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A bond beyond blood

S. Archana Selva Darshini

Vikram and Anita were cousins, but their bond was much deeper
than that. They grew up together, sharing their childhood, dreams,
laughter, and countless memories. To Vikram, Anita was not just his
cousin sister—she was like his own sister and one of the most
important people in his life.

As they grew older, life took them in different directions. Vikram
moved to another city to pursue higher education, and later Anita
also moved to another city to continue her studies. Though distance
separated them, their bond never
changed.

Vikram had always dreamed of
serving the nation. He appeared
for the UPSC examination and,
after his successful attempt,
achieved his dream of

becoming an officer in the Indian
Police Service. Throughout his
difficult journey, Anita remained

his greatest emotional support. Whenever Vikram felt exhausted,
stressed, or uncertain, Anita was always there to encourage him.

After completing his training in Hyderabad, Vikram continued to
stay in touch with Anita. Despite his demanding and hectic schedule,
they spoke almost every day. Even if they could talk only for a few
minutes, neither of them allowed a day to pass without checking on
each other. Anita listened to his struggles, encouraged him during
difficult moments, and Vikram always made sure to ask about her
life as well.



Later, Vikram was transferred to a city where Anita was also
pursuing her higher education. This gave them the opportunity to
meet more often. Vikram was extremely caring and protective
toward Anita, just like a loving brother.

However, Vikram's close bond with Anita was misunderstood by
Preetha. Seeing how much Vikram cared for Anita, Preetha became
jealous and began to misunderstand their relationship. This created
tension and confusion.

When Anita came to know about the situation, she decided not to let
the misunderstanding grow. She personally met Vikram and spoke
openly with him. She explained everything honestly and encouraged
him to handle the situation with maturity and clarity.

With understanding and open communication, the misunderstanding
was eventually resolved. Vikram and Preetha later got married and
began their married life happily.

But Anita's journey was only beginning.

Anita had always admired Vikram's dedication, courage, and
patriotism. Watching her brother-like cousin overcome challenges
and serve the country inspired her deeply. She too developed a
strong desire to serve the nation.

Motivated by Vikram, Anita decided to pursue her dream of joining
the armed forces. She worked hard, prepared for the NDA
examination, and successfully cleared it.

Her determination eventually led her to join the Indian Army.

Vikram had chosen to serve the nation through the police force,
while Anita chose the path of the Army. The two cousins, who had
grown up together, were now serving the same nation in different
uniforms.



Their journey became a beautiful example of how love,
understanding, encouragement, and mutual respect can inspire
people to achieve extraordinary things.

Vikram's journey inspired Anita. Anita's determination made Vikram
proud. And together, their story became a celebration of family,
courage, and patriotism.

They began as two children growing up together.

They became each other's strength.

And finally, they became two proud individuals serving their
motherland.

Because when one person rises with courage,
they can inspire another to rise even higher.



The Thread Between Years

The name's Anwesha Mahato, 14 years of age, | study in 8th
grade and I have a huge passion for literature and hope to
spread it throughout the world.

Anwesha Mahato

Every Raksha Bandhan,
my mother would search the house
for the little silver box

where the rakhis slept—

threads of red and gold,

small enough to fit inside a palm,
yet somehow carrying

the weight of every promise

we had not yet learned to make.

You would complain about the sweets.

I would pretend not to notice

when you stole the first one.

We were children then,
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and childhood was a country

we believed had no borders.

We thought the afternoons
would always stretch endlessly,
that summer would remain

in the smell of wet earth,

that scraped knees would heal
before dinner,

and that every argument

would end with someone
throwing a pillow

and someone else laughing.

I tied the rakhi badly.

The knot kept loosening.

You laughed

and held out your wrist again.

“Try once more.”
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I did.

I did not know then

that I was learning

the first language of love—

not the language of grand promises,

but the quiet art

of returning the hand

when the knot comes undone.

Years passed.

The threads became thinner.

The wrists became larger.

The houses changed.

The photographs gathered

their little borders of dust.
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You learned to leave
before I learned

how much leaving meant.

There were mornings

when your room remained empty,
your books gone from the shelf,
your shoes no longer

waiting beside the door.

And suddenly
the house seemed to have forgotten

the shape of your footsteps.

Still,
every year,

the festival returned.

A thread.

A plate of sweets.
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A little red mark

upon the forehead.

And the same old question

hidden beneath the ritual:

Will you still be there

when life becomes difficult?

Not every promise

needs to be spoken.

Some are made
in the way you answer a call

at an inconvenient hour.

In the way you remember

which stories still hurt.

In the way you save

the last piece of something
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because you know

they like it more.

In the way you say,
“Come home,”

without asking

how long they have been gone.

T used to think

the rakhi was a shield.

Something that promised
you would protect me
from every darkness

that found its way

to our door.

1 was wrong.

You could not stop

every SOITow.
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You could not fight

every battle for me.

You could not keep

the world from changing.

And I could not do

those things for you either.

Perhaps that was never

what the thread meant.

Perhaps it was not a promise

that nothing would hurt us.

Perhaps it was a promise
that when it did,
we would not have to

carry it alone.

There are things

childhood never tells us.
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That siblings grow older.

That voices change.

That the person
who once shared your room
may one day live

beneath another sky.

That the hands

you once held crossing roads
will eventually become
hands that build lives

you may only hear about

through photographs.

That one day,

the rakhi will be tied
across years of distance
instead of across

the same dining table.

17



And yet—

the thread remains.

Not because it is strong.

It is not.

A single pull

could break it.

But perhaps that is

what makes it beautiful.

Some bonds survive
not because they cannot break,
but because we keep

choosing to tie them again.

I remember

the year you were late.
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The sweets had begun to dry.

The afternoon light

had turned the colour of old gold.

I sat by the window
with the rakhi in my hand
and wondered

whether promises could expire.

Then the door opened.

You stood there,

older than I remembered,
tired from the journey,
smiling as though

you had only been gone

for an afternoon.

“Sorry,” you said.

I shook my head.
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I did not tell you

that I had been waiting.

Some things

do not need confession.

I tied the rakhi.

This time,

the knot held.

Or perhaps
I had simply learned

how to tie it properly.

Years later,

I think of that moment

and understand something

I could not understand

as a child.
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A promise is not

a sentence spoken once.

It is a road

you keep walking.

It is a door

you leave unlocked.

It is a name
you continue to answer to
when someone calls it

from far away.

It is remembering
the child someone was
while loving the person

they have become.

And perhaps that is

what this thread really carries—
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not protection,

but remembrance.

Not possession,

but belonging.

Not the promise

that we will never change,

but the quieter promise
that change will never make

strangers of us.

