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ABOUT KALAMKAAR

Kalamkaar was birthed by artists wanting to explore creativity paired with fervour. They
approached Dr. Charu Kalra and the plan to provide a platform to the creative, the
imaginative, and the brilliant was materialised and the society was officially solicited with
the English and Hindi wings on the 14th of October 2014.

But there are no limits, no boundaries to art, and so, to Kalamkaar. In the session of
2016-17, the fine arts wing came to life and Shikha Rana graced as the first fine arts head.
This was yet another milestone, with many more to come.

Marketing facilitates the funding of societies, along with creating awareness and
leadership skills, and hence, is a significant part of any society. It is a talent in itself to

come up with interesting team challenges and sponsorship tasks that bring glory and life
to the events that embellish the society.

Under the guidance of Sagar, Sneha Arora and Naman set forth to establish another
creative wing, the graphics wing, in the session of 2017-18, to expedite and encourage
young budding designers. The relevance of technology cannot be ignored and the art that
comes with it, transcending boundaries. Shourya and Bhawana went on to become the
first post bearers of the wing as the technical head and graphics head, respectively.
Their work and dedication still serve as an example to the rest of us.

Since then, the society has seen tremendous growth in all of its wings and members. The
Kalamkaar family stands robust as a mighty tree, with its many branches and leaves, deep
rooted with the force of creativity, aiming to foster many new artists. This tree continues
to stay strong, to enlighten and nurture the budding creatives for generations to come.

ABOUT AHVAAN

If you hear a calling within, to create something so powerful that it traverses all
boundaries of time and space, then by all means, you must listen to that voice.

There can be multitudinous ways of interpreting 'Ahvaan'. But as its literal meaning
suggests, it is the place of origin for all forms of arts and literature- a calling. It is an inner
force so strong that nothing can subdue it, once it decides to take you to the path of
learning, creation and expression.

Kalamkaar is absolutely elated to release the 4th edition of its annual magazine Ahvaan,
which is an expression of diverse creative voices, art forms, talents, achievements, and
thought processes. Every artist and their art is a realm in itself. And Ahvaan isa window
to those realms. Conflating the meanings of colors and vibrance of words, this year's
magazine celebrates the theme of "Enchanted Dreamscape".

We hope that our wizards of words and colors take you to such lands of imagination and

fiction that help you escape the mundanity of reality as you hear, feel, see, and embrace
the greater aspects of the same.
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MESSAGE FROM
PROF HEM CHAND JAIN

<» THE PRINCIPAL

With utmost pride, I am pleased to announce that Kalamkaar, the Literary Society of
DDUCG, has released the fourth edition of its annual magazine- Ahvaan.

Kalamkaar is doing a commendable job by not just providing students and budding poets
and artists the right platform to showcase their talent, but also by fostering the cultural
diversity, plurality, and multilingualism among the students. The strength of this society
lies in its efforts to create a congenial literary atmosphere for the college students and
ensure the coexistence of English with other modern Indian languages. It encourages
bilingualism among students and promotes the literatures of regional languages too. For
many years now, the society has invited renowned novelists, editors, journalists, and
poets whose views have benefitted the students immensely. T also appreciate the
outstanding attempts of the Fine Arts wing at nurturing the talents of our young artists.

I extend the best of my regards and wishes to the team of Kalamkaar for its future
endeavours, and salute its spirit in keeping the artistic streak of our institute alive.

MESSAGE EROM
| DR. PARAMJEET

THE CONVENOR

heTHehR gHRI Aifecd GfAfd g3 rer A fAenfdat & @U shellchR ol I8 Tl 81 [T & ol addr
dch TheTHhR - Ths HATSl chl 3T & 3R Tl & lel dRKhAT hd! ST ol 8|

Igd UHAdl gidl 8 ¥ &9 e hl fehd g gg Al sl vt ufam enl AR A 9em g1 sg gfafa &
STRT ahg T SheAThIR] chl Teh Hel AT & STal a8 37U+ U™ aht g21f urd &1

gg GAfd a<at ! AT <ol § Shid I 3R 37T GHRIG oh SIRU hs ds hiddl 9 ©a% g+ ol 3R
I8 Igd $© T 3R Jfdeh g |

