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7%ȟ 4(% (5-!.3 

Hi there! Myself Debasmita Pati. Iôm a teenager who has always been 

passionate about writing and finding stories in the little things around 

me. For me, writing is more than putting words on paper; it is a way 

of expressing emotions, questioning the world, and giving shape to 

thoughts that often remain unspoken. 

$ÅÂÁÓÍÉÔÁ 0ÁÔÉ  

 

We are the cleverest beasts in borrowed skin, 

with civilisation painted over our sin. 

We made the heart a marketplace, 

and put a price on every face. 

  

ñActions speak louder than words,ò they say, 

yet our tongues build heaven while our hands build decay. 

We call greed ambition, call silence peace, 

and call a dying planet a masterpiece. 

  

We are wolves wearing halos, 

with kindness rehearsed for the camerasô shadows. 

We light a candle for the world at night, 

then sell the darkness by morning light. 

  

We built bridges of technology, but forgot to cross, 

connected every screen, yet remained emotionally lost. 
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We conquered the sky with machines that fly, 

but still teach little children why strangers must die. 

  

ñAs you sow, so shall you reapò, the old earth cries, 

but we sow poison beneath fluorescent skies. 

We borrowed tomorrow and spent it today, 

then blamed the future for having to pay. 

  

We are the architects of our own cage, 

writing our progress on a burning page. 

And perhaps that is humanityôs greatest art 

We learned how to conquer the world, 

but never learned how to conquer the heart. 
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3Ï ÃÌÏÓÅ ÙÅÔ ÓÏ ÆÁÒ 

Hi, Iôm Shaurya, a medical student and a writer who finds comfort in 

putting feelings into words. Iôve always been drawn to poetry because 

it lets me capture the little things that are often difficult to explain; the 

fleeting emotions, quiet moments, people who leave an unexpected 

mark, and the stories we carry within ourselves.  

3ÈÁÕÒÙÁ /ÊÈÁ 

 

We are so like January and December, 

So close yet so far from each other. 

For times I think of myself as the December, 

and you as the January, 

'cause I would sit their reminiscing the past 

And you would move without giving me a glance. 

  

Yes, I feel myself being the December  

Because I still wait for you in this year end chaos, 

Hopeful of your return with my fingers crossed, 

How I would look at the night sky shining  

But would still compare them to your eyes sparkling  

  

And you, I name you as the January  

because you carry new beginnings in your quiet hands, 

Washing away those beautiful memories away in sand. 
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You moved on with the turning year, and not staying where the memories 

linger. 

And this is why pheraps, I call you my January. 

  

But at days I think I'm wrong to call you 

January 

'cause you are not the beginning I thought 

you would be  

You were my 31st of December and  

I was your 1st of January. 

  

For you could reach me in a single day if 

you wanted to, while 

I would spend an entire year finding my way 

back to you 

And that is why my love 

We are so like January and December  

So close yet so far apart from each other 
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ɕ-Ù ÓÅÃÒÅÔ ÄÉÁÒÙ ⁞  ɕ 

'ÏÂÉËÁ 2ÅÎÇÁÒÁÊÁ 

  

Everyone is asking me this question: *"Which one is the secret diary of 

every girl?"*  

I proudly and honestly say that my girl is the secret diary of my whole life. 

She is the strongest person in the world and incomparable to others.  

She is completely different and brings full happiness to my life. Her love is 

very true, calm, pure, and unconditional. Sometimes she gets angry with 

me, but it's okay.  

She always thinks about my life, and every time she helps me, guides me, 

and fully supports me. I have a lot of pain related to my body and health, 

and all the time she helps me and takes care of me. She is 

a truly beautiful gift from the universe.  

Most of the time I hurt her, and from the 

bottom of my heart, I am very sorry for 

everything in my life. My love for her will never 

change, it is permanent.  

Every woman says very proudly, "I am a 

mother of one child." This chance 

is not for everyone. Only every 

woman can understand this 

feeling.  

That love is not only for our own 

child; she treats other children as her 

own in this world. My messages are very 

secret and saved in our hearts. I can't 

express it to her, but my love is very pure. 
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4ÈÅ !ÎÁÔÏÍÙ /Æ !Î %ØÉÔ 

Shaik Faisal is a passionate writer, lyricist, and creative artist who 

breathes life into raw emotions and unspoken thoughts through 

powerful verses and melodies. Blending the deep resonance of 

traditional poetry with the rhythmic pulse of modern songwriting, his 

work transforms everyday feelings, quiet reflections, and 

unexpressed stories into art that speaks straight to the heart. 

3(!)+ &!)3!, 

 

The rain against the pane was just white noise; the real storm was 

happening three thousand miles away, inside the glowing rectangular prison 

of a smartphone screen.  

Muz stared at the blinking cursor, his thumb hovering over the keypad, 

paralyzed by the sheer geography of his life. Seven hours. Seven hours of 

time difference, seven hours of stolen sleep, seven hours of living in a 

timezone where his morning was her midnight, and his midnight was her 

ghost. They called it a long distance relationship, but Muz was beginning to 

realize it was just a slow exercise in haunting.  

Across the ocean, in a city whose skyline he had only ever known through 

compressed video pixels and late-night screenshots, Nesa was breathing the 

same air as monuments he could not touch. Their entire romance had been 

built on data packets and fragile bandwidth. They had eaten dinners together 

across continents, her laptop propped up against a coffee mug while he 

balanced his phone against a 

stack of textbooks. They had 

whispered secrets into the 

static of bad connections, 

swearing that distance was 

just a temporary nuisance, a 

math problem waiting to be 

solved by plane tickets and 

savings accounts.  
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ñJust a little longer, Muz,ò she had told him only a week ago, her voice 

slipping through his earphones like a warm blanket. Her face on the screen 

had been illuminated by the soft blue glow of her bedside lamp, her eyes 

crinkling at the corners the way they always did when she laughed at his 

terrible jokes. ñSoon, there wonôt be an ocean between us. We won't have to 

say goodbye to a screen.ò  

Muz lived for those words. He had carved his entire existence out of them. 

He worked double shifts, saved every spare coin, and counted down the 

weeks on a physical calendar pinned to his wall, crossing off each day like a 

prisoner marking his sentence. To him, the distance was an obstacle, not a 

wall. You fight obstacles. You push through them. You bleed for them if you 

have to.  

He had no idea that Nesa wasn't fighting anymore.  

The Tuesday it happened started like any other ordinary, agonizingly 

mundane day. The sun was heavy and blistering where he was, sticking to 

his skin as he hauled boxes for his warehouse job, his mind miles away, 

drifting through the streets of her city, imagining what she was wearing, 

whether she had remembered to drink her coffee, if she was listening to the 

playlist he had sent her that morning.  

When his shift ended, he called her. It was her mid-afternoon, usually the 

time she would pick up on the third ring, out of breath because she had been 

running errands or rushing back from a lecture.  

The phone rang. Once. Twice. Four times. Five times.  

ñThe subscriber you are calling is currently unreachable,ò the automated 

voice chirped, cheerful and entirely indifferent to the way Muzôs chest 

suddenly tightened.  

He figured her phone had died. It was classic Nesa, forgetting her charger, 

getting lost in a book, letting her battery drain down to zero while she 

daydreamed. He sent a casual text: ñLet me know when you're alive, 

princess.ò  

He went home, took a shower, ate a cold meal, and checked his phone. Still 

nothing. The chat bubble sat there, gray and lifeless. A faint whisper of 

unease tickled the back of his neck, but he brushed it away. People got busy. 

Emergencies happened.  
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By Wednesday morning, the unease had mutated into a cold, jagged panic.  

He messaged her again. ñNesa? Are you okay? You're scaring me a little bit. 

Please text me when you see this.ò  

He watched the message status. Delivered. But no blue ticks. No read 

receipts. No typing indicator bouncing up and down like a heartbeat.  

By Thursday, he was calling every few hours, letting the phone ring out into 

the void until the automated disconnect tone cut him off. He reached out to 

her friends on social media, people he had only ever heard her mention in 

passing. Most of them left him on read. One of them replied with a terse, 

confused message: ñI don't know, man. Haven't spoken to her in a couple of 

days either. Thought she was with you.ò  

With him? Across an entire continent?  

Panic gave way to a suffocating, surreal numbness. Muz stopped going to 

work. He sat on the edge of his bed, staring at the phone like it was an 

artifact from an alien civilization. He opened her Instagram profile. Her last 

post was a photo of a rainy street corner from three weeks ago, captioned 

with a single yellow heart emoji. Her account wasn't deleted; it was just 

frozen, suspended in amber, looking back at him with total, chilling silence.  

She hadn't fought with him. There had been no screaming match over bad 

connection, no bitter text argument about the weight of the miles, no 

dramatic declaration that it was all too much. There was only the abrupt, 

violent cessation of her existence in his world.  

She had left. Not to another person, not to another city with a forwarding 

address, but straight out of his life, pulling the ladder up behind her so 

cleanly that it felt like she had never been there at all.  

