 CA

Your words turned rust between my pages

Li ke met al bl eeding slow with time,

The edges curled, the ink went fragile,
But | still read each broken I ine.

And though the years will fade the |l ett
The paper smells |like you still do,

I guess the past can stay forever

If you hide it where the sky stays blue
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Sarthak Moga, 16, is a young poet a
Uttar Pradesh, I ndia. F®&irt hisn,apway
of giving shape to emotions, me mor i
are often difficult xtpol oerxeprleasvse ,alhow
emotions, solitude, relationships,

uncertainties of growing up.

3A00EAE -1 CGA

You didn'"t -slam the door
You just walked sl ow, _ a»

Like you were borrovv/jr,,"ﬁ%g\air
/ ‘.‘A

Before you had t

o
- .
= N
R —
&

I waved with my (—,l //,a l; g
7 ;!,/’ //,.»’,‘ ‘/\q .sa‘ Il
My hands stayed si/r/%l/// \; { J#HJL
( /' N )
And the silence 1(4?@" J/
. \ V” .
Was a noise | st|I1I fee1> - -

65



O7A AgopPAAO AEEI AOAT O1 1/

Salika Fayaz is a deep thinker and
where nature itself teaches depth a
and connection, sharing her inner mc
those who feel unseen,r tunihreaknowiamg

they are not alone.

1. The unrealistic expectation

We often forget that children are meant
Omni scient means a person who knows eve
their children to be |ike that, whi ch i
arises: why i sbd hhone ap,o stshdde haerPsdwWeern i s
are small , and this is not the age to b
make mistakes, |l earn from t hem, and af't

gui de others.

The great personality Allama I gbal once
yourself, and give yourself to others."
to Ilearn honestly and become brave, bec
duty of | eader shiep tthe wsu.t yHow deaem dveea stha
become honest, if we believe in making
those mistakes, and then guide everyone
But today, most people fail. Why? Becau

s
become omniscient and never make a mist
al ways know the answer and never make a
small and | earning. | We esxshdwl dbhredtpeext pedt
we expect too much from them, they feel

2. Why this expectation happens

Parents and teachers want children to d
know everything, they wild/l not fail. B u
things and some experiedbhow icranl iwfee bteh a
prepared for tehremwdr eveofartehemm Someti m
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co
mo
co

Pa
Th
wa

Su
sc
ac
t h
di
re
mo

Ho
qu
K i
4 .

We
mi
P a
re
an

mpare thei child with others, whi ch

i
st of the ti
i

ime this goes overlooked.
mparison kills motivation.
rents don6t do this to hurt their chi
ey want their children to be successf
y they choose is wrong.
How it harms children
il dren are not experts; they are | ear

em, they become scared of making mist
se their confidence.

veys show that abou
ool and coll ege st
demi cc ampampieeaon st \,
burden of grades,
ital compari sons,
ort fdadcy ngt rnesag or
et 8te@ere anxiety

T Qo I

nestl vy, I have seen =
estions in class beckLkL
I'l's their curiosity

Wh at we should do i

should |l et children @ 0 d
stakes. Mistakes hel i ===
rents and teachers shoI“cY ‘p’ralseA‘o
sults. We shoul d expect children"%d b
d hardworking, not to know everything
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Papr.i Mitra completed her M. A. in E
for a career as an assistant prof e
papers as an independent scholar at
and seminars and has mpadédarsdhdle dabtoiok
i n international anthologi es and
occasionally writes poetry out of h

OAPOE - EOOA

Happiness is a thing of the public sphe

but grief is exclusively a private disc
Success is a subject of propaganda;
failure is a matter of confidentiality.
We can easily share

our euphoria and our achievement s;
yet it is hard for bleeding hearts

to uncover their wounds.

Sharing a smile is always wel come,
yet our eyes hesitate
to shed tears in front of anyone.

