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The One Who Remembers

Diya Chatterjee is a poet who finds comfort in turning feelings into
words. Her writing explores philosophy, morality, mortality, and the
complexities of human nature, often through memories, relationships,
history, and the quiet moments that shape us. To her, poetry is less
about finding the right words and more about having the courage to
feel deeply.

Diya Chatterjee

If I ever lost my memory,

I would not go to my family.

I would not go to my friends.

I would not go to my lover.

I would go to my ex-best friend.

I don\'t think she could ever forget
What everything was like.

She would remember

How much we laughed together.

She would remember the memories
We once thought would last forever.
Perhaps those memories haunt her still,
Eating away at her

The way they sometimes eat away at me.
Yet I would go to her

If I ever lost my memories.




Because she watched me grow
Into the person I am today.

She saw the best in me

And the worst.

She knew my weaknesses

And witnessed my strength.

She knew versions of me

That no one else ever got to know.
Perhaps I—and the memories we made—
Will haunt her forever.

Perhaps they already do.

And perhaps,

Somewhere within me,

I want to haunt her too—

Not with bitterness,

Not with revenge,

But simply with the memory

Of who we once were.



THE RUINS OF US

Asiya Kamal

I sit with the ruins of what love once built,
Among ashes of warmth, my veins still wilt.
The ghosts of laughter haunt my skin,

Echoes of “us” still breathe within.

They call him cruel, they call him wrong,
But my heart hums his name in every song.
Those eyes... how could they lie to me?

They held whole galaxies I used to see.

The comfort, the calm, the sacred place,
His arms, my shelter, my saving grace.
It wasn’t illusion, nor fleeting air,

My home was him... my heart was there.

I pushed him away, not out of spite, % B
But love too fierce can burn too bright.
Now six long months have passed like years,

Each night baptized in unshed tears.



I saw his hand in another’s clasp,
My breath gave out... my soul unclasped.
That sight, a dagger dressed in grace,

My world collapsed without a trace.

Was it all a play, a fleeting art?
Was I never enough to keep his heart?
Unlovable... the word crawls slow,

Through veins that ache and still let go.

My mind says “heal,” my heart says “stay,”
In the ache of him, I lose my way.
For how do I bury what still breathes inside,

When even in peace, my pain won’t hide?

He was my dawn, he was my flame,
Now just a whisper that knows my name.
And I... a ruin, soft and scarred,

Still love him fierce, though loving’s hard.

But maybe someday, this heart will mend,
The ache will fade, the nights will end.

Till then I’11 sit... with what love became,



And whisper his name... without the blame.



Anatomy of an Unidentified Woman

Princes Rio R. Napolis is a BSED English student from the
Philippines. They are currently pursuing a degree in English
education while developing their work as an emerging writer. Outside
academics, they enjoy reading, writing, and exploring different forms
of storytelling

Rio Napolis

The coroner began the examination by assessing the body as a whole.

There were no obvious external injuries, no blood, no indication of blunt-
force or penetrating trauma. At first inspection, there was nothing
remarkable about the body except its unusual stillness.

He raised the lids, directed a light across the pupils, and
examined the fine vessels beneath the sclera. There was no
hemorrhage, no clouding, no visible damage. Only a slight,
habitual tension around the corners, as though even in
stillness they remained fixed on something farther ahead—
another figure already standing at the finish line, another
name printed higher on the list, another face receiving what
this one had not yet earned.

He moved to the ears. The canals were clear, the
membranes intact. Nothing obstructed them. Yet beneath
the cartilage lay the faintest residue of voices, preserved not
as sound but as pressure: one achievement held beside another, one name
placed beside another, every piece of praise carrying the quiet measurement

of what could have been greater.

The mouth showed no injury. The tongue was healthy, the throat
unobstructed. He found only the pale impressions of words repeatedly
pressed back before they could leave—the tongue bearing the shape of
restraint, the throat narrowed around everything that had been easier to
swallow than explain.



He examined the hands next. The joints were sound. The nails clean. Across
the palms ran shallow calluses, almost invisible, formed by years of holding
certificates, turning pages, signing forms, accepting awards, reaching for the
next thing before the last one had been allowed to mean anything.

The thoracic cavity revealed no structural defect. Beneath the sternum,
however, the heart sat surrounded by a dense accumulation of grief with
nowhere to travel. It had settled between the ribs instead, compacted by
years of being carried quietly.

Along the inner lining, he found something darker: a thin residue that had
hardened without decay, resentment preserved so carefully that it had
become indistinguishable from duty.

He examined the skin last.
Unbroken.
Immaculate.

Every imperfection had been concealed beneath layers of careful
maintenance, until perfection itself had become a kind of armor.

No weapon was recovered.
No single wound was found.
The body had simply become very good at surviving examination.

He searched the remaining records for a name, a distinguishing mark,
anything that might establish who had occupied the body.

Nothing remained.

By the end of the examination, even the body itself offered no certainty of
who it had once been.

CAUSE OF DEATH: UNDETERMINED.

IDENTITY: UNIDENTIFIABLE.



At That Party

Hiya Thanki

Your laughter lit the corner of my dim evening
doubt paused,
and in that pause,

my heart tip-toed towards yours.

We spin on borrowed light,
a song lengths me into memory,
now that melody returns

and my skin burns pink inside.

We no longer talk,
You no longer cross my streets
yet the moments cling

like dust on a keepsake.

You\'ll never be mine
but [\'ve kept you in my mind,
as though you were made

just to remind me

how wild something felt one night

13



**The Deepest Place**

**Nasir ** - is a contemporary poet dedicated to uncovering the
extraordinary in the quiet moments of existence. Through minimalist
yet deeply resonant verses, Nasir explores the landscapes of love,
loss, and inner sanctuary. When not writing, Nasir can be found
searching for the stories hidden in the silence.

Nasir

You are not a chapter
in the story of my life—
you are the silence

between every word.

1 could lose the world, —2
lose every dream,
lose even the person

I once thought I was—

but if your love remains,
something in me

will still be home.

You are not a part of my life;
you are the deepest place

from which my

14






THE STORY BETWEEN US

Ashwini ghonmode

Tera mera rishta jese barso purani kahani....
Tera mera rishta jese ganga sa behta pani....
Shuruvat kaha se kru milne se kru....

Ya mulakat se kru...

Tere mere bich ki ye chemistry...

Shabdo me kese baya kru...

Tumbhari vo mujhe apna banane ki koshishe...

Mujhe behad pasand aati he...

Rat bhar jagkar mujhse bate Krna....

Mujhe kuchh apna sa lagta he....

Kuchh to bich he hamare... T
|

Jo itni bato se bhi Mera dil nhi bharta....

Aaj bhi vo bate sunne ka dil karta he...:

Par tumhare pas vakt nhi rehta...

Kher masla vakt ka nhi dilchasbi ka he....

Ab tumbhara dil nhi karta bate karne ka...

Varna tum bahana na dete vakt na milne ka...

16



Pehle ka vakt bada hi pyara tha

Vakt par khana kha lena khubsurat sa message tha ...
AD vo message najane kyu nhi aate....

Din kam me chala jata he...

Aur rat intjaar me gujar jati he...

Ek hi fark he Aaj aur kal me...
Kal tak tum bat karne ka bahana dhundte the...

Aur aaj bat na karne ka bahana banate ho....

Teri meri bich ki kahani ab bas ek yad he...
Tum kisi aur ko vakt dete ho ye sachhai he....
Hamare bich ab bas antar reh gaya he...

Tum yad karna nhi chahte...

Aur me bhula nhi sakti...



The Chapter That Never Meant to Be

G. VARSHIKA

The chapter that never even started,
but ended soon?
Like lightning on a tree,

so fast, so dangerous ...

The day we saw each other,

the moment our eyes met,

everything disappeared for a minute ...
The sound of birds chirping,

the sound of dogs barking,

everything stopped ...

It was a beautiful story

that none of us knew ...

You came,
made me fall in love
when I said,

I would never love a person ...

18



You changed my thoughts,
but you still make me conused

with all these mixed feelings ...



The Story Between Us

Anupama Sham Budhrani is a profound and well-known poet and
author. She has completed her M.B.A and Post Graduation in
Computer Applications.

Anupama Sham Budhrani

I would love to grow old with you,

help you to do, a things few.

I Love you as much as I can,

i can always be your buddy, your true man.

I can sing songs for you,

make you your instant coffee brew.

I can give you things that are fresh and new,
never let you stand in a long queue.

1 can Make our lives comfortable,
keep our relationship stable.

I can always make my self available,
and Live this lovely life fable.

The story between us is so magical ,
It is amazing and romantic .

Iwish time could stop for us,

to celebrate our relationship buzz!

20



This is Us

My name is Pratiksha Bhatt. Weaving emotions and thoughts into
words is my passion. I write poems that resonate with readers easily.
If you find your story hidden in my loosely rhyming lines, I am close
to successful writing. When not writing, I am searching for travel
destinations and latest music releases with my two sons, Yatharth and
Vihan.

Pratiksha Bhatt

It felt like a cool breeze, calm and refreshing,

My world lit up with happiness and joy when I found you
Melting all things tense and tiring, your presence cheered me up,
And made me look for excuses to go close and surround you

Giving me true meaning of life, you showed how trivial things can bring
joy,
I felt a gush of pleasure, whenever [ was around you

We laughed, loved, lived together, discovering something new in each other,
I admit I liked everything about you

Your smile stole my heart every time I tried to make you laugh,
Left me grinning like a girl, while thinking about you

Times may have changed, but we remain the same, I admit [ won\'t be able
to live at all without you

21



THE ROOM THAT WASN\'T THERE

G. M. Hrushikesa Chaitanya was born on August 2 and is currently
studying in 11th grade. He discovered his passion for writing at the
age of 10 and has been creating original stories ever since. He enjoys
writing psychological thrillers, mystery, horror, suspense, and
emotional fiction, focusing on gripping plots and unexpected twists.
Along with writing, he loves reading books and exploring new story
ideas. As a young aspiring author, he dreams of publishing many
original works and inspiring readers through creativity, imagination,
and meaningful storytelling. He believes every great story begins with
a single idea.

G.M.Hrushikesa Chaitanya

When Maya woke up, the first thing she noticed was the silence. Not the
peaceful kind—the unnatural kind, the kind that made every small sound
feel like a warning. She was lying on a hotel bed she didn\'t remember
sleeping in. Her clothes were still on. Her shoes were beside the door. Her
phone was on the bedside table, fully charged. The last thing she
remembered was driving through heavy rain. After that, nothing.

Maya grabbed her phone and checked the time. 8:14 AM. There were
seventeen missed calls from an unknown number. Before she could call
back, someone knocked on the door.

Three slow knocks.
Maya froze.
“Housekeeping?”

No answer.

She opened the door. An elderly hotel
employee stood outside.

“Good morning, Ms. Rao. I hope you slept
well.”

22



Maya stared at him. “How do you know my name?”

He smiled as though the question was strange. “You checked in three days

2

ago.
Three days.
Maya felt her stomach tighten. “That’s impossible.”

The man looked at her for a moment. “You\'ve been asking that every
morning.”

Then he walked away.

Maya followed him to the reception desk. The receptionist pulled up her
booking. Room 308. Checked in three days ago. Paid in cash. Three nights.
Her signature was on the form.

Maya stared at it.

It was unmistakably her handwriting.

“I don\'t remember any of this.”

The receptionist lowered her voice. “You should go back upstairs.”
“Why?”

The receptionist glanced toward the corridor. “Because last night you asked
us not to let you leave.”

Maya\'s heart began pounding.
“Why would I say that?”
The receptionist didn\'t answer.

That afternoon, Maya searched her phone. There were hundreds of
photographs. Most were ordinary—roads, restaurants, random buildings.
Then she found something strange.

A photograph of the hotel corridor.
The picture had been taken from inside Room 308.

At the end of the corridor was a door marked 309.

23



Maya looked outside her room.

The corridor ended at a blank wall.

There was no Room 309.

She went downstairs.

“Where is 3097

The receptionist\'s face changed.

“There is no 309.”

“I have a photograph of it.”

The receptionist looked at the screen. Her hands began trembling.
“Delete that.”

“Why?”

“Please.”

Maya refused.

That night, at exactly 2:13 AM, she heard three knocks.
Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

She sat upright.

The sound had come from the wall beside her bed.
She pressed her ear against it.

A woman\'s voice whispered from the other side.
“Maya.”

She stepped backward.

The voice came again.

24



“Don\'t open the door.”

Maya grabbed her phone and turned on the flashlight. The wall looked
normal.

Then she noticed something.

A thin line.

A door outline hidden beneath layers of wallpaper.
Her breathing stopped.

She touched the handle.

It turned.

The door opened into a dark corridor.

At the end was Room 309.

Maya stepped inside.

The room was identical to hers. Same bed. Same curtains. Same lamp.
But the walls were covered with photographs.
Hundreds of them.

All of Maya.

Sleeping.

Eating.

Walking.

Crying.

Driving.

Some photographs showed moments from years ago. Others showed things
she had never seen before.

Then she found a photograph that made her blood run cold.

It showed Maya standing inside Room 309.

25



The date on the photograph was tomorrow.
She dropped it.

Behind her, the door slammed shut.

A man\'s voice came from the darkness.
“You finally remembered.”

Maya turned.

Nobody was there.

The lights flickered on.

A television switched itself on.

Security footage appeared.

Maya watched herself entering Room 309 three nights earlier. She was
crying. She was carrying a bloodstained suitcase.

On the recording, another woman followed her.

The woman looked exactly like Maya.

Maya stepped closer to the screen.

“No...”

The recording continued.

The second Maya turned toward the camera.

And whispered, “If she wakes up, she won\'t remember what she did.”
The screen went black.

Maya stumbled backward.

Then she noticed the suitcase sitting beneath the bed.

Her hands shook as she pulled it out.

Inside was a bloodstained dress, a broken watch, and a photograph of a

woman she didn\'t recognize.

26



On the back, someone had written:

SHE WAS THE FIRST ONE.

Suddenly, someone knocked on the door.
Three times.

Maya didn\'t move.

