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An Ordinary Evening
3AO0A +EAI

I do not remember when the evening | igh
day
There was not a single evening when | d
whenever the sun starts to set. There w
made to myself I't just happened.
Maybe that is how important things come
They arrive quietly
Without asking if there will be space f
The balcony was never something beautif
humbl e part of my house. There were wal
noi ses of the street below. | watched b
they knew better than | knew mine.
Yet every evening, when the sun began t
At first | blamed it on the desire to s
reall lwas going to watch myself. Every e
where | stood on that Iittle balcony.
The sun would go down,
the sky would change col ors
and the noises of the day would slowly
Somewhere bet wee the first fading |igh
the sun | would relive the day I had | i
Some evenings | would come to the balco
They were the best evenings.
| stood there with a win in my hand thi
something | had struggled to finish had
received some good news. Maybe it was n
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d somehow managed to survive one more
joy it. Those were the evenings when
if the sky knew.
is strange how we someti mes n
experience a da
e completion of
good conversatio
|l augh at the rig
even just
moment of peace
ere were also ev ved
my balcony as a ent
rson than | | eft
me days | had spent the day thinking
inking about the future and the past.
inking about things said and not said
ings done and not done,
o | was and who | mi ght be,
inking about who | might not be.
would spend daydreaming and then at s
at the day had already ended.
at was one of the balcony | essons | t
meti mes | was not tired because of th
st of my time had not been invested i
re and now while my mind had wondered
me regardl ess ana tida fwioruil dh nwdn dvaari itn ¢
re evenings when | was hopeful They
s that magic trick up its sleeve wher
me skies that had been grey the day b
me Wwihads had bl own just as hard also f
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to begin. How many or
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Il'd bring? | was so ¢
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e sunset was al ways t
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e it proud. I't only | eft
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s something comforting in the f
arn the sunsetl. begamltyo amsdkteidc e
A flower that was not the most
wire. The |l aughter of people bel

to fall. The tired eyes of peop
| lees woH o pteltopught no one was | ooki
something that screamed at wus t
or us to | ook. Perhaps that was

me al | al ong. oNott rtyoi nsgt.o pNodir eta
p on what | wanted. But to stop b
when it became something el se. |
ays when | feel like | have done
geweirl be good enough. The balcony
gs. I't only i
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A voice from the fut

I am Emida oo Phawa from India. I
which is part of northeast I ndi a.
doing my first year BA in English 1
I enjoy writing poetrytrmyndi d Isiolnet
girlfriend to me who can record al|

i magination and everything | wish t
%i EAA T1T OEAxA
| fell into the realm of my t hs,

And heaérodusaand voices,
Echoing within my ears.
Whenstlood to follow where they c¢ame!

Their tune | ed my

As one intoxicat

I fell iiwbool a: won der/

"Come with wus
Where peace wil/
Of singing the
And where the
Beside the crysta

Where waterfalls
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I peacefully listened,
And | ove was those dr eams
Foax thousand years ;

I will never hear

Never!

Those voices again.
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page

endi

li ke the | ast window stildl |

e | believed light could stop
mori zed

aced my heart inside your han

evebgwheer godi wal kedonversat
moment s,

ery silence that |Iingered a |
one day you might notice the
he wind | earned my story befo
|l ence was never empty.

was simply a |l anguage spoken
hout being

at every sunrise | left for
inside my cathedral and admir
ow had

ng your story.

is a |library beneath my ribs.

s bend under the weight of wun
begins with your name.

ng forgets how to | eave.

at night, my heartbeat wande
spines of

ne wi || ever open.

ere, between dust and dayligh
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be

returned,

read



I MI S S

YOU, STI

Gene&€ront

emporary po

| have ego.

I h a vree sspeel cft .

| know that | have
But when it comes

| do not think t wi

before
Because

And i f i
| can f
my ange
everyth

But what

You | eft
and | a
how you

Because

abandoning
it's you.

t's you,
orget my pr
r,

ing.
am |
me SO
m stildl
coul d
| can'

the same way you

I ostill

Every day,

every m
every s

Even now,
even after you

I still
through
through

|l ove you.

i nut e,
econd.

find mysed

etry

bot h.

to you,
ce
everything

i de,

the thingsz

our conver

f

or

you.



through every Ilittle memory

I still remember.
I have never really known

how to explain how much | | ove you.
I couldn't explain it to you.

I couldn't explain it to anyone.

Someti mes,

I can't even explain it to myself.
How do | tell someone

why | c¢cry because of you?

How do | make them understand

that | '"m notd just missing you

I " m missing everything
that came with you.

The person | was with you,
the little things,

our conversations,

the memories | thought

I would never forget.
Maybe no one would understand.
Maybe | don't even understand.

I only understood
how much | |l oved you
after you |l eft me.

And that is probably
the saddest part.

You told me
you would never want to hurt me again,

but did you ever stop to think
about how much you were hurting me
when you | eft?



Every
I used

day,

to write | ove poems f

About
about us,
about the
we used to

you,

cute little thi

do together.

ngs

write them
had you.

I used to
because |

t hem
you.

Now | '"'m writi
because | |

ng
ost

And | hate that.

I hate that the
who used to give
to write poems
is the same person
who gave me reasons
to not write any more.

same
me

person
so many

Somet i
I just
and one

me s ,
sit down
guestion

al | t he
bot he

wi t h
keeps

to | et
teach

abl e
even
you go?

How were you
when | can't
how to | et

me
my s e

Why ?

Why was it so easy for you?

Did you really Il ove me?

Because | keep aski
even though | know
I may never get an

ng myself

answer .

And maybe that's the saddest

Not knowi

ng.

or

reasons

s e

ring

go so easil
I f

t hat

part.

me mor i
me .

guest



Not knowing if you | oved me
as much as | |l oved you.

Not knowing if | was as i mportant
as you were to me.

Even this poem

can't explain how much | | ove you.

|l "' ve written so much about you,
and yet it's not enough.

I can live without vyou.
| know | can.

But I can't Il i ve

as i f you were never a part of me.

You wi || al ways be
a part of my book,

and maybe one day
[ stop hurting
when | reread that part.

But for now,

I still find myself
going back to those pages,

still l oving those memories,
still l oving you

because they're the only place
I still have you.

And maybe that's the reason
I can't close the book.

Because | never |l earned
how to | eave you.

t

(o]

y o



I only |l earned
how to |live without vyou.

And there's a big difference
bet ween the two.

You | earned how to | eave.
I |l earned how to stay
l oving you,

even after you were gone.



