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My sister

AKSHA KHAN

We didn’t need a traditional script,
To know what this day means,

We grew up sharing hair ribbons,
Late nights, and teenage dreams.

I tie this silk around your wrist,

Not just for luck or grace,

But to thank you for being my constant,
In every time and place.

You’re the keeper of my quiet truths,
The mirror to my soul,

The one who picks up all my pieces
And makes the broken whole.

No hero in a storybook

Could guard my heart so true—

My protector, partner, lifelong friend,

My sister, it’s always you.



Bound by a curse, united by destiny

My name is K. Gayatri. [ am from Adoni, Kurnool dist, Andhra
Pradesh. I am studying inter 2nd year. My date of birth is 30-
04-2010.

K. Gayatri

“I will become Devi,” said Gayatri.
“I will become greater than Devi,” her brother replied.

When Gayatri and her brother were young, their parents often told
them the story of Devi, the guardian goddess of their village,
Bhairavapuram. Devi had been a great warrior who sacrificed
herself to save the villagers. Deeply inspired by her story, both
children dreamed of following in her footsteps. Gayatri wanted to
become a warrior like Devi, while her brother wanted to surpass
even her greatness.

One day, however, the siblings
had a fierce argument. In
anger, they cursed each other.
Gayatri’s brother declared

that she would never become
Devi, and Gayatri cursed him
in return, saying that he

would never become greater
than Devi. From that day on,
they fought constantly. Their

parents, exhausted by the
endless quarrels, decided to separate them.

Gayatri’s mother took her brother to live with his uncle in the city of
Vijayawada, while Gayatri remained in Bhairavapuram with her
father at her aunt’s house. They were only ten years old at the time.



Years passed. Gayatri later moved to another city for higher studies.
After twelve years of separation, tragedy struck both siblings—
Gayatri lost her father, and her brother lost his mother. Before their
deaths, their parents had only one final wish: to see their children
reunited.

Although neither of them knew the other’s address, both decided to
search for one another.

Gayatri went to Vijayawada with her friend Pallavi to look for her
brother. For many days, they searched tirelessly, but Gayatri did not
even know what he looked like anymore. All she had was his
childhood photograph. Eventually, she took the photo to a police
station and requested help in finding him.

After that, she decided to return to her village. While standing
outside the railway station and waiting for Pallavi, Gayatri received
a phone call from a villager. He told her that her brother had come to
Bhairavapuram looking for her. Excited and desperate, Gayatri
asked whether he had taken a photograph of him. Unfortunately, the
villager admitted that he had forgotten to do so.

Still on the phone, Gayatri was suddenly struck by a speeding car.

When she opened her eyes, she found herself lying in a hospital bed.
Pallavi was sitting beside her, along with two men who had been
waiting for her to wake up.

As soon as Gayatri regained consciousness, she demanded to know
who had caused the accident. Pallavi pointed to one of the two men.
Everyone expected Gayatri to be furious, and she was. Yet when the
man sincerely apologized and begged for forgiveness, she
eventually forgave him.

Soon after, Gayatri called the villager again to ask whether her
brother was still there. But the villager told her that he had already
left after learning that she was in Vijayawada searching for him.



Though disappointed, Gayatri felt that the accident might somehow
turn out to be a blessing in disguise.

After a few days, she recovered from her injuries and decided to
remain in Vijayawada to continue her search. She and Pallavi
attended an interview together and were selected for jobs at a
company in the city.

On their first day at work, they were excited to meet their new
colleagues and begin a new chapter in their lives. But first, they had
to meet their team leader.

To Gayatri’s shock, their team leader was the very man who had
caused her accident.

His name was Ashwin.

At first, the meeting was awkward. Over time, Gayatri and Ashwin
began clashing over even the smallest issues. They argued
constantly, yet neither of them could understand why their hostility
toward each other felt so strangely natural.

One day, Ashwin’s friend Charan noticed him searching for
someone and asked whom he was looking for. Ashwin replied that
he was searching for a girl—someone extremely important in his
life.

Meanwhile, everything seemed to be going well until one of their
colleagues died suddenly. What first appeared to be an ordinary
death soon turned out to be murder. Ashwin believed the victim had
been a kind man and the most talented member of their team.
Disturbed by the police’s lack of interest in the case, Ashwin and
Charan decided to investigate on their own by visiting the
colleague’s house. Gayatri and Pallavi joined them.

After searching for nearly two hours, they discovered a hidden
locker inside a drawer. Inside it were several documents,
photographs, a letter, and a pen drive. As they examined the papers
and photos, they were horrified to realize that their colleague had



been helping a traitor to the nation—none other than Bheeshan, the
country’s most wanted criminal.

The letter revealed the truth behind the murder. Their colleague had
known that what he was doing was wrong, but he had felt he had no
choice except to help Bheeshan. In the end, when he refused to
continue assisting him, Bheeshan had him killed.

The pen drive contained Bheeshan’s plans to destroy India.

They inserted the pen drive into a computer and opened the files
immediately. There, they discovered details of a series of planned
bomb blasts across the country. The next attack, according to the
files, was supposed to occur in Hyderabad.

At first, they could not believe it.
But the very next day, a bomb blast did occur in Hyderabad.
Now, they knew every word in the secret locker had been true.

Worse still, the next blast was scheduled to happen five days later in
Bhairavapuram.

The moment Gayatri heard the name of her village, fear gripped her.
Charan asked why she seemed so alarmed, and she replied that
Bhairavapuram was her home. Ashwin was visibly shaken.

He turned to her and asked, “Which Bhairavapuram? Who is the
goddess of your village?”

Gayatri replied, “Our village goddess is Devi.”

Ashwin stared at her and asked again, “Is your father’s name Suresh
and your mother’s name Kalpana?”

Confused, Gayatri asked why he wanted to know. Ashwin urged her
to answer.

“Yes,” she said.
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Hearing this, Ashwin embraced her tightly and burst into tears.
Shocked and angry, Gayatri pushed him away and began scolding
him. But Ashwin smiled through his tears and said, “Of course you
still have this attitude. I saw it when we were children.”

Gayatri froze.

Ashwin continued, “You grew up with our aunt. I grew up with our
uncle.”

Now Gayatri began to understand, though she still could not fully
believe it. Then Ashwin said softly, “Now you remember, don’t you?
“You will never become Devi.””

With trembling lips, Gayatri replied, “And you will never become
greater than Devi.”

In that instant, all doubt vanished.

They hugged each other tightly, overwhelmed with joy and emotion.
Ashwin was none other than Gayatri’s long-lost brother, and the girl
he had been searching for all this time was Gayatri herself.

But there was no time to celebrate. The threat to Bhairavapuram was
real.

The two made a plan. Gayatri would return to the village to save the
people, while Ashwin would track down Bheeshan and stop him
once and for all.

As soon as Gayatri reached Bhairavapuram, she began searching for
the bombs. She found them and, despite the danger and complexity
of the task, successfully defused them, saving the villagers from
disaster.

At the same time, Ashwin, with the help of the police, traced

Bheeshan to Vadodara in Gujarat. Acting swiftly before the criminal
could be alerted, Ashwin reached the city and joined forces with the
local police. Together, they tracked down Bheeshan and launched an
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attack. After a fierce confrontation, Ashwin succeeded in killing
him, finally ending the terror he had spread.

When everything was over, Ashwin returned to Bhairavapuram and
reunited with Gayatri.

Smiling at him with pride, Gayatri said, “At last, you became greater
than Devi.”

Ashwin smiled back and replied, “And at last, you became Devi

2

too.

From that day onward, Gayatri and Ashwin lived together again, no
longer divided by anger, but united by love, courage, and destiny.
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Who says Rakshabandhan is only for
brothers?

Akanksha is a teen writer from Odisha who finds inspiration
in emotions, relationships, and the little moments of everyday
life. Her writing is a reflection of thoughts and feelings that
often remain unspoken. She loves turning simple experiences
into stories that readers can relate to and feel connected with.

D Akanksha Rao

Can’t sisters celebrate Raksha Bandhan too?

Raksha Bandhan simply means celebrating the person who protects
you, who stands by you in any situation, and who loves you
unconditionally. On that day, we tie a thread and celebrate the
importance of that bond.

It could be your mother, father, friend, or especially your younger or
elder sister — or simply yourself too, because sometimes, you are
the one who stands by yourself when no one else is.

In a family, if we have a sister, no matter whether she is elder or
younger, we become very attached and close to her. That vibe is
irreplaceable.

If we have an elder one, she becomes our second mother, best
friend, and keeper of our secrets. She protects us from everything.
Like a mother holds her child, she holds us too.