A voice whispered from the other side.
“Don\'t look down.”

Her heart stopped.

Those were the exact words she had heard in her dreams every night.
She slowly looked toward the floor.
There were wet footprints leading from the door to the bed.
But they weren\'t coming into the room.
They were coming out of the bed.

Maya pulled the bedsheet away.
Nothing.

Then her phone rang.

Unknown number.

She answered.

Her own voice spoke.

“Run.”

Maya backed toward the door.

“Who are you?”

A pause.

Then the voice answered, “I\'m the part of you that remembers.”

27



The call ended.

The lights went out.

When they came back on, Room 309 was gone.
Maya was standing in Room 308.

Morning sunlight filled the window.

The hotel manager entered with two police officers.
One officer looked at Maya carefully.

“Ms. Rao, we\'ve been looking for you.”

“For what?”

The officer held up a photograph.

It showed Maya standing beside a dead woman.
“You disappeared three days ago after the murder.”
Maya stared at the photograph.

“That isn\'t me.”

The officer turned it around.

On the back was Maya\'s handwriting.

I killed her. I just don\'t remember why.

Maya began shaking.

Then the hotel manager quietly said, “There is something you need to
understand.”

“What?”
He pointed toward the corridor.
“Room 308 doesn\'t exist either.”

Maya turned.

28



The corridor was empty.

No door.

No room.

No hotel.

Only a long white hallway stretching into darkness.
And at the far end stood another Maya.

Smiling.

Holding the bloodstained suitcase.

She whispered,

“Now you remember.”

29



Love in the Age of Climate Change

G.M.Hrushikesa Chaitanya

We learned to love beneath uncertain skies,
while summer lingered longer than before,
and every sunset carried different colors,

as if the world was changing at its core.

You held my hand beside the quiet river,
where plastic floated where the lilies grew,
and whispered, “If we want a future together,

we have to give the Earth one too.
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If You Said You Loved Me

I’m Abhishek Rauniyar, a student developer and writer exploring the
intersection of technology and creativity. While coding is my
technical pursuit, writing gives me a space to reflect, observe, and
turn thoughts and experiences into words. I’m currently pursuing my
studies while developing both my skills in coding and my voice as a
writer.

Abhishek Rauniyar

If you said you loved the moon,
I wouldn't swear to steal it.

I'd just make sure

you never had to look at it

without me beside you.

If you said you loved the sunset,
I wouldn't trap it in my hands.
I'd just make sure

you never had to watch it

fade alone.

If you said you loved the mountain,

[ wouldn't try to move it.

I'd just make sure

you always had somewhere
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to rest when the climb was heavy.

If you said you loved me,

I wouldn't answer with words.
I'd just stay

when everything else

feels heavy.

32



THE JOURNEY | NEVER PLANNED

Garima uikey

“Where I never planned to go became the place where I found the most
beautiful memories of my life.”

The Girl Who Had No Plan

There was a time when I had no idea what I wanted to do with my life. I
was a confused girl who had reached Class 12 without a clear career plan.
While everyone around me seemed to know what they wanted to become, |
was still trying to figure myself out.

Then one day, my elder brother suggested something.
“Why don't you try law?”

I thought about it. Law sounded different, challenging and interesting. I also
wanted a career where I could build my own identity. So, finally, I
decided—I would study law.

A Decision Called Law

I appeared for CUET and was allotted a college in Gwalior. Everyone was
happy, but for me, there was one big problem. Gwalior was far away from
my hometown.

I had never lived away from home before. My mother came with me to
leave me there. Everything felt unfamiliar—the language, the culture, the
city and, most importantly, the feeling of being alone.

It was my first college. And I had no friends.

For the first few days, I tried to adjust, but every evening I felt more
homesick. One day, my father called.

“Friends bane?”
[ quietly replied, “No, Papa.”

He simply said, “Koi baat nahi. Do-teen din mein ban jayenge.”
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I waited. Two days passed. Then three. But nothing changed. I was still
sitting alone.

My father understood what I couldn't explain properly. He supported my
decision and brought me back home.

At that time, I thought coming back meant I had failed. I didn't know that it
was actually the beginning of something much better.

The University I Never Knew About

After returning home, my admission was done at Mangalayatan University.
The funny thing was that I had never realised that such a large university
was so close to my hometown.

I had found a new beginning without
even looking for one.

And then came another completely
new experience—hostel life.

Mangalayatan Girls Hostel

My first day at the hostel was not
perfect. I was an introvert, I didn't
know anyone properly, and everything
felt new.

My roommates had completely
different personalities. Neha was short-
tempered, Chhavi was quiet and calm,
and I was the introvert who usually
preferred staying silent. Three different
personalities, one room.

Slowly, we became friends. The hostel
became a place filled with laughter,
late-night conversations, gossip, exam
preparation and countless memories.

But our hostel also had one mysterious story.

One day, a rumour started spreading throughout the hostel.
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“Hostel mein bhoot hai.”

Nobody knew whether it was true or simply a rumour. But everyone became
frightened. Some girls kept a picture of Hanuman Ji beside them, while
some recited Hanuman Chalisa before sleeping.

Then came one particular night. It was around three in the morning when
Bhoomi suddenly became frightened. After that night, every small sound
seemed suspicious. Footsteps in the corridor and moving windows were
enough to make everyone whisper, “Who is outside?”

Strangely, the same hostel that could become terrifying at 3 a.m. could
become the happiest place at midnight.

Whenever someone's birthday came, the fear disappeared. At exactly 12
o'clock, everyone gathered together. Cake, laughter, photographs and
excitement filled the hostel.

We were afraid together, and we celebrated together.
My College Journey

My hostel was around 10—12 kilometres away from the college. On my first
day, I was nervous and, of course, late. I entered the classroom quietly,
expecting to be scolded, but the teacher spoke to me kindly.

Because my admission had happened late, I didn't have all the notes. My
teachers understood my situation and asked other students to share their
notes with me. One of those students slowly became a friend.

I never had a huge friend circle, but I had a small group. And sometimes, a
few genuine people are enough.

My teachers also became an important part of my journey. Shreya Ma'am,
Vartika Ma'am, Pratishtha Ma'am, Aishwarya Sir and Pooja Ma'am each
made my college experience special in their own way.

From a Confused Girl to a Senior
Years passed without me noticing.

The girl who once couldn't make a single friend in Gwalior had now
become a senior at Mangalayatan University.
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The girl who had once been scared of leaving home had learned to live
away from it. The girl who couldn't make friends had found people she
could laugh with. The introvert who once struggled to speak had slowly
found her own voice.

Sometimes I think about that first college in Gwalior. What if I had stayed
there? What if my father hadn't brought me back?

Maybe my life would have been completely different.

I thought I was simply changing my college. I didn't know I was changing
my life.

Mangalayatan gave me more than a law degree. It gave me friendships,
teachers, confidence, laughter, hostel memories, scary stories, birthday
celebrations and countless moments that I will carry with me.

I came here as a confused girl who wasn't sure about her future. Today, I
may still not have every answer, but I know something for sure—I found a
place where I grew.

Perhaps that is what a journey is really about: not knowing exactly where
you are going, but discovering who you become along the way.

“I thought I was choosing a college. I didn't know I was choosing the
people, memories and version of myself that I would carry for life.”
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The Person | Am on Ordinary Tuesdays

Pihu Goyal is a young poet and writer who finds meaning in ordinary
moments, quiet thoughts, and the emotions that often go unnoticed.
Her writing explores growing up, identity, memories, change, and the
small experiences that shape who we become. She believes that even
the most ordinary days can hold stories worth telling. Through her
poetry, she hopes to create a space where readers can pause, feel, and
find pieces of themselves in her words.

Pihu Goyal

I am not sure
who I am

on important days.

Those versions of me

are easy to recognize.

The one who tries harder

before an exam.

The one who smiles wider

when something good happens.

The one who becomes quiet

when something hurts.
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But most of my life
doesn\'t happen

on important days.

It happens

on ordinary Tuesdays.

I wake up
after the alarm

has already gone off twice.

1 look at the clock
and calculate
how much time

I can still waste.

I leave something

unfinished on my desk.

I choose a song
I have heard

a hundred times.
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I complain about

something small.

I laugh at something

that probably

wasn\'t that funny.

I check my phone

without expecting

anything from it.

Someone asks,

“Are you ready?”

And I say,

“Almost.”

Even when I am not.

There are messages

[ answer immediately.
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Some I leave

for later.

Some I type

and delete.

Some [ forget about
until the day

has already moved on.

Nothing about me

looks particularly

interesting then.

I am not becoming

someone new.

I'am not leaving

someone behind.

I am not learning

some important lesson.

[ am just there—
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half awake,

slightly distracted,

thinking about things
I will probably

forget by tomorrow.

And maybe
that is the version
of me I understand

the least.

Because | have spent
so much time
trying to understand

who I am becoming

that I forget
there is a person
already living

in the middle of it.
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The one who likes
certain songs

for no important reason.

Who remembers

small details.

Who changes her mind.

Who laughs too loudly

sometimes.

Who gets tired.

Who makes plans

and forgets them.

Who wants to be alone
and then wonders

why nobody called.

Who doesn\'t always

know what she feels.
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Who is still figuring out
what she wants
without announcing it

to anyone.

Maybe she doesn\'t need

to become anything

right now.

Maybe she doesn\'t need

a lesson.

Or a purpose.

Or a beautifully written

reason for existing

on every ordinary day.

Maybe a Tuesday

can simply be a Tuesday.

A morning.

A few unfinished things.
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A song.

A conversation.

A little laughter.

A little silence.

And me,

somewhere between

all of'it,

quietly becoming

without noticing.

Perhaps

I have been looking
for myself

in all the moments

that changed me.

When maybe
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1 should have looked
at the days

that didn\'t.

The ordinary ones.

The forgettable ones.

The Tuesdays
I never thought

1 would remember.

Because those days

were not empty.

They were my life too.

And maybe
the person I am

on ordinary Tuesdays

is the person
[ have been

becoming all along.
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The Difference Between Being Known and
Being Kept

Pihu Goyal is a young poet and writer who finds meaning in ordinary
moments, quiet thoughts, and the emotions that often go unnoticed.
Her writing explores growing up, identity, memories, change, and the
small experiences that shape who we become. She believes that even
the most ordinary days can hold stories worth telling. Through her
poetry, she hopes to create a space where readers can pause, feel, and
find pieces of themselves in her words.

Pihu Goyal

1 used to think
being known

was enough.

To have someone

remember my favourite things,
notice when my voice changed,
understand the silence

behind my “I’'m fine.”

I thought
being understood

meant being chosen.
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But knowing someone
and keeping someone

are different things.

You can know
the stories they never tell,
and still leave

when the story becomes difficult.

You can remember
every little thing about them
and still forget

to stay.

Maybe that is

the quietest kind of goodbye—

when someone knows you completely
but never learns

how to remain.

And maybe growing up

is learning this:

I don\'t need to be
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someone\'s favourite memory.

I need to be

someone\'s present.

Because eventually,
you stop begging
every closed door

to call itself home.

And you understand
that being known

is beautiful—

but being kept

is a choice.
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It is what it is.

Bhaswati Pal

It was a rollercoaster knowing you,

But it was wonderful loving you.

You wanted me first;

You said you looked forward to talking to me,

You said my presence made everything feel lighter,
You said I made you feel understood highly,

You said that everyday you were trying to get better,

Then why were you the one to leave first?

You made me believe that you loved me ardently-

Said you stopped poisoning your lungs

Just \'cause I had complained that the smell was suffocating,
As if I was the salvation to your misery;

Yet I am the one now cast to
damnation, grieving.

Or Do you too, feel the same
grief?

The first time you were on your
knee- asking,

The second time you were on your knees- begging.
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I warned you that I was a dog, starving and wounded-

Starving of affection,

Starving of devotion,

Starving of attention,

Starving of rapturous elation.

But that didn\'t seem to deter you, not at all,

You were rather confident in your enamour and stood tall

Pledging your allegiance to me, making me profoundly astounded.
And I loved how my name sounded from your lips-

As if you kissed each alphabet before they rolled out of your tongue;
So I lowered my defenses and let you in.

Took your hand and unmasked myself, leaving the masquerade with you,
As you showed up in my favourite colour-

Yet I\'m the one now left feeling blue.

Or Do you too, feel blue ?

What we had was an utopia,

A secret rendezvous-

And stolen glances across rooms.

A sacred sanctuary-

Only we had access to and no soul was aware
\'Cause it wasn\'t necessary.

A sweet bliss of our own-

Your hands under my clothes,
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And my lipstick smeared across your mouth like an oath.

But that utopia burned to the ground too soon.

You succumbed to the mightiness of your desolation,

And we had to pay the price

As running away from our sanctuary was your best solution,
Yet I clung onto you with my utmost desperation.

So you resorted to ruthless lies.

You made me believe that your love was just an act,

You made me believe that it was never genuine to begin with,
You made me believe that I was just a jester in your court,

You made me believe that it was all part of a pact.

Your words pierced through my skin like arrows poisoned,
And each arrow made me stumble backward,

Till I reached the edge of a Cliff-

The very same cliff I had crawled out of not too long ago.
I winced as I peeked into the familiar abyss-

I pleaded, not wanting to fall back into it,

But the words wouldn\'t leave my lips

And you couldn\'t know as your back was turned.

So what happened next was inevitable-

[ slipped off the cliff\'s edge

And fell into the depths,
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My bones shattered as I hit the bottom-
Blood pooled around my head and seeped into my eyes,
Until all I could see was red,

Until all I could feel was unfathomable rage.

Blinded by my rage and haunted by the memory of you mocking my
affection,

I unleashed my hounds at you to take action.

They barked and snarled at you-

While I was still laying in the pool of my own blood,

Barely breathing as the poisoned arrow had pierced through my lungs too.
My hounds continued barking and snarling at you.

Until evoked a memory of yours being bitten by a wolf.

The knowledge of which made me nauseous,

So I knocked at your door out of my conscience.