So today,

when I tie the thread again,
I will not ask

the gods to keep you

from sorrow.

Sorrow is part

22



of every life worth living.

I will not ask

that the years leave us untouched.

They never have.

I will ask only this:

When the roads grow distant,
may we still remember

the way home.

When the world becomes loud,
may we still recognize

each other's voices.

When one of us forgets
how much they are loved,
may the other remember

for both.
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And when someday

our hands have grown old,

when our childhood photographs
have faded almost to white,
when the little silver box

has become an heirloom

someone else keeps in a drawer—

may there still be

a thread between us.

Not red.

Not gold.

Something quieter.

Something time cannot see.

The invisible thread

of every afternoon

we thought would last forever.
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Every argument

we survived.

Every distance

we crossed.

Every promise

we kept without saying.

And every year,

when the world has changed again,

may we still sit
across from one another
with the awkward laughter

of children we used to be,

and remember—

some bonds are not tied

once.
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They are tied

again and again,

through every version

of who we become.

And perhaps
that is the truest promise

a thread can carry:

I cannot promise
to keep the years

from taking you elsewhere.

I cannot promise
to keep sorrow

from finding your door.

I cannot promise
that we will remain

the people we were.
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But I can promise this—

wherever the years

carry us,

some part of me
will always remain
beside the child
who once held out

their wrist

and said,

“Try once more.”

27



The Promise Beneath The Thread

My name's Anwesha Mahato, [ am 14 years of age and in 8th
grade. I have a huge passion for literature and will love to share
it throughout the world.

Anwesha Mahato

There are promises

we remember because they were spoken.

And there are promises

we remember because someone stayed.

Ours was never written

in the language of oaths.

It lived in smaller things—

in the glass of water

left beside my bed

when I was ill,

in the door left unlocked
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when I came home late,

in the silence beside me
when words had become

too heavy to carry.

Perhaps that is why
the rakhi has always seemed

too small for what it means.

A thread.

Nothing more.

A fragile line
drawn around the wrist

against the vastness of the world.

And yet,
every year,
when I tie it,

I think of all the things



a thread cannot hold—

distance,

time,

anger,

the changing shape

of two lives.

Still, it remains.

Perhaps bonds
were never meant
to be measured
by how tightly

we hold one another.

Perhaps they are measured
by how easily

we find our way back.

We have not always understood

each other.



There were years
when a closed door
stood between us
for reasons neither

of us could explain.

Words became weapons.

Silence became a wall.

We learned that love

does not make people

incapable of hurting one another.

It only gives them
a reason to return

after the hurt.

So I do not tie this thread
as a promise

that we shall never fight.
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That would be too fragile

a promise for life.

I tie it knowing

that there will be days

when we misunderstand,
days when distance

will feel easier than speaking,
days when pride

will sit between us

like an uninvited guest.

And still—

[ will leave a place for you.

Not always at the table.

Sometimes only

in memory.
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Sometimes in prayer.

Sometimes in the quiet certainty

that if the world becomes unbearable,
there is one name

I can still call

without explaining

why I am calling.

That is the strange thing

about siblings.

You begin as strangers

who happen to share

the same house,

then become companions,

then rivals,

then witnesses

to each other's becoming.
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You know the versions
of one another

that the world never met.

The child

who cried over broken toys.

The teenager

who pretended not to care.

The person
who smiled at dinner
while carrying something

they could not name.

You have seen
the unfinished drafts

of each other's lives.

Perhaps that is why

your love feels different.
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The world meets us
after we have learned

how to introduce ourselves.

You knew me
before I had a name

for who I was becoming.

And I knew you
before the world
had taught you

how to hide your fears.

Years will change us.

They already have.

One day,

perhaps,

we will live in different cities,

celebrate festivals
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at different tables,
remember childhood

through different windows.

Perhaps the house
that once held our voices

will belong to strangers.

Perhaps the walls

will be repainted.

Perhaps someone else
will sleep in the room
where we once argued

over the smallest things.

But memory is a strange architect.

It preserves

what time demolishes.

A staircase remains
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because someone remembers

running down it.

A window remains
because someone remembers

waiting beside it.

A room remains
because two children
once believed

they would never grow old.

And somewhere within me,

you will remain there too—

not frozen in childhood,

but carried forward

through every person

you become.

That is the promise
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I think the rakhi asks of us.

Not:

“Will you protect me

from every sorrow?”

But:

“Will you remember me

when sorrow changes me?”

Will you remember
the person beneath

the silence?

Will you recognize
the child beneath

the tiredness?

Will you still know

my voice
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after years have taught it

different words?

And if someday
one of us becomes lost
inside a life

we never intended to live,

will the other

still hold the thread

long enough

to say—

Come back.

Not because

you owe me anything.

Not because

blood is a chain.

But because
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somewhere between
all the years,
we became part

of each other's history.

And history,
once loved,

is not so easily erased.

So today,
I tie this thread
without asking

the future to be kind.

Let it change us.

Let it take us

far from this room.

Let it teach us
things childhood

could never have taught.
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Let us become

people our younger selves

would hardly recognize.

Only let one thing remain:

the door.

Leave it open.

For every apology

that takes too long.

For every celebration

that needs another chair.

For every phone call

that begins with silence.

For every year

when the rakhi is tied

41



across a greater distance.

For every version

of ourselves

that comes home
carrying a little more

of the world.

Because perhaps
a bond is not
a thread that prevents

two lives from separating.

Perhaps it is the thread

that reminds them,

even when they have wandered
to opposite ends

of the world,

that they were once

held together
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by something gentle.

And perhaps

that is enough.

Not an oath.

Not a shield.

Not a promise

that life will never hurt.

Only this:

When the years

have taken everything else,
when photographs fade,
when voices grow unfamiliar,
when the house becomes

a memory of a memory—

I will still remember
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the way your hand

looked beneath the thread.

And you will still know
that somewhere,

beneath all the distance,

there is a place
where you are not

a stranger.

There is a name

that still sounds like home.

And there is a promise
no thread ever needed

to say aloud.
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To the warriors we call brothers

Komalika sri

To the Warriors We Call Brothers

Raksha Bandhan isn't merely about celebrations,

nor is it only about tying a rakhi around a brother's wrist.
It is about a bond that words can never completely hold,
a bond that grows through childhood,

through countless fights,

through complaints made to parents,

and through apologies that somehow bring

everything back to normal.

To all the elder brothers and younger
brothers—

you are warriors in your own
quiet way.

You don't always express love,

you don't always know how to
say what you feel,

but somewhere beneath every
argument

and every stubborn silence,
there is a love that speaks for itself.