We don’t say it out loud, but in our lives, she is the one we need the
most. She teaches us life lessons through the silliest things. She is
the problem solver, or simply, the one who somehow calculates
everything for us.
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If we have a younger one, then she becomes the first model for all
our experiments in makeup and styling, in everything.

After a busy day, she may not be mature enough to understand our
problems, but she is still mature enough to make us stress-free — by
teasing us, making us laugh, through her playful activities, silly
jokes, and all those little things.

She becomes the exact younger version of the elder one.
This bond is so strange, isn’t it?
It is full of pure love, care, and support.

Their love language is not taking 100+ photos together or
mentioning each other in their stories. Instead, it is

sharing and using each other’s things,

helping each other complete
assignments and projects just one
night before submission, teasing each
other, always being in fighting
mode, and comparing each other
over almost everything.

But somehow, they always come
back to each other.

So, when we have a Raksha
Bandhan like this, why do we
need a brother? Or why should
we become sad on Rakhi just

— S=A.r
because we don’t have a brother? = & b

I proudly say that I don’t have a brother.

I have a sister, and she is enough — more than enough — to protect
me and stand by me.



When I am with her, I feel like I have a brother too. Even though she
has all the qualities of a brother, she is always my younger sister in
the end.

She gives me both love and support, and there is very little left to
complain about.

Our love is just like the love of the alphabet — Q and U.

Honestly, I am lucky to have my younger one. Maybe she is not old
enough to understand all my problems, but she is still enough to
understand me in her own little ways.

Through her, I see my childhood again. She is just like the child
version of me.

One argument, one fight, one “I hate you,” and then somehow,
everything is fine again.

And that is the thing about sisters.
When we have this kind of bond, why should we wish for a brother?

Maybe society has taught us that Raksha Bandhan is about a brother
protecting his sister, but I believe protection has no gender.

1.

2. A mother can protect you.

3. A father can protect you.

4. A friend can protect you.

5. Asister can protect you.

6. And sometimes, you can even protect yourself.

7. So maybe Raksha Bandhan is not just about tying a rakhi
on a brother’s wrist.

15



It is about celebrating the people who make you feel safe, loved,
understood, and never alone.

And if your sister is that person for you, then why can’t you
celebrate Raksha Bandhan with her?

After all, protection is not defined by who wears the rakhi.

It is defined by who stays. ©
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Same sibling too for next 7 lives

Bhavika Chelani is a Chartered Accountant by profession and
a poetess by passion. She began writing in 2020, when the
stillness of lockdown opened the doors to poetry and self-
expression. What started as an escape soon became her comfort
and her voice.

Bhavika Chelani

Admist the people alike stars in our skies,
Our sibling is the moon that always shines in our eyes.

Yes our love is so violent that we have always ended up having
endless fights,

But though every time it's just the world against and we both by
each other's sides.

They are the first one to catch our fake smile when our heart cries,
And they just simply make everything fine with an effortless advice.
They are the permanent ones to witness our craziest sides,

Asking for help from them is hearing a big no and fast forward to
just few mintues, when they appear as aladin ka chirag's disguise,

Ohh this feeling, gives butterflies.

They always cheat, I mean just in the games of dice,
In real life, we are one that they prioritize.

They are the safest place to share all our lies,

They , from our parent's side to us, are the most auspicious prize.
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Without them, not a single happy moment resides.
Their presence is simply the thing we utmost idoloze.

When I look back to moments, I only
remember joyous laughs and smiles.

Our love for them has no limits,
the bars have been set to the
peakest highs,

That when it comes to them,
even our self love demise.

But oh dear god, isn't it worthy to
demand, the same sibling too for
the next 7 lives?
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Janamdin ki badhai

Lucky

Tum aaogi kya mere khwaabo mai

Mujhe mere janamdin ki mubarkbaad dene
Agr aao tho iss baar thoda ther jaana

Ghr se koi bahana laga kr aana

Mujhe na chahiye koi totha tumse

Agr fir bhi kuch laao tho laao tho apna sth le aana
Mai na lunga apne annsoun ka hisaab tumse
Na woh purani baato ka zikr karunga

Bss hatho mai hath liye tumhara

Yu hee kahali sadko pr chalunga

Takte takte tumhe itminaan se

Yu hee ghanto guzar dunga

Un bitte palo ki tasveere bana kr aankhon mai saja lunga
Jo baate thi unkahi unhe tum lafzo pr aane dena

Ruth kr gyi jo ho tum humse aise fir bhi kya

Aaogi mere kahawaabo mai

Mujhe mere janamdin ki mubarak baad dene

19



Sawan ki boonde

Lucky

Sawan ki boondein poochein mujhse

Kya abhi bhi woh tujhe yaad hai?

Kya yaad hai aankhon ka nasha uska,
Ya yaad hai baaton ka ehsaas uska?

Kya yaad hai baalon ki khushboo uski,

Ya yaad hai nazdeekiyon ka khumaar uska?
Kya yaad hai bachchon jaisi harkat uski,

Ya yaad hai Maa jaisa gussa uska?

Kya yaad hai chehra uska,

Ya yaad hain woh khwaab jo hum Dono) ne sajaye the?
Ghanton baith kar kone mein ek kamre ke,

Tanhai ko kaagaz par utaar kar apni,

Phir bhi na samajh paya,
Ki woh yaad hai,

Ya woh uske saath beete hue...




To my friend and our friendship:-

Dr. Hannan Sher is a medalist MBBS doctor and a bilingual
(Urdu and English) columnist, quote writer, and poet from
Chiniot, Pakistan. Alongside his medical profession, literature
and writing are an integral part of his identity.

Hannan Sher

Thinking of God's blessings, I think of you;

My friend, you turn my days into blessings too.

Time is a canvas, painted with moments we share;
Each memory still blossoms, wrapped in love and care.

I remember our school days, filled with laughter and cheer,
A friendship so enduring that none could interfere.

Sharing jokes, exchanging notes till every lesson's end,
While our teacher, often furious, sent us out again.

Time keeps flying swiftly away,

Yet our memories grow richer every day.
Though our gatherings have become few,

Life feels incomplete whenever I'm without you.




The love i wasn't meant to have

Sanskriti

FATAL HEARTS SERIES — BOOK 1 @

The Love I Wasn’t Meant to Have

Vani Sharma never believed that love could be this complicated.

A twenty-year-old law student with a simple dream of building a life
on her own terms, Vani enters college thinking her biggest problems
will be exams, expectations, and the secrets hidden within her
family.

Then there is Agastya Kapoor—quiet, disciplined, distant, and
carrying a loneliness he never talks about.

And Samar Khurana—
charming, wealthy, carefree
on the surface, yet far more
complicated than anyone
realizes.

Three people.

Three different hearts.

And feelings that were
never supposed to

become this complicated.
Vani never expected to

find herself caught between
emotions she couldn't name and people she couldn't simply walk
away from.

Agastya never expected someone to become his reason to feel less
alone.

And Samar never expected the girl he thought he understood to
become the one person capable of changing everything.
Sometimes love doesn't arrive at the right time.

Sometimes the person you love isn't the person you were meant to
have.
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And sometimes, the hardest part isn't falling in love—

it's knowing what that love will cost you.

A story of slow-burn love, friendship, heartbreak,
misunderstandings, unspoken feelings, complicated relationships,
and the kind of love that stays with you even when everything else
changes.

Because some hearts meet for a reason...

even when they were never meant to belong to each other.
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The Thread That Held a Thousand
Memories

I am Ansh Kumar Singh, a young author and student of Class 8
at Sunbeam School, Ghazipur. Writing is not just a hobby for
me; it is a way to express my thoughts, emotions, dreams, and
imagination.

Ansh kumar singh

A Raksha Bandhan Story in Poetry

There are some bonds which require no vows,
some feelings that demand no words,

but linger on,

like melodies gently sung

by unseen birds.

Every year, the festival of Raksha Bandhan reminded Aarav of the
one person who was always there for him, no matter what - Meera,
his sister. She was his childhood friend and his pillar of strength.
She was everything to him. Together, they grew up in a small house
full of happiness, fights, stolen chocolates and loads of memories.
Those were the good old days!

Meera would come running to their mother crying,
“Mom! Aarav has stolen my chocolates!”

Aarav would reply in protest,

“I did not! They vanished off into thin air!”

Their mother would chuckle and say,

24



“One day, you two will grow up and realize how silly your little
fights were.”

“But mom, that day is ages away!” they would protest.