Months bled into one another, dissolving the calendar on his wall into 

meaningless paper. The seasons shifted, but Muz remained trapped in that 

Tuesday afternoon, suspended in the amber of a conversation that had no 

conclusion. He still caught himself calculating the time difference before 

reaching for his phone, his thumb moving out of pure, tragic muscle 

memory to type out the mundane details of his day, just ate the worst 

noodles ever, wish you were here, before catching himself, the realization 

hitting him like a physical blow to the ribs.  
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The hardest part wasn't the heartbreak; it was the ghost story he was forced 

to live inside. There was no grave to visit, no closure to anchor his grief, no 

final letter explaining why. Just an empty chat window, a handful of voice 

notes he played until the audio crackled with static, and the haunting, 

hollow realization that sometimes, the people who mean the absolute world 

to you can decide to become strangers overnight, walking out of your life 

without even turning around to see if you survived the fall. 
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'ÒÁÎÄÆÁÔÈÅÒ 

Badal Thapa stands out as a thoughtful writer whose work is shaped 

by observation, emotion, and a deep interest in peopleôs lives. 

Looking at Badal Thapa as an author helps us understand how a writer 

grows through reading, reflection, and real-life experience. 

"ÁÄÁÌ 4ÈÁÐÁ 

 

Introduction 

Some people enter our lives quietly, but their presence leaves a lasting mark 

on our hearts. They do not only teach lessons from books; they teach 

lessons for life. For me, one such person is Mr. Shambu Singh, a respected 

teacher from Basdila, whose manner, values, and teaching style remind me 

deeply of my grandfather, Mr. Kewal Badhur Thapa, a retired government 

school principal. My grandfather was a man of dignity, discipline, kindness, 

and wisdom. He carried himself with honour and loved teaching with all his 

heart. When I see Mr. Shambu Singh, I feel as if I am seeing a beautiful 

reflection of my grandfatherôs spirit in another person. 

What makes this resemblance so special is not just the outer style, but the 

inner character. Both men share the same grace of conduct, the same calm 

confidence, and the same ability to guide others with patience and respect. 

They are not just teachers in the ordinary sense. They are educators who 

inspire, encourage, and shape lives. In Mr. Shambu Singh, I found not only 

a colleague and guide, but also a living reminder of the values my 

grandfather taught me. His smile, humility, and generous heart make him 

stand out as a teacher full of dignity and warmth. 

A Grandfather Whose Presence Still Lives in Me My grandfather, Kewal 

Badhur Thapa, was a retired government school principal, and even after 

retirement, his greatness did not fade. In fact, his real legacy became clearer 

with time. He was known for his disciplined nature, strong sense of duty, 

and deep respect for both students and fellow teachers. He believed that 

education was not only about passing examinations, but about building 

character, confidence, and responsibility. 
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What I remember most about him is his teaching style. He never raised his 

voice unnecessarily, yet everyone listened when he spoke. His words carried 

weight because they came from a place of sincerity. He had a gentle way of 

explaining difficult ideas in simple language. Students felt safe around him 

because he was strict without being harsh, kind without being careless, and 

wise without acting superior. He often said that a good teacher must first 

become a good human being. That lesson stayed with me. To him, teaching 

was a sacred responsibility. He respected time, honesty, discipline, and 

truth. His life was a quiet example of service. Even after years of retirement, 

people still remembered him as a principal who led with honour and a 

teacher who touched hearts. 

The Familiar Reflection I Saw in Mr. Shambu Singh 

When I first got to know Mr. Shambu Singh, I noticed 

something deeply familiar in him. It was not only his 

way of speaking or standing, but the calm strength in 

his personality. He carries himself with a natural 

dignity that does not need to be announced. There is 

a sense of trust in his presence, a feeling that one is 

in 

the company of someone who truly cares. Like my 

grandfather, Mr. Singh has a teaching style that is 

both firm and caring. He guides students and 

colleagues with patience. He does not rush to judge, 

and he does not make others feel small. Instead, he 

listens carefully, speaks thoughtfully, and helps 

others move forward with confidence. This is a rare 

quality, 

and it is one of the reasons he is so respected. 

What I admire most is that he teaches not only through words, but through 

behaviour. His actions reflect 

integrity. His everyday manner shows discipline, humility, and kindness. He 

is the kind of teacher who makes 
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learning feel meaningful because he connects knowledge with values. In 

him, I saw the same beautiful 

balance I once saw in my grandfather: authority mixed with compassion, 

knowledge mixed with simplicity, 

and confidence mixed with humility. 

His Teaching Style: More Than Lessons, A Way of Life 

Mr. Shambu Singhôs teaching style is special because it is rooted in human 

understanding. He does not 

treat students or colleagues like numbers or names in a register. He sees the 

person behind the face. He 

understands that every learner has different strengths, different fears, and 

different dreams. Because of this, 

he adapts his style with patience and care. 

Some qualities that make his teaching remarkable include: 

This style reminds me strongly of my grandfatherôs same approach to 

teaching. Both believed that a teacher 

should be a guide, not just a speaker. A teacher should help students grow 

with understanding, not fear. A 

teacher should create an environment where learning feels like a journey of 

discovery, not a burden. Mr. 

Singh embodies this idea beautifully. 

A Man of Generosity, Honour, and Respect 

One of the most beautiful things about Mr. Shambu Singh is his generosity 

of heart. He is the kind of 

person who gives without making a show of giving. Whether it is his time, 

advice, or encouragement, he 

offers it freely and sincerely. He does not carry pride in his success. Instead, 

he carries willingness to support 
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others. 

Å Clarity in explanation 

Å He explains ideas in a simple, direct, and thoughtful way so that learning 

becomes easy and meaningful. 

Å Respect for learners 

Å He values every studentôs voice and never makes anyone feel ignored or 

unimportant. 

Å Confidence with calmness 

Å He speaks with assurance, but never with pride. His confidence makes 

others feel secure. 

Å Encouragement instead of pressure 

Å He pushes students to do better, but always with kindness and belief in 

their ability. 

Å A balanced discipline 

Å He maintains order and seriousness in the classroom, yet his approach 

remains warm and human. He also reflects honour and respect in every part 

of his conduct. He respects elders, supports colleagues, 

and speaks to others with care. In return, people naturally respect him. 

Respect, after all, is not demanded; it 

is earned through character. Mr. Singh has earned that respect through his 

humble nature and consistent 

goodness. 

His dignity is not loud. It is quiet, steady, and powerful. He has the kind of 

presence that makes people feel 

that they are standing in front of a true teacher, one who understands the 

responsibility of shaping young 

minds. Like my grandfather, he wears his role with grace. He does not see 

teaching as a job alone. He sees it 
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as a duty toward society and a promise to the future. 

This is why I feel proud to know him. In the world where appearances often 

matter more than values, he 

reminds us that true greatness rests in humility, service, and respect for 

others. 

His Smile, Confidence, and Humble Heart 

If I had to describe Mr. Shambu Singh in a few words, I would say: a 

smiling face, a confident mind, and a 

golden heart. His smile is not just a facial expression; it creates comfort. It 

tells others that they are 

welcome. It tells the worried student to relax, the unsure colleague to trust 

themselves, and the tired learner 

to keep going. 

His confidence is equally inspiring. It is not the kind that tries to dominate 

others. It is the kind that steadies 

a room. When he speaks, you feel that he believes in what he says. That 

confidence comes from experience, 

discipline, and sincerity. It is the confidence of someone who has spent 

years learning, reflecting, and 

serving. 

And then there is his humility. This is perhaps his most touching quality. No 

matter how much he knows or 

how much others praise him, he remains grounded. He carries himself with 

simplicity. He does not chase 

attention. He lets his work speak for him. That is the mark of true greatness. 

When I think of my grandfather, I see the same qualities. He too was 

humble despite his position. He too 

had a warm smile and a wise heart. He too believed that kindness is never a 

weakness. Seeing these 
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qualities in Mr. Singh feels like meeting my grandfather again in another 

form. It is an emotional and 

beautiful experience that fills me with gratitude. 

A Guide, a Colleague, and an Inspiration 

Mr. Shambu Singh is not only a teacher; he is also a guide and colleague 

who shares his experiences with 

sincerity. His words often carry lessons from real life, and that makes them 

valuable. He speaks from 

experience, but never in a manner that makes others feel less 

knowledgeable. Instead, he shares in a way 

that helps others grow. 

As a colleague, he is supportive and dependable. He creates a positive 

atmosphere wherever he goes. 

People feel comfortable discussing ideas with him because he listens 

carefully and responds thoughtfully. 

He encourages cooperation and learning. In a school environment, such a 

person becomes a quiet strength. 

A good teacher can complete a syllabus, but a great teacher can lift a whole 

community. Mr. Singh belongs 

to the second group. He influences people not only by teaching subjects, but 

by teaching life. He reminds us 

that true education includes kindness, patience, discipline, and the courage 

to remain honest in all 

situations. This is what makes him so similar to my grandfather. My 

grandfather was also a guide whose presence gave 

confidence to others. Mr. Singh has that same rare ability to make people 

feel better, stronger, and more 

hopeful. 

Conclusion 
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When I think about my grandfather, Kewal Badhur Thapa, and the 

remarkable teacher Mr. Shambu Singh, 

I feel deeply grateful. It is rare to meet someone who reflects the same 

values of a beloved elder so clearly. 