Rebecca

Ni r j Staa fai Tat hoi is a Bengali 12t h
that the secrets of the universe an
literature and brush strokes of ar
mi ssi on t o spread t his e e e rannad I o
encoumaorge people to subscribe to thi

EOEEAOA 3EAAE 4

OnaSat uafdtagr noon,
I wal ked by whatmwashivaagea@l eye

Et cbadnanRebeltxia® 4 4

over her stood an old willow tree,
under which her mind was joy,
But , her body é. suffocated

Bouadgdt atyledlroe ever
wh itlbeu masrhsek oistti me

or time was | ost by

Shaevhbaane¢c®amed

Over the raw earth
in the middle of n,

Death iskanaagyt hi n}g

So pure and fragillie



Shtatdr i umphed

Over anyone el se.

Bl uevwierds

As purple as the bruises of
Andi messh iackreo pe o b ende c k
Adorned her casket of dead

Li kecavearned ely mpamgeming

She can not see,
She can not express
She can not walk
Budg hceama i t

She has to wait.

But for what?

her

cel |

To rise with two dark holl ows

Wheort atittey e® cean

To meet her murderer

Wh o crhuesrhed

i b hneanoehinsat i on

and woul d s ihfef dhradt ke uls@rdr or

under her bloody veil

beat en



The murderer
Oh, the murderer!
He whatdoa wehyefrr pmayer,

Now gall oped across the p

Hedsamous
Hepaofhi story
Hebds got a secret

Yet , heés a coward

The name Rebecca |ives on
Wit hhmeur d draemi d y
Anamehiwdhubdanged

By another coward.

And suffer the same fate

Foremgtwve cri es
He grieves

He mourns

Buwh & tamel o ?
Wh actaann 'y d o e

For the crimes they have

ure earth

brought

upon

t



Roses

Nirjhara Shafi Tathoi i s rae aBle mgal i
novels and political mani festos in
'"Great Circle is one of her favour
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Borfmdrdrmeuctwyg mbimot bar t h

Coaxed gently by her green hands
Hanwlsereede wender s.

This temppenfedtbopnof

Couwalb hger e dtad dtt obil nods hed.

Al i vmanng

Nomathewer heso ar e

Woul d have his ever so curious mind int
Tur hedeétag hi noptshead iwhe pteet al s

Where a mands blood divulged upon it.
S® | olwatghbel odordi pped

Li kateraf | ilnebfyi ook naohdh sntniimgd t s .

I nnocent dew drops on the red petals

Li amaskhi dies i mes.

Thman,

His body, pulled Iike a metal towards nm



Eachebifsiviepl temes hreo ad

The queen among thor

Li ktee as e

But a set of al cohol

Li ke an ant

ns

i c

pull

Fr eosohz b h gwodud pll atcr®Ee ckal s

Like the sour juice
Mi xed with the rains
Like a chemical mi xt
Onliwoul dedc¢t ,
't would kil.l

sl owly

Nof i n g eragctohifliidx

of
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ur

f

e

| e mon

wheel

tear

but s

Evarh codteheev 8 vi g e eheann d s .

For the rose had tak

en

him

Andhevwednpwi ghueyemdbwdes

Bustwdplr ay

Oh, i f only

Wec o utloduictthe aup é ff,adllsmi ghty

We would turn into gold

i ke

u

r

t

mi |l es

S

s
s of
ely

o her
king

away

woul d cru

his st
pl ump
Mi das



Beyond Border
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Border has many meanings

Each one differently projecting

Yardstick relating to its edges
Obviously referring to its hedges
Navigating from end to end to |imit the

Dividing areas with secured fencing

Borders | ook up at 4 hings far and beyon
Over their edges or.\-ross roskirti
4

Rivalry or harmony‘”ﬁ; i rom \t {vme

to ti me

Dwindling or ri
from time to ti

Each borderlin
peri meter need

Rei nforcement
border from en




Cri mi nal
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Snow is falling, rain is raining, mo o n
wind is freezing brushsnigl loffemémbérith
silly laugh with my dear that winter th
bright, the intense connection between
be cut by knife the night is slowly fal
temptiengthevneon |light is only shining

them in crowd , ... ...

You can call me cri minal because this i




Lonely heart
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what you s
smile to b
you know t
doesn't re
than happi
happened,

hugging | o
refuse day
i mperfecti

aid took root in my heart | ¢
e replaced by tears, l ove 1is
he answer to so many question
guyoe bov¥e aswitong person, Pa
ness, why is |l ove so sarcast
I can't be myself when seeing
ve dri ves pbeeoipndge tooua soefl ftihseh %
s of being lonelier, | can't
on what |l ove is really |like?.




The Jeal ous Cl oud
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Staring at the moon,
Lost in its gentle |ight.
Here came the c¢l ouds,

Hiding it from sight.

The wind began
The clouds grew

Too heavy to hold

They burst into
" //"/‘7/‘ /K‘k
/ .
Yet the moon stayed tMQdéé/d/4é444

Shining through theQ;\"@vymp;pd'
(= '.7"
Back came the jeal oTs ot

Hiding it from sight.



A |l etter to Jasmine
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Oh dear jasmine,

tiny little white one,

the feelings you awaken in us are simpl
To some, you may be just a fl ower,

but to many, you are happiness itself.

When you bl oom,
we |l ovingly string you and adorn our ha
a beauty beyond compare.

The fragrance you carry,
the smiles you bring,
speakbkanguage thatvoices can hardly sin

From being gifted to our | oved ones
to making festivals and occasions more
your value is beyond measure.

From the moment you are a delicate bud
until you bhgossem with ful

you remain a piece of art,
cherished and carried with [ ove.
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Shaurya Awasthi (1) is an |
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Wat ching him my heart does not melt.

A little girl I saw in the town nearby,

Out her mouth came a protesting cry.

As she willed to get educated,
For her father di dfnattedal | ow, such was s
She was set involved in household chore

Yet out my eyes a single tear not pours

Then | mu st be an ani mal or a creature
For they live only for themselves with
Feel the pain, and grief of others, i s

Do good deeds for other to be known as
Hel ping and caring each other is humanl

Don't be selfish and | ove everyone to b



Where No Borders Can R

Aparajita Das is a young poet and
emotions and the quite story hidden
reflects her believe in the power |

boundaries and express what often r

| DAOAEEOA $A

Love does not arrive

with a |l anguage of its own;
it entérs quietly

where words fall silent,
and two hearts

somehow understand.