Years passed by, and Aarav moved to another city for college, while
Meera continued her studies. Their tiffs were forgotten, replaced by
occasional calls and endless conversations. However, one thing

remained constant - Raksha Bandhan. Meera had specially bought a
beautiful rakhi for Aarav. With it, she had tied a little note that read,

“Dear Bhai,

Although you may be away
from us,

never ever feel alone,
because we will always be
with you,

in spirit.”

So, she waited for him. The
day of Raksha Bandhan
finally arrived. But, Aarav
did not reply. Meera kept
checking her phone, again
and again. Her hopes slowly

vanished away with every
passing minute, until a courier boy
came with a small gift for Aarav. She opened it to reveal a little

bracelet along with a note. Curious, Meera read the note. It said,

“Dear Meera,

I apologize for not being able to come visit you this time. But,
believe me, Raksha Bandhan is not merely a festival where brothers
take a promise from their sisters. It is a festival where we promise to
protect our sisters, like they, too, have protected us. Meera, you do
not know how much it hurts me to keep distance from you, because
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you have been there for me all my life. Hence, I promise you, that
even though I could not give you my hand today, I shall keep your
memories close to my heart everytime I feel lonely or afraid.

Happy Raksha Bandhan, my little sister.
-Aarav”

Meera smiled, tears of joy rolling down her cheeks. Suddenly, she
heard a familiar voice behind her. Turning around, she was surprised
to see Aarav standing right in front of her.

“Are you going to cry or tie the rakhi?” he asked.
Meera looked up at him, then gave him a big hug.
“You said you couldn't come!” she said.

“I wanted to surprise you,” he replied.

Meera chuckled.

“You are still the same old brother of mine.”

“And you are still the same emotional sister!” Aarav teased, giving
her a friendly hug.

They sat together, just like old times. Carefully, Meera tied a rakhi
around Aarav's hand. For a moment, no one spoke. The little thread,
worn around his wrist, was a testament to a thousand memories they
shared together - their childhood, their fights, their laughter, their
dreams and their tears.

Taking a deep breath, Aarav looked at the rakhi and said,
“This is just a thread.”

Smiling softly, Meera replied,

“No dear, it is much more than that.”

And she was right, wasn't she?
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Rakhi

I 'am Ansh Kumar Singh, a young author and student of Class 8
at Sunbeam School, Ghazipur. Writing is not just a hobby for
me; it is a way to express my thoughts, emotions, dreams, and
imagination.

Ansh kumar singh

A little thread upon the wrist,

A simple knot, a golden twist,

But hidden in its colors bright,

Are childhood dreams and love so light.

It carries every silly fight,

Every hug that made things right,
Every secret, every tear,

Every moment held so dear.

It says, "I'll stand beside you,"
When the world feels cold and blue,
It says, "You are not alone,"
Wherever life may make you roam.

Years may pass and roads may bend,
But some relationships never end.
Cities may rise, distances grow,

Yet love finds ways to always show.

A brother may leave his childhood home,
A sister may someday choose her own,
But in the heart there stays a place,

That time can never erase.

For Rakhi isn't just a thread,
It's every word we never said.
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It's trust, protection, love and care,
A silent promise to always be there.

So tie the thread and make a vow,

Not only on this festival now—
"Through every joy, through every tear,
I'll walk beside you, year by year."

And when the world becomes too wide,
When life brings storms from every side,
One memory will always remain—

A little thread,

A loving hand,

And the beautiful bond

Of Raksha Bandhan.
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The Sister Who Grew Up Before Me

Shwetha Rejikumar

You were always a little ahead
a few steps into the world

before I even knew where to begin.

I watched you grow
without realizing

I was learning from you.

We fought over silly things,
laughed at things no one else understood,
got angry, made up,

and sometimes stayed stubborn
just because neither of us

wanted to say sorry first.

But beneath all those little moments
was something I never questioned

you were there.
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You knew the little girl I was

before I became the person I am.

You remember my silly phases,
my impossible dreams,

my tears, my laughter,

and all the versions of me

I have quietly outgrown.

And maybe that's why

I 'look at you differently.

Not because you're perfect,
but because I've watched you

figure life out one day at a time.

You were my first glimpse
of growing up

and somehow,

my safest reminder

that I don't have to have

everything figured out either.
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Someday, we'll have
our own busy lives,
our own homes,

our own stories.

But I know I'll still miss

the ordinary things

your voice from the next room,
our pointless arguments,

the comfort of knowing

you were just there.

Because some people

are part of your childhood.

And some become

a part of who you are.

You are both,
my sister
and I'll always

be grateful
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that I got to grow up

just a little behind you.

Brotherhood, Unspoken

Sneha A. S. is a passionate writer who finds expression through
poetry and creative writing. Her works explore everyday
emotions, relationships, memories, and the quiet moments that
often go unnoticed.

Sneha A. S

We fight over nothing,

and somehow, that is normal.

No sweet conversations,

no knowing what’s going on inside.

He has his life,
I have mine;

we rarely explain.

Sometimes, irritating me

is simply his way of talking.
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There is no dramatic affection,

nothing we need to hide.

But when a “no” comes from home,

he stands by my side.

We barely know each other’s thoughts

or what we keep inside,

Yet somehow, we always know

when to stand on the same side.
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Care Behind The Tease

Soumili Naskar

I hate when you rage-bait me,
For no reason at all,
Yet I know you'll be there

Whenever I fall.

When the world turns away
And leaves me alone,
You're always the one

Who still makes me feel at home.

A single little thread
Ties our memories together,
Carries our laughter,
Our secrets, our care-
A bond that reminds me

You'll always be there.

Maybe you say you hate me to my face,

But your love for me
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Main Abhi Baaki Hoon

Ekra bano

Mujhe girne ka afsos nahi,
afsos toh bas itna hai—
logon ne meri khamoshi ko

meri haar samajh liya.

Main woh ladki hoon

jiske haathon se waqt ne

bahut kuch cheena hai,

magar ek cheez nahi cheen paaya—

khud ko dobara paida karne ka hausla.

Maine dekhe hain woh din

jab sapne aankhon mein hote the,
aur jeb mein sirf khaamoshi.

Jab manzil saamne thi,

magar raaste apne nahi the.

Phir bhi main chali.
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Kabhi aansuon ke saath,
kabhi sawaalon ke saath,
kabhi khud se ladte hue—

magar chali.

Kyunki mujhe samajh aa gaya tha,
zindagi hamesha mauka nahi deti,
kabhi-kabhi

mauka khud banana padta hai.

Ab main kisi se ye nahi poochungi
ki meri udaan kitni unchi ho sakti hai.
Aasmaan mera nahi bhi hua,

toh kya?

Main apne pairon ke neeche

zameen toh bana sakti hoon.

Mere guzre hue kal ko
meri pehchaan mat samajhna,
woh sirf ek chapter tha—

meri kitaab nahi.
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Aur jab kabhi meri kahaani
kisi mehfil mein padhi jayegi,

toh log meri jeet par taali bajayenge...

Magar main jaanti houngi—

meri asli jeet us din hui thi,

jab duniya ne kaha tha

“ab kuch nahi bacha,”

aur maine khud se kaha tha—

“Main abhi baaki hoon.”

39



A Diary of us

I’'m Anchal Raj, and I enjoy writing about everyday
experiences, emotions, and the small moments that quietly
change how we see the world. My writing reflects my curiosity
about people, empathy, and the stories hidden in ordinary life.

Anchal raj

Some bonds are written in words,
some are written in time,

and some are simply felt—

without needing a reason or a rhyme.

Ours is a little bit of everything:

the silly fights, the endless teasing,

the secrets we probably shouldn’t have shared,

the moments when we laughed until we couldn’t breathe,
and the quiet ones where just being there was enough.

Years may change,
we may grow older,
and life may take us in different directions,
but somehow,

you’ll always be a familiar chapter
in the story of my life.

So this Rakhi,

I’m giving you more than just a thread.
I’m giving you a diary—

a place for your thoughts,

your dreams, your plans,

your random ideas at midnight,

and all those little moments

you’ll want to remember someday.
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Fill its pages with everything life brings you.
Write about the days that make you smile,
the days that make you stronger,

the dreams you’re chasing,

and even the things you’re still figuring out.

And maybe, years from now,

when you turn these pages again,

you’ll find pieces of the person you were,
and realise how far you’ve come.

And somewhere between those pages,
I hope you remember this too—

No matter how much we grow,

how much we change,

or how many miles life puts between us,

there will always be a little corner of my heart
where you remain exactly the same—

my sibling, my constant,

my partner in memories,

and one of the most special chapters
I never want to end.

So here’s to another Rakhi,
another year of us,
and countless pages yet to be written.