Everyone appreciates the giggles,

how many sl eepless nights

we have gone through.
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cietyds stereotypes:
sseminating happiness

the mark of strength,

ile discussing pain implies

u are méntally weak

acking emotional intelligence.

nce, our deepest scars
e fastened in our essence;
ding our unbearable suffering,

der the masquerade of contentment.

ere is a saying:

Time is thebgreatest healer

opl ed advi se

ey believe that those

o lose their |l oved ones

rget this angui sh

th the passing years.

t is it really possible

bl ank out those hands

at brought wus into this world,

ught wus how to wal k,
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Shveta Kacher is an emerging poet f
themes of community, shared motherh

SEOAOA +AAEAC

A sacred sil houette,

l'iving art etched \ frost,

compl ete and solitary

among the frozen pa‘i'
N £
1] AN

They guard theé hig
altitudes we f ai
The ghost of the ti

treading where few:

A creature deeply
yet adored from a

We notice themdonly in b4 \M$

Q)

a sudden glimpse, a static photograph,

Cease the pursuit for once.

Bow to their quiet grace.

Look up at the sweeping sky
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where ancient stars stare down.
Through the cursive drift of c¢clouds
and the roar of the wind,

you could never truly decipher

the secrets that they keep

They are akion to those stars
sil ent monol iths of power,
binding the vast and the microscopic

into a singular, fragile world.

They carve their own sanctuaries
high upon the featureless white,
where no human eye foll ows,

where the gale forgets their name.

But they have adapted

to the cruelty of the col d,

thriving in isolation.
Oh, how we |l ong for that resilience.
Il nstead, we fracture.

The snow | eopards do not.
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He |l ooks at me with adorable eyes,

And pats my head,

As i f he was calming a child,

Who's hands were trembli and eyes wer

There's a softness between the space be

A question we both quietly defend,

A fragile wish we never ce,

A hope wedre scared to | ascend.

I was crying |Iike a helpless child,

Tears slipping faster than | could hide

And then he stood there m and gentl e

Like the whole world cou e ak,

But never on his watch \

No untill he is on

And when he final

When my sobs felt >

He smiled with th i dx,

The kind the only ’

I'n that moment |

so desperately it

to rise on my toes

and kiss his forehéeg

as a thank you,

as a confession,

as everything | 6m rt.

And though we st an;j rt,

Cl ose enough to f e} gin,

| wonder in the hu ,

I f we both feel it

Why don't we | et i
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" m an ordinary gir/l from Nepal [ i v
expert at |iterature but I 'm fond o
by writing it down in forms of poem

Oi A , EIAOD

I saw my reflection in the mirror, but
The more | tried to recognize myself,
the more | got | ost deep in my thoughts

| had changed myself

as the world wanted me to be,
trying to be the perfect girl
Il didn"t know | had

|l ost myself.

I had lost all my years
without fun and entertainment.
Il can't change myself back

cause the world already pictured

per

Thei

and
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I can't do anything now

but be the girl that |

never really was.

Everything is out of my hands.
Now | don't have any <choice

but to be the same as |

was presented to the world.



AOARO %ii 6CE
" m an ordinary gir/l from Nepal [ i v

expert at |iterature but I 'm fond o
by writing it down in forms of poem

Oi A , EIAOD

Il'tés funny how wedre never

ever satisfied with anything.

Today, the weather is sunny, and

itds probably bothering a | ot of people
AThis damn weather! Why is it so hot?0

The next day, the weather might be

cloudy, and s uqQli puld be(?erend/)
m

\
People wildl S'[I||’;z pl,al < bouﬁlpx
,M/ﬁ

L\

<_.~

il hate this weat\hej\i(
/ N

gloomy and depres;)g}' 2
7

The weather wildl
to your |liking.
Youbre |ike the
You try and tryée

wonbét be enough.

You push yoursel f-ha
and they still wonét approve.
Youdbl !l never be enough for them.
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After some t idme, it gets so bad

you stop trying, and thatés where
al | expectations drop.
You can already feel the weight on your

shoul dersd coming off
wai t!

Your shoulders are heavy again.

Could it be the expectations?

Nope, itds not.

But it could most | ikely be the guilt
of not | iving up to their expectations.

I't might be the guilt of not making
them proud.

I't might be the pain built up inside
you for a very |l ong ti me.