It does not paus

at religi n, cas

or borders dr awn

y happ
rain findin
ght fii
n wind

To care for some
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Love That Feel s Li ke

9AOEEEA
~Maybe | ove is when someone slowly beco
You start getting attached to them, wai
the little things they say, and thinkin
Love isn't about finding a perfect part
makes | ove feel perfect through the way
argument s, mi sunderstandings, and days
other. But eventahldeygoruy gw sdomwatntwanhti ng
better.
Because |l ove isn't only about being the
staying when things aren't easy.
Sometimes |l ove is just a simple, ADid vy
Sometimes it's just, Al'"m always here f
And sometimes, it's just being together
And maybe the most beauti ful kind of | o
Il i ke just a person in your |ifeé
and starts feveling




Seasons of | 1 f e

I am a poet who turns emotions, obs

of |life into words. My writing expl

dreams, resilience, and the beauty

Through poetry, | aimn of ecerle,atree nweon

and find a piece of themselves in.
( AAT A

The sunrise in |Iife brings a music no o

Of happiness, joy, hotness but still ke

Happiness |l asts for a,,'l;ia:t)f‘,/trl"?:%lwhi | e

But shine again in sci = « =

The rays of sun teéil"‘l‘b“

Filled with eno %

Little happines

Makes person's

The rain in |Iife brings a music no one

Of sorrow, pain,crying but stil!l everyt

Never | ast for a | ong ti me

but no matter ,comes again cause it's t

The music can't be written

On a | eave that can be thrown

With the ink of the water body
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wi ped boldly

Il d breeze of I|ife brings a music
dness, shiute nsctei,|Tlo uggihmeess sy ou t he si
t won't last a long

il comes again just |ike a song
pile of snow falls upon you

t leaving no clue

I show the way

g it self one day

me seems |ike a bullet train on a
universe which i f stopped can dr
s comes with glory and I|ight

n't et it drown you in the deep



That could be me

Eden writes about the invisible one
The ones who |l earn to be small, to
stories because someone needs to h
survd vhe ache of bei ng ofrmr datgtheen tahi
refuses to go out

wAAT ' AOAEOT | OAI
She is six years old, standing in the Kk
pack groceries into blue plastic bags.
veins rise |like rivers under thin skin.
bag.
Her mother says: "You'll drop it."
She drops it anyway. Apples roll across
perfect, now bruised. Herd tnhoathelrondg,esn'’
holl ow sound that fills the whole house

stone. She benrhdesm duogpwn Tthoe pgiiockl st ands t |
| earns, right t hen, t hat her hands ar e



Her name is Wren. She
tangled waves past hei -
that always |l ook 1ike
a dusting of freckles
cressheanped birthmark a i

eyebrow. She wears an
with pawshetasldied dow |
who left. Around her 1
with a smaldlt hver eom | cyh ai
owns that feels |ike

She is beauti ful, in
beauti ful. But no one
She is seven, sitting
tal ks about work. Her
l'istening. The girl o]_

s ometdohd ngt ory about a 124
guestion aPdowtt thhee mmarher

shakes her head once. Not now. She <cl os
inside. It turns into a stone. She has
She is eight. Her parents fight every n
her pillow over her ears, but she still]l
never stop talking." Their voices are s
sounds | i kgsbreaking thin

She is nine. Her father | eaves. He take
Her mot her stands in the doorway and do
"Does he still | ove me?" But she alread
peopl e | eave asndt akhee yy oduo nwitt ha | twhaeym.

She is ten. Her mot her | ooks at her acr
can't do this anymore." But she isn't t
the broken chair. She is talking about
something toelbdifignitohde. paemdown.

She is eleven. She is at the orphanage.
stare. The matron has cold hands and co
be grateful." Wren nods. She always nod

qguiet. Gratefatlefmelanmeasmsalnat Gvanting a



She is twelve. She shares a room with t
night. Wren |ies awake andd hbstens. She
they fought over nothing, how they divo
of them | ookedatbaléve She delomsetWwi th n

She is thirteen. A couple comes to the
|l ook at another girl. They choose the o
happy for her." Because that's what goo
good means being |l eft behind.

She is fourteen. No one comes. No one e
Waiting is another word for hurting.

She is fifteen. She starts to fade. She

doesn't ask. The one who doesn't reach.
dangerous. Hope is a thing that bl eeds.
She is seventeen. A teacher tells her s
been shrinking her whole |ife. Space is

She i st trweet yA boy holds her hand in a

rubs her knuckles. She doesn't |like it.
di fficult. She stays wuntil the credits
own .

She i snitwent§he stands in front of a mi
Her mother's voice, from somewhere far
buys it anyway. She | earns that her ref

She idotumhirty is 11:47 PM. She stands i
is lawe on the counter. The second gl as
pours it down the sin&th®Shepphieskstalkou
stones, the ssuyihtscadgd,e tftheghdmpt ¥ hdoor wa
the crying girl, the couple who chose s
the hands that held her, the mirrors th

She thinks: That could be me. That was

She i 4 otuhi mng one week. She buys a smal
store. She brings it home. She puts it
used to sit. She waters it. She watches
can keep it salgioen.g Bwt tglye Because she
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“"A year away from Hom

. AT OE CODPOA

I didn't even realize how quickly ti me

A year ago, we all/l leeft home to chase o
Some setting out with smiles, others wi
We al l made a fresh start in an unknown
Then, gradually, we met new peopl e; con
and |ife moved forward.

I still mi s home so much

Mo m6s --hhowmaneed meal s, h erd esvceorlydtihnign,g ;her a

Every single moment spent with my sibli
And Daddshaltowen't be expressed.
I miss it all deeply

Today, recalling
to my eyes.

That is how fast




The Person | might ha

Arwa Danish is an English poet and
identity, memory, and the compl exi
published poet featulhmerd woar knuil g i ph @
for its introspective voice and wunc
find poetry in the things left unsa

I OxA $AT EOE

I wonder who | would be if

| had never | eft Riyadh,

if childhood had remained

bet ween those familiar streets,
if home had never become

a word with two meanings.

I wonder who | would

I had never changed @chdo
)

never learnt that figi
can have expiry dat
that some peopl e Ié
and some | eave you
guestioning whethert
worth staying for.

I wonder who | woul
| had never discovered”

Woul d | have found another way



to say the things

I could never say aloud?

Would | stildl have | earnt

to hide grief inside metaphors,

to make a wound r hyme

just so | could bear | ooking at it?