Happy Raksha Bandhan. €@
Now go fill the diary... but please don’t write about all the

embarrassing things I’ve done. &
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Pahli Mulakat

Kashan

I slamabad ki shaam kuch ajeeb si khamosh thi. Asmaan par badal
chaye hue thay aur halki halki baarish shehar ki sadkon ko bheega
rahi thi. Police station ke andar SHO Waris Ahmed apni table par
kuch files dekh raha tha. Waris ek sakht mizaj aur imaandaar police
officer tha. Uski zindagi mein police ki duty sab se pehle thi, Who
aksar apne colleagues se kehta tha, "Jab tak yeh uniform mere jism
par hai, main apne jazbaat ko apne faislon ke beech nahi aane
dunga." Usay kya pata tha ke bohat jald ek aisi larki uski zindagi
mein aane wali thi jo uski is " soch ko badal
degi.

Raat ke qareeb gyarah
bajay police station ka
darwaza achanak khula.
Ek constable tez qadam
uthata hua andar aaya aur
Waris ke saamne ruk gaya.
"Sir, ek important
complaint aayi hai," usne
kaha. Waris ne file uske

haath se 1i aur poocha,

"Kis bare mein?" Constable ne dheemi awaaz mein kaha, "Sir, ek
larki ke walid pichle do din se missing hain. Ghar walon ko shak hai
ke unhein kisi ne jaan boojh kar gayab kiya hai."

Waris ne foran file kholi. Missing person ka naam Nadeem Farooq
tha. Umar pachaas saal. Profession businessman. Address Islamabad
ka ek purana residential area tha. Waris ne file band ki aur kaha,
"Kal subah main khud is case ko dekhoon ga." Lekin usay nahi pata
tha ke is case ka sab se important hissa abhi uske saamne nahi aaya
tha.
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Agli subah police station ke bahar ek safed car aa kar ruki. Car ka
darwaza khula aur ek larki bahar nikli. Uska naam Areeba tha.
Aankhon mein neend ki kami aur chehre par pareshani saaf nazar aa
rahi thi. Who jaldi se police station ke andar aayi aur reception par
kharay constable se boli, "Mujhe SHO se milna hai." Constable ne
uski taraf dekha aur kaha, "SHO Waris Ahmed apne office mein
hain."

Areeba ne darwaza knock kiya.
“Andar aao,” Waris ki awaaz aayi.

Areeba dheere se andar gayi. Waris ne file se nazar uthai aur pehli
baar usay dekha. Kuch seconds ke liye dono ki nazrein mili. Waris
ne foran | apni nazar file par wapas kar li. Usne professional lehje

mein poocha, { “Aap Nadeem Farooq ki beti hain?”

Areeba ne sir hilaya. “Ji.”
“Baithiye.”

Areeba chair par baith gayi. Uski aankhon mein aansu thay, lekin
woh khud ko sambhalne ki koshish kar rahi thi.
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Purani Haveli

Kashan

Waries Ahmed abhi bhi apne office mein baitha us purani tasveer ko
dekh raha tha. Tasveer mein Nadeem Farooq ke saath kharay teen
aadmiyon mein se ck chehra uske zehan mein baar baar aa raha tha.
Usay yageen tha ke usne yeh chehra pehle kahin dekha hai, lekin
woh yaad nahi kar paa raha tha ke kahan. Usne tasveer ko file mein
rakha aur apne constable Hamza ko awaaz di. “Hamza, kuch pata
chala?”

Hamza foran office mein aaya aur bola, “Sir, purani haveli ka
address 8 mil gaya hai. Islamabad se bahar ck sunsaan ilage mein
hai. Log kehte hain ke woh haveli kai saalon se band hai.”

Waris ne kursi se uthte hue kaha, “Theek kai. Do officers ko saath
lo. Hum abhi wahan ja rahe hain.”

Doosti taraf Arceba apne ghar ke kamre mein khamosh baithi thi.
Uska zehan sirf ck hi baat mein uljha hua tha. Unknown number se
aane wala message abhi tak uske phone mein tha.

“Police officer par bharosa mat karna.” Woh baar baar soch rahi thi
ke aakhir koi Waris se usay door rehne ki warning kyun de raha tha.
Kya us shakhs ko pata tha ke usne police se contact kiya hai? Ya
phir koi uski har movement par nazar rakh raha tha?

Arecba ne phone table par rakha hi tha ke achanak uski nazar apne
walid ki study table par pari. Table ke neeche ek chhoti si diary
rakhi thi. Usne diary uthai aur pehla page khola. Pehle kuch pages
khaali thay, lekin aakhri page par sirf ck naam likha tha. Waris
Ahmed.

Areeba ka dil ek pal ke liye ruk sa gaya. "Abbu Waris ko jaante
thay?" usne dheemi awaaz mein khud se kaha. Usne diary foran
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apne bag mein rakhi aur police station jaane ka faisla kiya. Lekin
jaise hi woh ghar se bahar nikli, usay mehsoos hua ke road ke doosri
taraf ek black car khari hai. Car ke sheeshe dark thay. Areeba kuch
seconds tak us car ko dekhti rahi. Phir car achanak start hui aur tez
raftari se wahan se chali gayi. Areeba ka dar aur barh gaya.

Police station mein Waris apni team ke saath purani haveli ke liye
nikalne hi wala tha ke Areeba § wahan pohanch gayi. Woh seedha
Waris ke office mein gayi aur diary uske saamne rakh di. “Mujhe
yeh Abbu ke kamre se mili hai.” Waris ne diary kholi. Jaise hi uski
nazar apne naam par pari, uska chehra serious ho gaya. “Aapke
walid meri taraf kyun ishara kar

rahe thay?” Areeba ne
poocha. Waris ne diary band
kar di. “Mujhe nahi pata.
Lekin ab yeh case pehie

se zyada important ho

gaya hai.” Arecba ne

kaha, “Main bhi aapke

saath chalungi.” Waris ne
foran mana kar diya. “Nahi.
Yeh jagah safe nahi hai.”
Areeba ne uski aankhon mein dekh
kar kaha, “Mere Abbu missing hain. Agar unka IL koi clue wahan
hai to main ghar par baith kar intezar nahi kar sakti.” Waris kuch
seconds tak Kkhamosh raha. Phir usne kaka, “Theek hai. Lekin jo
main kahunga, aap wohi karengi.”

Kuch der baad police ki gaariyan purani haveli ke saamne ruk gayin.
Haveli boat purani thi Darwazon par zang laga hua tha aur deewaron
par belen chadhi hui thin. Hawa tez chal rahi thi aur aas paas koi
insan nazar nahi aa raha tha. Waris ne torch nikali aur dheere dheere
haveli ke andar BE qadam rakha. Areeba uske peeche thi. Har
adam ke saath purani lakri ke farsh se jee awaaz aa rahi thi Hamza
ne ck kamre ka darwaza khola. Andar purani kursiyan, tooti hui
almari aur kuch papers bikhray hue thay. Waris ne papers uthaye aur
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unhein dekhne laga. Achanak Areeba ki nazar deewar par lagi ck
purani tasveer par pari. Tasveer mein uske walid kharay thay. Lekin
is baar unke saath sirf woh teen aadmi nahi thay. Unke beech ek
chautha shakhs bhi tha.

reeba ne tasveer ki taraf ishara kiya. “Yeh kaun hai?” Waris ne
tasveer ko kareeb se dekha. Uska chehra dekhte hi Waris ke haath
ruk gaye. “Yeh...” usne dheemi awaaz mein kaha. Hamza ne poocha,
“Sir, aap isay jaante hain?” Waris ne jawab nahi diya. Usne tasveer
ko utara aur apni file mein rakh liya. Tabhi haveli ke doosre hisse se
zor ki awaaz aayi. Sab log ck dum ruk gaye. Waris ne apni torch us
taraf ki aur kaha, “Sab mere peeche raho.”
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The Things We Carry

Ayusha umar musa

We carry more than the weight of our names,
more than the stories stitched into our skin.

We carry the voices of those who came before us,
and the dreams of those who have not yet begun.

We carry mornings that smelled of rain,
the warmth of a hand we once held,

the quiet goodbye at a doorway,

the words we wished we had said.

We carry our mothers’ tired eyes,

our fathers’ unfinished hopes,

the laughter of childhood hiding

in corners of memories we cannot forget.

We carry wounds no one can see,

but also the courage that grew around them.
For every time the world told us “you cannot,””
something inside us whispered, “watch me.”

We carry the places that raised us—
the dust beneath our feet,
the songs that followed us home,

the sky we once believed belonged only to us.

And sometimes,
we carry the future
before it has even learned our names.