In Mr. Singh, I found a living reminder of my grandfatherôs teaching style, 

his dignity, his respect for people, 

and his commitment to education. He is a man of generosity, honour, 

humility, and golden-hearted 

kindness. 

A teacher like him is a blessing to students, a support to colleagues, and an 

inspiration to everyone around 

him. His smile brings comfort, his confidence brings strength, and his 

humble nature brings trust. He shows 

that the best teachers are not only remembered for what they teach, but for 

how they make others feel. For 

me, Mr. Shambu Singh is not just a teacher from Basdila. He is a mirror of 

the qualities I admired most in my 

grandfather, and that makes him truly unforgettable. 
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4×Ï .ÁÍÅÓ ÆÏÒ /ÎÅ &ÅÅÌÉÎÇ 

-!*/2 

  

Be it day or midnight, 

Every day we stay; every day we fight. 

You are the reason 

I wish to liveðand to die. 

  

My insecurities built the walls, 

And in their shadows lies the root of our hate: 

The emotion you call distrust; 

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 I 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; 

I swim for your sake. 
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There is a differenceð 

What I call love, 

You find to be hate. 
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4ÈÅ $ÉÁÒÙ 

Iqra Manzoor is a writer and literature enthusiast. She finds beauty in 

ordinary moments and meaning in the things left unsaid. Her poetry 

and stories are shaped by love, loss, memory, resilience, and the quiet 

contradictions of being human. For her, writing is both a form of 

expression and a way of making sense of the world. 

)ÑÒÁ -ÁÎÚÏÏÒ 

 

I found a diary beneath the ashes, 

Its cover darkened to a stubborn rust. 

 

Inside: 

Olives, sun-warmed stone, 

Children chasing dust through narrow streets. 

The handwriting leans forward, 

As if it believed in tomorrow. 

 

Then something shifts. 

 

Houses disappear between sentences. 

Verbs collapse. 

Margins narrow. 

 

A date is written twice, 

Then crossed out. 
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There is a page 

Where the paper thins 

As if fire paused there, 

Considering mercy. 

After that, fragments: 

A half-name, 

A broken line, 

Ink pressed harder than before. 

No final entry. 

 

Only white space 

Carrying what the hand 

Could no longer hold. 
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4ÈÅ +ÅÙ 

Iqra Manzoor is a writer and literature enthusiast from Pakistan. She 

finds beauty in ordinary moments and meaning in the things left 

unsaid. Her poetry and stories are shaped by love, loss, memory, 

resilience, and the quiet contradictions of being human. For her, 

writing is both a form of expression and a way of making sense of the 

world. 

)ÑÒÁ -ÁÎÚÏÏÒ 

 

The key is warm in her hand, though the house is gone. 

Every morning, Mariam unwraps it from the corner of her scarf, where she 

ties it tight each night, close to her throat like a prayer. The metal is worn 

smooth. It used to open the blue door of their home, back when the wind 

smelled of jasmine and hope. 

She hasnôt seen that door in the past two years. 

Now, she sits on a plastic chair in a refugee camp, beneath a patchwork of 

tarp and tin. She watches her granddaughter Laila braid cloth into a doll 

with no face, no arms. They ran out of thread months ago, but Laila keeps 

making dolls. 

ñShe doesnôt need arms,ò the girl says. ñShe can carry things with her 

heart.ò 

Mariam nods, 

though the 

words make 

her chest 

ache. 

Once, she 

carried a 

whole country 

in her own 

heart. Her 
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fatherôs laughter. Her motherôs recipes. Her wedding ringðleft behind in 

the kitchen during the night of the screams. They told her to run. That it was 

temporary. That she'd be home by morning. 

That morning never came. 

At night, Mariam dreams of the house. The cracked wall where the jasmine 

used to grow. Her sonôs name carved into the wooden doorframe, crooked 

from the knife he used. She dreams of setting the key into the lock and 

turning it, of stepping inside, of calling out to ghosts who answer. 

But in the real world, her tent has no lock. No walls. No silence. 

Today, the camp echoes with another grief. A twelve years old boy was shot. 

From across the rows of tents, Mariam can hear his mother wailing until her 

throat gives out. Now there is silence of a woman sitting still, holding his 

worn shoes. 

Laila asks if they can plant the doll in the ground. ñLike a seed,ò she says. 

ñSo something can grow.ò 

Mariam looks at the key in her hand. The metal catches the last bit of sun, 

and for a moment, it almost glows. 

ñLetôs bury her,ò she says, ñbut not too deep.ò 

ñWhy?ò  

ñSo she can hear us.ò 

They dig a shallow hole behind the tent, lay the doll inside, and cover her 

with dust. 

Mariam presses the key hesitantly into the ground beside it. 

ñSheôll need a way home,ò she says. 

Laila smiles. ñDo you think sheôll make it?ò 

ñMaybe,ò Mariam says. ñSheôs light. The wind might carry her.ò 

She watches the dirt settle. 

The doll might find her way, but what about us? 
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Weare heavy with stories.  

Too real to float.  

Too quiet to be rescued. 

Who will carry them? 

Who will come? 

She does not say these things out loud. She just sits beside her 

granddaughter, listening to the wind move across the camp, and wondersð 

 

How long can people wait  

before even the sky forgets them? 
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2ÅÆÕÇÅ ÉÎ )ÎË 

!ÂÂÉÈÁ -ÕÎÔÁÈÁ 

  

Dear Diary, 

  

You deserve gratitude 

for making me feel safe. 

  

You always spare time for me, 

so I can narrate my lifeôs race. 

  

You never check your watch 

when I speak or cry. 

  

You never look for a door 

whenever my heart pours out. 

  

The ink never argues, 

the pages always listen. 

  

You always listen in silence, 

making me feel safe. 
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You assure me of security, 

making me forget the cold eyes. 

  

You are the only one 

who holds my secrets 

without dropping them 

or wearing them like a crown. 

  

You always have blank pages 

when others make excuses. 

  

The ink never argues, 

the pages always listen. 
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4ÈÅ ,ÁÓÔ (ÕÍÁÎ 4ÈÉÎÇ 

Priyosi Sarkar is a sci-fi poet and writer from West Bengal, India, 

whose work spans poetry and speculative fiction. Her writing 

explores philosophy, cosmic imagery, and the nature of time and 

existence. 

0ÒÉÙÏÓÉ 3ÁÒËÁÒ 

 

We taught machines to paint, 

to compose, to grieve in binary , 

and they did it perfectly. 

  

Too perfectly. 

  

We taught them our languages, 

our histories, our hunger. 

They learned everything 

except the one thing 

that made us worth learning from , 

  

the ability to be 

beautifully, 

catastrophically, 

wrong. 
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To love 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, 

magnificent ache of being alive , 

  

we kept for ourselves. 
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ÙÅÁÈ ÄÕÒÉ ÂÈÉ ËÙÁ ÍÁÊÂÕÒÉ ÈÎȢ 

:ÁÉÎÁÂ -ÕÎÉÒ 

 

Yeah Doori bhi kya majburi hn 

Kabhi ghar khaali kabhi haath khaali 

Yeah zindagi ke safar mein 

Kaisa mod aaya 

Woh mera jissey kehti hoon 

Mujh se door huya 

Yeah Doori bhi kya majburi hn 

Itne 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 boonde hum akele hi reh kar mehsoos 

kar lete hn 

Yeah suraj ka ugna yeah shaam ka dhalna 

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 zemmedari ke naam kiya 

Kabhi qurbani ke naam kiya 

Apna waqt apne shouq apni yeah jawani bas tere naam kiya 

Yeah Duri bhi kya majburi hn 

Koi nahin jo khareeb hn 

Koi nahin jo naseeb mein 

Koi nahin jo dekh sake 

Koi nahin jo dhunde mujhey 

Main gum ho gayi 

Door koi sehra mein 

Koi jungle mein 

Koi gufa mein teher gayi 
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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 Mausam ke guzartey hi woh armaan 

pigal kar beh gaye 

Yeah Doori bhi kya majburi hn 

Chudi ki khanak payal ki chan chan koi taras koi lamha jo tham jaaye 

Woh sab na raha 

Na hum rahengey 

Yeah Duri bhi kya majburi hn 

Koi dard mein hn koi apne zaqm ko marham laga raha hn 

Koi karb mein hoga sab mein akela 

Yeah Duri bhi kya majburi hn 

Mere hum safar na 

Mera hum qadam 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 chale 

Koi phool khile 

Koi roshni ho koi Khushboo rahe 

Yeah Doori bhi kya majburi hn 

Mere tasawwur mein 

Mere taqayyul mein 

Mere khwahishon mein 

Woh rehta hn saath mere 

Phir bhi yeah Doori bhi kya majburi hn. 

Kabhi maa ki mamta 

Kabhi pita ka pyaar 

Ek behen ka bhai 

Ek yaar ki yaari 

Koi safar ka saathi 

Sab reh jaate hn khaali 

Yeah Doori bhi kya majburi hn 

Woh chai ki pyaali 
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Woh khaane ki khushboo 

Woh kamre ki rounak 

Woh Ghar ka soona pan 

Woh darwaza bhi tere khatkhatana ka kar raha hn intezaar 

Thak Rahi hn har ghadi 

Jab alfaaz poochtey hn ek sawaal 

Kab aaoogey ghar 

Kab aaogey mere humnawaz . 