You did unlock your door, heard me out and pulled me in;

I resisted as I was still enraged,

I snapped and bared my teeth at you like a dog wounded-

But you didn\'t mind and wrapped bandages on my wounds instead.
Holding me close, you apologized for your sin,

And that was enough to soothe the burns on my skin.

I was cold to you initially,

But I warmed up to the rekindled flame eventually,
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As I'saw a friend in you

And we saw each other more often than we used to.
Sometimes,you made me laugh till I couldn\'t breathe,
Sometimes, we would bicker like kids,

It was so much fun to me-

And thus My wounds started to heal gradually.

But alas, our newfound connection didn\'t last long either.

The flames we had rekindled flared up, scorching us both.
Misunderstandings shaped by actions so inadvertent,

We both lost our tempers and refused to communicate.
Arguments once playful-

Turned vicious and spiteful.

Against me you committed atrocities unforeseen,
Burning in my ire, I too said hurtful things I didn\'t mean.

Thus burned the bridge between us and all I could do for you was loathe.

It has been a while since

I had to let go of you twice:

As a lover the first time,

As a friend the second.

So now I sit upon the debris of what could\'ve been.
[ sit with a hollow void in my chest,

Wondering if I\'m the only one feeling this way-
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Or Do you too, feel bereft?

What we had was fleeting,
But it left me reeling;
\'Cause it was a rollercoaster knowing you,

But it was wonderful loving you.
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DEATH’S EYES

Aliyah Jimba

It was all fine before the night
When I was a star, shinning bright
Then I went to sleep

It wasn’t a dream, It wasn’t a fright

The peace in the room became a despair
As palm came swirling through my hair
Hands gagged my mouth

I struggled but it remained there

I became a victim
Of fear, lust and hate
1 rose but it was too late

I had been raped!

For days my heart ached
I have been devoured, By the figures of the earth
A victim, of the shadows of the night

So which is right?

Justice accompanied by shame
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Or Suicide followed by pain?

My dressing was questioned

My character, Flawed

By Friends, By Family , By foes, By blood
I wanted comfort, I wanted justice!

But I got judged

And my brain questioned “What did I do wrong?”
I have been raped in this so called world

I am ashamed

But it was never the monster’s fault.

I am awake!

In the midst of the chaos, I heard a voice.
Reluctantly, I purchased a rope and made a choice.
As I ended it all, I hoped maybe

Just maybe [ wouldn’t be judged

From seeking attention

I found peace I never wished for
Not even in my wildest intentions
Then I saw the lust in Death’s eyes

I realised
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What We Never Named

Rishabh Srivastava

Kabhi hum dono ke beech koi vaada nahi tha,
phir bhi ek ajeeb sa bharosa tha jo aadha nahi tha.
Na roz milna zaroori tha, na har baat kehna zaroori,

bas ek doosre ko samajh lena hi lagta tha kaafi poori.

Humari kahani kisi ek din se shuru nahi hui,
na kisi ek pal mein apni poori baat kahi.

Woh dheere-dheere bani, jaise baarish se mitti ki
khushboo,

pehle kuch anjaan si, phir ban gayi roz ki aadat
khoobsurat si.

Kabhi humne ghanton baat ki, kabhi din bhar kuch kaha
nahi,

phir bhi ek doosre ki khamoshi kabhi ajnabi lagi nahi.

Kuch logon ko samajhne ke liye sawaalon ki zaroorat
hoti hai,

kuch rishton mein bas ek nazar hi poori baat keh deti hai.

Phir zindagi ne apne tareeke se humein badalna shuru kiya,
jo kal aasaan tha, aaj usne thoda mushkil hona chuna.

Naye log aaye, naye raaste mile, naye sapne saath chale,
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aur hum dono bhi dheere-dheere apne-apne tareekon se badle.

Kabhi meri baat tumhe samajh nahi aayi, kabhi tumhari main padh na saka,
kabhi saamne sab kuch tha, phir bhi asli matlab pakad na saka.
Kuch misunderstandings waqt ke saath khud hi sulajh gayi,

aur kuch baatein bina jawaab ke hi kahin chup ho gayi.

Humne ek doosre ko har waqt sahi samjha ho, aisa bhi nahi,
kabhi meri zid thi zyada, kabhi tumhari baat sahi.
Kabhi main apni duniya mein tha, kabhi tum apni raah mein,

par ek ajeeb sa dhaaga tha jo bana raha humein ek hi chaah mein.

Humne ek doosre se sirf achhe din share nahi kiye,
kabhi thakan ke pal, kabhi boring afternoons bhi jiye.
Kabhi bina reason ke hasi, kabhi bina reason ke silence,

aur inhi chhoti cheezon ne bana diya humara connection priceless.

Aaj jab peeche dekhta hoon toh lagta hai,
humari kahani mein koi ek hero tha hi nahi.
Na koi villain, na koi perfect ending, na koi fixed role,

bas do ordinary log the, aur unke beech kuch extraordinary moments ka
whole.

Kuch yaadein ab bhi bina permission ke laut aati hain,
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kisi random jagah, kisi gaane, kisi line se yaad dilaati hain.
Main unhe rokta nahi, bas thodi der rehne deta hoon,

phir unke saath ek chhoti si smile lekar aage badh leta hoon.

Kyunki har purani cheez ko wapas paana zaroori nahi hota,
kuch cheezon ka sirf yaad reh jaana hi kaafi hota.
Har insaan ko zindagi bhar saath chalna zaroori nahi,

kabhi-kabhi kuch log sirf raasta samajhne ke liye milte hain, manzil ke liye
nahi.

Hum dono ki kahani bhi shayad isi tarah likhi gayi,
kuch lines saaf thi, kuch jagah jaan-bujhkar khaali chhodi gayi.
Kuch pages par hasi thi, kuch par confusion ki lakeer,

kuch jagah hum bilkul paas the, kuch jagah the bahut door.

Aur agar kal koi mujhse pooche “Tum dono ke beech tha kya?”
main shayad muskura kar kahunga “Pata nahi, par kuch toh tha.”
Kyunki har connection ko ek naam dena zaroori nahi hota,

har kahani ka matlab sirf uska anjaam nahi hota.

Kuch kahaniyaan bas isliye khoobsurat hoti hain,
kyunki unmein har cheez explain nahi hoti.
Kuch baatein waqt ke saath samajh aati hain,

aur kuch baatein samajh aaye bina bhi
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dil mein apni jagah banaati hain.

Humari story bhi shayad wahi thi
na poori tarah kahi, na poori tarah chhupi hui,
na perfect, na completely broken,

bas apne waqt mein bilkul asli hui.

Aur shayad saalon baad bhi,

jab hum dono apni-apni zindagi mein kahin aur honge,
kisi ek purani yaad par ruk kar sochenge

“Woh waqt ajeeb tha,

par achha tha.”

Phir shayad hum dono aage badh jaayenge,
apni-apni duniya mein naye panne jod jaayenge.
Par ek chhota sa page kahin andar reh jaayega,

jahan likha hoga

“Kuch log saath nahi rehte,

phir bhi kahani se kabhi nikalte nahi;
kuch raaste alag ho jaate hain,

par un par chale kadam

kabhi bilkul mitaate nahi.”
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Story: Before We Become Strangers

Kanza Imran Mughal is an emerging Pakistani writer, researcher, and
literature enthusiast with an academic background in English
Literature. Her writing explores emotional complexity, identity,
trauma, relationships, silence, and the hidden struggles of human
experience. Drawing inspiration from psychoanalytic and feminist
perspectives, she is particularly interested in the ways individuals
navigate memory, loss, identity, and emotional resistance.

Kanza Imran Mughal

There are goodbyes that happen at railway stations, in crowded airports,
beneath the cold light of hospital corridors.

And then there are the quieter ones.

The kind that happen while two people are still sitting across from each
other, still smiling, still asking ordinary questions.

The kind no one recognizes until years later.

Elara learned this on an ordinary Tuesday in November.

Rain had been falling since morning, turning the city windows into blurred
paintings of silver and grey. She was sitting alone in the corner of a small
café, her hands wrapped around a cup of coffee she had forgotten to drink.
Across the street, people hurried beneath umbrellas.

A woman laughed as she ran through the rain.

A man stood outside a bookstore, trying to protect a paper bag beneath his
coat.

A little boy jumped into a puddle while his mother pretended to be angry.
Elara watched them without really seeing them.

She had always been good at watching.

It was speaking that had become difficult.

Her phone lay face down on the table.

She had received a message twenty minutes ago.

She had not opened it.

Not because she was afraid of what it said.

Because she already knew who had sent it.

Noabh.

After six years.

Six years, three months, and eleven days.

She knew the number because, sometimes, the heart keeps records the mind
pretends it has forgotten.

The message contained only seven words.
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Are you still afraid of goodbyes?

Elara read it again.

Then again.

Outside, the rain became heavier.

She finally turned her phone over and typed:

No.

She stared at the word.

It looked too small for six years of silence.

She deleted it.

Typed:

I don\'t think so.

Deleted that too.

Then, after a long pause, she wrote:

Why are you asking?

She pressed send before she could change her mind.

The reply came almost immediately.

Because I\'m leaving tomorrow.

Elara stopped breathing for a moment.

Not because Noah was leaving.

He had always been leaving.

Even when he stayed.

She remembered the first time she had met him.

It was in a library on a winter afternoon, when the heating had stopped
working and everyone was wearing coats indoors.

Noah had been sitting beside the window with a book open in front of him.
He wasn\'t reading.

He was writing something in the margins.

Elara had noticed because she hated people who wrote in books.
“You know that\'s not your book,” she had said.

He looked up.

There had been something strangely calm about his eyes.
“I know.”

“Then why are you writing in it?”

He closed the book.

“Because some things don\'t belong to the person who owns them.”
She had frowned.

“That makes absolutely no sense.”

He smiled.

“Maybe not yet.”

She should have walked away.

Instead, she sat down opposite him.

That was how it began.

Not with love.

Not with friendship.

Not even with a proper introduction.

Just a disagreement over a book.
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Years later, Elara would wonder whether every important relationship in our
lives begins that way—with something too ordinary to recognize its
importance.

They became friends slowly.

Then inseparable.

Noah knew that Elara counted the steps whenever she walked upstairs.
Elara knew that Noah touched his watch whenever he was nervous.

He knew she cried at old songs.

She knew he never finished the last page of a book if he loved it too much.
He knew she hated being asked if she was all right.

She knew he always said he was fine when he
wasn\'t.

They knew almost everything about each other.
Except the one thing that mattered.

What they were.

People asked.

They laughed.

Noah always said, “We\'re just friends.”

Elara always smiled and looked away.

She told herself she was comfortable with that
answer.

She wasn\'t.

But there were some lies we tell ourselves
because the truth asks too much of us.

Years passed in small moments.

Shared umbrellas.

Long walks.

Coffee after difficult days.

Birthday cakes bought at midnight.

Books exchanged without explanation.
Silences that never felt uncomfortable.

Once, when Elara was sick, Noah sat beside her bed for six hours
pretending to read.

“You don\'t have to stay,” she whispered.

“I know.”

“Then why are you here?”

He looked at her.

“Because you shouldn\'t have to be alone.”

She smiled.

Neither of them knew that one day those words would become the thing she
remembered most.

Then came the evening everything changed.

Noah had received an offer in another city.

It was supposed to be for one year.

They stood outside the same café where Elara was sitting now.

The evening was cold.
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Cars moved slowly through the wet streets.
Noabh held his train ticket between two fingers.
“One year isn\'t long,” he said.

Elara nodded.

“Of course not.”

“You\'ll visit.”

“Of course.”

“You\'ll call.”

“Obviously.”

He smiled.

She smiled back.

Neither of them said what they were actually thinking.
Don\'t go.

Ask me to stay.

Tell me I matter.

Tell me this means something.

The train arrived.

Noah hugged her.

She remembered how long he held her.

Long enough to become a confession.

Short enough to remain deniable.

Then he left.

A year became two.

Two became three.

Calls became messages.

Messages became occasional birthdays.
Birthdays became silence.

And somewhere between one unanswered message and another, they
became strangers.

Or so Elara had convinced herself.

Her phone vibrated again.

Another message.

I found something that belongs to you.

Then another.

Can I see you tonight?

Elara looked through the café window.

The rain had stopped.

For the first time that evening, the city looked clear.
She picked up her coat.

And for reasons she could not explain, she whispered to herself:
“Before we become strangers again.”

Then she walked out into the cold.

Noah was waiting outside the bookstore.

For a moment, Elara didn\'t recognize him.

Not because he had changed dramatically.
Because memory had preserved him differently.
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Her mind had kept the younger version—the man with untidy hair, worn
sneakers, and a habit of smiling whenever he was trying not to say
something.

The man standing before her wore a dark coat.

His hair was shorter.

There were faint lines beside his eyes.

But his hands were the same.

Especially the left one.

He still touched his watch when he was nervous.
Elara almost smiled.

“You still do that.”

His hand immediately dropped.

“Do what?”

“Touch your watch.”

He looked at it.

Then back at her.

“Some things don\'t change.”

She wanted to say that she knew.

Instead, she asked, “Why did you call me?”

He looked at the bookstore behind him.

“Because I found something.”

“You said that.”

“I know.”

He reached into his coat.

For a moment, Elara thought he was going to take out a letter.
Instead, he held up a book.

Her heart stopped.

It was old.

The corners were worn.

The cover had faded.

But she knew it.

She knew every scratch on it.

The library book.

The one from the day they met.

She stared at it.

“I thought it was lost.”

“So did 1I.”

“How did you get it?”

Noah smiled faintly.

“That\'s the strange part.”

He opened it.

The margins were still filled with his handwriting.
But beside his old notes were Elara\'s.

She remembered.

After they became friends, she had borrowed the book from him.
She had written a reply beside one of his arguments.
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Then he had written another.

And she had answered again.

Over time, the margins had become a private conversation.
A conversation neither of them had ever had aloud.
Elara ran her fingers over the pages.

“You kept it.”

“I tried not to.”

She looked up.

“What does that mean?”

Noah was quiet.

Then he said, “I left it behind when I moved.”
“And?”

“I found it last week.”

“Where?”

“In my mother\'s house.”

Something shifted inside her.

“You went back?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

He looked away.