An elder brother can be someone
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who loses pieces of himself while searching for love,
who silently carries pain

and keeps going without letting anyone see it.
He can become a sister's best friend,

a parent when guidance is needed,

and a teacher when life becomes difficult.

He may care endlessly

and fight just as endlessly

because sometimes,

that is simply how his love finds its voice.
And a younger brother

irritating, annoying,

sometimes completely unbearable,

yet somehow one of the sweetest little phases
of a sister's life.

The same person who can test your patience
can also become a memory

you would never want to lose.

Without brothers,

a sister's story would have pages left untold,
feelings left unaddressed,

and memories that would never be quite the same.
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Perhaps siblings don't always say

how deeply they are attached to one another.
Perhaps love gets hidden

beneath teasing, fighting, complaining,
and those little moments of anger.

But it is there.

In every apology.

In every shared memory.

In every fight that never lasts forever.
So this Raksha Bandhan,

this isn't only a celebration of a thread.
It is a celebration of every brothers.
every elder brother,

every younger brother,

every warrior who loves in silence,
cares in his own way,

and becomes an irreplaceable part

of his sister's life.

Happy Raksha Bandhan

to all the brothers,

our warriors in disguise.
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*The Thread | Tied to Amit Sir*

Shaikh Zoha

[ tied a thread upon your wrist,

Not as a student, but with a bond of bliss.

You weren’t born my brother, that’s true,

But Amit Sir, my heart chose you.

When I was quiet in class.

You’d ask if I was okay,

And somehow that made the fear pass.

You guide me when I lose my way,
You stand by me come what may.
Protective like a wall, supportive like the sky,

With you around, I know I’ll fly.

Rakhi is not just silk and red,
It’s promises spoken, left unsaid.
It’s the care in your lessons, and the faith outside,

It’s knowing I have you by my side.
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So this Rakhi, take my prayer too,
May life be kind to you.
For you’re my teacher, my guide, my brother,

And I’'m so grateful to have one like no other.
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"I hear you in the night"

Baiakmen Wankhar

I hear your anxious cries in the night as the despair kicks in.
I hear your sleepless night stirring on your bed.

I saw you fighting every minutes with grace and strength,
I saw you trying hard to cover up your pain,

I know you are trying hard to make it through.

I know you are tired, you feel like a burden.

I see you suspended in your loneliness.

I see you scrolling your phone mindlessly.

I See you enter the crowd smiling pretending to fit in.

I see you in the corner of the room staring at the ceiling.

I see you trying to pray down on your knees.

I hear you not wanting to die , but needing rest for a while.

Sometimes I sit in my room and allow my demons to have a party.

But I don't allow my demons to smash and crash out everything.
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A letter to my brother.

A student-athlete with deep thoughts pouring into the paper as
Anne Frank remarked once "paper has more patience than
people".

Pramita Saha

Dear dada,

I hope you are safe and happy wherever you are. Your little sister
"Mou" misses you alot. I felt writing a letter to you so that I can
reminisce those laughters, tears, memories we had together.
Everything is really very precious to me.

Do you remember "Mamon didi's wedding"? How we danced in her
reception party? Oh, I remember every single memory we created
together. From you carrying me into your arms to playing together
and answering every silly questions I asked in the name of curiosity.
I remember all of'it.

Every year whenever this day comes, I start to miss you a little more
than usual-the endless chatters, the shared secrets, the silly fights
and the quite comfort of me knowing that I always had you in my
corner.

Please come home soon because this place is just four walls without
you in it.

Till then, sending you all the love and blessings from me. No matter
what happens, where life takes us, I will always be proud of you. I
will always be Proud of having an older brother who is also my
bestfriend in every lifetime.

Happy Raksha Bandhan !!
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With love,
Mou.

Footprints of Us

Pooja

When you first became a family member
You were so small and vulnerable
I just wanted to protect you from everyone.

When you were a toddler
You used to follow me back and forth
Those little stories never left my memory.

When you were nine

You became more of a nuisance
Those little fights and blame shifting
Still bring out a laugh.

When you became an adolescent
Those fights continued for a long time
But with a strong flow of emotions

No matter how much angry we were
Still protected each other

We’re ready to argue with our parents
For each other.

Has been ages since I talked with you
No matter how far you are now

You are the best brother

Always miss you.....

With lots of love
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More Than a Brother

An aspiring writer from India who finds inspiration in
emotions, relationships, memories, and the little moments of
everyday life. I enjoy writing poetry, prose, and heartfelt letters,
especially about feelings that are often difficult to express in
ordinary words.

Rudrani Roy

I don't have a brother by blood,
but you never made me feel that I was missing one.

You have always stayed beside me,
supported me,
and guided me whenever I was going the wrong way.

There is one day I still remember.

I spoke to you rudely,

and even now, when I think about it,

I realize how much it must have hurt you.
It hurts me too.

You have always given your 100% to make me happy.
You choose the best gifts for me,

even when you are going through your own struggles.
You never let your problems stop you

from making the people you love feel special.

Maybe you don't know this,
but for me, you are one of the heroes of my life.

You have spent so much of your life
making other people happy,

often forgetting about yourself.

Even after reaching a good position in life,
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you still think about other people's happiness
before your own.

During festivals, you think about

what you can gift everyone,

but you never stop to think

about what you should give yourself first.

And honestly,
I wish you would choose
yourself too.

I wish you grow more,
achieve everything you have
ever dreamed of,

and receive all the happiness
you have spent your life
giving to others.

No matter where life takes us,
I hope you always stay beside
me,

just like you always have.

Because maybe we were not connected by blood,
but you became my brother
through every little thing you did for me.

I may not have you by blood,
but I have you by heart.

Love you, Dada.
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Adhoori si khwahish

Asna Malik

Hasi bhari zindagi mai sukoon ki talash thi

voh sukoon bhari ghadhi mere bhai ke paas thi

me chahti thi bitana ek-ek pal, har lamha uske sath
duniya ki nazron se bachana chahti thi

usko duniya ki saari khushiyein dena chahti thi

har lamhe mai uska sath dhundhna
chahti thi

sab chiz mayassar hai mujhpe
par uska sath nhi hai

voh insan mera hai ,par mere
paas hi nahi hai

thand ki kad kadati raat mai
baarish ho rahi thi

uski rooh uske jism se aar paar ho
rhi thi

voh toh bhai tha mera , ese kaise mujhe
akela chodh gya,

abhi toh sath khele bhi nhi the ,
chot lagne par marham lagaya
bhi na tha

usko pyaar se sulaya bhi nah tha
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Voh toh bhai tha mera phir kyu , mujhe is zaalim duniya maii akela
chodh gya

mere paas uske sath bitaye pal bhi nahi hai
uski yaadein dhundhli ho rhi hai,meri zaat na-munkir ho rhi haii
meri hasii bharii zindagi se sukoon legya

voh bhai mera , mujhe akela chodh gya
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A Place Called Home

Tanisha Shruti Rajput

I thought freedom would feel like unfamiliar roads, and evenings
that belonged only to me.