We carry the fear of failing,
the fear of falling,
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the fear that our small voices
will disappear beneath the noise of the world.

But still—we walk.

Because perhaps courage

was never the absence of a burden.
Perhaps courage is lifting what is heavy
and choosing to move forward anyway.

So if you ask me what I carry,
I will not show you my hands.

I will show you my heart.

Here,

I carry every person who believed in me.
Every dream that refused to die.

Every tear that taught me how to rise.
Every tomorrow waiting patiently

for me to become brave enough to meet it.

And when my journey is over,

I hope I have carried something worth leaving behind:

not a perfect life,

not a life without sorrow,

but a life that made the world
a little lighter

for someone else.

Because in the end,
we are all carrying something.

And perhaps

the most beautiful thing we can do
is help one another

carry it home.
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Ab paise kaun dega?

sandhya is a student and a young writer who finds stories in
the little things...an old conversation, a forgotten memory, a
festival, or someone we still miss. She writes simply, honestly,
and from the feelings that stay long after the moment is gone.

Sandhya Rani Nath

Mujhe Rakhi ka tyohar Kabhi utna Pasand Nahin tha ..... Sach Kahu
toh, Mujhe Rakhi bandhne Se Jyada uske baad milne waale
chocolate aur paise jyaada pasand the...

Subah subah uthkar taiyyar hokar Rakhi bandhne Walon Me Se
Mein nhi thi.... mein ye kuchh Logon Ki Tarah subah subah Rakhi
Nahin bandhti thi.... Meri Rakhi Humesha Shaam Tak talti
thi....isliye ki subah school hota tha aur jaldi nikalna prta tha isliye
samay hi nhi hota tha....

Aur mera bhai bhi kaunsa bohot utaawla rehta tha....

Mein use rakhi bandhne bulaate hi rehti aur wo 5 min ruk bolkr
...kabhi Sminute me aata hi nhi tha...

Fir jab wo aata aur Mein use raakhi bandhne waali hoti toh kehta-
"jaldi karo...mujhe aur bhi kaam hai."

Aur mein kehti-

"thik hai ...toh fir jaldi karo.... pehle paise nikaalo"

Wo kehta-

"pehle rakhi toh baandh."

Me kehti-

"pehle paise do kyuki pichli baar bhi kam diye the."

Wo kehta-

"toh fir mat baandh."

Aur mein bhi haa kehkar chup ho jaati
Baad me wo...chl chl naatak mat kr kehkr haath aage badhata aur
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mein bhi raakhi baandhkr ...mithaayi khilakar ...apna haath aage
badha deti.

Wo jaan bujhkar jeb me paise dhundne ki naatak krke kehta
"arch...paise toh nahi hai "

Mein fir unka purse maangti aur khud dhundne Igti aur kuch na
milne par muh fulakar baith jaati .....par bhaiyya chocolate humesha
dete the aur laast me paise bhi de hi dete the.

Humara rishta aisa hi tha.
Bohut pyaara tha ...lekin uske upar ladaiya bhi tamaam thi.

Wo meri cheezein bina puche le
toh mein uski shikayat kr deti

thi...

Wo meri chocolate khaa jaaya krta
tha toh mein uski koi jaruri cheez
chupa diya krti thi...

Kabhi t.v ki remote pr ladayi hoti
toh kabhi kisi khaane ki cheez
pr...

Kabhi maa ne use daata toh

mujhe maja aata aur agar kabhi
mujhe daat pare toh wo bhi hasi

se lot pot ho jaata...

Kabhi is baat pr ladaayi hoti thi

ki maa ne unki tarafdaari kyu ki
Aur kabhi toh bina wajah hi lad baith te.

Humara rishta itna filmy nhi tha

Wo mujhe roz bachane ke kashme nahi khata aur na mein uske liye
har wakt duaa nhi mangti.

Hum bas bhai behen the.

Kabhii bahut hasi majak krne waale,
Kabhi bahut pareshaan krne waale,
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Kabhi ek dusre ke sabse acche dost ,
Toh kabhi ek dusre ke jaani dushman.

Khair ye toh bachpan ki baat thi .
Fir saal bitte gaye aur hum bade hote gaye.

Rakhi pr milne waale paise toh badh gaye magar humaari baate kam
ho gayi.

Ab mein pehle jaise zid nhi krti thi aur wo bhi mujhe pehle jaisa
chirhaata nhi tha.

Pr fir bhi har saal rakhi aati thi aur mein humesha ki tarah use shaam
ko hi bandhti thi.

Kyuki kuch aadate na ...rishto se jyaada ziddi hoti hai.

Us saal bhi rakhi aayi.

Ghar me sab kuch waisa hi tha.

Mithaai aayi...rakhiyaa aayi...rishtedaar aaye ....

bas...

wo nhi aaya.....

Pehli baar mujhe kisiko bulaana nhi pada

Pehli baar kisine " bas 5 minute" nhi kaha

Pehli baar mujhe kisiki jeb me rakhe paiso ko maangne ki jarurat nhi
padi

Kyuki wo ab kisi kamre me nhi tha.

Meine us shaam apni rakhi nikaali.

Kuch der haath me pakde rakha.

Aur fir uski ek haste huye photo ke saamne wo rakhi rakh di...
Us tasveer me wo waise has raaha tha jaise bachpan me meri kisi
bewakufi pr hasta thaa...

Meine tasveer ko dekha aur dheere se kaha...

"is baar bach nhi paayega."

Aur fir khud ki hasne ki koshish ki.

Lekin meri jaise awaaz hi nhi nikli.

Usdin pehli baar samajh me aaya ki ...
mein bachpan me rakhi masti masti me nhi bandhti thi naa hi film ki

52



tarah "mera bhai mujhe protect krega " waali soch lekar bandhti
thi...

Mein rakhi isliye bandhti thi kyuki...

mujhe paise chahiye the.

mujhe chocolate chahiye thi.

mujhe usse ladna thaa.

Use pareshaan krna tha.

Aur shaayad yahi sab pyaar tha...bas tab uska naam nhi pata tha...

Agle saal fir rakhi aayi.
Fir uske agle saal bhi.

Meine rakhi bandhna bandh nhi kiya.

Bas uski tasveer me meri ek rakhi ke liye jagah banana shuru kiya.

In guzre saalo me meine bohot baar rakhi bandhi.

Bas fark itna hai-

Pehle mein uske haath pr rakhi bandhti thi.

Ab uske tasveer pr.

Aur har baar rakhi bandhkar uske chehre ko dekhti hu.

Fir aadat se haath aage badh jata -
" ab paise do."

Aur agle hi pal yaad aata-
Jisse paise maangne ki aadat thi
Wo ab bas tasveer me hi reh gaya hai.
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My Brother, My Strength

Ruksana Yasmin Laskar

A brother is more than family,
He’s a hand to hold when days are hard,
A quiet strength beside you,

A little piece of home in your heart.

We may fight, we may disagree,
And sometimes words may come between,

But underneath it all,

You’ll always be someone I need.

When the world feels cold and lonely,
Your presence makes it bright,
You are the one I can count on,

Through every wrong and right.

No matter where life takes us,
No matter how far we go,
You’ll always be my brother,

And I’ll always love you so.
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You’re not just my brother—
You’re a part of my heart,
A bond that time can never break,

Even when we’re far apart. @
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Ink Stained Hands

Sarthak Moga, 16, is a young poet and creative writer from
Aligarh, Uttar Pradesh, India. For him, poetry is more than
writing—it is a way of giving shape to emotions, memories,
questions, and thoughts that are often difficult to express
aloud.

Sarthak Moga

I wrote too much about you today,

My pen bled blue into my skin,

Now everyone asks what I've been doing,

And I just grin like it's some sin.

If they could read my fingers right,

They'd know you're written everywhere,

From the curve of my palm to the bend in my wrist,

You're the reason my hands feel bare.
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The Day Stars Hid

Sarthak Moga, 16, is a young poet and creative writer from
Aligarh, Uttar Pradesh, India. For him, poetry is more than
writing—it is a way of giving shape to emotions, memories,
questions, and thoughts that are often difficult to express
aloud.

Sarthak Moga

The stars, they blinked, and all went dark,
The moon forgot to rise on time,

I lit a candle in the park,

Pretending I could change the sky.

And you were there, your smile half-shown,
Like you'd just stolen all my air,

I asked you why the night had flown,

You shrugged, like you were never there.




Moment i missed....