3(TEA, ThelHhR hl dTivich UiAehT AR 361 BI-aR fAeeal sl Ufayr i stichl & S8 gk TIR1 §ed
A gy 7Rd ¥ Upfeerd g1 ST 81

1T el § foh ST ARG BAR &= AT -1 hellehRI ehl (@R e G <Id 871 3R ST g dRerehl
3T T BT
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MESSAGE FROM
DR. RAVINDER KAUR

TEACHER MEMBER

The literary society of Deen Dayal Upadhyaya College - Kalamkaar has been continuously
covering milestones since its inception and now one can witness a paradigm shift in the
ecosystem of fostering cultural diversity, plurality, and multilingualism among the
students. It provides the right platform to budding artists to showcase their talent
and take a step towards accomplishing personality development.

Kalamkaar has always encouraged its students to forge their path in any language they
want, be it Hindi, English, Urdu or Punjabi, there is no discrimination, as all these
languages are just different ways of presenting our vast culture. Art has no language and
to support this notion, Kalamkaar organized an Online Kavi Sammelan, where we invited
poets of four different languages.

The beauty of our culture shines in the art of our students. It has been an absolute delight
and pleasure to be a part of the Kalamkar family and being involved in mutual learning
and development process of the society. I heartily extend my best wishes to

the edition of this year's annual magazine 'Ahvaan’ which is just another exemplary
specimen of our students' creativity and talent.

Alas! Every journey has its end and we have reached the close of another marvelous year.

I bid all the students farewell, and hope and pray that they achieve whatever they desire,
and more, in their life. In their time here, T am sure they have learnt a lot and will spread
the message of positivity everywhere they go.

MESSAGE FROM
DR. ANUBHUTI YADAV

TEACHER MEMBER

I am proud to be a part of Kalamkaar, the literary society of Deen Dayal Upadhyaya
College. In my time with the society, I have noticed a special companionship and love
among the students as well as the teachers, which is a great indication of the nurturing
atmosphere the society has.

Our society has been an excellent medium for the budding poets, writers, artists to
exhibit their gift of creating such wonderful pieces of art. Whole of Kalamkaar family is
involved in not just the skills of its students but in the general well-being of its members
as well. Art is something that never dies, and hence is the best container for preserving
our culture, which Kalamkaar has done a brilliant job of.

This annual magazine is just another result of the tremendous efforts of the students and

the teachers. With a lot of love and hope in my heart, T am finally ready to bid adieu to
another batch of this society, and expect them to leave their marks all over the world.
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MESSAGE FROM
DR. REETA KUMARI

TEACHER MEMBER

Kalamkaar, the literary society of Deen Dayal Upadhayaya College, has been an
incredible platform for the young authors to represent and develop their skill. It has been
instrumental in helping the students understand the importance of art and literature.
As a society,

Kalamkaar has always been interested in not just the talents or skills ofits students
but has been a source of strength and guidance for them.

As a part of our annual tradition, we, as a society, are proud to present our annual
magazine - 'Ahvaan.' The theme of this year's edition is 'Enchanted Dreamscape', which
was specifically decided to enhance the creativity of the students and, we are proud to

say that our students have done a commendable job.

Our society also creates an environment for the students to showcase their talent in
many languages. The best thing about the atmosphere of this society is there are no
limits and every student is encouraged to push the boundaries of their thinking and
make a breakthrough almost every time.

I congratulate all the students, the teachers and convenors of Kalamkaar on completing
yet another successful year. I wish and pray for all of the students to get all that they
desire in life, remain humble and continue working for not just their betterment but for
the betterment of our country as well.

MESSAGE FROM
DR. CHARU KALRA

TEACHER MEMBER

TSl I IdTd §Y 317 dgd Geil 81 6! ¢ foh herHenR, &4 STel IUTTT ehictsl chl Hlfgfcieh FfAfd
AR a1iteh Uf3ehT "ITE" oh A TXRUT i ek T Tt & TTHA UKdd 81 garR g fenfefat qun
SITchl GHIATOT A 39 TERRUT ch I H clehk Wehl(RAd G deh Sgd HE-Td <hl, ST chl UIHT h «Iieh g
<9 el hl UfSNehT <l fAWT 31T o 9T | Igd 6! eyl | ST THTST # ST 3R [T hl WIa-T
TRH AT R gl, I AT chl hRTcHeh Sl HR "WATel! elld' ehgell dlel] WIS hiedi-eh gl gl
Y IRT 3R & oA dTet 3R F FaTct &1 gAR fdenffat 4 o "samefiy uRepeumr fawg & sigeia st
HATRATT et geri vt TRTE-T yar foan g1