I wonder who | would be if

certain things had never happened to me

Maybe | would be | ess suspicious

Maybe | wouldn't read between
every pause and every silence
Maybe | wouldn't know

I hadn't spent so much ti me
trying to udderstand peopl e

why they hurt,

why they return,
why apol ogies sometimes arrive
after the damage has already

|l earnt your name.



Perhaps | wouldn't question everything.
Perhaps | wouldn't want to study | aw
just to understand

why some people get protection

while others are taught

to protect themsel ves.

Perhaps | wouldn't write

about uncomfortable things

just because silence

makes them easier to ignore.

I know | grew stronger.
I know | became someone
who can carry things

I once thought would break her.

But | never wanted

to |l earn strength this way.
| wanted | ove,

not | ife |l essons.

I wanted memories,

not scars.

I wanted people to stay,
not stories to write about

after they | eft.



I wanted todgrow up slowly
with scraped knees,

silly friendships,

| anieght | aughter

and photographs

I could |l ook back at

without remembering everything
that came after.

| suppose that's the cruelest part.
I did become stronger.
I just wish

I had never needed to.



l sné6t 1t Bliss to Be J
0000EA 2AEDAC

lsné6t it bliss to set thy thoughts to p
Whil st midnightés hush doth Ilinger by t
To |l et the quill become thy heartos own
And bid thy hidden sorrows gently bide?
lsné6t it bliss to write what |ips canno
And give a name to feelings |l eft unknow
When every trembling thought that once
May find, upon the page, a place its ow

The parchment asketh not why tears are
Nor djouchgd tt he wounds that thou dost be

I't simply hearkeneth, when silence cal
And keepeth every secret placed therei
Within its Iines, the past may come as
As distant bells beneath a winter moon,;
And memories, though bitter, may grow
When time hath taught )

heart its tune. [

O blessed journal, f‘:a‘/l,‘lt..

sorrow, Y

Thou knowest all ‘the’/,l

not speak; [

Thou keepest yest%?rday:\,

tomorrow 1\ Lot

Hat h found the cou‘)

me e k . j’

So |l et me write wt

gl eami ng, —

When sl eep forsake’l@;

grows still;

For journaling is

I
n

k



dr eadni ng
6Tis how the soul may speak when words

And when the years have carried me far
And youth hath faded |ike a morning mis
I shall retudn unto these pages

And whwasgpenrat this, indeed, a bliss?



WI SHES

Shivam is a Class 12 student and yo
explores emotions, experiences, an
unspoken. Through poetry, he aims t
readers can connect with.
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I wish my wishes comes true
I wish | had a crew

I wish to go on a voyage with them

I wish to Ilive and enjoy with them

I wish we make wishes while seeing the
I wish while protecting them | get some
I wish all my close people are on my sh
I wish we play and someti me we slip

I wish they have fun with me
I wish in every situation they stand wi
I wish sometime we face difficulties

I wish still we hj

;ve- a. great. .j'oxgrvney
\ = /




The Age of Al most

SouhaChakr aborty is a young writer

with a deep interest in poetry, sto
within everyday | ife. His writing
relationships, ambition, and the qt

rapidly changing worl d.

"Br o, are you alive?"

Rohan stared at the message on his scre
Adi t2y:al3 AM

He typed in

barely

and hit delete
then he typed in
"yeah | ol "

and sent it.

Three dots appeared

Adi tya:

"Tomorrow's test?"
Rohan | ooked at his open textbook next
He had been staring at the same page fo
Rohan:

"Wai t, we have a test?"



That p

It
an

was
eXxa

Rohan
"

m a

Hi s si

"Go to
"' m t

"You'v
"Okay!
There
Then
"Goodn
"Goodn
Rohan
Everyt

unt il

This t

| MPORTANT:

Rohan

"Of co

retty much sums up their |lives.
2:16 AM, and instead of sleeping
m neither of them were prepared f
finally tossed his phone onto his
ctually cooked"
ster yelled from the next room
sleep!™
rying!™"
e been saying that for an hour!"
was a pause.
ight."
ight . "
smil ed
hing was normal for once
his phone buzzed again
ime, it was the class group
Sir may take a surprise test
stared at the message.

ur se. "



xt day, Rohan wal ked into school
t with his alarm clock

Aditya |l ooked at him

"Bro."

"What?"

"You |l ook finished."
"Thanks. "

"I mean it respectfully."”

"That' s worse."

They | aughed

Their teacher came 1in

"Phones away. "

Al phones were put away i mmediately
for about forty seconds

until someone whispered

"Guys, |l ook at this."

A phone was passed under the table
Three people tried not to | augh

The teacher stopped talking

"Would anyone |ike to share what's so f
Sil ence
Rohan stared at his notebook | ike it h a

"Thought so.



At lunch, things were not as funny
Rohan was sitting with Aditya and Kabir
iAre you guys coming Saturday?0To what ?
"The project meeting."

Aditya frowned

"We already decided we're doing it onli
"No, you decided that,k"

"Because nobody wanted to come. "

"l wanted to."

"Then why didn't you say anything?"

"1 did."

"No, you didn"t."

"I literally sent it in the group."
"You sent 'maybe'™

"That means | wanted to!"

Everyone started talking at once

Rohan stayed silent

The argument wasn't really about Saturd
I't was about everything that had been b
Who had done more work

Who hadn't replied

Who was always | ate
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"Yeah, " he whispered

"That' s bad. "

At h ome, his father was waiting
"How was school ?"

"Fine."

"Your teacher sent a message."
Rohan stopped
"What message?"
"About your marks."
"Oh. "

"You got 61."

" know.

Your cousin got 89.

There it was
The inevitable
"Dad, can we not do this?"

"Do what?"
"Compare me with everyone.
"I'"m trying to motivate you."
"I't doesn't motivate me."

Hi s father |l ooked frustrated

"Then what motivates you?"



Rohan had no idea

That was the problem

He wanted to do well

He just didn't know what doing well" n
His father continued

"At your age, |l didn't have all these d
Rohan | ooked at the phone in his hand
"Yup. "

His father frowned

"What?"

"Not hing."

"Say it."

Rohan sighed

"You had different probl ems, Dad. "

"So do you."

"I know."

"Then take them seriously."