“My mother died three months ago.”

The world became very quiet.

Elara\'s fingers tightened around the book.
“Noah...”

“It\'s all right.”

“It isn\'t.”

He smiled sadly.

“I know.”

She didn\'t know what to say.

There were condolences that belonged to strangers.
There were others that felt inadequate between people who had once known
each other\'s entire lives.

So she did the only thing that seemed honest.

She stepped closer.

And hugged him.

Noah froze.

Then slowly, carefully, his arms came around her.
For six years, Elara had imagined what it would feel like to hold him again.
She had imagined anger.

Relief.

Longing.

Perhaps tears.

She had not imagined how familiar it would feel.
As if six years were not years at all.

As if they had simply misplaced an afternoon.
They went inside the bookstore.

68



It was almost empty.

Noah ordered coffee.

Elara ordered tea.

He remembered.

“You still don\'t drink coffee when you\'re upset.”

She looked at him.

“You remember that?”

“I remember everything.”

The words frightened her.

“Then why did you disappear?”

He looked down.

There it was.

The question she had carried for six years.

The question that had grown heavier with every year.

Noah didn\'t answer immediately.

Instead, he opened the book.

Between two pages was a folded piece of paper.

He placed it on the table.

Elara looked at it.

“What is that?”

“I wrote it the night before I left.”

She unfolded it.

The handwriting was younger.

Less careful.

There were only a few lines.

Elara,

If I tell you I love you, you\'ll ask me to stay.

If I ask you to wait, I\'ll be asking you to put your life on hold.
So I\'m leaving without saying either.

Maybe one day you\'ll understand.

Maybe one day I\'ll be brave enough to tell you the truth.
Her vision blurred.

She read it again.

Then looked at him.

“You loved me?”

Noah gave a quiet laugh.

“I thought that was obvious.”

“No.”

“It wasn\'t?”

“Noah, you spent six years making me believe I imagined everything.”
His expression changed.

“I never wanted that.”

“Then why didn\'t you tell me?”

He leaned back.

“Because my father had debts. My mother was ill. My younger sister was
still studying. That job was the first real chance I had to change everything.”
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“You could have told me.”

“I could have.”

“Why didn\'t you?”

“Because I was afraid.”

“Of what?”

He looked directly at her.

“Of needing you.”

The answer was so simple that it hurt.

“I thought if I let myself love you properly, leaving would become
impossible.”

Elara swallowed.

“So you chose to leave.”

“Yes.”

“And then you stopped calling.”

His eyes lowered.

“I called.”

“What?”

“I called you many times.”

“I never received them.”

“I know.”

She stared at him.

“What do you mean, you know?”

“I spoke to your brother once.”

Elara\'s face changed.

“My brother?”

“He told me you were getting married.”

The words hung between them.

“I was never getting married.”

Noah looked stunned.

“He told me you were engaged.”

“I wasn\'t.”

“Then why would he say that?”

“I don\'t know.”

Elara\'s mind raced.

Then she remembered.

Years ago, after Noah had left, her family had begun talking about marriage.
She had told her brother that she wasn\'t ready.
Perhaps he had misunderstood.

Perhaps he had wanted Noah to stay away.
Perhaps there had been a thousand small assumptions, each one harmless on
its own, that together had built six years of silence.
Elara closed her eyes.

“We both thought the other person had moved on.”
Noah nodded.

“Apparently.”

She laughed.
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It wasn\'t a happy laugh.

It was the kind that comes when the truth is so absurd it becomes painful.
“Six years.”

“I know.”

“All because neither of us asked.”

“I know.”

She looked at him.

“That\'s cruel.”

“What is?”

“That we were brave enough to love each other but not brave enough to
ask.”

Noah smiled sadly.

“Maybe that\'s what growing up is.”

“No.”

She shook her head.

“Growing up should teach us to ask.”

They stayed at the bookstore until closing.

They talked about everything they had missed.
Noabh told her about the city he had moved to.

The work.

The loneliness.

His mother\'s illness.

The years of sending messages he eventually stopped sending.
Elara told him about her writing.

The small apartment she had rented.

The books she had collected.

The evenings she had spent wondering whether some people were meant to
remain unfinished chapters.

Neither asked the question they were both thinking.
What now?

Eventually, Noah stood.

“I have to go.”

Elara\'s chest tightened.

“Tomorrow?”

He nodded.

“Where?”

“Another country.”

She looked at him.

“How long?”

“I don\'t know.”

She laughed softly.

“Of course.”

He smiled.

“I didn\'t come back to ask you to wait.”

“Good.”
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“I came back because I didn\'t want to leave again without telling you the
truth.”

Elara looked at the book.

“And now you\'ve told me.”

“Yes.”

“So that\'s it?”

“No.”

The answer came quickly.

“No?”

“I don\'t know what happens next.”

She nodded.

For once, uncertainty didn\'t frighten her.

“Neither do 1.”

They walked outside.

The streets were almost empty.

The rain had stopped completely.

Noah looked at her.

“Do you remember what you said the first day we met?”

“That you were destroying a library book?”

He laughed.

“No. After that.”

She thought.

“I said you made no sense.”
“You did.”

“And you said, ‘Maybe not yet.
He smiled.

“Exactly.”

Elara looked at the old book in her hands.

“Maybe I understand now.”

“What?”

“Some things don\'t belong to the person who owns them.”
He waited.

She continued.

“Some things belong to the people who change them.”
Noah looked at her for a long moment.

Then he nodded.

“Maybe.”

The next morning, Elara went to the railway station.
She didn\'t know why.

Perhaps she had spent six years regretting one goodbye.
She wasn\'t going to repeat it.

Noah was standing near the platform.

When he saw her, surprise crossed his face.

“You came.”

“Yes.”

He smiled.

29
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“Why?”

She handed him the old book.

“You forgot something.”

He took it.

“No. This belongs to you.”

“Maybe.”

He looked at her.

Then she said the words she should have said six years ago.
“I don\'t want you to stay because you\'re afraid of leaving.”
He was silent.

“And I don\'t want you to leave because you\'re afraid of needing me.”
His eyes softened.

“What do you want?”

Elara breathed deeply.

“I want the truth.”

“You have it.”

“No.”

She smiled.

“I want the truth from now on.”

The train announcement echoed across the platform.
Noah looked toward the tracks.

Then back at her.

“What if the distance is still too much?”

“Then we\'ll learn how to cross it.”

“What if we fail?”

“Then at least we\'ll fail knowing what we were trying to save.”
He smiled.

“You\'ve changed.”

“So have you.”

“Are you still afraid of goodbyes?”

Elara looked at him.

“Yes.”

He raised an eyebrow.

She smiled.

“But I\'m more afraid of the things we never say.”
For a moment, neither moved.

Then Noah stepped closer.

He touched her cheek.

“Can I kiss you?”

She smiled.

“You\'re asking now?”

“I learned.”

She nodded.

“Yes.”

Their kiss was quiet.

Not dramatic.
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Not the kind found in stories where everything suddenly becomes perfect.
It was simply a promise that neither of them would mistake silence for
certainty again.

When they pulled away, the train was waiting.
Noah took her hand.

“I\'ll call you.”

“Don\'t promise.”

“Why?”

“Just do it.”

He smiled.

“I\'ll do it.”

The conductor called for passengers.

Noah picked up his bag.

Then he stopped.

“Elara?”

“Yes?”

“If I come back...”

She smiled.

“Don\'t ask if I\'m still here.”

“What should I ask?”

She looked at him.

“Ask me where we\'re going.”

He smiled.

Then he boarded the train.

Elara stood on the platform until it disappeared.
She expected the old ache.

The terrible emptiness.

The feeling of something being taken away.

But it wasn\'t there.

For the first time, goodbye did not feel like an ending.
It felt like a sentence with another page waiting.

Three months later, Elara was sitting in the same café.
The same corner.

The same window.

A cup of coffee sat untouched before her.
Her phone vibrated.

She smiled before reading the message.

I found something else.

She typed:

What?

The reply came.

A reason to come home.

She stared at the screen.

Then another message appeared.
Actually, I think I found several.
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She laughed.

Outside, rain began to fall.

People hurried beneath umbrellas.

A woman ran across the street.

A man stood outside the bookstore.

A little boy jumped into a puddle while his mother pretended to be angry.
Elara watched them.

This time, she really saw them.

She understood something then.

Strangers are not always people who have never known us.

Sometimes strangers are the people who knew us once but were too afraid
to keep asking questions.

Sometimes love does not disappear.

It simply becomes buried beneath assumptions, silence, distance, and time.
And sometimes the smallest act of courage is not staying.

It is asking someone to stay in your life without asking them to stop living
their own.

Elara picked up her coffee.

Her phone vibrated again.

I\'ll be home Friday.

She smiled.

Then she typed:

I\'ll see you Friday.

She paused.

Deleted it.

Typed again.

I\'ll be there.

She pressed send.

Outside, the rain continued.

But she no longer thought of it as something that blurred the world.
Some things had to become unclear before they could finally be seen.
And some goodbyes were not meant to separate people.

They were meant to teach them how to return.

Before we become strangers.

Before silence becomes a language.

Before years become excuses.

Sometimes, all it takes is one person finally asking:

Are you still there?

And another person finally being brave enough to answer:

Yes.
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""The journey from love to poet""

Asia khatoon

This is the story of a girl named Naina.

Naina a simple girl, went with her father to the wedding of his friend's
daughter.

Where people from various religious backgrounds were present.

Naina's gaze fell upon a young man who was very handsome and a few
years older than her.

Naina falls in love with him at first sight.

She didn't know whether the boy was religious or not; she simply fell in
love with him. Even after returning from the party, she kept thinking about
that boy for years.

A long time passed, and that boy never crossed her path again.
She began to love that boy without ever meeting or speaking to him.

Naina passed her matriculation exam and was subsequently admitted to
Netaji Subhash University. Jamshedpur

"And one day, a major
change came into Naina's
life."

After finishing her classes,
she went to the university
campus to head back home.

And just then, Naina’s eyes
fell upon the boy she had
fallen in love with when she

saw him at the party.

She kept looking at him for a few minutes. Naina couldn't believe her luck.
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The next day, Naina found out about that boy's background.

And Naina found out that he was the son of her father's friend, and that the
boy had also been invited to that party.

Naina started contacting that boy without delay.

After being friends for a few days, Naina revealed her feelings to him.
The boy replied, "I value your love."

But that didn't mean he had started liking Naina.

That boy wanted to stay away from love,

romance, and emotional attachments.

And then, naina believing her love to be one-

sided, kept it confined within herself.

It was one-sided; it turned a girl into a poet.

And then, Naina wrote her first poem.

The other day, I ran into someone I had lost long ago. Fearing I might lose
them again, I poured out my heart to them. Their reply was, "I value your
love." After that, I never saw that person in my future again.

"Asia khatoon"

This is not the story it's my autobiography.
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O’my little things around me...

Shreyansh Rastogi is an aspiring author and poet... someone who
finds stories in emotions, imagination, and the quiet moments of
everyday life...

Shreyansh Rastogi

O\'my little bench beneath the tree,

you hold my weight and history.

I sit with ghosts you cannot see,

my hands are full of memory.

The night bends close, the stars look bright,

yet none of them can name my fight.

O\'my little sky of spinning blue,

you whirl like thoughts I once outgrew.
Each golden star reminds me of

the parts of me I lost to love.

You shine so loud, you shine so far,

yet never ask how broken hearts are.

O\'my little tree so tall and kind,

you listen better than my mind.

Your roots know loss, your branches too,

they’ve seen the seasons people move.
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If grief were leaves, I’d shed them slow,

the way you do when cold winds blow.

O\'my little phone held in my hand,
silent like things I never planned.

1 wait for words that will not come,
from names now fading, one by one.
You glow, but warmth is not the same

as hearing someone say my name.

O\'my little night, don’t rush away,
sit with me till the edge of day.

If sorrow needs a place to rest,

let it lie here on my chest.

I’ll stay awhile, I’ll breathe, I’1l see

that grief too wants some company.
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A while

Dipti sangra

It\'s been a while since I caught a sight of that flower, The one I used to
cherish the most.

It\'s petals had gone a little quiet, But I wish I had taken it as a sign That it
wasn\'t alright. Already fighting a battle That took place inside.

I remember your those days, When you used to smile and laugh. When You
looked like a blooming flower

But by the time I understood your silence, You had already withered
beneath the weight of those storms, all alone.
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The Vow of a Lifetime

Vheyy

It was a bright, sunny day.

Today was the day of Laurel and Jemmy’s wedding, a day they had been
waiting for for a very long time.

Laurel was a teacher at a nursery school. She loved working with young
children and was known for her kindness and patience. Jemmy, meanwhile,
was an electrical engineer who had built a wonderful career for himself.

After years of being together, the day they had dreamed of had finally
arrived. Their families and friends gathered to celebrate as Laurel and
Jemmy prepared to begin a new chapter of their lives together.

“You look so pretty, Laurel,” her best friend, Violet, said to her.

Laurel stood in front of the mirror, staring at her reflection. She could
hardly believe that it was finally happening. After all the waiting and
planning, she was only moments away from marrying the man she loved.

“Thank you, Violet,” Laurel replied with a nervous smile. “I can’t wait to be
his wife.”

She was nervous and excited at
the same time. Her palms were
sweaty, and her heart was beating
faster than usual, but she couldn’t
stop smiling.

One by one, some of her relatives
came into the room to see her
before the ceremony. They
complimented her over and over

again, telling her how beautiful
she looked in her wedding dress.
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Laurel smiled at each of them, but every passing minute made her more
nervous. Soon, she would walk down the aisle and see Jemmy waiting for
her at the altar.

A few minutes passed, and Laurel continued talking with her relatives while
waiting for the ceremony to begin while she’s at the white car. Suddenly,
Violet’s phone rang.

Violet answered the call in the corner. Laurel noticed the worried expression
that slowly appeared in her bestfriend’s face.

“What happened?” Laurel asked the second she came back to her.
Violet hesitated. “Laurel... They can’t find Jemmy.”

Laurel’s smile immediately vanished upon hearing those words.
“What do you mean they can’t find him?”