And the next thing you knowé

youdre not satisfied with yourself
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Mer i umeedodn ka aaftaab

bevaqt ast kaise ho gaya?

Dagabaazi mein tu

itna zabardast kaise ho

Jise khudamimaana

aakhir -wahagt skmai g
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I am 45 years old | ady, married an
sabbati2ZzZ@l3 sdwmeeto fami | NewrDedrhiiti e
and a graduate in English Hons. B a
brought wup in Siliguri t Wesstdi Bgng al
Del hi

2EUA 21U

Martyr are the souls descend from heave
their purpose so high, so glorious.
Martyr are the souls descend from heave
their heart so brave , so gall ant.

Martyr are the soul sfpdescend from heave

their nature so s c
Martyr are the so e
their cause are s
Martyr are the so e
their drive so ri
Martyr are the so e
their feelings so
Martyr are the so e
they protect nati
we all salute men u
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Every eversiemd,d tAmelawe sat beside the ol ¢
his house.
The fence wadsr wsntrye maurnkeavhelne and covered
vines. Yet to Aarav, it seemed enor mous
On the other side |lived an old man name
Aarav's mother had instructed him never
explained why. She simply said, fASome p
di stance. 0
So Aarav remained on his side.
Every evening, however, he noticed Rahi
plant beside the fence.
One day, Aarav saw something unusual
Rahim was struggling to |ift a heavy bu
Wit hout hesitation, Aarav squeezed thro
up .
Rahim | ooked surprised.
AYou shoul dn't be here, 0o he said.
ANeither should you be carrying that, o
For a moment, neither of them spoke.
Then Rahim | aughed.
It was the first time Aarav had heard h
From that day forward, the fence gradua
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Aarav discovered that Rahim had once be
t hat Aarav disliked mathematics but | ov

They began meeting every evening.

Rahim shared stories with him, and Aar a
One afternoon, Aarav asked, AWhy did my
you?o

Rahim | ooked at the rose plant.

iSometi mes, 0 he said quietly, fipeople i
to qu tion. o

(0]
7]

Aarav did not completely understand.

That changed when the monsoon arrived.

Heavy rain fell throughout the night. B
their houses had overfl owed, and water
Aarav's mother slipped while trying to
Bef ore Aarav could help her, Rahi m came
He crossed the flooded | ane, pulled her
until the rain stopped.

That evening, Aarav's mother stood sile
She | ooked at Rahi m.

Then she | ooked at the rose plant.

il was wrong, o0 she finally said.

Rahim smiled. fAWe all are, sometimes. 0
A few weeks |l ater, something remarkabl e

The fence disappeared.

Not al | at once.
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First, one broken section was removed.
began using the space as a small garden

Children played there. Adults gathered

pl anted Jasmine, while someone el se pl a
And Rahim's rose grew taller than ever.
Years | ater, Aarav became an artist.

When people asked what had inspired his
same answer .

AA rusty fence. 0
They | aughed, assuming he was joking.
But Aarav would smile and say:

AThe fence taught me that borders are o
in our minds. o

He never forgot the | esson.

The world would always have maps.
I't would always have |lines.

But kindness had no boundary.
Neither did friendship.

Someti mes, al | it took to cross a borde
take the first step.
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hi my self vajrala Sree Lakshmi Sowl
advocate at Andhra Pradesh. Besi de
violinst beside that i had huge pas
stories, novel s.

6AEQADAA , AEOEI E 31 xi UA OEO,

It was just the four of wus me, my mom,
planning to go to Srisailam for a |l ong
from our native place.

The journey itself was full of exciteme
forest, the curves of the ghats, the co
windows everything felt |Iike an adventu
Somewhere in the middle of the journey,
got down to fill our water bottles. We

filling them slowly, talking and | aughi

started moving again.

shout ed.

For a wee dbontch pani cked, then we started
both water bottles tightly in one hand
inside the bus were |l ooking at us, S 0 me

8 6



We
br
s
t h

Wh
AC

I n
Te
t e
ti
mo

Th
pr
fr
Th

As
bu
s o

On
I o
ma

He
b u
ma

me .