S. mahalakshmi

I evade my acute imitation
Created by fairy hands of god
He destroy my childhood

He also carve my willingness
he express me like monster
He also treat me like angels
He rid me like assailant

He support me like friend

I hope he thinks about me
Like befriend of his half soul
I think about his mercy hands

To tie rakhi with bond of love
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Aaj kal

Divya malviya

Aajkal kuchh achcha nahin lagta kya hua Vada ab saccha nahin lagta
khamoshi mein ab shor sunai deta hai har chehra ab mujhe paraayaa
dikhai deta hai

Jis per kiya tha yakin Se jyada usne Toda Hai Dil ka har EK irada ab
bheed mein bhi khud Ko Akela paati hun tuti Hui ummidon ko
samet samet ke thak jaati hun

Vishwas ke naam se hi dar lagne
Laga Hai yah akelapan ab mere

andar Ghar karne Laga Hai
dimag ki uljhanon mein din nikal

jata Hai har gujarta lamha ek Naya
sawal aata Hai

Sab chal raha hai per main
atak Si Gai hun apni hi soch
ki galiyon mein bhatak Si
Gai hun Kya Karun kahan
jaaun kuchh samajh nahin
aata yah bharipan ab mujhse
Saha nahin jata

Ab Dil mein FIR Se vahi
sawal aata Hai kyon har bar
Mera Hi sukun jata hai use akele hone
ka dar hi nahin tha mere hone ya na hone ka use per Koi asar hi
nahin tha.

Ab mera dimag yahi sochta hai ki kya tum bhi vaise hi mujhe yad
karo Jaise main kar rahi hun ya FIR main khud ke ine sawalon mein
hi Mar rahi hun.
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Rakhi-The bond

I am Avni, a 13-year-old student of Class 8 from Dewas,
Madhya Pradesh. I love writing poems and expressing my
thoughts through creative words. I enjoy writing about family,
friendship, nature, and the beautiful moments of everyday life.
I believe that words can connect hearts and turn simple feelings
into unforgettable memories.

Avni Dhapkari

The sibling's bond never fade,
It is made .
We promise not our bond fade away,

It should become brighter every day.

With words true,
Together we grew.
Even I blamed you too,

I stood with you.

With sharing happiness, tears and fears,
Together we past years.
As we are clever,

Let our bond shine forever.
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The Rakhi We Thought We Could Tie
Next Year

Kanak is a young writer who finds stories in ordinary moments
and emotions often left unspoken. Her writing explores love,
relationships, memories, and the quiet feelings that stay with us
long after a moment has passed.

KANAK

Some things look so small
when they happen in our lives,
a thread around a wrist,

a sweet shared with a smile,

a festival spent together.

We think there will be another one.
Another Rakhi.

Another visit.

Another chance to sit together,
to laugh, to argue,

to make up again.

So sometimes, after a little fight,

the rakhi stays untied.
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Not because the love is gone,
but because the heart quietly says,

“We will do it next year.”

And then life moves on.

Days become months,

months become years,

and somewhere between distance,
responsibilities, and growing older,

that next year keeps getting postponed.

The bond remains.
The memories remain.

The love remains.

Only that moment doesn't.

The same hands that once tied the thread
may grow older.

The same laughter may become a memory.
The same childhood days

may never return in the same way.
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A fight can end.

Anger can fade.

Pride can disappear.

But time does not come back

to give us the moment we missed.

That is the quiet sadness of growing up—
we keep believing tomorrow is promised,
while life keeps reminding us

that it is not.

So tie the thread.
Make the call.
Say the words.
Share the sweet.

Forgive a little sooner.

Don't leave love waiting

for a better day.

Because Rakhi will return next year,

but the people, the age,
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the moment, and the feeling

may never be exactly the same.

And sometimes,

the hardest words are not
“Goodbye.”

They are simply

“We'll do it next year.”
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"The Last Inheritance

Ambika Raj is a young Indian author and writing prodigy born
on July 6, 2011, in Muzaffarpur, Bihar, who gained national
recognition for her prolific creative talent at an early age.

Ambika Raj

When tomorrow knocks upon our door,
What shall we leave upon its floor?
A sky stitched tight with threads of smoke,

Or forests singing through the oak?

Will children learn the wind by name,
Or only through a history's flame?
Will oceans whisper songs of blue,

Or mourn the dreams we never knew?

We build our towers, proud and high,
Yet fail to see the silent sky.
We measure wealth in steel and gold,

While hearts grow lonely, tired, and cold.

A hand that heals is stronger still
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Than armies marching by their will.
A word of truth, a seed of grace,

Can light the darkest human place.

Humanity is not our blood,
Nor flags that rise through dust and mud.
It lives where strangers choose to care,

Where hope is shared and justice fair.

The future is no distant land;
It blooms within each present hand.
Every choice, both small and slight,

Paints tomorrow's morning light.

So let us write with kinder hands,
Not only laws, but loving lands.
For history does not ask our name—

It asks whether we guarded the flame.

And if one day the stars inquire,
""What kept your fragile world alive?""

May Earth, with quiet, grateful breath,
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Reply—

""We chose humanity over ourselves.

"nn
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Raksha bandhan: A thread of love

Basiewdorbiang sangriang

Raksha bandhan is a day of love,
A precious blessings from above.
A sister ties a secred thread,

With beautiful wishes softly said.

A brother smile and make a vow,
To care for her from then till now.

The rakhi may be small and bright,

But fill the heart with warmth and bright.

Thought life may take them far apart,
No distance can divide the heart.
The memories they made long ago,

Keep their special bond alive and glow.
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Raksha bandhan teaches us to care,
To share our joy and always be there.

It is not gifts that make love grand,

But holding someone's heart and hand.

May every brother and sister stay,
Unite in love both night and day.
May happiness fill their heart anew,
And may the bond forever stay true.

HAPPY RAKSHA BANDHAN.....
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Jaganath puri

Pink petals open wide,Smiling at the sky,Sitting on a muddy
pond,As the clouds float by.Deep down in the sticky mud,Its
roots are hiding low,But up above the water line,The beautiful
colors glow.It does not mind the dirty water,It stays so clean
and bright,A lovely star upon the lake,Shining in the light.

the.novel.aesthetic_

The story of Lord Jagannath of Puri is a rich blend of tribal heritage,
myth, and devotion. It tells how a secret blue stone deity worshipped
in the woods became the famous wooden lord of the universe with
large round eyes and no hands. From Nila Madhava to the Wooden
Lord The Secret God: Long ago, a tribal chief named Viswa

vadu secretly worshipped a sapphire-blue image called Nila
Madhava (the Blue Lord) deep in the forest. The Royal Search: King
Indradyumna sent a priest named Vidyapati to find this hidden deity.
Vidyapati tracked the location using mustard seeds, but by the time
the king arrived, the idol had vanished. The Divine Log: Distressed,
the king received a divine vision telling him to look for a sacred log
floating in the sea. The log was retrieved to carve the new images.
The Mysterious Sculpture 21-Day Rule: An old carpenter (who was
actually the divine architect Vishwakarma in disguise) appeared to
carve the idols. He locked himself in a room, setting a strict rule that
no one must open the door for 21 days. The Unfinished Form:
Worried when all sound stopped after 14 days, the queen opened the
door early. The sculptor vanished, leaving behind the striking,
incomplete forms of Jagannath, Balabhadra, and Subhadra without
conventional hands or feet. The Divine Message: A heavenly voice
assured the king that this form was real and intentional—
symbolizing that the Lord sees all with his large round eyes and
embraces humanity without needing physical limbs. If you'd like, I
can share more details about the Rath Yatra festival or the secret
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ritual of Nabakalevara where the wooden deities are
replaced.Instagram- The Temple Do you know how God Jagannath
came to Puri? Before the grand ... YouTube-Pause with Dharma9 :06
The True Origin of Lord Jagannath | Explained Like Never Before #
...ISKCON Mayapur The Story Behind Lord Jagannath's Form -
ISKCON Mayapur The Story Behind Lord Jagannath's Form. The
Puranas explain why the Supreme Lord, Sri Krishna appears in Puri
Dham as Dharu-brahma. King Indradyumna once foundPrinjalLord
Jagannath: Story, History, Significance & More - Prinjal JewelsLord
Jagannath: Story, History, Significance & More * Have you ever
wondered why Lord Jagannath has such a unique appearance? Why
are his eyes so big, ansvastika.inLord Jagannath Rath Yatra Story:
The Real Origin - SvastikaThe king who wanted to see God with his
own eyes. The oldest full account of Puri is a long section of the
Skanda Purana called the Purushottama ¢ Kshetra
Mahatmy...
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My Dear Sister

A. S. Vale is a young writer who finds inspiration in
relationships, emotions, and the quiet moments that often go
unnoticed. His writing is an attempt to give words to the
feelings that are difficult to say aloud.