“He hasn’t arrived yet. They’ve been calling him, but he’s not answering his
phone.”

For a moment, Laurel said nothing. Her heart, which had been beating with
excitement just minutes ago, now pounded with fear.

“That can’t be right,” she whispered. “He told me he would be here early.”
She quickly reached for her phone and called Jemmy herself.

Once.

Twice.

Three times.

No answer.

The room suddenly felt too quiet.

Her relatives began exchanging worried looks, while Violet stayed beside
her.

“Laurel, maybe he’s just stuck somewhere,” Violet said, trying to reassure
her.
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But Laurel could feel tears forming in her eyes.
What if something had happened to him?
Or worse what if Jemmy had decided not to come?

Laurel continued staring at her phone, hoping that Jemmy would call her
back.

“Try calling him again,” she told Violet.
Violet nodded and dialed his number, but once again, no one answered.

By now, the ceremony was supposed to have started at this time. The guests
outside were becoming restless, whispering among themselves and
wondering why the groom had not arrived.

Then, someone suddenly knocked on the door.

Violet quickly opened it. Standing outside was Daniel, Jemmy’s best friend
and best man. He was breathing heavily, as if he have run for too long.

“Daniel!” Laurel immediately stood up. “Where is Jemmy?”
Daniel looked at Violet before turning back to Laurel.

“I went to his house,” he said. “His car wasn’t there, so I asked his neighbor
if they had seen him.”

“And?” she impatiently asked him.

“The neighbor said Jemmy left early this morning. But he was already
dressed for the wedding.”

She then felt confused.

“Then where is he?”

Daniel hesitated.

“I don’t know. But I found something else.”
Laurel’s heart began to pound.

“What?”
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“Someone saw his car on the side of the highway.”

Laurel froze.

“What happened to him?”

“I don’t know yet,” Daniel replied. “But I’'m going there now.”

“I’m coming with you,” Laurel said.

Violet stared at her. “Laurel, you’re still wearing your wedding dress.”

“I don’t care.”

Laurel lifted the bottom of her dress and headed toward the door.

At that moment, getting married was no longer the first thing on her mind.
She just needed to know that her beloved is safe and doing okay.

Daniel drove as quickly as he could while Laurel and Violet sat anxiously in
the back seat.

Laurel kept calling Jemmy, hoping that this time he would finally answer.
Still, there was nothing.

“Please be okay,” she whispered, holding her phone tightly.

After several minutes, Daniel slowed down.

“There,” he said, pointing ahead.

On the side of the road was Jemmy’s car.

“Jemmy!” Laurel cried.

Before Daniel could stop the car, Laurel opened the door in the front seat
and rushed toward Jemmy’s vehicle. While Violet quickly followed her.

The car was empty.
Laurel looked through the windows, but there was no sign of him.
“Jemmy!” she shouted.

No answer.
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Daniel walked around the car and noticed that one of the front tires was
completely flat.

“It looks like he had a flat tire,” Daniel said.

“Then where is he?” Laurel asked, her voice trembling.

Violet then suddenly noticed something on the ground near the car.
“Laurel... look.”

It was Jemmy’s phone, the screen was cracked.

Laurel picked it up with shaking hands.

“Why would he leave his phone here?”

Daniel looked farther down the road. “Maybe he was trying to look for
help.”

Then the three of them began walking along the roadside, calling Jemmy’s
name over and over again.

After a few minutes, Laurel suddenly heard someone shouting in the
distance.

“Hey!”

She stopped.

She knew that voice.

“Jemmy?”

“Laurel?!”

A man appeared farther down the road, running toward them.

It was Jemmy.

Laurel didn’t think twice. She lifted her wedding dress and ran toward him.
“Jemmy!”

When she finally reached him, she wrapped her arms around him tightly
like she was longing for him for so many years.
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“Where have you been?” she cried. “I thought something terrible happened
to you!”

“I’m sorry,” Jemmy said, trying to catch his breath. “My tire blew out, and
when I got out of the car, I dropped my phone. The screen broke, and 1
couldn’t call anyone. I walked to the nearest place I could find to ask for
help.”

Laurel pulled away and looked at him. His suit was dusty, his hair was
messy, and he looked nothing like the perfectly prepared groom she had
imagined seeing at the altar.

For a few seconds, she simply stared at him.

Then she started laughing through her tears.
Jemmy looked confused. “Why are you laughing?”
“You look terrible.”

Jemmy laughed too. “And you’re standing on the side of the road in a
wedding dress.”

Laurel looked down at her once-beautiful white dress. The bottom was now
covered in dirt.

“I guess neither of us looks ready for a wedding anymore.”
Jemmy gently took her hands.

“Laurel, I’ve been ready to marry you for years.”

Her smile slowly returned.

“Then what are we waiting for?” Jemmy smiled.

“Let's get married Laurel... I can’t wait to spend my life without you,”
Jemmy said.

When they finally arrived back at the church, Laurel looked through the car
window and saw their families and friends waiting outside. Some looked
worried, while others sighed with relief when they saw Laurel and Jemmy.

The moment the car stopped, Laurel’s mother hurried toward them.
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“Laurel! Jemmy! Thank goodness you’re both safe!” she cried.
“We’re okay, Mom,” Laurel said as she hugged her.

Jemmy stepped out of the car. His suit was dusty, his hair was messy, and he
looked nothing like the perfectly prepared groom he had hoped to be.

“I’m sorry for making everyone worry,” he said.
Daniel placed a hand on his shoulder. “You made it. That’s what matters.”

Violet looked at Laurel’s wedding dress. The bottom was covered in dirt
from the roadside.

“It isn’t ruined,” Violet said with a smile. “Now it just has a story.”
Laurel smiled.

Soon, everyone returned inside the church. Jemmy went ahead with Daniel
while Laurel stayed outside with Violet and her family.

Inside, Jemmy stood at the altar and looked toward the large church doors.
His heart was pounding.

Then the music began.

The doors slowly opened, and everyone stood.

There was Laurel.

The moment Jemmy saw her, he smiled.

Laurel looked down the aisle and saw the man she had feared she might not
see again that day. Tears filled her eyes, but she smiled and began walking
toward him.

When she finally reached the altar, Jemmy held out his hand.
“You made it,” Laurel whispered.
“So did you,” Jemmy replied.

The ceremony began. After the prayers and blessings, the officiant smiled at
the couple.
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“And now, Laurel and Jemmy will exchange their vows.”
Jemmy turned toward Laurel and held both of her hands.
“Jemmy, you may begin.”

Jemmy took a deep breath.

“Laurel, I’ve imagined this moment more times than I can count. I imagined
myself standing here, waiting for you to walk down the aisle. | imagined the
music, the flowers, our families, and the way you would look in your
wedding dress.”

He smiled.

“But I never imagined that I would arrive with a broken phone, a dusty suit,
and a flat tire.”

Everyone laughed softly.
Jemmy looked into Laurel’s eyes.

“But today made me realize something. None of those things matter. Our
wedding didn’t need to be perfect. All I needed was to stand here in front of
you and finally have the chance to call you my wife.”

Laurel smiled as tears formed in her eyes.

“You have been beside me through so many moments in my life. You
believed in me when I doubted myself. You celebrated with me when I
succeeded and stayed beside me when things became difficult.”

His voice softened.

“I love your kindness. I love how patient you are with the children you
teach. I love your smile, your laugh, and the way you care so deeply about
the people around you. But most of all, I love the person I have become
because you are part of my life.”

Jemmy squeezed her hands.

“So today, I promise to choose you every day. I will choose you when life is
beautiful and when life becomes difficult. I will stand beside you when we
agree and stay beside you when we don’t.”
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“I promise to listen to you, respect you, encourage your dreams, and remind
you of how strong you are whenever you forget.”

His eyes began to fill with tears.

“I cannot promise that our life will always be perfect. There will be
problems we cannot predict, plans that will change, and roads that will lead
us somewhere we never expected.”

He smiled.

“Today certainly proved that.”

Laurel laughed through her tears.

“But whatever happens, I promise you will never have to face it alone.”
Jemmy gently lifted her hand.

“I want to grow old with you. I want to wake up beside you on ordinary
mornings. [ want to celebrate our happiest moments and hold you through
our hardest ones. I want to build a home with you filled with laughter,
patience, understanding, and love.”

A tear rolled down his cheek.

“And if there ever comes a day when the road between us feels long, |
promise I will keep walking until I find my way back to you.”

Laurel wiped her tears.

“I loved you yesterday. I love you today. And for every tomorrow I am
lucky enough to have, I promise [ will love you then too.”

Jemmy smiled.

“You are my best friend, my greatest love, and from this day forward, my
family. I choose you, Laurel. Today, tomorrow, and for the rest of my life.”

The church became quiet.
The officiant turned toward Laurel.

“Laurel, you may now say your vows.”
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Laurel took a deep breath and looked at Jemmy.

“Jemmy, this morning I stood in front of a mirror wearing this dress,
thinking about how lucky I was. I was nervous and excited because, after
waiting for so long, I was finally going to become your wife.”

Her voice began to tremble.
“Then they told me they couldn’t find you.”
Jemmy’s expression softened.

“When you didn’t answer your phone, I was terrified. For those few
moments, the wedding didn’t matter anymore. The flowers didn’t matter.
My dress didn’t matter. I didn’t care about the ceremony or how many
people were waiting for us.”

Laurel squeezed his hands.
“I only wanted to know that you were safe.”
She smiled through her tears.

“And when I finally saw you running toward me on that road, I realized
something.”

She paused.

“I wasn’t running toward my wedding anymore.”
“I was running toward my home.”

Jemmy’s eyes filled with tears.

“You are my home, Jemmy. Not a house or a place. You. Wherever life
takes us, wherever we end up, I know I will be home as long as you are
beside me.”

Laurel wiped a tear from her cheek.

“I promise to love you when you are at your best and when you feel like
you have nothing left to give. I promise to celebrate your dreams and stand
beside you through every disappointment.”
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“I promise to listen when you need to talk, comfort you when you are
hurting, laugh with you when you are happy, and hold your hand when
words are not enough.”

She smiled.

“And after today, I also promise to remind you to charge your phone before
every important occasion.”

Everyone laughed, including Jemmy.

“I promise to grow with you. Life will change us, and we won’t always be
the same people we are today. But I promise that I will keep learning who
you are and keep falling in love with every new version of you.”

Her voice softened.

“I want the big moments with you, but I also want the ordinary ones. I want
sleepy mornings, late-night conversations, dinners after long days at work,
silly arguments, unexpected adventures, laughter that makes our stomachs
hurt, and quiet evenings when we simply sit beside each other.”

“I want all of it.”
Laurel looked deeply into his eyes.

“Not because I believe every day will be easy, but because I believe every
day with you will be worth choosing.”

Jemmy gently wiped a tear from her cheek.

“So, in front of our families, our friends, and everyone who has watched our
love grow, I choose you.”

“I choose you today.”
“I will choose you tomorrow.”

“And when we are old and our hair has turned gray, I hope I can still hold
your hand, look at you the way I’m looking at you now, and tell you that if [
had the chance to live my life all over again...”

Laurel smiled through her tears.

“...I'would still find you.”
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“And I would still choose you.”

She gently touched Jemmy’s cheek.

“I love you, Jemmy. You were worth every moment of waiting.”
Jemmy smiled through his tears.

“And Laurel, I promise you—I’m not going anywhere.”

The church filled with laughter and applause.

The officiant smiled as Laurel and Jemmy continued holding each other’s
hands.

“May you always remember the promises you have made to each other
today. May you carry these promises through every joy, every challenge,
and every unexpected road you encounter together.”

The officiant then asked for the rings.

Jemmy carefully placed the ring on Laurel’s finger, and Laurel did the same
for him.

Finally, the officiant smiled.

“By the promises you have made before your families, your friends, and one
another, it is my joy to pronounce you husband and wife.”

He looked at Jemmy.

“You may now kiss your bride.”

Jemmy looked at Laurel and smiled.

“Finally.”

Laurel laughed.

Jemmy gently pulled her closer and kissed her.
The entire church erupted in cheers and applause.

After everything that had happened that day, Laurel and Jemmy were finally
husband and wife.
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EK NAGMA LIKHA HAI

I’'m Khusi Kumari, a commerce student, an NCC cadet, and someone
who finds a little poetry in everyday life. I love turning fleeting
thoughts, quiet emotions, and simple moments into words. For me,
writing is a way of holding on to the feelings that words sometimes
struggle to express.

Khusi Kumari

Unke andaaz ki azaan hai,
Unse ye nazdikiyaan bhi ek gumnaam armaan hai,
Ek saath hokar bhi,

Dooriyaan humari ek alag hi ehsaas hai.

Unke saath ka intezar hai,
Har lamha ek anokha ikraar hai,
Unki nazarandaaji ko nazarandaaz kar

Iss ek tarfa ishq pe bhi deedar hai.

Unko kisi aur ke paas dekh dil jalate hai,

Haste haste khwaahishon ko chupate hai,

Mohabbat ko bayaan karne se behtar,

Isse ab khamosh rehna sikhate hai.

Sach kahu,

Uske sang duniya basane ka khwaab hai
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Mere ishq ke saawalo ka ek voh hi jawaab hai,
Par kya kiya jaaye,

Is janam meh mai parastar aur voh nawab hai.
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A Place Made of Names

G. VARSHIKA

We arrived as strangers,
each carrying a different world

inside a little screen.

No handshakes,

no shared streets-

just a blinking cursor

and a "join.'

Somehow,

the messages became memories,
the usernames became familiar,
and the crowded chat

started feeling like home.
Funny,

how a place that doesn't exist
can still hold

so many people.
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Opposite Attracts..

Janhavi Asha Dattatraya Lodhe

An Alpha to the world,
While she was his blue,
He liked her at his worst,

And she loved him too...

She was a quite sea,
He was a massive fire,
Who found his peace in bended knees,

While she was his intense desire..

His hands were warm,
Her hands were cold,
Both carried intense physical charm,

Whenever they met each other...

Watching her smile so elegantly,
His intense gaze melted away,
Replaced by love and certainity,

Beneath The fading light,

Of the day...