We
mo
wa
a

Ev
t e
ha

ran as
eat hl ess
ster were
at

en we
room

rea
to

t he
mpl e.
mpl e
me .
rni

The
refl
We we
ng. So

d
b

ose two
asadam,
om home.

en came t

al ways,
ttermilKk
met hing t

the way
w, and |
ke it a wk

mad e
tter mi
ke me
| fe

r

s
I
fee
|

-~ ® X C

finally
re than |
s my fath

popcorn p

en now,
mpl e. It
nds hol di

eveni

fast

an
S

mo ment .

ch
st

my
pa

b a

qu
wa

re
us
er
ac

wh e

hi
ng

cti

as we co
d laughing
colding us

ed
ay.

Srisail
|t was

went
t he
on th

g, we
rowd,
ng
s o

our t wo

wer e
ht

pur
s mal |

return jo

dad was t
kets and
at comfor

got
told
ma k e

k, |
ietly
d or
had enou
kets to Kk
etter. |t

e carnodw dceadr

ched our
t a pilgri
s silent
et .

n | t hink
k of runn
everythin

uld and final/l
, wi th water
and | aughing

y
spi
at

whole to
and cool

am, t he
cl ean

dar shan
"Om Na
it felt

for the
chants of
e stones

tmom vweids it th att h evet elragli @ ealg

days there, we h

wal ked
and j

We
rs,

e joy.
souveni

urney.

about ev
for me a
the bus

hinking
popcorn
tably in

my
my
a

peri ods. I  wa
mom. My dad
big deal abou

water, he kep
eep me comfortab
was such a smal
ebdu sf ojro u rerwveeyn. o n

gh

nati ve
mage.
|l ove

place | at
It was fun
t hat | saw

of Srisail am, |
ing with my dad

g together for wu

87



I 4E1 OOAT A 4AlI AT O00Oh [/ TA
00 PEAOEA 7AI T/

Let Me Tell You About a Rather Extraord
Let me tell you about a girl
Not the kind of girl who has one thing
No, no.
She seems to have completely missed tha
Give hedslhhepekei thes.
Give hedshecamavass.
Give hedshhlmehardeat es designs.
Put her dsha &kodlkdhen
Put her behi nds hae sdreiewesn.g wheel
Give her somedbhndgsoewhow, | shedl | event
out .
And just when you thinkdyou've discover
surprise.
Sheds a Hijama Therapist too.
She has this almost amusing habit of tu
She sees something interesting and thin
Al wonder if |1 can do that?o
And then she tries.
Someti mes she | earns it quickly.
Someti mes she struggl es.
Someti mes she probably questions her en
But eventually, she | earns.
Because she has never really been inter

8 8
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o teach

o help people.

aosf t hem.

erhaps too many
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And her mi nd?

Oh, her mind discovered the wonderful w
apparently decided to become a permanen

But here's the thing:

Her talents didn't disappear.

The artist was stildl there.

The | earner was still there.
The creator was still there.
The teacher was still there.

Only the confidence had gone missing.

And maybe that is something many peopl e
Someti mes a person doesn't |l ose their a
They simply |l ose the courage to |l et any
As the beautiful Urdu saying goes:

> "hy BITT&EHEHH ¥WEF MO_
pomiFy thy VPYwvFF y € O

The sky may be the same, but every soul
And perhaps she is still |l earning how t
Not because she has nothing to offer.
But because she has so much to offer th
She wants to teach.

She wants to share.
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She wants to create.

She wants to help people discover their

She wants to tell someone who is hiding
APl ease don't | et fear become the keepe
Because ifdpaunttcan paint

I f you OGovan tver.i te

I f you dcaread ®ok

I f you octeema ctheach

I f you can makedlsotmeitthi mg Deanuti f ul

You don't have to wait until you're per
You don't need everyone's approval

And you certainly don't need to compare
el se's tenth.

Start small. Start imperfectly. Start a
Because sometimes the world doesn't nee
I't needs someone brave enough to begin.
And maybe that's what this competition
Not a declaration that she is the best.
Not a claim that she has everything fig
But a tiny, courageous announcement:

il have somedtahnidng 'imm sfiidnealnmey wi ll ing to
These photographs are more than photogr
They are | ittle glimpses of a girl who

A sketch.
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A painting.