There was a time when home felt like a place I couldn't wait to
leave.

Just the thought of being independent was enough to make me want
to leave the place where I spent my childhood — a childhood I
somehow can't seem to remember.

Going somewhere where no one would ask where I was going, or
when I'd be back.

Somewhere my time would finally be mine.

And then I left...

But no one tells you--

that a place can be full of people and still feel terribly empty.
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Soon, I stopped counting the hours I had to stay and started counting
the minutes until I could leave remembering the voice calling me to
eat,

the familiar noise of the house,
the footsteps I could recognize without looking,

the little interruptions that once felt so annoying.

Funny how you never know
something is home until the
world stops feeling like it.

Funny how the things you
once wished you could

escape

become the very things you
wish you could hear just
once more.

Because I finally understand—
home was never a place I wanted to escape.
It was the place I wanted to know,

would always be there when I was done escaping.
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The eternal bond of brother-sister

Angel

Brothers and sisters are family,
Bound by god with love..
Through silly fight and endless fun,

Our crazy bond is second to none..

We fight over remote, charger,food
But wonder how you still stay in a good mood...

"Kyu pareshan kar rahe ho?" I say, and 10 mins later, we're laughing
and gossiping anyway...

You make jokes on my height, and i
roast you right back..

Though every smile, every tear,

You're the person who somehow
makes everything right..

This Rakhi isn't just a thread,

It's all the crazy memories we have made
instead..
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Years may pass and life may change,

We may walk through places that are strange..

But one thing will always remain same- that you will always be my
favourite headache,my unpaid bodyguard since childhood..
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A Thread full of love

A sister's love for her brother is unconditional.The bond
between a brother and sister can't be explained,it can only be
felt.

Krishnakranti Behera

The toys become memories,

The talks become stories,

And you are still my little brother,
The one I always want to carry.
This reddish thread,

So simple yet so precious,

Can it truly describe a sister’s love
A bond that is felt only in the heart-
Can I ever describe it in words?
You stole my toys and made me cry,

But wiped my tears as time went by.

I look at you and see the child inside,

The little brother who stood with me through every tide.
Today, I tie this beautiful Rakhi thread,

With wishes for your happy days ahead.

This string is filled with love and care,
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Just to remind you that I’ll always be there.

Love Doesn't Always Say It

Nashra

We fight over the smallest things,

over words that hardly matter,

you say I’'m wrong, I say you are,

and somehow, we both think we’re smarter.

Our thoughts don’t always walk the same road,
our tempers rarely agree,

sometimes I wonder how we’re siblings

when you’re so different from me.

But if the world ever gets too heavy,

if trouble comes knocking at my door,

I know exactly who I’ll turn to—

the one I’ve fought with a thousand times before.

Because beneath every argument,
beneath every “leave me alone, ”
there’s a quiet kind of knowing—
that I never have to face things alone.

You may not agree with everything I
say,

and I may not understand everything
you do,

but somehow, when I need someone
to listen,

I know I can always come to you.

And then Rakhi comes around again,
with its thread and little rituals too.
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I’11 tie that rakhi around your wrist,
and pretend I’'m not emotional about you.

And you’ll hand me my gift with a smile,
bought, of course, with Dada’s money—
because you don’t earn just yet,

but somehow that makes it even more funny.

Maybe we’ll tease each other afterwards,

maybe we’ll go right back to our fights,

because that’s just how we’ve always been—
turning ordinary moments into memories for life.

We may never say “I love you” enough,
perhaps that’s not really our way.

But love doesn’t always need big words;
sometimes, it simply stays.

So despite the fights,

the bickering, the noise,

I know that if life ever gets difficult,
you’ll still be one of my first choices.

And maybe that is what Rakhi means—

not that we’ll never disagree,

but that beneath all the chaos,

you’ll always be my brother,

and I’1l always be your sister,

and somewhere between the fights and laughter,
there will always be you and me.
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The Thread Between Us

Avnesha Awasthi

A thread tied around the wrist,
A memory tied to the heart,
A promise made without a word,

That distance can never tear apart.

We remember our childhood days,
The little fights, the endless play,
The secrets we would always share,

And memories that never fade away.

Years may pass and things may change,
Our lives may take us far apart,
But no matter where life takes us,

You will always have a place in my heart.

For Rakhi is more than just a thread,
It holds our promises, memories, and love—
A little reminder of a bond

That time can never take away.
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THE THREAD BETWEEN US!

Khwaish here , currently studying in Kalyani School in std 11
...... mostly am exploring career options n love expressing my
self through dance n writting poems.

Khwaish Kamal Malkani

She tied a thread around his hand, a little promise they both could
understand,

He teased her, she fought back too, yet somehow every fight brought
them closer than they knew.

They stole each other’s chocolates, argued over the smallest prize,
Yet if one shed a single tear, the other saw it in their eyes.

Years will pass, the toys will fade, and childhood will become a
memory they made,

They'll walk their separate roads someday, but that little thread will
never fade away.

For Rakhi is not just a thread, nor a promise written in the sky,

It is two childhoods tied
together—a bond that
grows, but never says
goodbye.
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The Cost of the Climb

Manish Chetry

I am a monument to the chase,

A compass permanently pointing south.

I know the geometry of your face,

The subtle, shifting seasons of your mouth.
But strip away the bridges that I burned,
The miles I ran to keep you in my view-
And what is left of everything I learned,

If I am not the one pursuing you?

[ traded in my stillness for the stride,

I hollowed out my hours for your call.

I wore my heavy reaching like a pride,

And called it love, though it consumed my all.
The any cost became the air I breathe,

A frantic pulse beneath a steady skin.

I do not know what quiet is beneath

The noise of always wanting to be in.

Who is the stranger standing in the glass
When all the running finally comes to rest?

Without the desperation to trespass
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The guarded walls inside your silent chest?
It is a terrifying thing to see

A vacant room where selfhood used to grow-
That in the struggle just to make us be,

I let my own reflections gently go.

To love should not require such a toll,

To forfeit every border that I own.

I must remember how to be a whole,

And not just footprints leading to your throne.

For if my only meaning is the climb,
And who I am is what I pay to stay-
Then I have lost myself a long, long time,

And I must learn to walk the other way.
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To the brother I never had

Lathrima Suvi

Wandering places,
Wanting love.