A.S .Vale

You are the sunrise that found my dampened world

and taught it how to hold the light.

Not quite as bright as the sun-
perhaps brighter in ways the sun could never be-
but never enough to burn my eyes,

only enough to make me wish for tomorrow.

To me, you were never just my sister.
You were my guiding light,

my companion,

my best friend,

my mentor,
my measure-
and somehow,

my everything.




But sisters aren't made only of light, are they?

We were still two children keeping score
over things too small to remember,
each certain the other got more,

certain the other got away with more.

You always knew which words would find me
and used them like a key.
I knew exactly which silence would find you

and used it like a door.

Many evenings we sat together in the same room
saying nothing to each other at all,

and yet somehow that felt the closest we ever were.

You were the person I wanted to beat the most,

and yet the person I wanted beside me when I finally won-
just as I wanted to be beside you when you won.

Then we grew, the way children always grow

when no one is looking,

unaware that it was even happening-
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and I realized I wouldn't always be beside you.

Not because anything broke,
but because life doesn't ask for permission
before it starts pulling people

in different directions.

I always used to think you were the sunrise

because you found me in the dark.

Now I think the sunrise was never the point.
You were always teaching me, the whole time,
how to find my own light-

so that whenever you were gone,

I wouldn't be standing in the dark again.

It wasn't the big moments that taught me who you were.
It was you, again and again,

in the small ones-

until I learned to read you

the way you'd once read me.

That was the language you gave me
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without ever naming it.

You taught me how to walk toward tomorrow.

So wherever tomorrow takes you,
whatever road you choose,
when you look beside you-

I hope you find me there.
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A Bond Beyond Verses

Atharv Saxena is a 20-year old amateur poet, pursuing his
passion for poetry since grade 10. He has participated in
numerous national level poetry contests including S7 poetry
Price and Mastculture poetry competition where he
was placed among the Top 250 candidates out of 43,000+
participants across India.

Atharv Saxena

How can I express a feeling,
too loud to express.

Kept in my heart,

not enough that my words can

express that love out of the thought cloud.

Seeing the hand,

from wrist to the elbow surrounded,
by a bouquet of rakhis,

all different,

distinguished and aligned.

Every piece,

curated and designed just for me.




It's difficult even,
just to think,

how the rakhi shines.
It lies on my hand

as gracefully as little red vines.

No words, no verses
would ever be enough
to express the bond of ever lasting

long living love.
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Transmigration Into Animal

Author has past awards and recognitions as Writer, Columnist,
Poet and TV Panelist as well. Sarada Kar, an MA qualified and
an orator on Jagannath Culture.

Dr. Sarada Prasad Kar

Humans were once animals. We obediently follow the conclusions
of scientific studies and declare humans as ex-monkeys. Ancient
Assyria-Babylonia and today's Egypt, where half human and half
animal lived in dense forests, are still in an inchoate state. The idea
of "Wemic", half lion and half human has root to Greek mythology.
may be the incarnation of Vishnu's Narasimha avatar according to
Indian mythology. Rig Veda verse chants- “Surya Pashurasit, Soma
Pashurasit, Indra Pashurasit, Pashobo Deva”. Sun, Moon, Indra and
other gods and demi gods were once animals, and the idea of
animals becoming gods is beyond the imagination of the common
men. The Nandi bull lying in front of the Shiva temple is in the real
story a 'zoo-anthropomorphic' or 'humanoid' form or a human-like
body.

The fourth incarnation of Vishnu,
Narasimha, was born as an
alternative to cleave the demon
Hiranyakashipu had lion-like
hands, feet, face and the rest of
the body was human. Similarly,
the “Meena incarnation”was
taken to rescue the “Chaturvedas”
captured by Sankhasura, a demon
in conch shape and the furious
Hiranaksha's death was possible

by assuming the form of a fierce wild Boar. The monkey Hanuman,
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the eleventh form of Shiva and in the forest, Bali, Sugriva, Angada,
Nala, Nila were born in the great ape lineage and Brahma putra
Jambavan born with the body of a bear. Rishi Bhringi (bumblebee)
became a human skeleton getting cursed by Parvati. It's believed,
many of the Shiva devotees who are responsible in Shivpur take the
form of animals, birds, insects or ghosts.

The horse-faced Hindu god Hayagriva is considered as an
incarnation of Vishnu like the Markat Mukh Swayambhunath temple
in Kathmandu. During 'Kukur Tihar' celebration in Nepal, dogs are
worshipped with offerings along with 'tilak' on their foreheads. Like
India and Nepal the ancient Greeks, Egyptians and Zoroastrians also
worshipped cows. The Bible describes sheep as the holy spirit. The
face of the god 'Sphinx' worshipped in the Karnak temple in Egypt
is like a sheep. There is a '"Maha Zataka' mention that Siddhartha
Gautama entered his mother's womb as a white elephant. Ancient
Roman beliefs say, the goddess "Luperca’ is a form of a female wolf.
Evidence is that Native Americans worshiped wolves and hawks.
Garuda, the vehicle of Vishnu has the face of a bird, large wings,
bird claws and human-like limbs.

Whether through curses or blessings, even gods have become
associated with animals. According to the Smriti Shastra- "the sage
Kesha was born from the owl, the sage Kapila was born from the
cow Kapila, the sage Teetiri was born from the bird Teetiri and the
sage Achal was born from the hand of a deer." The eternal sleep of
Vishnu is on the last serpent, the serpent Lord, the king of the
underworld, Vasuki. Therefore, it is not permissible to see the God
and demi-gods in the form of human only, they can be seen in the
animal body also. Mahabharata excerpt - Yudhishthira was led
through the way to heaven by Yama, Yamaraj had an animal body of
a black dog. Maharishi Rusyashringa was born to a deer. It
articulates, even an animal womb can give birth to a goddess or a
human being.

Kakmukha Mahakaala, In Bhutanese, "Jarang Danchen" is the chief
guardian deity of the land. In Shinto, "Chinjuga" is a "kami" or chief
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protector, just as in Hinduism, the Kshetrapala is a guardian deity of
a specific place in various settings. Damra Kua(raven) on the royal
crown is the national symbol of Bhutan, is considered sacred,
powerful, and the protector of the dynasty. Bhutan is called the
"Land of Thunder Dragons" or "Drak" in the native language.
According to the story of the South-East Australian aboriginal
people '"Yul', half emu bird and half human was once descended
from the sky and gave the inhabitants of this place land and a code
of law. As big as the sky, with two arms wide and eyes sparkling
white, the imagination of such a god is the imagination of man and
animal.

The mind entered the consciousness of the swan. Later, the swan
became the vehicle of Goddess Saraswati. In a fierce battle, Ganesh
defeated Gazmukha which later ran away in the form of a mouse.
Ganesha beat him and asked for forgiveness. In another story, the
mouse described in the Puranas is none other than Yamaraj. There
was no bitterness in relationship between the master and the beast,
between gods and animals. Mahavishnu had to fight for thousands
of years in the form of Varaha, in wild boar form to lift the earth
with his teeth.

The Greek word "Paan" meaning "all" and "theas" meaning "God".
Come together they form 'Paantheas’, which is in a simple language
mean all gods and goddesses. The inhabitants of the south-eastern
coast of the Mediterranean Sea worshipped about ten gods with
animal bodies. While the inhabitants of Egypt worship the sky god
'Horus' in the form of a falcon, the goddess 'Sekhmet' with the face
of a lion is worshipped as the master in battlefield. In Hindu belief,
Maheshwar as the Lord of the Beasts, is said "Pashunam Pati'. From
the footprints left on the sand during death rituals, it is determined
whether a person has a rebirth as an animal or human. If our age old
scriptures are the mouth piece of our great seers then we humans
have to believe metamorphosis into animals one day at a higher
level of intellectual attainment.
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Afterlight

Nicolette Makanaka, who writes under the name Nikkki, is a
young poet and storyteller whose work explores grief, love,
identity, freedom, and the quiet complexities of being human.
Through haunting imagery and raw emotion, she turns wounds
into words and invites readers to find pieces of themselves
within them.

Nicolette Makanaka (aka Nikkki)

I tied your name

into the loose threads of my pocket,
so every time I reached into it,

I would find your face

smiling back at me.

But it could never carry your light.

The tree we planted

towers over me now.

And yet...

Somewhere in the back of my mind,

it is still a sprout
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eavesdropping on our love.

Your laughter still echoes

with the waves of the sea.

The flowers in your hands

still try to catch up with your radiance,
and the sun itself

is in awe of your soul.

But it is night now.

The sky has witnessed

countless dawns and nights.

The tree reminisces our love

like a child remembers its childhood.