97



She dreamed with open eyes,

He built his truth on imagery lies,
The destination was same,

Yet worlds apart,

One being practical,

And other made up of art..!
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Only you

Sai Suravi is a poetess living in New Delhi. Their work frequently
explores themes of ( Love , longing and admiration) . Working and
observing more topics and themes to write more

Sai Suravi

I haven't seen anyone
After seeing you
I haven't thought of anyone

After meeting you

You are the only one
Since my childhood
You have the decent nature

That will never fade

You talk less

But express more

With your bright eyes

And it makes you even more nice

You have a good height
But you never make anyone down

You always have smiley face
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1 had never seen you frown

Whenever 1 see you
7 lost my sense
Couldn'tutter asingle word

Which makes me more tense

You have a good heart
Which makes you more smart
Your kindness towards others

Is a beautiful art
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Handle With Care

Arianna writes poetry about the things she should probably have
moved on from, paints the feelings she can’t put into words, and turns
minor inconveniences into full-blown literary tragedies. Her hobbies
include art, overthinking, and trying to convince cats that she deserves
their respect.

Arianna Saha

They break with the slightest touch.
Shattered with a single breath.

Even promises don’t break that easily.

Was it ever fragile,

Or just fragile in my hands?

They always looked sturdy.

Glass usually does.

A little nudge.
A careless hand.

A single spark.

Is all it takes for our brittle devotions

To crash right before our eyes.
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I keep pushing it.
I keep breaking it.

I keep finding new ways to.

And I try to fix the glass,
The shards surround me,

Trapping me in a glass cage of guilt.

The remnants of the broken glass
Become my new mirror.
The shards cut deep.

Blood stains what shouldn’t be able to stain.

There’s blood on our glass.

I wish I could say it isn’t mine.
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The Smallest Cracks

Arianna is a poet and artist who collects stories, metaphors,
unfinished ideas, and an unreasonable amount of emotional baggage.
Somewhere between school deadlines, creative projects, anime, and
attempting to earn the respect of her cats, she occasionally finds time
to make something beautiful.

Arianna Saha

It’s happening again.

Just not in the way I thought it would go.

Another home crumbled,
Not worn down through time,
Not wiped away through a tidal wave,

Not destroyed from the inside.

It’s the smallest cracks,
Within those sturdy walls.
The slightest fading of colours,

A frozen peace frosting the air.

For the first time,

It wasn’t me.

But I did try to fix it,
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But it only broke further.

I stand in the middle of
Dusty furniture,
Hollow memories,

And a spiral of cracking tiles.

Holding my head,

There’s nothing else I can hold on to.

1 didn’t start it,
But I started the end,

When I tried to help.
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When the Plum Blossoms Bloom

Kashaf Ul Eman is a writer, poet, and translator whose work explores
emotions, hope, resilience, relationships, and everyday human
experiences. She is the author of Heartfelt Verses and From Dust to
Clouds, and has translated children’s stories from English into Urdu.
Her writing is known for its simplicity, emotional depth, and heartfelt
expression.

Kashaf Ul Eman

Five years ago, they were strangers.

Today, Lin Yue and Gu Chen stood together on the top of Fubo Hill in
Guilin, watching the Li River shimmer beneath the winter sky.

The city had changed.
They had changed even more.

Beside them, the cold breeze carried the faint fragrance of plum blossoms.
Lin Yue pulled her coat closer around herself and glanced at the man
standing beside her.

Gu Chen was still as composed as ever—the sole heir of the Gu family of
Changsha, the man whose name appeared regularly in business magazines,
the man people described as distant, disciplined, and impossible to
approach.

But she knew the man behind that reputation.

The man who remembered exactly how she liked her tea.

The man who secretly bought her favourite pastries whenever he travelled.
The man who could negotiate a multimillion-yuan business deal without
blinking but became completely helpless whenever their little daughter, Gu
Nian\'an, asked him for one more bedtime story.

Their daughter was spending the week with her grandparents in Changsha.
Tonight, it was just the two of them.

Five years together.
And they had returned to where everything began.
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Lin Yue smiled.

\"Do you remember?\"

Gu Chen looked at her.

\"I remember everything.\"

Five years earlier...

Five Years Ago

Lin Yue had never expected Guilin to change her life.
She had come from Guangzhou with her
best friend, Bai Xinyi, for nothing more than
a short winter getaway.

No work.

No family meetings.

No business dinners.

Just two girls, warm coats, endless street
food, and two days of freedom.

\"Yue! Look!\"

Bai Xinyi pointed excitedly toward a street
stall.

\"Those lamb skewers!\"

Lin Yue laughed.

\"You\'ve eaten three already.\"

\"Four.\"

\"That\'s worse.\"

The narrow street was crowded with tourists. Steam rose from food stalls,
lanterns swayed gently above them, and the smell of grilled meat, roasted
chestnuts and sweet rice cakes filled the cold air.

Lin Yue was laughing at something Xinyi had said when her shoe slipped.
\"Ah—!\"

Before she could fall, a hand caught her firmly around the waist.
Everything stopped.

Lin Yue looked up.

A stranger was standing in front of her.

Tall.

Calm.

Wearing a dark coat.

His expression was unreadable, but his hand remained around her waist for
one second longer than necessary.

Their eyes met.

Neither spoke.

For a moment, the noise of the street disappeared.

There was only the cold winter breeze, the smell of lamb skewers, and two
strangers staring at each other as though they had somehow met before.
Then...
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\"Ahem.\"

Bai Xinyi cleared her throat.

The spell broke.

Lin Yue immediately stepped back.

\"I\'m so sorry!\"

The stranger glanced down.

A little splash of slush had landed on his expensive coat.
Her face turned crimson.

\"Oh my goodness. I\'m really sorry. I\'ll pay for the cleaning.\"
\"It\'s fine.\"

His voice was low and surprisingly gentle.

\"But thank you for catching me.\"

He nodded.

\"You\'re welcome.\"

Lin Yue hurried away with Xinyi.

She didn\'t look back.

Gu Chen did.

The following afternoon, Lin Yue and Bai Xinyi attended an auction held at
one of Guilin\'s most prestigious auction houses.

They had no idea that the stranger from the night before would be there.
Gu Chen was the guest of honour.

More importantly, he was one of the principal shareholders of the auction
house.

When Lin Yue saw him, she froze.

He recognized her immediately.

\"You.\"

She blinked.

\"You remember me?\"

\"The girl who nearly fell into the street.\"

Her cheeks warmed.

\"I did not nearly fall.\"

\"You did.\"

Bai Xinyi covered her smile.

\"Nice to meet you. [\'m Bai Xinyi.\"

\"Gu Chen.\"

And that was how they properly met.

The auction began.

One item after another appeared.

Paintings.

Antiques.

Jewellery.

Lin Yue wasn\'t interested in most of them.
Until the final lot appeared.

A sapphire necklace and matching earrings.
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Her eyes immediately lit up.

\"It\'s beautiful,\" she whispered.

Xinyi noticed.

\"You like it?\"

Lin Yue nodded.

The bidding began.

\"One million.\"

\"One point two.\"

\"One point five.\"

Lin Yue hesitated.

She could afford it.

She was the Lin family\'s heiress, after all.
But before she raised her paddle;

\"Two million.\"

Gu Chen\'s voice came from the other side of the room.
Lin Yue lowered her paddle.

She looked at him.

He wasn\'t even looking at her.

The bidding continued.

\"Two point five million.\"

No one challenged him.

The auctioneer raised his hammer.
\"Sold.\"

Lin Yue smiled politely.

Of course.

She had no idea why she felt disappointed.

That evening, Gu Chen found Bai Xinyi outside the hotel.

\"I need your help.\"

She crossed her arms.

\"With what?\"

\"I want to see Lin Yue again.\"

Xinyi stared at him.

Then smiled.

\"So the cold and serious Gu Chen does know how to fall in love.\"
\"I\'m not in love.\"

\"Of course.\"

She laughed.

\"But I have one condition.\"

\"What?\"

\"I get to tell her this story when you\'re both old and embarrassing.\"
Gu Chen actually smiled.

\"Deal.\"

The next afternoon, Bai Xinyi convinced Lin Yue to visit Fubo Hill.
\"Why are we coming here?\"
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\"You\'ll see.\"

When Lin Yue reached the top, she stopped.

Hundreds of small lights illuminated the pathway.
Plum blossoms decorated the area.

And in the centre was a simple arrangement of flowers.
Behind it stood Gu Chen.

Lin Yue stared at him.

\"What is this?\"

He walked toward her.

\"The sapphire set.\"

She blinked.

\"You bought it.\"

\"I did.\"

\"Why?2\"

\"Because you wanted it.\"

She looked at him, confused.

\"Then why didn\'t you give it to me?\"

\"Because I didn\'t want you to remember me as the man who bought you
jewellery.\"

He paused.

\"I wanted you to remember me as the man who met you here.\"
He took a small box from his pocket.

\"I know we\'ve only known each other for two days.\"
Lin Yue laughed nervously.

\"Exactly.\"

\"I know.\"

He opened the box.

Inside was a delicate ring.

\"But sometimes two days can change the rest of your life.\"
He looked directly into her eyes.

\"Lin Yue, will you give me the chance to spend the rest of mine with you?\"
For once, the confident heiress had no answer.

Her eyes filled with tears.

\"You barely know me.\"

\"Then I\'ll spend my whole life learning.\"

She smiled through her tears.

\"Gu Chen...\"

\"Yes?\"

\"You\'re very confident.\"

\"I am.\"

\"Annoyingly confident.\"

\"I know.\"

She laughed.

Then finally nodded.

\"Yes.\"

The plum blossoms swayed gently in the winter wind.
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And somewhere below them, Guilin continued to shine.

But their story was not as easy as that moment made it seem.

When Lin Yue returned to Guangzhou, her family discovered that she was
engaged to a man they barely knew.

The Lin family opposed the marriage.

The Gu family wasn\'t much different.

Two powerful families.

Two heirs.

Two companies with competing interests.

And suddenly their beautiful two-day romance became a battlefield.
There were arguments.

Misunderstandings.

A business partnership that collapsed.

Rumours that Gu Chen had approached Lin Yue only because of the Lin
family\'s influence.

Lin Yue believed him when he denied it.

But then she found documents suggesting that Gu Chen had been
negotiating a business deal with her father before they met.

She confronted him.

\"Was I part of your plan?\"

Gu Chen\'s face changed.

\"No.\"

\"Then why didn\'t you tell me?\"

\"Because I was afraid you\'d think everything between us was calculated.\"
\"You should have told me anyway.\"

For the first time, Gu Chen had no answer.

They separated.

Not because they stopped loving each other.

But because sometimes love wasn\'t enough to silence fear.

Months passed.

Lin Yue buried herself in the Lin family\'s business.

Gu Chen returned to Changsha.

Neither dated anyone else.

Nor truly moved on.

Then came the night Gu Chen arrived in Guangzhou during a heavy winter
rain.

He stood outside the Lin residence for hours.

When Lin Yue finally appeared, she stopped beneath the doorway.
\"You shouldn\'t be here.\"

\"I know.\"

\"Then why did you come?\"

\"Because five years from now, I don\'t want to regret letting you walk
away.\"

She looked away.
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\"I was hurt.\"

\"I know.\"

\"You made me feel like I couldn\'t trust you.\"
\"T know.\"

He took a breath.

\"But I never stopped loving you.\"

Her eyes filled with tears.

\"I never stopped either.\"

That was the beginning of their second chance.
Not perfect.

Not effortless.

But real.

They learned how to communicate.

They learned when to compromise.

And slowly, their families began to accept that their marriage was not a
business alliance.

It was theirs.

They married beneath a sky filled with lanterns.

A year later, Lin Yue held a tiny newborn in her arms.
Gu Chen stood beside her, staring at their daughter as though the entire
world had suddenly become smaller and more precious.
\"What should we name her?\" Lin Yue whispered.

He looked at their daughter.

\"Gu Nian\'an.\"

\"Nian\'an?\"

\"Peaceful thoughts. A peaceful life.\"

Lin Yue smiled.

\"Our little Nian\'an.\"

And their family was complete.

Five years later, on Fubo Hill, Lin Yue leaned against Gu Chen\'s shoulder.
\"Do you still remember the first thing you said to me?\"
He thought for a moment.

\"You\'re welcome.\"

She laughed.

\"And I thought you were arrogant.\"

\"You still do.\"

\"Sometimes.\"

He smiled.

She looked toward the plum blossoms.

\"Would you do it all again?\"

Gu Chen took her hand.

\"Every awkward moment.\"

\"Even the slush?\"

\"Especially the slush.\"
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She laughed.

Then he leaned closer.

\"Although I\'d probably catch you faster this time.\"
Lin Yue smiled.

Below them, Guilin glittered beneath the winter moon.

Five years ago, two strangers met by chance.

Five years later, they stood together as husband and wife, parents, and best
friends.

Their love had not been

perfect.

It had been tested by distance, family expectations, misunderstandings,
pride, and fear.

But they had chosen each other through all of it.

Because some stories are written in books.

Some are written beneath the lights of a city.

And some;

are written when the plum blossoms bloom.
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People and Paper

Ovviya Pandian

Just like tissue paper!

the more I\'m white,

the more I\'m treated light.

They use and throw me without spite,
yet I\'m unbothered to fight.

Just like tissue paper!

I wipe their tears

for many years.

But when I\'m stuck in fear,
they disappear.

I helped them shine and twinkle,
but they threw me

when I get wrinkle...

After their demands win,
I\'m sent to the dustbin.

My efforts fade like vapours,

while they search for new papers.
Being too pleasing is an issue,

people might start using you as tissue.
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The spark

A shitty poet

I thought it was all over
Everything was burned down to ashes
but then, one random Monday,

I saw the ashes glow.

There, hidden beneath that golden glow

I found something
That I thought I had lost forever

"Hope"

And then

I started noticing little things again
The big beautiful blue sky

The smell of my books

The love deep inside every creature

And mayhaps for the first time in a while

I noticed myself too

And found that I am enough.
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A shitty poet

You know me
And I know you,
Like something

There's no need to prove.