Days flew by.
Every day that healed.

A sibling was a need.
With words of deeds.

Carrier of memories,
Would have been greater.

If only life at a glance,
How I wish to have it.

A shoulder to cry on,
To have a blessing.

A blessing in disguise,

A hand to tie,

To a severed piece of thread,
That remained untouched.
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Knots That Remember

Kavya Mishra is a young writer, psychology enthusiast,
researcher, and creative storyteller with a keen interest in
exploring human emotions, society, and the complexities of
everyday life. Alongside academics, she actively participates in
research, volunteering, and creative initiatives.

Kavya Mishra

A rakhi thread is not only made of silk .

It is stitched from late-night conversations,
half-told stories,

shared chocolates,

and promises made between two children

who never imagined they would one day grow up.

People call it a thread.
I call it a map.

A map that leads us back
to laughter hidden in old photographs,
to festivals that smelled of sweets and
incense,

the moments that time
could never steal. It’s
theft seems impossible

Strange, right?

A thread so delicate
can survive years of
distance.

It crosses cities.



It survives misunderstandings.

It remains untouched
by calendars and changing seasons.

Every knot tied upon it
holds a memory.

Each and every colour carries an emotion.
Every strand whispers,
"You are loved."

Maybe that is why
a rakhi is wore on the wrist.

The hand may wear it for a few days,
but the heart carries it forever.

And when the thread eventually fades,
its purpose does not.

Because a rakhi was never meant
to decorate a hand.

It was meant to remind us

that some bonds are so deeply stitched into our lives

that even time cannot untie them.
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Two Threads, One Promise

Ronak Sagar

Two hands older than mine, one gold thread between them,
watching me grow from the cot to the schoolyard scraps,
counting my scraped knees, my late report cards,

giving up their evenings so I'd have mine.

The elder one gave up her share,
Her portion smaller, so his was fair,
Late night hunger, exam-day fear,

She stayed awake, she wiped his tear.

The second sister, quiet, true,

Gave up her turns so he could too,
Her new dress waited, worn out, old,

While his shoes shined, while his dreams were told.

No one asked them, "What did you lose?"
They never counted, never chose
Between his joy and their own share,

Love doesn't measure, love doesn't care.
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Rakhi comes again, the thread goes round,
two sisters tying it to the one they raised.
Not just string on a wrist,

but years they gave without keeping count.

The thread says what they never had to:
we're still here, the way we always were.
And he bows now, grown, hands folded,

to the two who built him quietly.

Two sisters, one brother, no blood needed to explain it,
just the habit of giving until it stopped feeling like giving,
until it was just what they did,

raising him, steady, without a word.
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A Stranger’s Pulse

Mohsen Parsa is a 54-year-old retired engineer with a career in
the sugar industry. His love for reading and storytelling began
in his teenage years. Although his professional life was largely
devoted to scientific and technical writing, he has always been
drawn to the world of stories.

Mohsen parsa

Every year, the day before Raksha Bandhan, I press my hand to my
chest. One, two, three... until I’'m sure it’s still beating. A pulse that
isn’t mine.

Three years ago, on an ordinary autumn afternoon, my heart
stopped. For six months, I lay in a hospital bed, listening to a
machine beat where my own heart should have been.

I remember little of the night of the surgery. Only this: before the
anesthesia, the nurse took my hand and said, “Tonight, you get a
new heart. A young man’s. He was in his twenties.” That was all. No
name, no city, no face.

When I opened my eyes, the first thing I felt was the beating. Not
the machine’s. My own.

My first Raksha Bandhan after the surgery, my sister sat beside the
bed — the way she had sat, without missing a single day, for six
months. She rolled up my sleeve, tied the red-and-gold thread
around my wrist, took my hand in hers, and said nothing. She didn’t
need to. She was the one who, when my own heart could no longer
carry itself, had lent me hers, night after night, asking for nothing in
return.

I looked at the scar on my chest. Then at the thread on my wrist.
Then back at the scar. That night, I wrote my first letter — not to my
sister, but to someone I would never know:

“I don’t know his name. I don’t know how he laughed. I only know
his heart beats under my hand.”
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I gave the letter to the hospital. The law forbids the donor’s identity
from being disclosed; the hospital is only a go-between, with no
promise the letter will ever reach his family.

From that year on, every Raksha Bandhan, I did the same thing. My
sister would tie the thread around my wrist, and I would imagine its
other end tied around the wrist of the person who had given me this
heart. Then I’d write him a letter.

On my third Raksha Bandhan, the woman at the desk paused.
“Something came for you this time.” A small envelope, the
handwriting unsteady, no return address:

“His name was Arman. Twenty-four. He loved cycling. I’m his
mother. I read your letters every year. This year I wanted you to
know — I tie one for him too, every year. And now, one for you.”
Folded beneath the letter was a small red thread.
The knots were imperfect — the kind only ?

a mother’s hands could make.
That night I didn’t tie it around my own
wrist. I laid it beside my sister’s.
This year, for the first time, there
were two threads on my wrist.
One from my sister.

One from Arman’s mother.

I pressed my hand to my chest.
One, two, three...

And for the first time, when I
counted, it didn’t feel like I was
counting my own pulse.
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Nila - A love that came from space

Syed Mohamed Abdul Kader

Arjun's life had always been a struggle. His life was especially
difficult when it came to love. A question would often arise in his
mind:

“Does love really not like me?”

Some girls would talk to him nicely. When he talked with them,
Arjun would develop a little hope. But within a few days, they
would leave him without giving any reason. Some would insult him
with hurtful words. Even then, Arjun never became angry with
them. He simply endured everything.

His sister had gotten married and was living happily with her
husband. Whenever Arjun saw her, he was genuinely happy for her.
But there was a small emptiness in one corner of his heart.

“Will I ever get a life like this?”

Wherever he went, couples reminded him of his loneliness. Two
people would walk hand in hand in the park. Two people would sit
together at the beach. Even on the streets, lovers would look at each
other and smile.

Whenever Arjun saw all of this, his heart would hurt.

So one day, he went to a forest area near the city. He thought that if
he stayed a little away from people, his mind might find some peace.

But he did not know that this day was going to change his entire life.

As he entered the forest, some rowdies were trying to harass a
woman. Arjun did not know that they were escaped prisoners. The
moment he saw the woman, he did not hesitate to confront them.
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Even though there were many of them, Arjun fought them and
rescued the woman.

After the fight was over, he went toward her.
“Where are you from?”

She did not answer.

Instead, she continued looking at the sky.
Arjun found this strange.

After a few seconds, she
looked at him.