" am! "

His voice came out | ouder than he inten
The room got qui et

Rohan regretted it i mmediately

His father | ooked at him

"Then show me. "



n went upstairs

|l osed his bedroom door

cl osed

e was a difference

phone was full of notifications

mi nutes | ater, he heard his father

on't know how to help him.

fat her sounded sad

angry

on't want him to struggle Iike | di
n looked down

e his father didn't want to control
e he was just scared

ed that his son would make the same
ed that one wrong choice would ruin
nts had their own demons

just didn'"t know how to explain th



And teenagers had theirs
They just didn'"t know how to explain th

Somehow, two people could |l ove each oth
each other

Later that night, Aditya called
"You okay?"

Yup. "

Liar."

Rohan | aughed

"I'"m fine."

"That's also a |ie.
Rohan was qui et

Then he said

"My d

QO
o
QD
>
o
—
o
c
«
>
—

Again?"

Yup

Same
"About marks?"
"Career."
"Same. "

They both | aughed

Then Aditya said something surprising



"Do you think our parents actually wunde
Rohan thought about it

"Probably not."

"But do we wunderstand what it's |ike fo
Rohan | ooked at the floor

"Probably not."

Silence

"That's annoying."

"Very."

The next day at school, the friend grou
Nobody knew what to say

Finally, Rohan wal ked over to Meera

"About yesterday.
She | ooked at him

"I was being annoying.
"So was | ."

"Okay."

"Okay."

They stood there awkwardly
Then Meera | aughed

"That's it?"

"What else am | supposed to say?"



had

know.

pressured

confused

oth smiled

n''t much

meti mes all it took was two peopl
vening, Rohan sat at his desk and
glish teacher had assigned them t
initially wanted to write about
ocial media

Il ang

w he knew there was more to it

t e

Gen Z

think we're addicted to our phon
we ar e

think we're too sensitive

someti mes we are

think we're | azy

not al ways true

tired
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He didn't know what the future had in s
He didn't know which of his friends wou
He didn't know what <career path he want
He didn't know whether his parents woul
Maybe they wouldn't

Maybe he wouldn't fully wunderstand then
But perhaps growing up wasn't about sud
Maybe it was about | earning how to have
Learning when to say sorry

Learning that your friends aren't your

Learning that your parents pressure so

Learning that your own dreams are all ow

Rohan picked up his phone

His father had sent a message
"Can we talk?"

Rohan stared at it for a moment
Then replied

"Yup.
He got up and wal ked downstairs

No dramatic music

No perfect ending



Just a father and son sitting at the di
ot her

And maybe that was the most Gen Z thing

Not having everything figured out

Just being willing to talk about it
Even if the conversation started awkwar
Even i f someone got angry

Even if someone said the wrong thing
Because somewhere between the exams, th
the fights, the expectations, the reels
something

they were still just kids

Trying to become peopl e

And nobody had given them the manual



The Life You Gave Me

SouhaChakr aborty is a young writer

with a deep interest in poetry, sto
within everyday | ife. Hi s writing
relationships, ambition, and the qt

rapidly changing worl d.
31 OEAOAUA #EAEOAA

You built me a house from the bricks of
while | was too young to know what it ¢
You carried the winter so | could inher
and never once asked what your own tire

You gave me a map, every road neatly dr
sai d, fiwal k where it's safe; don't get
But , Dad, there's a rdomad that keeps cal
not paved with your footsteps, not it
You cal l it a future; | cal l it a sky,
and sometimes your warnings feel heavie
You built me an anchor to weather the s
but | ' m asdkientg tyhoeu srhaw | earn to be frec
I know every fistudyo has |l ove underneat
every fAbe practicalo hides a fear you d
Every comparison, every number you brin
is your heart wearing armour, afraid of
You're scared | might stumbl e,

" m scared | mi ght stay,

on a road that | ooks perfect

but isn't my way.

They say, AThe apple doesn't fall far f
but , Dad, | et this apple grow wild, | et
I carry your roots underneath my skin,
but roots aren't meant to keep the bran

You taught me to stand when the whole w
to knock on closed door s, to answer the
You taught me the meaning of Abite the



to keep moving forward when courage fel

But now that | 'm standing, don't hold b
don't turn every dream into something t
You taught me to swidn when | couldn't s
pl ease don't be afraid when | swim a |

| know | have stumbl ed.

| know | '"ve been | ate.

l'"ve said fifive minuteso

and stayed up till ei

" ve hidden behind

too | oud,

| aughed with my fr.i

crowd

We | ive with the wo

yet someti mes can't

stand

We're called | azy

We're called unawar

We're tol we're to

too |l ost to care.

But we're growing u

shifting,

trying to find meani

drifting.

We are a generation caught between yest
and tomorrow's machines,

bet ween parents'’ expectations

and our unfinished dr eams.

And somewhere between your fiYou need to
and my Al'm trying, 0O

we became two peopl e
who were both quietly crying.

You wanted to build me a bridge over ev
but , Dad, you can't cross every ocean f



On

On

On
an

Yo

Yo
fo

Bu
ev

e day "1l fall
e day |11 fail
e day | " 11 chase a dream
d watch it set sail
d when that happens,
ease don't say, #@Al told you
st sit beside me
t the silence grow
cause you taught me that
at broken things someti mes
u gave me your strength.
Uu gave me your scars.
u taught me to reach
rr-impossible stars.
t I don't want to inherit
ery road that you knew
want to take what you taught
d make something new.
don't mistake freedom
r wal king away.
m not | eaving your | essons.
m carrying them every day.
u taught me to stand.
w |l et me decide where.
u taught me to dream
w | et me dare.



You gave me a compass,

but | must choose the sea

You gave m& a I|ife, Dad

now | et me make it mine,

with your courage in my blood

and my own name on the I|ine.

Because someday, when the years have f

and the boy you once held is no |l onger

I hope you won't ask if | followed your
I hope you'll just smile

and say,

i knew you'd find your way back. o0



A page of me

%l EAA T1T OEAxA
Years travelling along the road |
That seems to be infinity;

My footsteps carry journeyso6 notes

Of hope and tragedy.

They I ed me on a little walk

From dawn unt il the fading sun,

They hold my feet on hills and vales
And dearly love my fun.

The years will pass, the end will «c¢ome
To lay my spirit down to rest.

God | et me face the breeze and storm
Then calls me as his welcome guest.

Thus bind this walk into a book

And pen it for

The passing wor
Or flip a page of me.

Yet there, where dwell s
Shall it by Him be read
Behold the scales of jus

Wh a't once wa s me ant to

For alll this Ilife now ends and lies

On pages where my spirit flies.