gt gkl ¢ foh 39 HEAIUT hi UgehR &R Ueh UTSeh e A1 $© 0T HRA-3Y &R a<h oL JHIST o IR H,
3R ITY I FTET GHTST ol fe@m aret AfEdseh 3R ITh! Sifeeransit o IR 71 39feiy e st IR =
HfSIg ST1g 3R Inftal @ R 39 AAiaeh Aifefde TR & fagl

g9l & 91y # Irdte el g foh 331 avE gAR ®1 i 3R A <l §6 URuRT &l gHRIT S 3@
3R I8 ¢ URT el &t § WiasT # 3 aTet hiS18at & S ol 3R gHRI R @ g 35 ol
Rt g, dverdt g, 8% IR fAeRell §

7 fHaft g s, A @ T § |
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MESSAGE FROM
Dr. VANDANA

TEACHER MEMBER

Kalamkaar, the literary society of Deen Dayal Upadhyaya College, is doing an excellent job
of empowering the students with the weapons to fight this tough battle of life. It has
brought a certain level of peace to the students while showcasing their talents.

Art is not just for entertainment, or to feel pleasure, it is often the medium to highlight

the current issues developing in the society. This year, India is the host to the world
famous G20 Summit and the motto of this year's convention is- "Vasudhev
Kuntumbhkam" or "One Earth, One Family, One Future."

This year, Kalamkaar has kept that motto and in presenting this magazine. In this message,
I want to highlight how important it is to protect our future, by protecting our
environment, because that is the legacy we are leaving behind for our future generations.
India is the symbol of the diversity of cultures. We are a family of various different
religions, cultures, languages and what not, yet we present a united front and that is the
true beauty of India. Our culture is one of the most ancient ones and we are proud to
uphold it and present it with our annual events, like Kavi Sammelan.

I wish all the students of the society all the best for their future endeavors and expect
them to keep our culture and our legacy intact, as well as understand the importance of
caring for our environment, because if we can't survive, what is the use of culture.
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ASTHA
PRESIDENT

Kalamkaar is a place to celebrate and appreciate art, in all its sublime, majestic, awe-
inspiring, crazy, weird, passionate forms, because truly, what is life without a little
whimsy, without a little fervour, without art. My journey with Kalamkaar began in the
English wing, as a complete novice. I had little to no knowledge on how to write prose
and poetry, but this society has fostered my creativity and has encouraged me to go
beyond my comfort zone and hone my talent. I have learnt so much from my seniors, my
batchmates, my juniors and my teachers during the course of three years, and I am sure
that T will continue to learn from them.

Being a member of this beautiful family has been an integral part of my college life. My
growth as a writer and a person has been facilitated here. The creativity bubbling from
each member here has been truly inspiring and volcanic, with everyone pushing the
boundaries and norms of art. The talent that resides within this society is insurmountable,
with everyone creating something better and more vigorous than they did before.

My indebtedness towards my core team is profound and hard to put in a few words. They
have been my rock, constantly striving to make Kalamkaar a holistic space to nurture the
flair and forte of each and every member. There have been alot of twists and turns as a
part of my odyssey here, with its fair share of challenges, but I have learnt to navigate

them with the support of this team. They have worked tirelessly for this society and T am

tremendously proud and grateful for them, to say the least.

With this, we would like to present the fourth edition of Ahvaan. This magazine is a
platform for the expression of our writers and artists, and a place for them to be wild
with their imaginations. A lot of effort has gone into the creation of this plethora of
artistry and I hope that our readers will be immersed in this experience.

ANMOL
GENERAL SECRETARY

Kalamkaar is a place of refuge for me. People who started off as just fellow Kalamkaar

members now hold a special place in my heart. It is safe to say that I have learnt a lot here
but more importantly, I have memories here that don't compare. I joined Kalamkaar in
my first year and cannot believe it is already my third. An opportunity to learn, a fresh

perspective on art and creativity, I'm thankful to Kalamkaar for all it has given me.