“I know that you have
suffered a lot in your life.”

Arjun was shocked.
“What?”
She smiled gently.

“Can I live as your wife for
the rest of your life?”

That one question broke
Arjun's years of waiting
and pain in a single
moment.

Unable to answer, he began
to cry.

Then he slowly nodded.
He hugged her.

She hugged him tightly too.
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That night, Arjun peacefully slept with his head on her lap. She
gently stroked his hair.

“From now on, [ won't let anyone hurt you.”
She kissed his forehead.

“I will always be with you.”

Her name was Nila.

The next day, Arjun took Nila to his house. When he introduced her
to his family, his sister was extremely happy.

“Finally, you found a girl too!” she said with a laugh.

For the first time in many years, genuine happiness could be seen on
Arjun's face.

He showed Nila his beautiful house. He showed her the rooms,
upstairs, garden, and everything else.

Nila held his hand and leaned against his shoulder.

“This house, this family, your friends... all of these are important to
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you.
She looked at him.

“But more important than all of these, you are important to me. I
always want only you.”

Arjun gently kissed her.
Nila closed her eyes.

Even at that moment, Arjun felt that there was something strangely
different about her.

He felt as though there was something deeper within her than just
her beauty.

78



But he did not understand it.
At the same time, a terrible incident happened in the city.
A young woman was found mysteriously dead.

There were no major injuries on her body. But her entire body was
covered in blood.

More horrifyingly, her brain was missing.

The doctors examined the body.

The police investigated.

But there was no clue about how the death had occurred.
There were no signs of an accident either.

They had never seen a death like this before.

The public was told that it was an accident. But fear began
spreading within the police department.

The woman had been Arjun's former classmate.

She had once spoken to him. Later, she had left him without any
reason.

Even though she had hurt him, her death affected Arjun.
He went upstairs and cried alone.

Nila came to him and hugged him.

“There is no one in this world with a heart as good as yours, Arjun.

That's why I love you so much.”
Arjun hugged her.

A few days later, something strange happened.
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One morning, when Arjun woke up from sleep, the entire world
appeared purple to him.

The room, walls, bed, window—everything was purple.
Frightened, he rubbed his eyes.

Within a few seconds, everything returned to normal.
“What happened?”

He could not understand.

Although it lasted only a brief moment, the incident remained in his
mind.

The very next day, another woman mysteriously died.
The same thing had happened to her.

There were no major injuries on her body.

Her entire body was covered in blood.

Only her brain was missing.

This time, the woman was Arjun's online friend.

She had once insulted him with terrible words.

Arjun was shocked when he saw the news.

The police were now extremely frightened.

The Commissioner ordered increased police protection throughout
the city.

“If these deaths continue like this, we don't even know where this
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will end!” he angrily told the officers.
At that moment, Arjun searched for Nila.

She wasn't at home.

80



He called her repeatedly.

There was no answer.

As he went outside, Nila appeared at the entrance.
“Where had you gone?”

Nila smiled.

“I've never seen your beautiful city before. So I was just walking
around the streets.”

Tears came to Arjun's eyes.
He hugged her tightly.

“Don't go anywhere without telling me, Nila. I don't want to lose

2

you.
Nila kissed him.

“Don't worry. I will never leave you.”
But the mysterious deaths continued.

One day, Arjun went to the house of a woman outside the city. He
knew her and thought he should make sure she was safe.

She was someone Arjun had once loved very deeply.

He had once even thought of ending his own life for her.
But she had insulted him terribly.

Now he had gone only to warn her.

“I'm not here to ask you to love me. What's happening in the city is
very dangerous. Please be careful.”

She laughed dismissively.
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“I know everything. I know how to protect myself. Get out of here,
ugly face.”

Those words hurt Arjun once again.

But he did not leave.

Suddenly, the woman's expression changed.
She saw something behind Arjun.

She became frightened.

“What happened?”

Arjun turned around.

There was nothing.

The next moment, the woman was suddenly dragged away by
something invisible.

Arjun grabbed her hand.

“Don't let go!”

But that force was faster than him.
It dragged her into the darkness.
Arjun followed.

Then he saw the same tail again.

The very same tail he had seen outside his house window at three
o'clock in the morning.

Now he understood that it was real.
The creature took the woman toward the beach.

Arjun tried to save her.
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But a mysterious force threw him away.

He fell some distance away.

When he got up again, he could not save the woman.
Arjun returned home.

Nila wasn't there.

This time, he did not search for her.

Instead, he opened the CCTV recordings he had kept at home.
In the old footage, he saw Nila leaving the house.
After she left, there were no strange images.

“No...”

He held his head.

“This can't be Nila. She loves me. I'm an idiot.”

Then a strange sound came from the CCTV monitor.
The same sound.

The sound he had heard that night.

Arjun slowly turned around.

The sky suddenly became dark.

A gigantic spacecraft descended from the sky.

It landed on the rooftop of the large neighboring house.
Within a few seconds, the spacecraft became invisible.
But its stairs remained visible.

A terrifying creature descended from those stairs.
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It had eight enormous tails.

Underneath its body were more than a hundred small tails.

Its eyes were purple.

Its body was slimy.

It had two thin legs that could extend as needed.
Arjun stood frozen in shock.

The creature released a strange light.

Its body slowly began to change.

Its form shrank.

Its face changed.

Its body changed.

Within a few seconds, a human woman was standing there.

It was Nila.

“Nila...?”

Arjun's voice trembled.
Everything became clear to him.
Why she always looked at the sky.

How she knew about his past.

Why there had always been something strangely different about her.

She wasn't human.
She was an alien.

Nila broke the CCTV camera and entered the house.
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She once again stood in front of Arjun in her human form.
Arjun looked at her and cried.

“Why, Nila? Why did you kill those women?”

“I loved you very deeply.”

“But you deceived me.”

Nila came to him and kissed him.

There were tears in her eyes too.

“I didn't deceive you, Arjun.”

“I love you deeply.”

“I thought the people who had hurt you would hurt you again.”
“My beloved husband, I will do anything for you.”

“Even though I am an alien, for you I am still the same beautiful
Nila.”

Arjun could not completely understand her.

But he understood one thing: she truly loved him.

She was willing to cross any boundary for him.

But Arjun did not want to leave Earth.

He did not want to leave his family or humanity behind.

“You have to tell the police what you did,” he said.

“People need to be safe.”

“You have to take responsibility for the crimes you committed.”
Nila kissed him.

“For you, I would even give my life.”
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She accepted his decision.

The next day, Nila surrendered herself to the police.
The case went to court.

The judge looked at her and asked:

“Are you the one responsible for these deaths?”
Nila calmly nodded.