Abhi Toh Khud Se Mul agat

Awani Agrawal is a young writer wh
ordinary moment s, and the wunspoken
themsel ves. Through her wrditing,

di scovery, relationships, and the ¢
her words make someone feel a l|ittl
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Kabhi mar ks ka boj h, kabhi k al ki fikr,
kabhi khaoadi skahiek ajeeb si zikr.
Sab pooéfithtagleakya karna hai?0

Par dil opoPehlta Wmud ko toh samaj hna ha

Ki si ki success dekh kar khud ko tolte
Muskurate hue bhi andar se kuch bolte h
iSab t ldekeekh nhaaiadb aadat si ban gayi,

Par khud se baat karne ki fursat kahin

Kabhi parents ki expectations ka pressu
Kabhi friends ke beech khud ko prove ka
Kabhi future ke sapne aankhon mein saja

Kabhi unhi sapnon se khud hi ghabraate

Py acahrahi ye, par heartbreak se darte hai

Azadi chahiye, par decisions se darte h



Bade hone ki jaldi bhi, bachpan ki yaad

Zindagi cohpaahri yhea ra pomoid par sawaal bhi

Shayad hum confused nahi,

bas ek naye daur mein hain.

Na poore bachohe, na

bas khud ko samaj hne n
Toh agar aaj raast a ,
toh iska matlab ye n a
Har sawaal ka | awab n
kyunki humari kahani

Thoda rukenge, thoda =7

phapne kadmon se hi

Aaj chahe khudodpar vy

kal i si di | ko apne naam karenge.

Kyuki teenage sirf confusion ka naam na
yeh woh waqt hai jahdan hum khud ko || ikh
aur shayad i si i

abhi toh khud se mul agat baaki hai .
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n Isth ewauss etdh et os asimeee beavbey
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are too little to fly.

p and took him home. He
is wing is broken, and
o fly but fell down. B u
and the injury is minor

mot her , AfiHow do you kn

ed, iThere is an uncl e
r ds, so | know a little

told Sunita that the p

o ) I el

heal ed because, wi t ho
ely. Her mother said,
rice in one bowl and wa
m. After carefully plac
od and water. When you
called Sunita from the
r is calling me. o

at the pigeon and said,
w about Cuckoo? Isn'"t t

fl apped his wings a | it

ng table and t o4Cduchkeoro f.d't her

said,

fAiCuckoo is a different



Sunita replied, "But he | i ked the name"
homewor k and went to Cuckoo to say good
she started playing games. Her mother t
sl eep Sunita | oonkee da nad wCeunctk otoo osnlee d pa.s t
The next morning, she went to see Cucko
Sunita panicked and started | ooking eve
the balcony, trying to fly. Sunita caug
fly yet. o

Her mot her said, AYour wing is stildl he
wounds. 0

Sunita played with him unti/l her mother
Every day after re

Sunita would throw

her shoes wherever

and run straight t

always so excited

often forgot to pu

mot her woubd satid

me s s, but Sunita w

everything before

One day, after conm

school , Sunita put

took off her schoo

towards Cuckoo. )

AOh! Your bowl is

you some food. o

Her mot her suddenly came and saw the me
this behaviour? You have messed up ever
And dyomk have thrown your shoes in the
Sunita became sad and arranged everythi
change out of her wuniform. Then her mot
wounds have heal ed. Now it is time to p
Sunita angrily replied, ANo! He wi l |l di
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Sunita | ooked at her mother in confusio
AfiHe died? How is that possible? Why did
day. o

Her mother gently held her and said, S
No matter how hard we try or how much w
meant to stay with us forever"

Sunita cried. Her mot her continued, fi Cu
|l ove when he needed it most. But somet.
cannot keep someone with us forever. o
Her mother comforted Sunita and gently
AfDon'"t cry, beta. You gave Cuckoo your
needed you. Now, it ©Bsa tame fargweel hbe
begins his journey into the afterlife. o
Sunita and her father went to an empty
small pit, and Sunita gently placed Cuc
gift she had omneanstreal It ob agndv ewihtibm hi s nam
writtéanongeéentl|l yhphamed it wi

Sunita | ooked at Cuckoo for the | ast ti
and sadly whispered,

fGoodbye, Cuckoo. Rest in peace. 0

I't was her | ast farewell to the little
After a year of thinking about what her
realtihsagd someti mes it is better to | et t
force them to stay with us. She underst
someone close forever,; sometimes, |l ove
l'ive their own [|ife.

Whenever Sunita saw a bird flying freel
Cuckoo and smiled sadly.

ANow you are free to fly, Cuckoo. 0
Cuckoo was the first and the | ast bird
that , she carried his memory in her hea






Forgotten Nightmare
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Nagpur had |l ong buried the mystery of t

case remained closed, never discussed,
Sumeet came across the old files, somet
The file contained only one sentence wr

"This case must never be opened again.
But why?

Why would an entire city still fear a c




The Nine Friends

Sumeet started digging into the past an
collegé friends

Ri sha
Adar sh
Aditya
Gyani
Ak ash
Namit a
Yash

Aj ay
Mani s h

= =4 =4 =4 -4 -8 -8 -9

==

Back then, they were joshtybubngeshudhnt
changed everything.

That night, they went to an abandoned h

By morning, none of them were ever seen



Under the Same SKky

Yes, we were miles away under the same
Yet every star still whispered, "You're
The moon showed up |ike your eyes,

As if it knew the reason for my cries.
The cold breeze felt like a v%rm hug,
As i f your 1love still““l}in:g:eredf n its t

2o -

Everything was dr eamy untl\l\y’ lied,

And every star f

| wonder , how co

When | oving you

How did you forg

Whil e | still ca

But no grudges f

[ I al ways than



When you | oved me, and | was right,

Before forever slipped away that night.



| Wa s an Ocean

| was an ocean, and

He only admired the

Al t hough | told him

He wanted the beauty
weight it carried.