Yeah duri bhi kya majburi hn. 

  



 

39 

 

0ÒÉÎÃÅÓÓ 

:ÁÉÎÁÂ -ÕÎÉÒ 

 

I was all of four She sat in the corner with her legs folded hiding her face 

from the world . 

She was all of four and there was a downpour of tears her little hands held 

her innocent face .She was getting exposed . 

Getting exposed to people of the world and getting to know ways better. 

No adult around bothered to pacify her. 

All of four she loved her  balloons and dolls.  Ran behind butterflies. 

Intrigued by flowers smelt the scents. Fascinated by the stars. 

Cuddled teddies loved chocolates and cherries . 

Just like any other child. 

Then she grew a little more and she was hurt once more and she cried again. 

Little did she realize she will be going thru pain again and again . 

She will sit alone, she will cry ,she will wipe away her tears and her fears. 

She would cry at the drop of a hat, at loud raised voices, or expressions of 

rage, she will cry with pain of heartbreaks and  disappointments. Over 

disagreements and of Shame. 

She will cry she wouldn't know why ? Why her heart feels all that and much 

more. 

She might shed tears at someone else's grief and on her own losses and 

sorrow. 

Hurt and pain will be a parcel that she would carry for a long time . 

No one would share it with her and she would protect her self over time . 

She discovered slowly and realized her pain was hers no one will feel it or 

cry her tears or take it away and give her any smiles or happiness, 
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That was when she knew she owns the world and she has arrived. 

Thru childhood and teen years thru turmoils and relationships and 

understanding of emotions she grew. 

Some people called her wise, some called her sensible, and some even 

called her smart and mature because all she did was hid the little baby girl 

inside a huge robe and faced the world with an armour . 

The world isn't my friend it isn't my foe 

either . 

If im positive and trampled the toxicity 

All will be better. 

As she grew there was one more truth she 

knew all the world needed was someone 

who could do them a favour with a smile 

and call it duty for a while. 

In the journey of life The ones whom she 

called her own was never hers at all, but 

that didn't bother her or ever made her 

stall . 

She marched forward  facing the 

tornadoes,  tsunamis and all challenges life 

had in store. 

She smiled, she owned the most charming 

smiles ever she also owned a sensitive heart and a sensible 

mind right from the start. 

Steadily as life passed by she didn't let people and their intent diminish her 

light. 

No matter how old she grew deep  inside her a heart she was  a little girl just 

like at the start . All of four not a day more. 
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#ÁÕÇÈÔ "ÅÔ×ÅÅÎ 

Manzar Khan is a literary scholar and poet crafting verse from the 

unedited fragments of human vulnerability. Her writing sits at the 

intersection of critical scholarship and raw feelingðmapping the 

geography of silence, trauma, and complex emotional loss. She 

studies the power of words to wound, to heal, and to navigate the dark. 

-ÁÎÚÁÒ +ÈÁÎ 

 

I hold my finger over your name, 

standing at a door I cannot close, 

ready to leave 

just to save what is left of my pride. 

I ask for the end 

because your last words cut like glass, 

and I cannot keep breaking like this. 

But when the screen goes black, 

and the room falls completely still, 

the quiet frightens me. 

I forget how bad the insult burned, 

and I reach back for the same glowing screen, 

asking for the hand that made me bleed. 

I want to shield myself, 

but I am terrified of the dark. 

So I stay caught in the middle, 

never at peace, 

always suffering. 
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&/2 !,, 4(% '!03 9/5 ,%&4 ). -% 

Ayesha Iqbal Jarral, final year MBBS student and a writer. I have 

written 2 anthologies through HOC publications and TWS 

publications house.Also I have been internationally nominated as the 

author of the year in mbcc awards. 

!ÙÅÓÈÁ )ÑÂÁÌ 

 

I let my fingers move today; for I felt broken again 

The heart screeched today; for I felt broken again 

 

It started raining while am crying now 

Are the clouds accompanying my heart while emptying now? 

 

For a heart to live for mere one time 

How does you expect mine to be broken multiple times? 

 

To be so close and still not mine 

For what am I holding your name with mine 

 

To let my heart to be yours for a day 

For you could see all the gaps you left in me 

 

What if the screams inside my soul reach you; 

Could you still know ; for a million times my heart is broken by you 
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For all it makes me strong in the end; breaks me in pieces in the process 

The heart holds the sorrow for all the gaps you left in me 
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$ÒÅÁÍÓ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÅÙÅÓ ȡ 

3ÕÂÈÁÎÁ -ÁÒÙÁÍ 

 

I have a dream deep in my heart 

To build a life and play my part 

I want to stand on my own feet 

And make my future strong and sweet  

I dream to be a businesswoman 

brave , hardworking and wise 

With hope and courage in my heart  

I will rise and touch the skies 

Step by step I will move ahead  

Learning something everyday 

My dreams are big , my will is strong  

And I will find my own way 
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2ÁËÓÈÁÂÁÎÄÈÁÎ 

 Aparna is a pistgraduate in English literature. Wrotes poetry in 

English and Kannafa 

!ÐÁÒÎÁ (ÕÌÉÔÈÁÌÁ 

 

Dear brother,tody I tie  

this sacread thread. 

I pray be happy   dear 

  I recall our childhood  

Memories fill my heart 

 Brother you should bless and  

give me fruit. 

Once lakshmi  

 tied a rakhi to Bali. 

 Bali blessed her 

and  let Vishnu to vaikunta. 

  tDroupadi tied apiece of saree 

to Krishnas wound.  

Lord blessed her and gave her 

Akshyambara 

the great saree 

Brothers always love their sisters 

 Sisters are also love them lot. 

 I wish my brother let there be bond 
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4ÈÅ ,ÁÓÔ %ÃÈÏ ÏÆ Á &ÏÒÇÏÔÔÅÎ 3ÏÎÇ 

3ÁÎÉÙÁ !Î×ÁÒ !ÎÓÁÒÉ 

 

Fading notes that linger 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 I think of us, 

and in the darkness, shadows dance with your name. 

 

Lost in the haze of a forgotten rhyme, 

hours dissolve like mist in the dawn, 

leaving only echoes, forever torn. 
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ͼ3ÈÁÄÏ×Ó ÉÎ ÔÈÅ -ÉÎÄ 

3ÁÎÉÙÁ !Î×ÁÒ !ÎÓÁÒÉ 

 

In the whispers of my mind, a storm begins, 

Haunted by shadows in the rain. 

Fears reside in every shade, darkness that I've made, 

I tend to move, but it remains the same. 

A fleeting thought that I've yet to claim, 

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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:ÉÎÄÁÇÉȤÅȤÓÁÃÈ 

!ÓÎÁ 

 

Zindagi ek aayene ki tarah hai 

Bas roop dikhta hai rooh nahi 

Khushi dikhti hai barbaadi nahi 

Par yeh aayena ka dusra rukh humare par hota hai 

Kisko kya dikhana hai yeh hum par nirbhar hota hai 

Kya koi kisi ki muskurahat ke peeche ka dukh dekh sakta hai kya 

Koi kis haalat mein jee raha hai yeh parakh sakta hai kya 

Zindagi aur maut ki ghadi ko badal sakta hai kya 

Aarzoo-e-dil ki tamanna ko mod sakta hai kya 

Sheeshe ka dusra rukh dekh sakta hai kya 

Apne dil ka haal woh har kisi ko pesh kar sakta hai kya 

Kya woh kaagzi cheetron mein insaniyat dhoondh payega kya 

Ya aksharon mein woh bhavnaayein dhoondh payega kya 

Kisi ki talaash bin jaane kar payega kya 

Apne maa-baap ki khidmat bina kisi laalach ke kar 

payega kya 

Kya apni anah ko woh chhod payega kya 

Kya kisi ka toota dil jod payega kya 

Kya woh ghadi ka kaanta rok payega 

Kya woh suraj ki kirno ko dekh payega 

Kya woh chaand ka daag chhupa payega ya bin daag 

chhupaye usse pyaar jataayega 

Do rukh hain 

Par dikhta wahi hai jo dikhaya jayega 
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7ÁÆÁ +Á 7ÁÄÁ 

Aanchal Soni is a young poet and writer who finds inspiration in 

emotions, relationships and the quite stories hidden within everyday 

life. Her writing reflects her believe in the power of words to connect 

hearts, cross boundaries and express what often remains unspoken.  

!ÁÎÃÈÁÌ 3ÏÎÉ 

 

Atma se insaan bana tha, 

Teri bewafai ne zinda hote hue bhi bejaan bana diya. 

Mohabbat sikhane aaya tha tu, 

Magar nafrat ka harf-harf padha diya. 

Dil diya tha ibaadat samajhkar, 

Tune use sauda bana diya. 

Ek sacche insaan ko, 

Apni bewafai se begaana bana diya. 

Kasoor ishq ka na tha, 

Kasoor us shakhs ka tha. 

Jisne wafa ka vaada karke, 

Har ehsaas ko qa 

id kar diya. 
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Ȱ-Ù ÐÒÅÓÅÎÃÅȱ 

I am Minha Fatima, a passionate 16 year old poet/writer  and 

highschooler, I tend to live my life by finding beauty in every trivial 

thing and finding meaning and story behind even a blank page. I 

proudly serve as co-founder and President of a literary society called 

Dayar-e-Zauq. 