AYUSHI MODAK
VICE PRESIDENT

SheTHehR <l BT 81T 3R I fold 9ed §® 7 H© hed T AR chietol oh o dgai- Ffadi # 9 Teh
W@ | SE A 4 g3 Sa-1 fErn g, ik foia- oo oier 9gd foras ries sHrm g, S9ehl TR
3MTSfiae @1 g3t HfAdT, Teiet Ud oivae i ariferat @ qreafers o @it 3 9 Sardal st @ um a1 S
T e, a8 sgHed 8|

cheTHehR ch Hd Ud Tgl oh RS -1 ch FIi-1ed H folegHT 3R 370+ EdTell ohl Hh ©U Y <h i IiY o4
UMFEI, Ud U+ Hgl 51 ol o @ uen -1 S19rg 911 3710 8 shetHehR 3R WiIfd &2, A7 Y
ShelHehIR] chl ST & 3R 37T+ ITRAT &g 91T G |

Y 3fTSite Qe ehefHehR 3gil |
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SHWETA KOTECHA
JOINT SECRETARY

cheTHhR ¥ S[ST Sitd- o dgdsi- STHdl & ¥ Uh g
hTdhR T chell U4 Yifgcd ch T & hs ATAgIReh disi UG- ol (il & fSiFeh [l & shaTHehR ahl
LHER g

VANSHIKA SINGH
TECHNICAL HEAD

Kalamkaar enabled me to find a community of like-minded folks I could learn from and
grow with, I hope this family benefits everyone similarly.

DISHA
ENGLISH CHIEF EDITOR

If there's one question that has always plagued my mind, it has to be why do most people
not write. For someone who has always found peace, solace, and the solutions to most of
her problems through writing, it is at the tip of my tongue when people vent out their
concerns and ask for solutions. Perhaps to write is to ascribe permanence- to people,
feelings, thoughts, and circumstances. And a heart who has witnessed devastation
resulting from endings is terrified of eternalising beginnings and presence. But this is
what writing is all about, breaking away from your fears every day.

All the pieces of literature and art adorning Ahvaan carry their own success stories, of
their writers and artists overcoming their apprehensions, and listening to their inner
voice appealing them to create and give existence to their ideas, and I am absolutely
pleased to have come across such great power of creation while curating the entries for
this magazine . It is always a pleasure to be swept off one's feet and taken to another
mind's realm on a magical carpet- an Enchanted Dreamscape.

May this flame of artistry, expression, and creation be forever kindled in Kalamkaar.

SWATI
HINDI CHIEF EDITOR

cheTHehR H Igens A IIgd Bl STHTe il diwl 3R fars ¢ 71 Gen faemefi st [&th ferarsl 8 dikan
Gehll | ATfged foia=1 u=l | €, I 81 31TH dieramel bl H¥epld H SR 9Y T & fAer ot g fa=Rt ot
g4 H 81 ShetHhR 39 fohdl & ot Geh dgd<i a9 g 3R gReIm o1 @
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AYUSHI TIWARI
ENGLISH HEAD

My writings are my way of controlling my demons and fighting them. I love reading and
writing and am a huge fan of Harry Potter. I have always been fascinated by the wonders
of the world and have always had a keen interest in trying to find out how the human
brain works. My works are a reflection of my personality, charming, broken and deep.
Kalamkaar has been so instrumental in helping me discover myself and enhance myself
in every way possible. I wish all of my Kalamkaar Family the love they deserve and will be
forever grateful for all they have helped me get through.

"Is it life that we are afraid of ?

Or is it us who we are afraid of."

ABHIPSA
ENGLISH EDITOR

In this land of uncertainties, trying to navigate uncharted territory can get overwhelming.

What your daydreams are made of is the seed that you should strive to sow into reality.

Make that reverie transition into reality, and let the world hear your verse.

PRIYANSHI
ENGLISH EDITOR

Kalamkaar has not just been a society to me, it has been a family where I interacted with
some of the best people I've ever met and got a chance to further improve my skills.
Working together with everyone and sharing laughs, creative inputs and sometimes some
disagreements are definitely a core memory. I'll always be grateful to the team for giving
me a safe space to grow and learn.