We both know our silence
We both know our pain,
But we don't know when to laugh

So we laugh through all the same.

We are both a lil crazy
And a lil bit sane,
But when we are together

We go insane.

You know me
And I know you
Maybe That's all

What we need to do.
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Racing into the night

Aratrika Adhikary

I couldn't understand the light,

So, I was afraid of the dark.

Little did I hesitate

When love gripped my heart.

Little did T know

That wasn't just a messy start.

Day in, day out,

You were subtle and sweet.

Night in, night out,

You made me tired and weak.

Some words were left unspoken,

Yet, some words tore the wound open.
A thread woven so clean,

Left with cuts we couldn't heal.

Yet, what could I have done ol P ,’~
To make those ends meet?

I stopped being afraid of the night

As I learned of things

more fearsome than it.
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THE SHACKLE

Itumeleng mokoya

Are you for real?

Do you even exist?

I am tired.
All day I cook, mop,

clean baby\'s diapers.

For me, you think chores suit me more.
Not allowed to smell the air outside.
My hands are patterned with kitchen spices.

A nose used to dust and dumpling smell.

I want to break through this shackle.
You think being pregnant is my daily work.

You can\'t understand, as you have never experienced labor pain.

Itoo have got rights.

Marriage does not tie me to chores,
but it unites two hearts.

I deserve to work like you.

I deserve to be free.

We are equal.

Chores is not my husband.
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MY LIFE

Itumeleng mokoya

Blinded by a veil
Trapped body
Untold stories
Unseen face
Unspoken words
Silent tears

A broken mind

118



Behind the Spotlight

Khushii Oswal

They see the sparkles on the velvet, the polish on the floor,

They hear the rising music through a closed performance door.

\"It’s just a simple hobby,\" they whisper with a grin,

\"A phase that lasts a little while, an easy game to win.\"

They see three minutes on a stage, seamless, soft, and bright,

And think our life is easy under glowing yellow light.

They do not know the 5 AM alarm, the biting morning air,

The sore and trembling muscles, the knots of matted hair.

Our lives are not in hours—they are measured out in beats,

In missed family dinners, empty chairs, and silent, dark return streets.

While others rest or dream away, we stand before the glass,

Counting “Five, six, seven, eight” until
the hours pass.

Our toes are taped in quiet pain, our
knees are purple-bruised,

Our ankles carry swelling from the
floors that we’ve abused.

There is blood inside our ballet flats,
sweat dripping down the spine,

Yet we repeat the turn again until the
count is fine.

And oh, the eyes that watch us—mnot to feel, but just to scan,
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To reduce a sacred art form to the judgment of a man.

They critique the cut of costumes, the tightness of the cloth,

Drawn to the flame of youth, just like a careless moth.

They measure our integrity by where the hemline sits,

Ignorant of how much strength it takes to do the splits.

If we wear a fitting top, they call it “seeking eyes,”

If we wear a flowing ghagra, they claim it’s a disguise.

They stare at bare-skinned waists and miss the core that holds us tall,
They call a fluid movement \"vulgar\" when it breaks their wall.
They fail to see the discipline, the power, and the grace,

Redefining devotion as a scandal on our face.

They judge the way our bodies speak, the stories that we weave:
They laugh at modern floorwork because they choose not to believe.
They call our hip-hop \"rebellious,\" classical \"out of date,\"

And ask us, \"What’s your real plan? Dance won\'t put food on your plate.\"
They look at boys with judgment, call them \"far too delicate,\"

Not knowing it takes iron nerves to bear that heavy weight.

They do not see the quiet tears behind the studio mirror,

The fear that one wrong landing brings a career-ending terror.

The constant self-doubt creeping in: Am I good enough today?
While society dismisses every price we had to pay.

So let them talk. Let them judge the costume and the pace,

They will never understand the magic of this sacred space.

When the house lights dim to darkness, and the bass drops raw and deep,
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We dance because the silence is a promise we can\'t keep.
We are not just entertainers made for easy eyes to see—
We are storm, and sweat, and sacrifice, bound to be set free.
Every scar upon our ankles, every hour in the dark,

Is the quiet, burning passion that leaves an unextinguished mark.

Silence Between Us

Vivek vats

I have been calling your name since eternity,
And still, I hear a long-felt silence in this room.
Where words once belonged to my heart,
Your soul has quietly departed from mine.
Still lingering on you,

Searching for answers that feel so right,
Yet wondering if they could ever

Correct the mistakes of a forgotten time.

You know, my heart still beats your name,

Yearning endlessly for your smile.

And I hope I am never looked down upon by your eyes,
Whether we are together or apart,

Even if fate separates us a million times.

And I shall still look upon you, with love flowing through my eyes.
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You Don’t Know This Story, But You’re in
Every Chapter

Akanksha is a teenage writer from odisha. who turns ordinary
moments, unspoken feelings, and little memories into stories. She
writes with a simple hope—to make someone feel seen between her
lines. Grateful to her parents and Happy Club, who make a special
part of her journey. & Q

D Akanksha Rao

You don\'t know this story.
And honestly, maybe you never will.

You don\'t know about the little moments I remember for no particular
reason. You don\'t know about the conversations I replay when I\'m alone.
You don\'t know how many ordinary days became memories simply
because you happened to be there.

You probably don\'t even
remember half of them.

But you\'re in every chapter.

Not always as the main
character.

Sometimes, you\'re just a name
mentioned in a sentence.

Sometimes, you\'re a face in the
background of a memory.

Sometimes, you\'re just a reason
behind a smile that nobody understood.

And sometimes, you\'re the person I never actually talked to enough, yet
somehow managed to leave a whole chapter behind.
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It\'s strange how people become part of our stories without ever asking for a
place in them.

It doesn\'t always happen through grand moments.
Sometimes it happens quietly.

A seat beside you.

A shared laugh.

A random conversation on an ordinary afternoon.

A look that lasted a second longer than expected.

A message that arrived exactly when you needed one.

A stupid joke that wasn\'t even that funny, but somehow you still remember
it years later.

We don\'t realise we\'re collecting memories while we\'re living them.
We only realise later.

When everything has changed.

There was a time when seeing you was just normal.

Nothing special.

You were simply there.

And because you were there so often, I never thought I would someday miss
the smallest things.

The way you said certain words.
The way you laughed when something caught you off guard.

The way you walked into a room without knowing someone had been
waiting for you to appear.

The way one ordinary day could suddenly feel less ordinary.

[ never wrote any of it down.
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I didn\'t think I needed to.

I thought memories stayed where we left them.

I was wrong.

They move.

They hide in songs.

In old photographs.

In places we haven\'t visited in years.

In random dates on calendars.

In conversations where someone accidentally says a phrase you used to say.
And suddenly, without warning, you\'re there again.
Not physically.

Just in my head.

You don\'t know about the conversations I\'ve had with you without you
being there.

The ones that happened while I was staring at the ceiling at two in the
morning.

The ones where I finally said everything I was too scared to say in real life.
Sometimes I imagined telling you things.

Sometimes I imagined asking questions.

Sometimes I imagined what you would say.

And sometimes, I changed the ending completely.

Because that\'s the funny thing about imaginary conversations.

You can finally say everything there.

No hesitation.

No awkward silence.
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No wondering whether the other person cares.

No typing something and deleting it five times.

No staring at a message before deciding not to send it.

In my head, I was always brave.

Reality was different.

Reality had too many what ifs.

What if I say it and things become awkward?

What if you don\'t feel the same?

What if you laugh?

What if you don\'t understand?

What if saying something changes something that was perfectly fine before?
So I stayed quiet.

And silence slowly became its own language.

Maybe that\'s why this story has so many unfinished sentences.

Because some stories aren\'t unfinished because they weren\'t important.

They\'re unfinished because we were scared of finding out how they would
end.

There are people we never properly say goodbye to.
Not because they leave dramatically.

Sometimes, life simply moves them somewhere else.
Different classrooms.

Different cities.

Different routines.

Different people.
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Different versions of themselves.

And one day, you realise you haven\'t spoken in weeks.

Then months.

And eventually, you don\'t even know what their life looks like anymore.

But somehow, you still remember who they were when they were part of
yours.

That\'s the strange thing about growing up.

People don\'t always disappear.

Sometimes, they simply become memories.

I used to think that every important person had to stay.

Now I think some people are meant to be chapters.

Not because they were temporary.

But because chapters can be important without being the entire book.
Some people teach you how to laugh again.

Some teach you how to trust.

Some teach you that friendship can feel like home.

Some teach you how much you can care without saying it.

And some teach you how to let go.

Not all of them know what they taught you.

Maybe that\'s okay.

Because impact doesn\'t always need permission.

You can change someone\'s day without knowing it.

You can make someone feel seen without realising they needed it.
You can become someone\'s favourite memory while thinking it was just

another Tuesday.
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And maybe that is the most beautiful thing about being human.

We leave pieces of ourselves in people without ever knowing where they
end up.

You don\'t know that there are certain songs I can\'t hear without
remembering a particular time.

You don\'t know that some places feel different because I remember
standing there with you.

You don\'t know that sometimes I see something funny and still have the
instinct to tell you.

Then I remember.

Things are different now.

And I put my phone away.

You don\'t know about the photographs I never deleted.

Not because I\'m stuck in the past.

But because deleting a photograph doesn\'t delete what it meant.

You don\'t know how many times I\'ve looked back and thought,

We had no idea we were living a memory.

Maybe that\'s what memories really are.

Ordinary moments that become extraordinary only after they\'ve passed.
And maybe, somewhere in your story, [\'m there too.

Maybe I\'m just a small mention.

Maybe I\'m someone you remember when a certain song plays.

Maybe I\'m the person from a particular year you occasionally think about.
Maybe you don\'t remember me at all.

And that\'s okay too.
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Because this isn\'t a story about being remembered.

It\'s about being grateful that something happened at all.

For a while, our lives crossed.

And that was enough.

If I could tell you this story, I wouldn\'t ask you to feel anything.

I wouldn\'t ask you to come back.

I wouldn\'t ask you to remember every little detail the way I do.

I wouldn\'t even ask you to understand.

I\'d just tell you:

Thank you.

Thank you for being part of days you probably thought were ordinary.
Thank you for the laughs you probably forgot.

Thank you for the conversations that meant more to me than you knew.

Thank you for existing in a chapter of my life that I didn\'t realise I would
one day miss.

And most importantly—

thank you for reminding me that not every meaningful story needs a perfect
ending.

Some stories end with distance.

Some with silence.

Some with a simple take care.

And some don\'t really end at all.

They just stop being written.

Maybe one day, years from now, I\'ll come across your name somewhere.

Maybe IVl smile.
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Maybe I\'ll wonder how you\'re doing.

Maybe I\l remember everything for a few seconds and then continue with
my day.

And maybe, for that tiny moment, I\'ll realise something:
You were never supposed to know this story.

It was never yours to carry.

It was mine.

A collection of moments, feelings, almosts, conversations, memories and
things I never said.

A story I quietly wrote while life was happening around me.

And if you ever happen to read it someday, I hope you don\'t search for
yourself in every line.

Because you won\'t find yourself as one person.

You\'ll find yourself in pieces.

In a laugh.

In a memory.

In a sentence I couldn\'t finish.

In a song.

In a place.

In a version of me that existed because you were there.

You won\'t know which chapter you\'re in.

You probably won\'t know how many times your name almost appeared.
You won\'t know which moments I kept.

You won\'t know which ordinary day became a favourite memory.

And that\'s okay.
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Because you don\'t need to know.
Some stories are written to be shared.
Some are written to be understood.

And some are written simply because there are feelings that need
somewhere to go.

So this is mine.

My little collection of things I never said.

My chapter of what ifs.

My collection of almosts.

My proof that sometimes a person doesn\'t have to stay forever to matter.
You don\'t know this story.

You don\'t know how it began.

You don\'t know how many chapters you\'re in.

You don\'t know how much of it was never spoken.

But somehow—

you\'re in every chapter.
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The Last Petal

Aratrika Adhikary

Few petals that hit a wind cime,
Resting defeated on your pane.
Not knowing how far these feelings lie,

Could they ask for a name?

Flowers swayed in sweet hope,
As spring asked for a dance.
For seasons bailed in hasty envelopes,

Was my love just your nuance?

Autumn sun scorces my breath,
That got used to saying one name.
For a heart that learned your rhythm,

Was it enough to understand your game?

So, I ask for this winter to be kind,
For I know it wasn't our time.
As the last petal fell at your doorstep,

What was left wasn't mine.
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Mohabbat

I\'m a paramedic student at AMU, writting is my hobby or we can say
a way to let out my emotions, my thoughts,my creativity. I always
urge to have the career about creativity like painting or author or poet
or model,but sometimes the we can\'t make them true. May I not
completely indulged in this but poetry is the way to let go all the
stressed out.

Arbena

Kya hoti hai Mohabbat?

Kisi ko bepanah chahna ya vo na mile to pagal sa ho jana

Kya hota hai pagal ho jana ?

Uski talghiyon k baad bhii .... baar baar uske dar pe J ana

Ya uski mohabbat m fakeer ho jana

Kya hota hai fakeer ho jana?

Usko har jagha bewajah dhoondhna ..... uski talash m
khud ko bhool Jaana

Ya nakam hokr talashne m usko ... Myoos dil liye luat

aana

Kya hota hai laut aana ?
Mbht m fakeer hokr bhi Bhala koi laut ta hai aakhir

Fanah krta h khud ko aashiq inta kon sochta hai aakhir !!
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Forgotten memory

Hi, I’'m Sreja Basak, from Kolkata. I’'m currently studying in Class
11. That’s all I’ll reveal for now... the rest is a story waiting to unfold.

+

Rishikesh

Despite the nature
Despite the cold,

Huddling by the sea without ever getting bored, just waiting for your face a
face that could never be forgotten, no matter the case.....

That\'s the freaking courage of my life, a courage that will never die as long
as i\'m alive.
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The Distance Between Us

Tejashri Ramesh

Samrita and Shahana met on the first day of school.