-ÉÎÈÁ &ÁÔÉÍÁ 

 

my presence barely moves through 

the air. 

it carries a scent of chaos and lies 

heavy on chest. 

I tend to fall if I don't try too hard 

and I tell myself perhaps that's the 

only way it's fair. 

so I scream too loud, so I sway my 

hands and run as fast as I can. 

but my presence barely moves 

through the air, it is quite yet deep 

like the subtle droplets of rain that 

fall in the middle of the night 

lingering through dreams. 

my presence barely moves through 

the air, I think it gets noticed by a 

few, 

as brief and quiet as morning dew. 

but within its stillness, resides a sanctuary 

treasured deep within me. 
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my presence barely moves through the air, as though faithful to an 

unspoken decree. 

as though waiting for someone to 

murmur a prayer that never came 

to be. 

my presence barely moves through 

the air, perchance it chooses to 

bide. 

but maybe when the stars align the 

amity of my words catches a breath 

never to be sighed.  
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-Ù ÕÎÉÖÅÒÓÅ ÇÉÆÔ 

'ÏÂÉËÁ 2ÅÎÇÁÒÁÊ 

 

One day, I saw a woman and I became completely drawn to her. Her 

confidence is remarkable. She has faced many challenges in this world, yet 

her smiling face makes everything seem insignificant.  

She loves her students and always thinks about their lives. Her voice is 

pure, and her words are true. Many people have hurt her, and some may 

dislike her, but her smile makes everything okay.  

She sees every student as equal. Whether they are good or not, it does not 

matter to her. She is the secret role model of my life.  

Her love, her care, and her true words are pure in my life. She is the most 

trusted person in my world. When she speaks, I watch her and eagerly wait 

for her next words.  

She treats all students like her own children, with the same love and care. 

She touches every soul that is damaged and confused, and her words give 

clear guidance for a better life. She is the best guide, the real mother of our 

college and department. She is open-hearted and very friendly.  

She is different from others. She is unique. I am truly proud to be her 

student, and I still miss her so much.
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!ÒÔÉÓÔÓ ÐÁÒÔ 

Shivam is a Class 12 student and young poet from India. His writing 

explores emotions, experiences, and the thoughts that often go 

unspoken. Through poetry, he aims to turn feelings into words that 

readers can connect with. 

3ÈÉÖÁÍ -ÉÓÈÒÁ 

 

I am stuck in a loop 

My words are not rhyming 

My pen broke it's nib, ink flew 

and now it's just drying 

My thoughts are all tangled 

My voice is also breaking 

Alphabets are all scattered 

My hands are now shaking 

Pages from my diary, 

are self torn apart. 

And still you dare, 

You dare to call it an artist's part 

When I lay here unable to create an art   
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$ÏÏÒÉÙÁÁÎ 

I am Kshiraj. A writer who believes words should be felt when they 

are read. A stranger to the real world, my poems and stories are where 

I live. I write of fear, heartbreak, love, pain, and melancholy. I write 

what I feel, I want to write until you start feeling what I feel. 

+ÓÈÉÒÁÊ 

 

Kuch qisse, kuch kitaabein dil pe hai laadi, 

Kuch baatein, kuch saugatein saath apne hai laayi; 

Uska humse naata in lafzon ne aisa bandha, 

Koi mamuli churi is dhaage ko kya kaat paati. 

 

Dooriyaan tab jo thi, jazbaaton me humari, 

Gair the hum, aur be-sadaa chahhat thi humari; 

Faiz k numaainde toh hum bhi the lekin, 

Rekhte k jaal se woh bhi naa bach paayi. 

 

Apni baato ko sajaya jaise sher sadiyo puraane, 

Faasle fir use bhi bardaasht naa ho paye wo humare; 

Jab bhi aakhein milti thi uss se gali mein, 

Roz hojata ishq ek baar fir humein. 

 

Shaayaron ke aalishaan bagh se gul chura ke, 

Uske hothon pe jo maine rakha tha saja ke; 
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Shayad khafa hue humari gustaakhi se woh shayar ek din, 

Chhin liya uska saath aur reh gaye hum begaane. 

 

Bhoola naa paaye par un naato ko aaj tak hum, 

Jinhe badi sabr-o-qaraar se gehno ki tarah tarasha tha; 

Khud ko toh bhul jata hai ye aashiq har roz magar, 

Aashiqui bhulana isne kaha sikha tha. 

 

Qalam se aashiqui karte hai ab, 

Pannho se karte hai izhaar-e-ishq tera; 

Zubaan se toh mita diya hai tera naam beshaq, 

Par kaise hum kare use iss rooh se juda. 

 

Aaj bhi dhundta hai ye dil us mohabbat ko, 

Jo meelo dur se usse yaad kabhi naa aayi; 

Be-hisaab dooriyaan humne paar kari iss umeed me ki, 

Wasl ki raahat hogi, bas aakhon k chu jaane se humari. 

 

Dekh ke hi undekha kar diya ussne par humein, 

Aakhein mili bhi uss se, magar bas ek baar hi humari; 

Rooth ke hi sahi, bol toh deti kya gunaah tha mera, 

Aaj bhi likh raha hu wo, jo adhuri reh gayi thi kahani ye humari. 

 

Shayad koi aur hoga, jo ab usse nazm sunata hai, 
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Shayad koi aur hoga, jo usske hatheli pe apna naam likhta hai; 

Hum toh duniya se ladd jaate be-yaaro-madadgaar, 

Par aashiq se ladne k liye saari kainaat bhi kam pad jati ye humari. 

 

Fir ek baar kho jayenge hum uss kaali siyahi me, 

Fir ek baar kitabon k saath se hi dil bhar liya karenge. 

 

Aashiqui toh chahe puri naa ho paayi lekin, 

Uski doori se hi aashiqui kar lenge. 
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#ÏÕÎÔÌÅÓÓ ,ÉÅÓ 

I am Kshiraj. A writer who believes words should be felt when they 

are read. A stranger to the real world, my poems and stories are where 

I live. I write of fear, heartbreak, love, pain, and melancholy. I write 

what I feel, I want to write until you start feeling what I feel. 

+ÓÈÉÒÁÊ 

 

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 I abandon this grief I feel, 

How do I forget the affronts against my life? 

 

I could have peace forevermore, 

But how could I face such a lie? 
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!. ).6)3)",% ,).%ȣ 

$ÅÅÐÓÈÉËÁ .ÁÒÁÙÁÎÁÎ 

 

Sometimes a bond doesn't end, 

because two people stop meaning 

the same to each other. 

 

Sometimes, 

it's because of the invisible line 

they draw between them 

for reasons only they know. 

 

Maybe the boundary was built 

out of fearé 

fear of getting hurt, 

fear of getting too close, 

fear of losing what was left. 

 

But even that hurts, 

When you realise, 

the distance you created 

to protect yourself 

has taken you 
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farther away from them 

than you ever wanted to be. 
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! #ÅÒÔÁÉÎ +ÉÎÄ ÏÆ 1ÕÉÅÔ 

!ÎÓÁÒÉ +ÁÓÈÉÓÈ 

 

There is a certain kind of quiet 

that arrives with some peopleð 

not silence, 

just peace. 

You don't notice it at first. 

You simply find yourself 

smiling a little longer, 

staying a little softer, 

and wondering when ordinary moments 

became worth remembering. 

Shayad mohabbat ka matlab 

hamesha izhaar nahi hota. 

Kabhi kabhi, 

bas kisi ki maujoodgi 

dil ko be-wajah 

sukoon de jaati hai. 

And perhaps, 

the most beautiful feelings 

are the ones we never nameð 

because naming them 
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might make them less ours. 

 Hidden. Unnamed. Yours. 
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2ÕÓÔ "ÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ 0ÁÇÅÓ 

Sarthak Moga, 16, is a young poet and creative writer from Aligarh, 

Uttar Pradesh, India. For him, poetry is more than writingðit is a way 

of giving shape to emotions, memories, questions, and thoughts that 

are often difficult to express aloud. His poems explore love, human 

emotions, solitude, relationships, introspection, and the beautiful 

uncertainties of growing up. 

3ÁÒÔÈÁË -ÏÇÁ 

 

Your words turned rust between my pages, 

Like metal bleeding slow with time, 

The edges curled, the ink went fragile, 

But I still read each broken line. 

And though the years will fade the letters, 

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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4ÈÅ &ÉÒÓÔ 'ÏÏÄÂÙÅ 

Sarthak Moga, 16, is a young poet and creative writer from Aligarh, 

Uttar Pradesh, India. For him, poetry is more than writingðit is a way 

of giving shape to emotions, memories, questions, and thoughts that 

are often difficult to express aloud. His poems explore love, human 

emotions, solitude, relationships, introspection, and the beautiful 

uncertainties of growing up. 

3ÁÒÔÈÁË -ÏÇÁ 

 

You didn't slam the door - 

You just walked slow, 

Like you were borrowing air 

Before you had to go. 