You can't explore me

Hi s eyes held oceans

Sd stopped begging the shore to become

And | hope one day, | '"l]l meet someone W



Ek baat kahu 2

*AATTEE

Ek baat kahu ? Naraz toh nahi hogi na
Tere aangan mein mer.i
baarat toh nahi hogi na
Teri woh aadatein geeta ke jaisi thi
Teri woh surat maa sita ke jaisi thi
Main nahi keh paaunga khud ko ram
Nahi ban paaunga kabhi wus ra‘t‘j\‘ﬁf\g«”
Per haa main rav
Mandodari ke hot
Maine ram-sa nahi
ram sa dalkta btai
17 saal ki ummr -
l adka ki puri du
Sochne ki baat- hai, |

TN STy
kharoch per maa ke@daﬁc’h‘élhé\r_:t
chuup jaata woh Iadka‘ )
Ab i s dard se bhare zakhmo ko chupa ke
nahi maa sub thik aur acha
Sochta hoon keh doon tumse nahi reh paa
E_yunki sub kuch sikhaya hai tumne ye na
i na



Har pal tere hi baare sochna

Tute hue dil ko dobara kharochna
Naadan se dillika pati hhmeari nleana
Apni inn aankhon mein tera
aakar chupa Iiya hai mai ne

Jub akela sa mehsoos ho toh woh saare vy

Jaante hue bhi tere na aane per apna
ishg teri tasveeron per jata liya karta
Ek baat kahu naaraz toh nahi hogi na

Tere aangan mein mer.i

barat toh nahi hogi na



Maybe We Are Al Tire

Awani Agrawal writes about t he f e
our st vesones hidden behind ordinar
unfinished conversations.

I xATE ! COAxAI

Maybe we are all tired,
but too afraid to say,
so we dress our wounds in smiles

and carry on each day.

We wake up with our worries,
and sleep with dreams del ayed,
keep promises to everyone,

whil e our own hopes slowly fade.

We answer, il 6m
t hough our hearts
we become what

forgetting who

We carry family,-’f
with courage on

then quietly fal :



when the world has wal ked away

Maybe strength is not pretending
that nothdng ever hurts
maybe it is knowing when

to rest bet ween the stor ms.

Because beneath our practiced smiles,
beneath the things we hide,
we are all just human hearts

trying to survive the tide.

Maybe we éare all tired
and maybe that is okay;
we don't always need to be strong,

someti mes we just need a day.



Just inches apart!
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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 trembling and eyes wer
There's a softness between the space be
A question we both quietly defend,

A fragile wish we never Vvoice,

A hope wedre scared to |l et ascend.

I was crying |ike a helpless child,
Tears slipping faster than | could hide
And then he stood there firm and gentl e
Like the whole world could break,

But never on his watch,

Not wuntill he is on my side!

And when he finally cal med

When my sobs felt quite

He smiled with that soft

The kind the only

I'n that moment | want ed

S0 esperately it

to rise on my toes

and kiss his forehea

as a thank you,

as a confession,

as everything | &dm

And though we stan_‘

Close enough to f e

I wonder in the hu

I f we both feel it

Why don't we | et i



Ti des Of The Heart
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There are so many things that bloom wit

Which in a daily routine are |l eft behin
A different hue, a different story each
Within the throes of passions my soul w

Like a thick fog was the night dispelle
With birdsong, greetings, as morning ca
And as the sun climbed into that first

My soul found room in all things, room

As if to fly with wings oufspread upon
As old memories in sil : 3

With dreams of wings
New | ife began in ev

Within the ebb and f
And fears of rifts t
There came in silenc
Views of what may co
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n on |ife's page,
words | "d penned
a new worl d's
feel of yesterda
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Then even dreams that = byhad
Found footing in a n ning's ton
At the last |line, where parting words
There bloomed a silver |light, where he
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Who woul d | be?
$AT EUA $AT EOE

Who Woul d | Be
But then again, who would | be
without bleeding the mundane into dirge
without warping smal/ mercies into omen
clutching at moments | ike corpses | ref
Who would | be
without this hunger that | oves through
I f | wal ked unwhkeawymt ed,, if | slept wun
if my chest did not keep a graveyard of
who woul d | be if I were cl ean, i f I we
Only a polished stone,
with no crypts bel ow.
No requiems to name,
no ruin to bestow.
Il 6d be exorcised of |
unblistered, unbl essed
But then again,
who would | be I/
i f | excised f\[(
this beautiful, blighted i stin




To The Girlthof August
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that endl ess collecti
onged to you,

mewhere in
ces that bel
n forgetting
pieces still belonged to me too.
ame those words.

es | always knew might come.

better as friends. o

smil ed.

smil ed.

you | understood.
you it was alright.

went home and cried so hard
dn't make my breathing right.

e how do | explain

ou weren't merely someone | knew?

re the first person
|l ooked at and thought,

t to become better
e of you. oo

w do | expl ain
ometi mes wanting isn't enough?
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when |
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arn every language,
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i e the stars above
ne answer wrong.

heart choose mine?

h my hands
hing they cannot make?

l oving you
u has become
i

0
hing | know to do?
you.

mi sed me forever.
mi sed me your heart.
me honesty,
onesty tore me apart.
end. 0
usand things.
hope coll apsing,
osing its wings.

oved you.

ried,

wore | 'd stop,

ut your name away

I f I''d finally let it drop

| ways came back.

al ways came back.

ongs.
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Past people |l aughing underneath the ev
Thinking about your birthday.

Thinking about your smile.

Thinking about the things |I'"d make you.
Thinking about you.
Al ways you.

And | never noticed
the two headlights coming.

Never noticed the engine.

I turned too | ate

The world became headlights,
gl ass,

met al ,

sky,

and then
not hing.
And somewher e,

a piece of yarn | had been carrying
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The Land Woman
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The old mansion stood at the edge of th

Once, it had belonged to one of the wea
enor mous wooden doors, high celllngs, f
carried the grandeur of anot he era. Ti
swal |l owed muchad)lthth@uftamltlylasi we®t ¢ omg
the house. Even in its broken state, it
And now, it belonged to Malarvi zhi

She was in her middle tomgiues, andmdi reir €
attached to the mansion. Her | ife had g
The people who had once surrounded her
had di sappear ed,ecamnde tbhoe hh chuesre phoasds e s s i ¢
prison.

The only person regularly entering that
house serv ;

Unfortunately for Sujatha, Malarvizhi's
Every morning broddhst ahetheoncampahi at
folded incorrectly, vessels not was hed
she needed the work, though she often e
gossiping about t hfeouvnid laang eorpsp ow ht eunnei vt eyr.
Sujatha was secretly in love with Chara
village. Char anam, nli ke most peopl e,
al most |ike a mother figure. He respect
personality

Mal arvi zhi , however, never returned tha
Then, one afternoon, everything changed

A letter arrived from Chennai

The moment Mal ar vi zhi saw the name writ
seemed to disappear.
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production team entered the mansi on
equi pment .

unan arriswed swi tGH rhisshamo and Venill a.
ld stay in the mansion, while some o
earby guest house.

arvizhi saw him again.

everything she had tried to bury re
unan still/l possessed the same smile.
same war mt h.

same gentle manner.

somet hing had changed.

re was a restraint in him, somet hing
k whenever he came too close to her.
ndary around him that he had no inte
n Mal arvi zhi noticed Venill a.

was the female | ead opposite Arjuna
illa was in her | ate twenties, beaut
hout seeming cold. She was unusually
und Arjunan, and there was a quiet f
arvi zhi began watching them.

ry smile.

ry gl ance.

ry small gesture.

started i magining meanings that mig
night, her dreams became increasingl
those dreams, Arjunan belonged to he



The | onel ifneses yoefarfsorsteye med to di ssol ve.
where he stayed, where the mansion beca
emptiness finally disappeared.