They were both standing outside their new classroom, surrounded by
unfamiliar faces. Samrita held her schoolbag tightly and looked around
nervously. Shahana was sitting quietly on a bench, reading a book.

“Is this Class 6-B?” Samrita asked.
Shahana looked up and smiled. “Yes. You can sit here if you want.”

That simple sentence was the beginning of a friendship that neither of them
knew would become so important.

At first, they were just classmates. Soon, they became bench partners, then
lunch partners, and finally best friends.

They shared everything.

They shared pencils when one of them forgot to bnng one. They helped
each other with homework. They ; ;

laughed during boring classes
and whispered jokes when the
teacher wasn\'t looking. During
lunch breaks, they would sit
under the same tree and divide
their food between them.

“Your lunch is always better than
mine,” Shahana would complain.

Samrita would laugh. “Then
bring something better

17

tomorrow!

Their school days became filled with little memories.
They celebrated birthdays together, prepared for exams together, and

cheered for each other during school competitions. Whenever Samrita was
nervous, Shahana would tell her, “Don\'t worry. I\'m right here.”
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And whenever Shahana felt sad, Samrita would sit beside her without
asking too many questions.

Years passed quickly.

By the time they reached Class 10, everyone at school knew them as the
inseparable pair—Samrita and Shahana.

They often talked about the future.

“One day, we\'ll go to the same college,” Samrita said.
“Promise?” Shahana asked.

“Promise.”

They believed nothing could separate them.

But life had other plans.

One afternoon, Samrita came to school unusually quiet.
“What happened?” Shahana asked.

Samrita looked down at her hands.

“My father got transferred,” she finally said. “We\'re moving to another
city.”

Shahana stared at her.

“For how long?”

“I don\'t know.”

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

The news felt impossible. How could the person who had been beside her
almost every day suddenly become someone she would have to miss?

That evening, they sat beneath their favourite tree.
Neither of them joked.

Neither of them talked about homework.
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They simply sat together.

“I\'m going to miss you,” Shahana whispered.
Samrita tried to smile, but tears filled her eyes.
“I\'ll miss you too.”

The next few weeks passed too quickly.

They took photographs together. They exchanged small gifts. Samrita gave
Shahana a friendship bracelet.

“Whenever you look at this, remember me,” she said.
Shahana hugged her tightly.

“I could never forget you.”

Finally, the last day arrived.

The school bell rang for the final time that year.

Students ran through the corridors, excited about the holidays. But Samrita
and Shahana stood near the school gate, holding back tears.

“Don\'t forget to call me,” Shahana said.

“I won\'t.”

“Don\'t make new best friends and forget me.”

Samrita laughed through her tears.

“Never.”

Then they hugged.

It was the kind of hug that said everything they couldn\'t put into words.
The next morning, Samrita left the city.

At first, they called each other every day.

They talked about their new schools, teachers, classmates, homework, and
everything else.
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But slowly, life became busy.
Calls became less frequent.
Messages became shorter.
Days became weeks.

Weeks became months.

The distance between them grew—not only in kilometres, but also in their
daily lives.

Shahana sometimes opened their old photographs and wondered whether
Samrita still remembered all those little moments.

Samrita did the same.
Both missed each other, but neither knew how to say it.

One day, several years later, Shahana returned to her old school for an
alumni event.

Walking through the familiar corridors brought back memories.
The classroom where they had first met.

The bench where they had shared countless secrets.

The tree where they had promised to remain friends forever.
Shahana stood beneath that tree, smiling sadly.

Then she heard a familiar voice.

“Still standing in the same place?”

Shahana froze.

She turned around.

Samrita was standing there.

For a few seconds, neither of them moved.
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Then Shahana ran toward her.
“You came!”

Samrita laughed and hugged her.
“I told you I\'d come back.”

They spent the entire afternoon walking around their old school and
remembering everything.

They laughed about their silly arguments.
They talked about their favourite teachers.

They remembered the lunches they had shared and the secrets they had
promised never to tell anyone.

At one point, Shahana became quiet.

“I thought we had lost our friendship,” she admitted.
Samrita looked at her.

“So did I.”

“Then why does it still feel the same?”

Samrita smiled.

“Because some friendships don\'t disappear just because people become
distant.”

Shahana looked at the old friendship bracelet still tied around Samrita\'s
wrist.

“You kept it?”

“Of course.”

Shahana smiled through tears.
“So did I.”

They stood beneath the same tree where they had once said goodbye.
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They had changed.

They had grown older.

Their lives had taken different paths.

But the friendship they had built as schoolchildren was still there.
The distance between them had been real.

But so was the bond that had survived it.

And that day, Samrita and Shahana made another promise.

No matter how far life took them, they would never let distance silence their
friendship again.

Because sometimes, the strongest friendships are not the ones where two
people are always together.

They are the ones that survive the distance.

And Samrita and Shahana\'s friendship was one of them.
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Stamen and Stripe

Jivisha Joshi

Fellow, a love story it is.
Far beyond from any drastic play it is.

They kiss passionately, not under the moonlight but under the midst of the
whole day.

The lingering eyes are piercing, though they don\'t care.

They do cuddle, not in physical to each others embrace ...but rather with
their loved ones.

\"How can you say love isn\'t an embrace?\"

Their story is much more interesting! .

\'The society of fragrances\' adore their relationship.
\'The colony of work\' respect their choice.

Such of them are now in common sight. Even the human barriers accept
them.

\'He stays still while the other comes to him, and takes all long words to tell
him about his days.\'

He went buzzing and buzzing, though it was the sweetest to never stop.
While the aroma stayed blissful to never fly away from.




Quiet love

Arushi Yadav

Love is not always loud or grand, sometime it’s simply meant holding
hands;

Remembering the little things, the comfort that another heart brings,
findingthat one person in this whole
world who came home for you;

The one who makes your heart
skip a beat just by his presence,
Quiet love in shadow that makes
your life bright;

Those unspoken words, the gentle care,
The silent promise of always being there,
No need to give flowers, no need to show;

One of the deepest love
are the ones that quietly show.
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Him & |

Deepshita Yadav

When the rain falls,

All T think is you;

When the flower blooms,

All I see is your enchanting smile;
When the sun shines,

Al T feel is your unbothered kindness;

When the ocean shore,

All I see is your simple innocence;
Looking back at this world,

All T want is to feel your presence,
just this once for one more time;
In any scent,

All T want to smell is your smell,

just for once more.
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Coco

Salwa

“I failed as your owner, but I hope you had a great time with me - You are
my friend, my child, my first love, my everything”

It was dark - I could feel the rush of humans vibrating my crate, which I
think was previously used as a fruit basket - it was too congested for me. I
felt sad for my friend who was in the upper crate; poor guy couldn’t even
turn around to change position. Not like my situation was any better. I don’t
know how long we both were in the dark, but it was terrifying, and my skin
was burning from being bitten by the fleas - my collar was too harsh for my
skin, and I wanted to stretch- God, I wanted to stretch myself.

Hours went by - until I saw speckles of light shining. A girl’s face appears,
frowning at me - who is she? She pulls me out, coddling me. I look around -
it’s a small space.

I need to hide. I run - my paws barely touching the ground before I hide
behind the bed.

“Coco.” I hear her calling my
name - she peeks behind the bed
to look at me. She seems nice -
but they were nice to me before
throwing me in the cage with
nothing but a dirty water bowl
and litter. Simba - my cage mate
seems to be comfortable with

her, but again, that old guy has
seen too much in his life.

[ hear a few voices: “Let me get the carrier,” the girl says to the other
human.

Suddenly, I am being pulled by my front legs - No! I don’t want to go. Once
again, [ am cramped in a tight, dark place with Simba. I try to run out of the
box, but she locks it in place. I cry and cry for help.
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“Shh, baby girl, this is all going to be over.” I hear her over these
horrendous voices. I crawl back to the back of the box, trying to hide
myself.

We are hauled outside by two large men. I think we are at a vet - one of
them places me on a table; I want to get out, | WANT TO LEAVE!

Two hands grab me.

Thump... Thump. I can hear myself; I wiggle to get out and run - run from
this nightmare. My eyes caught her - the girl. She is looking at me; is that
worry I see in her eyes? She walks up to me, petting me - I don’t want her
pets; I want to get out. I meow at her - maybe she will feel any mercy for
me and let me go?

“Shh, it’s all gonna be over soon. I promise I’1l give you so many treats
when we get home.” No! I thrash again - screeching, biting her.

Those two hands leave my body - I can stand again. But I can’t leave - the
girl is holding me still. I look up at her. She is asking questions about
Simba, who is in the other room.

I climb onto her, extending my front claws to cling to her shirt. Her hand
runs along the length of my body. She grabs my face tenderly and starts
kissing me on my head. It feels nice - maybe she is not like them? Then
again, | am carried to another room. I can smell Simba - But he is nowhere
to be seen.

A high buzzing sound fills the room, and suddenly it’s going through my
fur. I calm down a bit. The feeling of being burned alive subsides as my fur
gets clipped off me. A strange smell fills the room as something wet sprays
upon me.

“That’s it,” the guy who was clipping my fur says before putting me back
into the darkness with Simba.

Once again, we are back in the room - I run back to my hiding place. I think
[ heard the girl leave.

She is back again, but this time I smell something - something that makes
my body react before I can stop myself. I run to her, circling her feet. She
smiles at me, or maybe at both of us.
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And I dive in as soon as she puts the food bowls down - not caring when
this mysterious girl squats down, gently rubbing some kind of cold, weird-
smelling substance on my sore skin. I flinch a little bit when she rubs a bit
hard but I don’t stop eating, though it makes her stop rubbing that weird,
thick liquid on that painful spot.

She does the same with Simba, pets him, and heads towards me - I flinch
back into my hiding spot. She stops and smiles at me, dimming the lights
while leaving.

After some time, when I am sure that the whole house is asleep, I walk out
of my hiding spot and start exploring.

Strangely, I feel safe in this place. Simba is fast asleep in the corner. I walk
past him - taking in every nook and corner of this room. I stop in front of
the food and water that have been left by the girl - When was the last time [
had clean food, water, and a place to do my business? I don’t remember, but
the feeling of fresh litter under my paws feels strange - but strange in a good
way. | head back to my hiding spot, and in many years I sleep contentedly.

My days pass by with the same routine. The girl comes and feeds us and
cleans our litter box - pets us, tries to play with us, and forcefully feeds us
some disgusting and sticky liquid. Other than that, all is fine, though I do
wonder what is on the other side of the door.

One day, she comes in and sits on the ground like always - but today she has
something with her- a strange smell. A smell of another cat. I walk up to her,
smelling her. Hmm, not too bad. I have lived with other cats. She kept doing
this for a few more days - the scent kept getting stronger day by day, but [
got used to it, and so did Simba. Then one day she opened the door, and I
walked outside. It is a cozy house - with a lot of places to climb, too.
Something touches my tail - I jump back, hissing at it. It’s another cat - |
know that smell. He is younger than me and arrogant too. He is going to be
a problem for me in the future. The girl is sitting on the floor, not too far
away, fixating on our greetings. She smiles. I head off to explore the house.

Some months later.... I am running from him - Milo. The more I got used
to my surroundings, the more he started to bully me. The girl left for a few
days - Milo was chasing me - [ don’t know what happened, but I fell.
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THUD... The pain is unbearable - my body is on fire; I can’t feel my legs. I
think I passed out. I don’t know who picked me up and took me back to my
home. But all I know is that I want her back. I want my human back. I
passed out again.

A hand on my head wakes me up. She is back - I meow at her. She starts to
sob, hard. “Oh, my sweet, sweet girl.” She is crying as she gently pets me as
if I might break. But it hurts - God, it hurts so much. I want to talk back to
her, but I can barely lift my head. I close my eyes - breathing hard. She
picks me up; pain explodes in my body. I can hardly breathe. We are in a car
rushing from one vet to another. The next week goes by in pain, but at least
I have her. She barely leaves the room.

I see her beside me on the bed, crying - why is she crying? [ am lying on my
side - my pain is better but I can’t move my legs. She offers me food - I
want to eat, but I have no power to get up to eat. She brings the food to my
lips; I start licking the food from the position I am currently in. Next thing I
know, I am getting up with her support and eating from her hand. Days pass
by; I feel better, stronger. I don’t know if it’s my will to live, but it’s
definitely something to do with her.

I might not be able to walk again or use the litter again, but I know that she
would take care of me - No Matter What.

My Human.
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Tum puchti ho...

MusafirMn

Tum puchti ho tumhare na hone se kya hi
ho jayega .... me kahta hu ....

kya hoga agar barsat k mosam me

barish na aaye,

Suraj k sath roshni na aaye,

chand k sath Chandni na aaye,

Nadi me pani na aaye,

Samandar me leher na aaye,

Or muje tumhari yaad na aaye .....

Bs aasa hi kuch hoga ... (T)
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Edge of the hill

Ayesha Rahman lima

My sweetheart, You will never know
how my eyes longed to meet you.
Look at those hills— they never lied.
They know you so deeply, so highly.
If one day you really lose my poems—
My hills will recall your name so primely.
As I taught them to praise you.

So when you finally meet those hills
never try to find me again.

Never ask them where I have gone.
Just remember, perhaps I disappeared,

my love has never ended.
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FEll S JFER ATH AW T

I am Udit Pathak, professionally known as SR Udit Pathak, an Indian
author, poet, shayar, lyricist, songwriter, singer, pianist, editor,
publisher, storyteller, and creative entrepreneur. My creative journey
brings together literature, music, publishing, and artistic community-
building, with a central focus on authentic emotions, meaningful
storytelling, and creating opportunities for emerging talent.

Udit Pathak
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Simran is a young poet who finds stories in the quiet language of
nature. She writes about love, memories, dreams, silence, and the
emotions hidden between ordinary moments. To her, the rustling of
leaves, the softness of rain, the fading colours of sunset, and the
calmness of the moon can all become poetry. Her words grow from
feelings that are often difficult to say aloud. She believes poetry is
like a small garden—every word is a seed, every feeling a flower, and
every reader brings it to life. Through her poems, she hopes to leave
behind a little warmth, peace, and something to feel.

Simran Kaur
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