I waved with my smile, 

My hands stayed still, 

And the silence after 

Was a noise I still feel. 
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Ȱ7Å ÅØÐÅÃÔ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÏÍÎÉÓÃÉÅÎÔȱ  

Salika Fayaz is a deep thinker and writer from the heart of Kashmir, 

where nature itself teaches depth and resilience. She writes for solace 

and connection, sharing her innermost thoughts and emotions with 

those who feel unseen, unheard, and who find comfort in knowing 

they are not alone. 

3ÁÌÉËÁ &ÁÙÁÚ 

 

1.The unrealistic expectation 

We often forget that children are meant to learn, not to know everything. 

Omniscient means a person who knows everything. But most people expect 

their children to be like that, which is really impossible. Now the question 

arises: why is this impossible? To be honest, the answer is simpleðchildren 

are small, and this is not the age to be perfect. It is the phase of childhood to 

make mistakes, learn from them, and after experiencing those mistakes, 

guide others.    

The great personality Allama Iqbal once said, "Know yourself, build 

yourself, and give yourself to others." What does he mean? He wants people 

to learn honestly and become brave, because the world will hand over the 

duty of leadership to us. How can we take the duty of leadership? If we 

become honest, if we believe in making mistakes, build ourselves from 

those mistakes, and then guide everyone.   

But today, most people fail. Why? Because they want their children to 

become omniscient and never make a mistake. They think kids should 

always know the answer and never make a mistake. But children are still 

small and learning. We shouldnôt expect our children to be perfect. When 

we expect too much from them, they feel pressure and get scared.  

2.Why this expectation happens 

Parents and teachers want children to do well in life. They think if kids 

know everything, they will not fail. But this is impossible. There are some 

things and some experiences in life that we never imagineðhow can we be 

prepared for them if we are not even aware of them? Sometimes they also 
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compare their child with others, which kills the talent inside children, and 

most of the time this goes overlooked. But the thing I realize is that 

comparison kills motivation.   

Parents donôt do this to hurt their children; they do it because they care. 

They want their children to be successful. Their intentions are good, but the 

way they choose is wrong.  

3.How it harms children 

Children are not experts; they are learners. When we expect too much from 

them, they become scared of making mistakes. They often feel stressed and 

lose their confidence.    

Surveys show that about 60% to 75% of high 

school and college students experience significant 

academic and peer-comparison stress. Driven by 

the burden of grades, parental expectations, and 

digital comparisons, up to 50% of teenagers 

report facing near-daily stress or symptoms of 

moderate-to-severe anxiety and depression.    

Honestly, I have seen students stop asking 

questions in class because they are afraid. This 

kills their curiosity and love for learning.  

4.What we should do instead 

We should let children learn slowly and make 

mistakes. Mistakes help them understand better. 

Parents and teachers should praise effort, not only 

results. We should expect children to be curious 

and hardworking, not to know everything. That is how they grow better.  
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4ÈÅ $ÅÃÅÐÔÉÖÅ 3ÍÉÌÅ 

Papri Mitra completed her M.A. in English Literature. She is striving 

for a career as an assistant professor. She has presented research 

papers as an independent scholar at various international conferences 

and seminars and has published book chapters and research articles 

in international anthologies and journals. Furthermore, she 

occasionally writes poetry out of her love for creative writing. 

0ÁÐÒÉ -ÉÔÒÁ 

 

Happiness is a thing of the public sphere, 

but grief is exclusively a private discourse. 

Success is a subject of propaganda; 

failure is a matter of confidentiality. 

We can easily share 

our euphoria and our achievements; 

yet it is hard for bleeding hearts 

to uncover their wounds. 

 

Sharing a smile is always welcome, 

yet our eyes hesitate  

to shed tears in front of anyone. 

Everyone appreciates the giggles, 

but no one knows 

how many sleepless nights 

we have gone through. 
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Societyôs stereotypes: 

disseminating happiness  

is the mark of strength, 

while discussing pain implies 

you are mentally weakð 

lacking emotional intelligence. 

Hence, our deepest scars  

are fastened in our essence; 

hiding our unbearable suffering, 

under the masquerade of contentment. 

 

There is a saying: 

óTime is the greatest healer.ô 

People adviseð 

move on. 

They believe that those 

who lose their loved ones 

forget this anguish  

with the passing years. 

But is it really possible 

to blank out those hands  

that brought us into this world, 

taught us how to walk, 
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filled us with love and care, 

and made our lives complete? 

 

Sad company is not enjoyable, 

nor is it comfortable. 

We all love the bright daylight 

and grow uneasy in the long night. 

So, if you are mourning, 

if you are in misery, 

if you are suffering, 

you may be surrounded 

by many familiar faces, 

but no reflection of kinship, 

no resonance of closeness, 

no traces of friendliness. 

Everyone loves 

to celebrate our exultation, 

yet we hardly find a person 

who can hear our crying 

even when our eyes are dryð 

someone willing to walk with us 

when the storm hits the land. 

 

Though time fails to heal us, 
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it successfully teaches  

how to seal  

our deepest sorrow, 

greatest bereavement, 

at our very centre, 

veiled behind a silk curtain of silence. 

Some bruises are so radiant 

no Panacea can cure them. 

our pain increases every day, 

bit by bit, 

while our affinity for relationships 

wanes slowlyð 

we stop sharing 

our feelings, our emotions. 

Assuming we have finally overcome, 

people praise us for bravery, 

appreciating our practicality; 

we react to nothingð 

only our faces wear a gentle smile, 

while the suppressed pain 

aches in our core. 
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3ÏÖÅÒÅÉÇÎÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 4ÉÍÂÅÒÌÉÎÅ 

Shveta Kacher is an emerging poet from Lucknow, India, exploring 

themes of community, shared motherhood, and internal voice. 

3ÈÖÅÔÁ +ÁÃÈÅÒ 

 

A sacred silhouette, 

living art etched against the frost, 

complete and solitary 

among the frozen peaks. 

  

They guard the highest summits ð 

altitudes we fail to protect. 

The ghost of the timberline, 

treading where few dare to follow. 

  

A creature deeply revered, 

yet adored from a distance. 

We notice them only in fragments ð 

a sudden glimpse, a static photograph, a passing tale. 

  

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 clouds 

and the roar of the wind, 

you could never truly decipher 

the secrets that they keep. 

  

They are akin to those stars ð 

silent monoliths 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 follows, 

where the gale forgets their name. 

  

But they have adapted 

to the cruelty of the cold, 

thriving in isolation. 

Oh, how we long for that resilience. 

Instead, we fracture. 

We break. 

  

The snow leopards do not. 
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They endure ð sovereign alone, 

unbroken together. 

And our unspoken bond will outlast the ice. 

  

They can sense it. 

They can see it. 

  

A truth to endure by: 

"The eye at the precipice 

watches the valley below. 

Standing. 

Hunting." 

  

Perched on the crown of the world, 

observing our frantic motion, 

they perceive our true nature 

in ways we never will. 

  

We blind ourselves to their presence, 

while they, patient and ancient, 

overlook the world. 
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*ÕÓÔ )ÎÃÈÅÓ !ÐÁÒÔȦ 

6ÉÄÉÓÈÁ #ÈÁÕÄÈÁÒÙ 

 

He looks at me with adorable eyes, 

And pats my head, 

As if he was calming a child, 

Who's hands were trembling and eyes were read. 

There's a softness between the space between us, 

A question we both quietly defend, 

A fragile wish we never voice, 

A hope weôre scared to let ascend. 

I was crying like a helpless child, 

Tears slipping faster than I could hide, 

And then he stood there firm and gentle, 

Like the whole world could break, 

But never on his watch, 

No untill he is on my side! 

And when he finally calmed me, 

When my sobs felt quite and slow, 

He smiled with that soft warm pride, 

The kind the only I know, 

In that moment I wanted 

so desperately it almost hurt, 

to rise on my toes, just once, 

and kiss his forehead tenderly, 

as a thank you, 

as a confession, 

as everything Iôm too scared to blurt. 

And though we stand just inches apart, 

Close enough to feel what could begin, 

I wonder in the hush Between hearts , 

If we both feel it , 

Why don't we let it in? 
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4ÈÅ 'ÉÒÌ ) .ÅÖÅÒ ×ÁÓ 

I'm an ordinary girl from Nepal living in a small village. I'm not an 

expert at literature but I'm fond of writing and expressing my feelings 

by writing it down in forms of poems, quotes, and journal. 

.ÕÍÁ ,ÉÍÂÕ 

 

I saw my reflection in the mirror, but it wasn't me. 

The more I tried to recognize myself, 

the more I got lost deep in my thoughts. 

I had changed myself 

as the world wanted me to be, 

trying to be the perfect girl. 

I didn't know I had 

lost myself. 

I had lost all my years 

without fun and entertainment. 

I can't change myself back 

'cause the world already pictured 

me as the girl that I never 

was. 

I always tried to be the 

perfect girl, but I couldn't. 

Their expectations were high, 

and I was getting tired. 
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I can't do anything now 

but be the girl that I 

never really was. 

Everything is out of my hands. 

Now I don't have any choice 

but to be the same as I 

was presented to the world. 
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.ÅÖÅÒ %ÎÏÕÇÈ 

I'm an ordinary girl from Nepal living in a small village. I'm not an 

expert at literature but I'm fond of writing and expressing my feelings 

by writing it down in forms of poems, quotes, and journal. 