And the sea...

The sea is as quiet

as the day you left.

The flowers have wilted
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with our promises,

and the sun has worn through
many sunsets and sunrises,
but has admitted defeat,

for it will never again

witness such purity.

But then again,

neither will my eyes.

So I shut them closed,
hoping you'll blind me
with your light

in my dreams.
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THE SACRED TIE

Payal Chowdhury a Bengali girl from Belpahar, Odisha. Born
to an elite family of education and culture who had a hobby of
writing from the age of 10 and gradually it turned to passion.

Payal Chowdhury

Early morning, just getting down my cozy bed,
I found it was holiday,
Yes, it was Raksha Bandhan,

And I was wondering ahead.

Oh God! No shopping, no sweets,
When will I arrange things,
My brothers, cousins all will come to meet.

Yes, and what before that?

Yeah, visiting my elder most brother,
Baldev and Krishnadev,
Awaiting with their curious eyes,

As if Subhadra would tie the sacred thread .

I bought first two of the sacred thread,

Then brought some sweets,

84



To cherish my bond with them,
I offered my prayers,

With deep sincerity and lovely
greet.

They are my guide, my family,

More than ever, they are my
forever,

At times of crisis, they are
my best,

My bond with them will stay forever.
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THE THREAD WE TIED WITHOUT RAKHI

An deeply personal and emotionally intense story about a
brother and sister who found safety in each other when
childhood itself did not feel safe. Through pain, silence, and
memories they could never fully explain, their bond became a
quiet promise of protection in both directions.

Deepika Raut

A Raksha Bandhan Story About Two Children Who Became Each
Other’s Home

There are some bonds that are tied with a thread.

And then there are bonds that are forged in the places where
childhood was supposed to feel safe, but didn’t.

My brother and I grew up in the same house, under the same roof,
surrounded by the same people. Yet our childhood was nothing like
the childhood I saw in other families.

I have no memory of my mother holding me just because she
wanted to.

No memory of her playing with us, comforting us, or making us feel
that, no matter what happened in the world, we could always run
into our mother’s arms.

But I do remember my brother.

And perhaps that is why, when I think of the word home, I do not
remember a place.

I remember him.

He is thirteen years older than me.
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When I was still young enough to believe that older brothers were
supposed to know everything, he was still a child himself, trying to
understand a world he had no business having to understand so
early.

He should have been worrying about school, friends, games and
dreams.

Instead, he learned how to recognise fear in my eyes.

He learned when to stand between me and something that frightened
me.

He learned how to protect someone when nobody had taught him
how to protect himself.

And sometimes, I think that was the first kind of love I ever
understood.

Not the love people write about in fairy tales.
Not the perfect kind.

Just a boy quietly placing himself between his little sister and the
things that hurt her.

There were times when my parents\' anger turned towards me, and
my brother would step in.

He knew what might happen.

He knew he could get hurt too.

Still, he stood there.

And sometimes he was beaten for trying to protect me.
I was too young to understand the size of that sacrifice.

I only knew that whenever I was afraid, my brother was there.
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Years later, when I understood what it meant, a painful thought
stayed with me:

He was a child too.

Who protected him?

Who told him that he was allowed to be afraid?

Who held him when he was the one hurting?

Perhaps nobody did.

Perhaps that is why, as I grew older, something inside me changed.
I stopped being only the little sister he protected.

I became someone who wanted to protect him too.

I was never the kind of child who could quietly accept something I
believed was wrong. Even when the person standing in front of me
was someone I was supposed to obey simply because they were my
parent, [ would speak.

And whenever I saw my brother being hurt, something inside me
refused to stay silent.

So our roles slowly changed.

Sometimes he became my shield.

Sometimes I became his.

We never announced it.

We never made a promise with dramatic words.

There was no special moment when we looked at each other and
said, “I will always protect you.”

We simply did.

Again.
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And again.

And again.

Maybe that is what Raksha Bandhan means to me.

Not a thread.

Not a ritual.

Not a photograph of a sister tying rakhi on her brother\'s wrist.

For me, Raksha Bandhan is every moment my brother stood
between me and pain.

It is every moment I stood beside him when he was hurting.
It is every silent glance that said, “I understand.”

It is every time we survived something together and pretended we
were fine because perhaps that was the only way children like us
knew how to survive

People often imagine siblings fighting over toys, stealing food from
each other\'s plates, complaining to their parents, teasing each other
and then laughing five minutes later.

I used to watch those relationships and wonder what it would feel
like.

My brother and I barely fought.

Not because we were unusually mature.

Because childhood had taught us something different.

We knew what real fear felt like.

We knew that there were bigger things than fighting over toys.

We knew that when the world outside our room felt unsafe, we
needed to remain safe for each other.
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We didn\'t have the luxury of being careless with one another.
Perhaps that is why our bond became so quiet.

So deep that it never needed an audience.

There are things about our childhood I don\'t talk about.

Not because they didn\'t happen.

Because they did.

And because explaining them to someone who has never lived

through something similar can sometimes feel like trying to describe

a colour they have never seen.

People may say, “But your parents raised you. They educated you.

They provided for you. You should be grateful.”
And I am.

Gratitude and pain can exist in the same heart.
Love and hurt can live under the same roof.

You can acknowledge what someone gave you and still
acknowledge what they took away.

I don\'t hate my parents.

That may be the hardest thing for some people to understand.

Even after everything, I cannot bring myself to hate them.

And I don\'t want anyone else to hate them either.
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Because life is rarely made of simple villains and innocent heroes.

Sometimes people can be kind to strangers and cruel to the people
closest to them.

Sometimes someone can help the poor, love animals, maintain
relationships with relatives, and still fail to make their own children
feel emotionally safe.

Human beings can carry contradictions.

But my brother never made me question whether I deserved love.

That matters more than I can explain.

When the world made me wonder whether being myself was
something I should be ashamed of, he never asked me to become
smaller.

When I spoke against something I believed was wrong, he didn\'t
tell me that my voice was the problem.

When I was afraid, he didn\'t make me feel weak for being afraid.

And when I grew old enough to understand his own pain, [ wanted
him to know something too:

You don\'t always have to be strong for me.
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You can be tired.

You can be angry.

You can break.

You can need someone.

And if you ever do, I will be there.

Maybe that is the promise I want this Raksha Bandhan to carry.
Because people think brothers protect sisters.

But nobody tells you that sometimes a sister becomes the place
where her brother can finally put down his armour.

Nobody tells you that protection can travel in both directions.

Nobody tells you that a little sister can grow up and become the
person who protects the boy who once protected her.

My brother gave me pieces of childhood that nobody else could.
Not through toys.

Not through expensive gifts.

Through presence.

Through courage.

Through those moments when he chose me even when choosing me
meant getting hurt himself.

And I hope he knows that I remember.
I remember every time he stood in front of me.

I remember every time he silently carried his own fear so I could
feel a little less afraid.

I remember that he was a child too.
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And perhaps that is the one thing I wish I could change.
I wish someone had protected him the way he protected me.

I wish someone had told him that he didn\'t have to become a second
parent while he was still learning how to be a child.

I wish he had received the childhood he deserved.

But since I cannot rewrite those years, I can do something else.
I can make him a promise.

The same little girl he once protected has grown up.

And she is still here.

Still standing beside him.

Still choosing him.

Still ready to fight the battles he doesn\'t have the strength to fight
alone.

So, this Raksha Bandhan, when I tie a thread around his wrist, I
won\'t just be celebrating a tradition.

I will be honouring a lifetime.

A lifetime in which a brother became a shield before he was old
enough to understand what being a shield meant.

A lifetime in which a sister slowly learned that protecting someone
isn\'t always about standing in front of them.

Sometimes it is simply refusing to leave their side.

Our childhood may have given us wounds we will carry for the rest
of our lives.

But it also gave me something I will carry for the rest of mine:
him.
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And maybe that is the most beautiful thing about our story.
We didn\'t grow up knowing what a safe home felt like.

So we became one for each other.

We didn\'t always know how to ask for help.

So we learned to notice when the other needed it.

We didn\'t have the perfect childhood.

But somewhere between all the things that broke us, my brother and
I found a way to keep each other from breaking completely.

So if someone asks me what Raksha Bandhan means to me, I won\'t
show them a rakhi.

I\'ll show them my brother.

Because some promises are written in ink.
Some are spoken aloud.

And some are never spoken at all.

They are simply lived.

Ours was.

And it began long before a thread ever touched his wrist.
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Just a friendship

Liju Rathore
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Madhuri Sharma
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Urdu (Hindustani), Odia, Bengali, Assamese, Punjabi and
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