But when she woke, Venilla was still th

Her jealousy slowly became cruel ty.

Mal arvi zhi began treating Venilla badly
and occasionally making indirect threat
simply remained cal m.

That calmness irritated Malarvizhi even

Sujatha soon became her source of gossi

She would whisper about Venilla and Gir
something existed between them. Mal ar vi
own suspicions

Eventually, she repeated those accusati
She spoke bitterly about Venilla, quest
that she was not the respectabl e woman
Something changed in Arjunan i mmedi atel

Hi s warmth di sappeared.

He became ®9netbbgcawngeyMal arvizhi had i
because she had attacked someone el se's
truth

He made it clear that she had no right
Mal ar vi zhi was devastated.

The man she had i magined would under st a
woman instead.

Her jealousy turned uglier.

She treated Venilla even worse.

Yet Venilla remained strangely peacef ul



Then, one night, everything appeared to
Mal arvizhi was alone in the darkness, ¢

Arjunan found her.

For a moment, the years disappeared aga
He comforted her, hel d her in his ar ms
remained before the sho ended.

To Malarvizhi, that embrace meant every
She interpreted it as a promise.

She believed that perhaps the distance
di sappearing. Perhaps after all thes y

She spent the remaining week dreaming a
become.

Then the shooting ended.

The |l ights disappeared.

The cameras were packed.

The mansi on became a house again rather
And Arjunan | eft.

Mal arvi zhi waited.

One day.

Two days.

Three.

Five days passed.

She expected a letter from him.

She believed he would write something t
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Sujatha arrived carrying

e was another smaller env
rvizhi noticed it and smi
assumed it was something
a strange mixture of amu
rate envelope first, al mo
use of her mansi on

ead, she found Venill a's
smile vanished.

began reading.
|l etter was gentl e.

st painfully gentle.

an envelo
el ope att a
l ed bitter
from Arjun
sement and

st expecti

name.

Il la told her that she knew Mal arvi z

d not bear watching her wait for so

came the truth.

nan was in his middle for

l'la was in her | ate twent

they had been married for
rvizhi stopped breathing.
hands began trembling.

read the sentence again.

came the photographs.

r wedding.

ties.
i es.

two years
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He had never promised her anything.

The tragedy was that she had mistaken k
destiny and | oneliness for a second cha

The mansion returned to silence.

izhi slowly returned to the woman

She scolded Sujatha again.

She wal ked through the old corridors ag

She |Ilived beneath the same cracked ceil
pillars.

But something inside her had changed.
She no |l onger waited for footsteps outs
She no |l onger dreamed of | etters from C
And whenever she remembered Arjunan, sh
She simply remembered the boy she once
the brief illusion of happiness that ha
|l eaving it even emptier than before.

The mansion remained standing.

Maj esti c.

Just |l i ke her heart.



No Map for the Earth
l UAOEA 3 EAAENC(
They drew a |l ine across the earth,
And called one side yours, one sid mi n
They gave the soil different names
And fought through the borders the dr e
But tell me , can the wind read borders?
Does the moon know where it should hin
Does a river top at a painted mar
And say, iThis water is mineo?
I have seen a mother cross a dista e
With nothing but hope in her eyes,
I have seen strangers share their ead
Beneath the ame enormous skies.
A child does not ask which | and yo re
Before reaching out a hand
Perhaps we | earn about borders | at ,
When someone teaches us to under st d.
These are borde per s,
These are borde ar ,
But | ove has ne passpo
Xl 7
To reach the pe n_e®/_.
So |l et the road )
Let the walls Kk
I believe every
Was meant to be
For beyond ever
Beyond every na
We ar e carrying\
Breathing the sa




And perhaps the greatest journey
I s not crosdsing | and or sea
I't is crossing the little borders
We have built inside of me.



Jo Naseeb Mein Na Ay
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na hai guftugu krne ki adat h,

r chalo kuch tak saath chal |l ete h,
nasftiakayatein ki gunzaish h,
r chalo kuch pal sa_}ath

| e
hi to ek pal h, i ’)

pal bhi beet jyfg{g”‘/a A <% '
in bhi beet jaunga, — —
| mein jeena chah 4
a khub chahte ho visy
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aand to h tukra"/;(‘ '

l ab todna

kaisi chahat|,

ha katon ki bagi chomomein khub khudak
al o mana gulab hoke gulab todna chaht
aton ko apna heera banana chahte ho,
hi toh filhaal thodi aur dastaan mehf
alo kuch aur pal ek saath chal | ete h

alo ek baat Kehte h,

in mazdoor apni girdar ki tehra,
naseeb mein naa aye,

ko chahne wala mein ek musafir tehra.

ki sika noor ban paya,
a kisika noor mil paya,
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The acoustic histori
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When Arthur

l'ibrary

That ni

Arthur
acoust
mas-ber
acoust
mornin
town sq

The St.
establi
dedi cat

presented his structural fi
from demolition, Mayor Sterling
ght, a fire mysteriously broke o
rushed inside, not to save the p
c brick4$ilWerdkiang ,i mesmakeed out
k containing Lord Sterling's rec
c pl aybatchke dperveiscse annd fcriothyt ionfs pe
, Arthur amplified the voice of
uar e.
Jude Library was declared a nat
shed the world's first Departmen
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Where Maps End, Hearts

Prerna Jha is a source of inspirati ¢
as a graphic designer and il lustrat:
Arts (BFA) degree in Animation from
creative milestone8FAnAhiumat icompd¢ et
and contributing to soci al causes t
an NGO.
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They drew the worl d
with ink and |ines,

cal |l i ngmiomnee si de
and t hyeo uortsh.er

Mount ains became boundari es,
rivers became divisions,

and the earth

which had never chosen a side

was taught the | anguage of separation.
Yet every morning,

the same sun

rose without asking

which nation deserved its | ight.

The same rain

ki ssed every field,

never pausing

to read a fl ag.



























































































































































































