.ÕÍÁ ,ÉÍÂÕ 

 

Itôs funny how weôre never 

ever satisfied with anything. 

Today, the weather is sunny, and 

itôs probably bothering a lot of people. 

ñThis damn weather! Why is it so hot?ò 

The next day, the weather might be 

cloudy, and no sun could be seen. 

People will still complain about it. 

ñI hate this weather. Why is it so 

gloomy and depressing?ò 

The weather will be everything but 

to your liking. 

Youôre like the weather, maybe. 

You try and tryé but it still 

wonôt be enough. 

You push yourself hard for validation, 

and they still wonôt approve. 

Youôll never be enough for them. 
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After some time, it gets so badð 

you stop trying, and thatôs where 

all expectations drop. 

You can already feel the weight on your 

shoulders coming offð 

wait! 

Your shoulders are heavy again. 

Could it be the expectations? 

Nope, itôs not. 

But it could most likely be the guilt 

of not living up to their expectations. 

It might be the guilt of not making 

them proud. 

It might be the pain built up inside 

you for a very long time. 

And the next thing you knowé 

youôre not satisfied with yourself 
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*ÉÓÍ ÐÁÒÁÓÔ 

*ÁÁÎÎÉÉ 

 

Meri umeedon ka aaftaab ð 

be-waqt ast kaise ho gaya? 

  

Dagabaazi mein tu 

itna zabardast kaise ho gaya? 

  

Jise khuda maana taa-umr ð 

aakhir woh jism-parast kaise ho gaya? 
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-ÅÎ ÁÔ ÂÏÒÄÅÒ 

I am 45 years old lady, married and presently house wife and on 

sabbatical since  2013 due to family priorities, I am from  New Delhi 

and a graduate in English Hons. Basically a bengali and born and 

brought up in Siliguri (West Bengal), from past 20 years residing in 

Delhi. 

2ÉÙÁ 2ÏÙ 

 

Martyr are the souls descend from heaven, 

 their purpose so high, so glorious. 

Martyr are the souls descend from heaven, 

their heart so brave , so gallant. 

Martyr are the souls descend from heaven, 

their nature so selfless ,so altruistic. 

Martyr are the souls descend from heaven, 

their cause are so noble, so virtuous. 

  

Martyr are the souls descend from heaven,  

their drive so righteous, so honest. 

Martyr are the souls descend from heaven, 

their feelings so patriotic, so heroic. 

Martyr are the souls descend from heaven, 

they protect nation' sovereignty, 

we all salute men at border for their ultimate integrity. 
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4(% "/2$%2 "%47%%. 53 

!ÙÅÓÈÁ 3ÉÄÄÉÑÕÉ 

 

Every evening, twelve-year-old Aarav sat beside the old iron fence behind 

his house. 

The fence was unremarkableðrusty, uneven and covered with climbing 

vines. Yet to Aarav, it seemed enormous. 

On the other side lived an old man named Rahim. 

Aarav's mother had instructed him never to go near that house. She never 

explained why. She simply said, ñSome people are better kept at a 

distance.ò 

So Aarav remained on his side. 

Every evening, however, he noticed Rahim watering the same small rose 

plant beside the fence. 

One day, Aarav saw something unusual. 

Rahim was struggling to lift a heavy bucket. 

Without hesitation, Aarav squeezed through a gap in the fence and picked it 

up. 

Rahim looked surprised. 

ñYou shouldn't be here,ò he said. 

ñNeither should you be carrying that,ò Aarav replied. 

For a moment, neither of them spoke. 

Then Rahim laughed. 

It was the first time Aarav had heard him do so. 

From that day forward, the fence gradually became less significant. 
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Aarav discovered that Rahim had once been a schoolteacher. Rahim learned 

that Aarav disliked mathematics but loved drawing. 

They began meeting every evening. 

Rahim shared stories with him, and Aarav showed him his sketches. 

One afternoon, Aarav asked, ñWhy did my mother say I shouldn't talk to 

you?ò 

Rahim looked at the rose plant. 

ñSometimes,ò he said quietly, ñpeople inherit fears they have never learned 

to question.ò 

Aarav did not completely understand. 

That changed when the monsoon arrived. 

Heavy rain fell throughout the night. By morning, the narrow stream beside 

their houses had overflowed, and water rushed through the streets. 

Aarav's mother slipped while trying to reach their neighbour's house. 

Before Aarav could help her, Rahim came running. 

He crossed the flooded lane, pulled her to safety, and remained with them 

until the rain stopped. 

That evening, Aarav's mother stood silently beside the fence. 

She looked at Rahim. 

Then she looked at the rose plant. 

ñI was wrong,ò she finally said. 

Rahim smiled. ñWe all are, sometimes.ò 

A few weeks later, something remarkable happened. 

The fence disappeared. 

Not all at once. 
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First, one broken section was removed. Then another. Soon, the neighbours 

began using the space as a small garden. 

Children played there. Adults gathered together in the evenings. Someone 

planted Jasmine, while someone else planted Marigolds. 

And Rahim's rose grew taller than ever. 

Years later, Aarav became an artist. 

When people asked what had inspired his first painting, he always gave the 

same answer. 

ñA rusty fence.ò 

They laughed, assuming he was joking. 

But Aarav would smile and say: 

ñThe fence taught me that borders are often strongest when they exist only 

in our minds.ò 

He never forgot the lesson. 

The world would always have maps. 

It would always have lines. 

But kindness had no boundary. 

Neither did friendship. 

Sometimes, all it took to cross a border was one person brave enough to 

take the first step. 
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4ÈÅ ÓÒÉÓÁÉÌÁÍ ÊÏÕÒÎÅÙ 

hi my self vajrala Sree Lakshmi Sowmya sivarama prasad a practicing 

advocate at Andhra Pradesh. Beside that im a kuchipudi dancer and 

violinst beside that i had huge passion for writings, poetry, fictional 

stories, novels. 

6ÁÊÒÁÌÁ 3ÒÅÅ ,ÁËÓÈÍÉ 3Ï×ÍÙÁ ÓÉÖÁÒÁÍÁ ÐÒÁÓÁÄ 

 

It was just the four of us me, my mom, my dad, and my sister. We had been 

planning to go to Srisailam for a long time, and finally, we boarded a bus 

from our native place. 

The journey itself was full of excitement. The roads through the Nallamala 

forest, the curves of the ghats, the cold wind coming through the bus 

windows everything felt like an adventure. 

Somewhere in the middle of the journey, the bus stopped. Me and my dad 

got down to fill our water bottles. We found a small tap nearby and were 

filling them slowly, talking and laughing. We didn't notice that the bus had 

started moving again. 

"The bus! The bus is going!" I shouted. 

For a second we both panicked, then we started running. Dad was holding 

both water bottles tightly in one hand and pulling me with the other. People 

inside the bus were looking at us, some were shouting for the driver to stop. 
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We ran as fast as we could and finally caught up to it. We climbed back in, 

breathless and laughing, with water spilling from the bottles. Mom and my 

sister were scolding us and laughing at the same time. I will never forget 

that moment. 

When we reached Srisailam, the whole town felt divine. We took a small 

AC room to stay. It was clean and cool after the long, hot journey. 

In the evening, we went for the darshan of Lord Shiva at Mallikarjuna 

Temple. The crowd, the chants of "Om Namah Shivaya," the lights of the 

temple reflecting on the stones it felt so powerful and peaceful at the same 

time. We were so moved that we decided to visit the temple again the next 

morning. So in our two days there, we had darshan twice. 

Those two days were pure joy. We walked around together, ate temple 

prasadam, bought small souvenirs, and just enjoyed being together away 

from home. 

Then came the return journey. 

As always, my dad was thinking about everyone. He went and bought 

buttermilk packets and popcorn for me and my sister, so we would have 

something to eat comfortably in the bus. 

On the way back, I got my periods. I was feeling uncomfortable and a little 

low, and I quietly told my mom. My dad understood immediately. He didn't 

make it awkward or make a big deal about it. He just took extra care of me. 

He made sure I had enough water, he kept bringing me those cool 

buttermilk packets to keep me comfortable in the heat, and the popcorn to 

make me feel better. It was such a small gesture, but it meant everything to 

me. I felt safe and cared for, even on a crowded bus journey. 

We finally reached our native place late at night, tired but so happy. It was 

more than just a pilgrimage. It was fun, it was devotion, it was family, and it 

was my father's silent love that I saw in the form of a buttermilk packet and 

a popcorn packet. 

Even now, when I think of Srisailam, I don't just think of Lord Shiva's 

temple. I think of running with my dad to catch that bus, and his caring 

hands holding everything together for us. 
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! 4ÈÏÕÓÁÎÄ 4ÁÌÅÎÔÓȟ /ÎÅ 5ÎÔÏÌÄ 3ÔÏÒÙ 

0ÒÏÐÈÅÔÉÃ 7ÅÌÎÅÓÓ 

 

Let Me Tell You About a Rather Extraordinary Girlé  

 

Let me tell you about a girl. 

 

Not the kind of girl who has one thing she is good at. 