A mehndi design.

A dish made with | ove.

A drive

A profession

A collection of skills.

A thousand ideas

And perhapsé

t he eginning of something much bigger
But here's where | need you.

| magine this girl sitting in front of vy
AWhat should | do next?0

How does she become more confident?

How does she | earn to speak openly?

How does she put her creativity out int
judgement ?

Shoul d she start creating content?

Show her artwork?

Speak on camer a?

Teach online?

Build something of her own?

She wants to do all of it.

She just doesn't know where the first s
And maybe that's okay.

Because every great journey begins with
AWhere do | begin?o

So, if you Bave read this far

don't just tell her that she is talente
Tel | her what she should do with that t
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Tel | her where she should begin.
Tel | her how she should step into the w

Because perhapsé

you could be the person who gives this
|l ooking for.

So, wh at should she do next ?

She's |listening.

Perhaps this story was never really abo
Perhaps it was about a girl who spent y
herdtehfough od&ledwrhes, recipes, mehndi ,
l earning, teaomilryg taond earldastei tdhat she |
stopped being capabl e.

She had simply forgotten how |l oudly she

And now, she wants to remember.

She doesn't know exactly where this roa
She doesn't have a perfect plan.

She doesn't even have all the answer s.
But she has something far more i mportan
curiosity in her heart, creativity in h
and the courage to finally ask, AWhat i
So perhaps this isn'"t the end of her st

Perhaps this is the first page.

And if you have read this far, maybe yo
comes next

Tel Owhere should she go from here?

What should she create?

What should she |l earn?

What should she share?

93



And perhaps, s

s midl e

AThat

was t

find her voice and |l et t
al nt s?

o |listen.

mes, all ad dream needs i s
u can become. Now goé and
omeday, sheol | |l ook back
moment | stopped hidingé
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SBal ajsthh aspirant with a sincere
reflection. He has published a few
thoughts, emotions, and everyday ex
manner. With a thoughtful asdtpatie

develop his writing and confidence
through discipline, experience, and

3 "Al AET OEE

The dead are not only beneath the groun
Some are not found in a graveyard

But some among us

Hi ding all their emotions within themse
Living a |life just to pass the years,
Not to i mpress anyone

Just a way of Iife aftg
Things that meant ever
No | onger draw their
The youwat kuromtd f ol |
As though tradition
Leading a |ife where
The |l onging to be s=§
A life in a society
Not to fit into society,

But a choice over the period of ti me
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A life Iike shadow,

Di sappear from the crowd,

Show up when needed.

Ter med -huesa rctoel dd

l sn6t that the world around us?

Pushed us to be dead while alive
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SBal aj ot hi is an aspirant wi-th a si
reflection. He has published a few
thoughts, emotions, and everyday ex

manner. With a thoughtfiobnandupatte
develop his writing and confidence
through discipline, experience, and

3 "Al AET OEE

Whi spers advised that shadow di sappear
lsn't that a fallacy?

I witnessed the whispers drift away fro
But I ittle they know, | withdrew my int
My presence felt drowning, so |

Vani shed from their sight.

They no |l onger remain my home.

How | ong will he be alone? Said the whi
But aren't-bgok wnhntdhfmeth, day and night
Unli ke them when they find no one

Birth of peace
You stood with

Cheered me up

Made me | augh
Unli ke them changilng
A keen |l istener
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A space to rant without fear of being |j

Now | understand why the creator create
I wish there was a |ife in youl

So | would never seek anyone

I wonder what if there was no shadow at
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Once upon in my dream
I saw a world where no one was mean
I was inhaling kindness

And exhaling gentility

Where skies were painted
With the brush of hope
And the sun shone

With a polite glow

The | aughter of peopl e
Echoed everywhere

And | ove for one another

Was in the air

The trees were shouting

You are worth

And the fl owers were dancing

On the melody of pleasure

The rivers were telling untold stories

While the mountains wrote a | ove theory
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