“Yes.”

“What is the evidence?”’

Nila slowly stood up.

“This is the evidence, Your Honor.”

The next moment, she transformed into her true alien form.
The entire courtroom froze in shock.

People stared in disbelief.

The alien was real.

Nila told the judge everything about Arjun's life.
How lonely he had lived.

How many times he had been hurt in love.

How long he had waited for true love.

She said that when she saw his pain, she decided that she should
never leave him alone.

Tears came to her eyes.
Arjun cried too.

Many people in the courtroom became silent after hearing the story.
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What she had done was a terrible crime.

But she wasn't human.

Her existence and powers could potentially pose a very great danger

to Earth.

Finally, the court ordered her to return to her planet.
Nila had to leave Earth.

She did not want to leave Arjun.

Arjun didn't want to let her go either.

So he made a decision.

In front of everyone, he married her.

He tied a yellow marriage thread (thaali) around her neck.

“This isn't an ordinary thread.”

“It is a symbol that we are husband and wife.”
“Whenever you think of me, look at this.”

“Then I will be with you.”

Nila held the yellow thread with tears in her eyes.
“Arjun...”

She could not say anything more.

She entered her spacecraft.

The spacecraft slowly rose toward the sky.

Then it flew rapidly into outer space.

It became a tiny light and disappeared into the distance.

Arjun alone remained standing on Earth.
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She had left Earth.

But she had not left his heart.

He looked at the sky and slowly smiled.
“Nila... wherever you are, you are still mine.”
Love did not come to Arjun's life from Earth.
It came from outer space looking for him.

A man who had lived alone for many years finally found the greatest
love of his life.

That love was not human love.

It was the love of an extraterrestrial.
But love has no boundaries.

Neither does the boundary of Earth.
Nor does the boundary of outer space.

Even though Nila was far away in outer space, she continued to live
in Arjun's heart.
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The Sacred Thread of Rakhi

Shruti Sugyani Mishra is a passionate writer from Odisha who
loves expressing emotions through poetry and storytelling. Her
writing beautifully reflects Indian culture, traditions,
relationships, and the values of love, faith, and family.

Shruti sugyani Mishra

Those childhood days of endless fights,
Little arguments and playful bites,
Sometimes anger, sometimes tears,

Yet love grew stronger through the years.

We fought over the smallest things,
Shared laughter, dreams, and silly timings,
A thousand moments of teasing and fun,

But our hearts were always connected as one.

Time changed, and life moved ahead,
New paths appeared, new stories were spread,
Responsibilities came along the way,

But our bond never faded away.

This tiny thread of Rakhi so bright,
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Carries promises of love and light,
Not just a thread tied on the hand,

But a symbol of the strongest bond.

When life brings storms and difficult days,
We become each other’s strength in every way,
Because this love is pure and rare,

A forever promise of always being
there.

Many relationships may come and go,

But a sibling’s love continues to grow,
A bond so precious, a gift so true,

A beautiful connection between me and you.

Rakhi is not just a thread we tie,

It is a story of love that will never die.
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Shayari

Vivek

Tum kehte ho hamne aashiqi ki hai... Tumhe kya pta hamne barbad
apni jawani ki h ....bhulana koi bhot badi baat nhi mere liye mgr
yaaro mene abhi koshish kaha ki h ..Mujhse mt pucho uss shakhs me
kyaa achaa h ....achhe accho se mera bura achha h ...Orr agr
khushiya milti h kisi naye k aajane se to baat maan mera purana orr
uska diya dard achaa h .....

Uske ishq k dard ne khaa li meri deewniyat ki umar jo umar bachi h
usse to sawar jaane de ....agr sawarne k liye bhulana pade usse to
Eyy yrr baat sunn mujhe marr jaane de ....
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My Favourite Little Trouble

Muskan Yadav is a young writer and poet from Pune. She finds
inspiration in the quieter parts of life—the memories we carry,
the people who change us, and the feelings we often leave
unspoken.

Muskan Yadav

You steal my snacks,

I steal your fries,

We fight over nothing
with very serious eyes.

You annoy me daily,

I yell, “Go away!”

Then five minutes later,
we’re laughing again anyway.

You touch all my things,

then pretend you don't know,
And somehow my missing stuff
always ends up where you go.

You're five years younger,

but don't let that fool you—
half the time, little brother,
I'm the one learning from you.

You make the house louder,
messier, brighter too,

And honestly,

I can't imagine it without you.

So here's your rakhi,
with a little warning attached—
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I'll keep annoying you forever,
so don't expect to escape that.

Grow taller, grow wiser,

become whoever you want to be,
But no matter how big you get,
you'll always be

my little brother to me.

And today,
I don't promise to protect you
from every storm or every fight.

I just promise

I'll always be your sister—
the one who laughs with you,
fights with you,

and stands beside you
through every chapter of life.

Happy Raksha Bandhan

to my favourite little troublemaker.
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Beyond the Horizon

AMINA HAROUN MUSA

The sun rises without asking permission. Its light spills across
mountains, rivers, and borders, reminding us that boundaries are
human inventions, not natural truths. Stories, like sunlight, deserve
to travel freely — carrying warmth, hope, and connection wherever
they go.

My grandmother’s voice was soft, yet her tales carried the weight of
generations. Under the neem tree, she spoke of courage, kindness,
and journeys that began in small villages but ended in distant lands.
Those stories taught me that imagination is the only passport we
truly need.

A poem written in Maiduguri can touch a heart in Mumbai. A short
story whispered in Lagos can inspire a reader in London. Borders
may divide nations, but they cannot divide human longing. We all
crave love, belonging, and meaning. We all carry scars and dreams.
And when we share them — through words, through art — we
dissolve the walls that keep us apart.

This is not about one place, one culture, or one genre. It is about the
invisible thread that binds us. It is about the laughter of children
who do not care what flag flies above them. It is about the tears of
mothers who know that grief speaks no language.

Beyond the horizon lies a truth: humanity is one story, written in
countless voices. Every voice matters. Every story is a bridge. Every
poem is a light.

The Journey of Words
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When [ first began to write, I thought words were fragile. I feared
they might break under the weight of expectation. But I discovered
that words are stronger than steel. They can build bridges where
politics builds walls. They can heal wounds that medicine cannot
reach. They can carry hope across oceans.

I remember writing my first poem about rain. It was simple, clumsy,
but honest. I showed it to my
grandmother, and she smiled. “Rain
falls everywhere,” she said. “Your
words will too.” That was the
moment | realized writing is not
about perfection. It is about
connection.