 

No, no. 

 

She seems to have completely missed that particular life instruction.  

 

Give her a pencilðshe sketches.  

Give her a canvasðshe paints.  

Give her mehndiðshe creates designs.  

Put her in a kitchenðshe cooks.  

Put her behind a steering wheelðshe drives.  

Give her something new to learnðand somehow, sheôll eventually figure it 

out. 

 

And just when you think you've discovered all her talentsð 

 

surprise. 

 

Sheôs a Hijama Therapist too.  

 

She has this almost amusing habit of turning curiosity into a skill. 

 

She sees something interesting and thinks, 

ñI wonder if I can do that?ò 

 

And then she tries. 

 

Sometimes she learns it quickly. 

Sometimes she struggles. 

Sometimes she probably questions her entire decision halfway through.  

 

But eventually, she learns. 

 

Because she has never really been interested in simply knowing things. 
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She wants to create them, understand them, experience them and eventually 

teach them. 

 

And perhaps that's what makes her story worth telling. 

 

She wants to learn more. 

She wants to create more. 

She wants to teach. 

She wants to help people. 

She has ideasðlots of them. 

 

Actually, perhaps too many. 

 

Her mind is basically a room full of ideas, all 

shouting: 

 

ñPick me!ò  

 

She dreams of doing many things, building 

something of her own, sharing what she 

knows and becoming someone whose skills 

can be useful to others. 

 

And thené 

 

Every good story has a plot twist. 

 

Hers came quietly. 

 

Life changed a few things. 

Circumstances changed a few more. 

 

And somewhere between all of that, the girl who once approached things 

with ñI can do thisò slowly began asking: 

 

ñCan I still do this?ò 

 

Her studies, which once came naturally, became difficult. 

 

Her confidence became quieter. 

 

Speaking openly and clearly became harder. 

 

Even drivingðsomething she already knewðcould suddenly feel 

intimidating. 
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And her mind? 

 

Oh, her mind discovered the wonderful world of overthinking and 

apparently decided to become a permanent resident.  

 

But here's the thing: 

 

Her talents didn't disappear. 

 

The artist was still there. 

 

The learner 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 people don't understand. 

 

Sometimes a person doesn't lose their ability. 

 

They simply lose the courage to let anyone see it. 

 

As the beautiful Urdu saying goes: 

 

> " ϾϜмϽ͟ ṔṾ Ḣнжмϸ ͼͭ ͼЂϜ ͬтϜ ϝЏТ ̪ḣув  

Ё͵Ͻͭ ϝͭ ḢϝṿϮ ϼмϜ ̪ṔṾ ḣуṾϝІ ϝͭ ḢϝṿϮ ṗϼмϜ " 

 

 

 

The sky may be the same, but every soul has a different way of soaring. 

 

And perhaps she is still learning how to soar again. 

 

Not because she has nothing to offer. 

 

But because she has so much to offer that she doesn't know where to begin. 

 

She wants to teach. 

 

She wants to share. 
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She wants to create. 

 

She wants to help people discover their own abilities. 

 

She wants to tell someone who is hiding their talent: 

 

ñPlease don't let fear become the keeper of your gifts.ò 

 

Because if you can paintðpaint. 

 

If you can writeðwrite. 

 

If you can cookðcreate. 

 

If you can teachðteach. 

 

If you can make something beautifulðlet it be seen. 

 

You don't have to wait until you're perfect. 

 

You don't need everyone's approval. 

 

And you certainly don't need to compare your first chapter with someone 

else's tenth. 

 

Start small. Start imperfectly. Start anyway. 

 

Because sometimes the world doesn't need another perfect person. 

 

It needs someone brave enough to begin. 

 

And maybe that's what this competition means to her. 

 

Not a declaration that she is the best. 

 

Not a claim that she has everything figured out. 

 

But a tiny, courageous announcement: 

 

ñI have something inside meðand I'm finally willing to let it out.ò 

 

These photographs are more than photographs. 

 

They are little glimpses of a girl who refuses to fit inside one definition. 

 

A sketch. 
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A painting. 

A mehndi design. 

A dish made with love. 

A drive. 

A profession. 

A collection of skills. 

A thousand ideas. 

 

And perhapsé 

 

the beginning of something much bigger. 

 

But here's where I need you. 

 

Imagine this girl sitting in front of you and asking: 

 

ñWhat should I do next?ò 

 

How does she become more confident? 

 

How does she learn to speak openly? 

 

How does she put her creativity out into the world without being afraid of 

judgement? 

 

Should she start creating content? 

Show her artwork? 

Speak on camera? 

Teach online? 

Build something of her own? 

 

She wants to do all of it. 

 

She just doesn't know where the first step is. 

 

And maybe that's okay. 

 

Because every great journey begins with someone brave enough to ask: 

 

ñWhere do I begin?ò 

 

So, if you have read this farð 

 

don't just tell her that she is talented. 

 

Tell her what she should do with that talent. 
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Tell her where she should begin. 

 

Tell her how she should step into the world. 

 

Because perhapsé 

 

you could be the person who gives this girl the direction she has been 

looking for.  

 

So, what should she do next? 

 

She's listening.  

 

Perhaps this story was never really about how many things she could do. 

 

Perhaps it was about a girl who spent years collecting little pieces of 

herselfðthrough colours, sketches, recipes, mehndi, driving, healing, 

learning, teaching and creatingðonly to realise that she had never actually 

stopped being capable. 

 

She had simply forgotten how loudly she was allowed to shine. 

 

And now, she wants to remember. 

 

She doesn't know exactly where this road will take her. 

She doesn't have a perfect plan. 

She doesn't even have all the answers. 

 

But she has something far more important: 

 

curiosity in her heart, creativity in her hands, countless dreams in her mind, 

and the courage to finally ask, ñWhat if I begin?ò 

 

So perhaps this isn't the end of her story. 

 

Perhaps this is the first page. 

 

And if you have read this far, maybe you can become a tiny part of what 

comes next. 

 

Tell herðwhere should she go from here? 

What should she create? 

What should she learn? 

What should she share? 
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How should she find her voice and let the world meet the person behind all 

these little talents? 

 

She is ready to listen. 

 

Because sometimes, all a dream needs is one person to sayð 

 

ñI see what you can become. Now goé and become it.ò  

 

And perhaps, someday, sheôll look back at this little competition entry and 

smileð 

 

ñThat was the moment I stopped hidingé and started becoming.ò  
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$ÅÁÄ ×ÈÉÌÅ !ÌÉÖÅ 

S Balajothi is an aspirant with a sincere interest in learning and self-

reflection. He has published a few poems that express personal 

thoughts, emotions, and everyday experiences in a simple and honest 

manner. With a thoughtful and patient outlook, Balajothi continues to 

develop his writing and confidence, believing that growth comes 

through discipline, experience, and quiet perseverance. 

3 "ÁÌÁÊÏÔÈÉ 

 

The dead are not only beneath the ground, 

 Some are not found in a graveyard 

But some among us 

Hiding all their emotions within themselves, 

Living a life just to pass the years, 

Not to impress anyone or gain mercy, 

Just a way of life after lessons learned. 

Things that meant everything for the world, 

No longer draw their attention. 

The young, burnt-out crowd follows this path,  

As though tradition being followed for years, 

Leading a life where emotions are buried 

The longing to be seen remains no longer. 

A life in a society where silence is preferred,  

Not to fit into society, 

But a choice over the period of time 
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A life like shadow, 

Disappear from the crowd,  

Show up when needed. 

Termed us cold-hearted  

Isnôt that the world around us? 

Pushed us to be dead while alive 
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3ÈÁÄÏ× ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÉÏÎ 

S Balajothi is an aspirant with a sincere interest in learning and self-

reflection. He has published a few poems that express personal 

thoughts, emotions, and everyday experiences in a simple and honest 

manner. With a thoughtful and patient outlook, Balajothi continues to 

develop his writing and confidence, believing that growth comes 

through discipline, experience, and quiet perseverance. 

3 "ÁÌÁÊÏÔÈÉ 

 

Whispers advised that shadow disappear at dark 

Isn't that a fallacy? 

I witnessed the whispers drift away from me,  

But little they know, I withdrew my interest from everything.  

My presence felt drowning, so I 

Vanished from their sight.   

They no longer remain my home. 

How long will he be alone? Said the whispers 

But aren't you with me - back and forth, day and night  

Unlike them when they find no one 

Birth of peace on death of expectations 

You stood with me when all felt lost, 

Cheered me up when I felt lost 

Made me laugh with your changing shape, 

Unlike them changing with time 

A keen listener of mine  
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A space to rant without fear of being judged. 

Now I understand why the creator created you  

I wish there was a life in you! 

So I would never seek anyone 

I wonder what if there was no shadow at all  
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/ÎÃÅ ÕÐÏÎ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÄÒÅÁÍȤ 

+ÕÍÁÒÉ $ÅÅÐÉËÁ 3ÉÎÇÈ 

 

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 laughter of people 

Echoed everywhere 

And love for one another 

Was in the air 

 

The trees were shouting 

You are worth 

And the flowers were dancing 

On the melody of pleasure 

The rivers were telling untold stories 

While the mountains wrote a love theory 




































































































































