Stories Without Boundaries

A fisherman in Kerala dreams of
the same calm sea as a farmer in
Kano. A child in Tokyo laughs at
the same silly joke as a child in
Nairobi. A mother in Buenos Aires
sings lullabies that echo the
tenderness of a mother in
Damascus.

We are different, yes. But our
differences are colors on the same canvas. Without them, the
painting would be dull. With them, it becomes vibrant, alive,
infinite.

That is why I write — to celebrate difference, to honor similarity, to
remind us that we belong to one another.

The Power of Imagination
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Imagination is the only force that can truly erase borders. It allows
us to step into another’s shoes, to feel their pain, to share their joy.
When I write, I am not only myself. I am the child who lost her
home to war. I am the old man who plants trees knowing he will
never sit in their shade. I am the dreamer who believes tomorrow
will be kinder.

Through imagination, we become infinite. Through writing, we
become one.

Conclusion

Beyond the horizon, there are no boundaries. Only stories waiting
be told, voices waiting to be heard, hearts waiting to be touched.

And so I write — not to win, not to be remembered, but to remind
us all that humanity is a single poem, written in countless verses.

to
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My Heart Has Seen You All

Sakshi Vyas

Woh kehte hain na...

Kuch tasveeron ko dekh dil bhar aata hai,
Aur kuch ko dekh bas aankhon ka kona nam ho jaata hai.

ADb yeh kehna shayad galat hoga ki mera mann is baat se inkaar
karta hai...

Woh inkaar bhi bhala kyun kare,
Jab ab woh in tasveeron mein sirf tasveer nahi dekhta.

Woh dekhta hai sapne,
Woh dekhta hai unmein base mere apne.

Aur woh sirf dekhta hi kahan hai...

Dher saari baatein kar leta hai,
Mann mein base ankahe prashnon ko sun leta hai.

Chehre par ek madham si hansi,
Sirf aapka naam sunte hi aa jaati hai.

Aapko shayad jaana nahi,
Par phir bhi bahut kuch jaan liya hai.

Bas jo na jaan paaya...
Woh sirf ek "kaaran" hai.

Baatein tasveeron se karne ka kaaran kya hoga,
Yeh mera dil aaj bhi nahi jaanta.

Shayad ek andaaza hai...

Aapko meri fikr pehle se hi thi,
Isliye mera hona aapko zyada wajib laga hoga.
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Aur mere dil ko aap itna jaante the,
Ki bina kahe hi pehchaan lete the—

"Yeh chhoti hai...
Rooth jaayegi toh maanegi nahi,
Aur baat kiye bina reh paayegi nahi."

Aur shayad yeh ehsaas bhi tha...

Door hi sahi,
Par tasveeron se yeh kabhi
roothegi nahi.

Baatein inse kabhi kam
karegi nahi,

Khamoshi bhi inke saamne
zyada der tik paayegi nahi.

Isliye aaj bhi...

WY &(\

Tasveeron se baatein karna

7 Ui o
& A5G
J o § 2

mujhe bahut pasand hai.

Par aapse...
Aapse toh kabhi rootha hi nahi jaata.

Kyunki shayad meri aankhon ne nahi,
Mere dil ne hi aapko samjha hai.

Aur isiliye...

My heart has seen you all.
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Narayani Amrutabala is a B.Tech Computer Science and
Engineering student with a passion for writing and creative
expression. She enjoys writing heartfelt stories that explore
emotions, relationships, memories, faith, and hope. Through
her writing, she tries to turn simple life experiences into
meaningful stories that connect with readers.

Narayani Amrutabala
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REMTdY-
Myself Akash from Ayodhya, U.P., currently enrolling for PhD
in Philosophy. I love to write and I've published a book in 2023.

I want that this world become more beautiful, lovelier and
understanding day by day and I try to contribute in that through

writings, study and everything I do.

Akash Kumar
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Mai Ashish hu uttrakhand ke pahadon se phlea likhta tha abb
wo hee likha hua padhta hu , sayad abb mai wo purana lekhak
nhirha sehar jaake kho gya hu. But the favourite tales sahi time

pr notification bhej ke har bar andar ke lekhak ko baher bula
leta hai so thankyou...
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My name is Ashutosh Kumar Jha, and I am currently pursuing
my MBA from Sandip University, Madhubani. I completed my
undergraduate degree in Economics from Banaras Hindu
University (BHU), Varanasi. I have a keen interest in poetry,
literature, creative writing, and art.

ASHUTOSH KUMAR JHA

TRt B, daR i g,
o1t g, T ot B
T i 3, IR A g,

WIS-981 1 J81 IR &

Y I dl S Ve,
REREREERE
YE-g@ & WHEAR 3,
WIS-951 1 U861 TR ¢ |

3ES-gX BT Heh R
T ) RGP, T BTIPIR G,
UIS-961 BT TR & |

118



! 1 {3 © 98 W,
3¢C §Y BT gl G|
REf1-REfT 1 T8 TTR B,
WIS-98 1 I8 AR & |

119



JT YA

Muniza izhar

ST WST-HIST T BT & T HIS-584 &1 =t
1) TeTE § 98 dl TR 1 arset 3R WIS § gaw fgdr
& M T 3R HIg ! e,

Terd 98 B 3R HIE, "3 J A T T e A G IR §
foraan|

AN e ot g7h T R bl I 8,

TR R 1t S0 B AT 31 38 U R ST A ]
IR feamT @ orel,

3l e U g 9 T1ifd ¥ a1 &R @ 981 91 a1 7 |

T T8 & RIS S 8,
Y 39T g & I B Jadb! Hars I-d ¢ |
g |Te ot FuST 81 ol 1 v et &,

TSTTE § M1 Sl - "I O I §8 DI ol SGHRT T gt
g

ST ¥ & HRAT AT g,

120



HTS 95 &1 Red1 S Wi & 3 R g
T ST af Rt U S8 3,
3 # IR} I8! B! @it T8 HHAT R

qTaT B, S8 BT e T8 B P,

TR TR US ST T3 4T T o= Saa &l
AP A RN TS U5 S $ TP g B e,
3T FH! A TR W, "Gt & Fe" |

121



Poem and sayari

Anshika Yadav
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I am Subhakanta Behera,a student at Ravenshaw University. [

write poems and stories, expressing my thoughts, emotions,
through words.

Subha Kanta Behera
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I am Subhakanta Behera,a student at Ravenshaw University. [

write poems and stories, expressing my thoughts, emotions,
through words.

Subha Kanta Behera
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Hi & this is Mona chakrabarty from kolkatta .iam a verified
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Aashi Jain is a young poet and artist from Madhya Pradesh. She
finds joy in expressing her thoughts and emotions through
poetry and creativity.
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