RHITIK CHAUHAN
HINDI HEAD

SheTHehR h TTY AT YU g GG 3R AHTEh 28T 81 thelHhR A H3t sgd $© fear fSrgent & war
SMTYRY IGIT| TGT {3t &l HRaH et et STt H shl it | dach gl Ui UTdT | #{ chictsl A5t R
e foTQ eheTHehR <hT SIgd aIgd YfehdT
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RIYA KUSHWAHA
HINDI EDITOR

BHUMIKA
FINE ARTS HEAD

3131 folamt hl L3I 3T UgH 3R G I gIdl & ol fohar Tereht 31Tl @ IR I8 Yar chddl oEeh Kalamkaar was the bright side of my college life. It allowed me to keep my creative side
T UdT 8 137 @I bt ufey ok sreat fafeg| alive and gave me a lifetime experience of team work, organising events and much more.
I joined Kalamkaar in the very first year of my college and started with Fine Arts wing of
the society which was one of my best decision as I got to learn so much more about art
through my seniors and even now when I'm a senior, still learning from all my brilliant

AYUS H I K A juniors I am so thankful to Kalamkaar for giving me this opportunity.

HINDI EDITOR

RUPALI
MARKETING HEAD

A IhT 3R el okdch &Il bl 8 THTST | AUl <hl ShHT gl Igd! 3R ST gl JHTST | shlfiehRl
ORAd JUT MY hd & | I<hl chl TR STTE, T hIH Sl & dl dal eideh 37T -t I & & ged |
YHTd T & STt G-I oIk o1 gl g1 ot felerd 8T 3R SUHT sheTH <hl ST § VT ahl STRech, BiRd
3R ITfed od BTl

To write, to express yourself, to hold a pen in your hands and bleed on to a sheet is a

revolution. Cowardice is not picking up the pen when you have inside of you, words that
begged to be let loose. Because remember, silence is synonymous with compliance.
The ink in your pen and the blood in your veins are made of the same thing. So, bleed
and bleed and bleed until a revolution sparks within you.
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ANSHIKA JAIN
GRAPHICS HEAD

I joined Kalamkaar as a volunteer of the Graphics Wing, someone who was once a newbie
but now, confidently calls herself a graphic designer. This place is pure magic, not just a
society but a family working tirelessly to bring out the best creative potential of
individuals. From infographics to illustrations, Kalamkaar has made me learn various
techniques to bring out amazing visual experiences. Since day one it was nothing less
than an opportunity to showcase my abilities and creativity in the best possible way. I got
ample guidance from my seniors especially Anmol bhaiya who put in so much efforts in
making me learn graphic designing. And today, as the graphics head, Tam thrilled to
present to you this beautiful journal of ideas and emotions.

MANYA GULATI
GRAPHICS HEAD

From being a novice in the field of graphic designing to being the graphics head in

Kalamkaar, my journey has been full of new learnings and exploring. I always had a keen

interest in fine arts and wanted to sharpen my skills in the same way, but Kalamkaar had

other plans for me. I gained knowledge about graphic designing, explored more about
and developed a passion for it. There's always a new learning in this field, which keeps me
engrossed, and I love exploring new sites and ways of designing.

UDDESHYA SHARMA
FINE ARTS
COORDINATOR

I joined Kalamkaar as a Fine Arts enthusiast in the very first year of my college but by the
influence of'its environment, I was intrigued to join the Hindi Wing as well. I knew how
to give words to my feelings through painting, but here at Kalamkaar, I was taught to
write creative pieces as well. The praise and support that seniors and other members
gave, was enough to invigorate me and I believe it was a game-changer for me.

So, Kalamkaar brings out the poet that was hidden inside me and gives me recognition as
an Artist as well. It helps me to enhance my artistry skills, boost up my confidence and
give me the identity that I was always looking for.

At last, we as Kalamkaar are not just a society, we are a "Family". Cheers!!

JYOTSNA SHIKHA
FINE ARTS
COORDINATOR

Kalamkaar, for me, has always been the centre of my college life. The sheer joy of
meeting like-minded creators here is simply unparalleled. T started at Kalamkaar as a
beginner, little did I know it was going to provide an amazing platform to put forth
my creative side. I have seen myself grow and thrive as an artist. From managing events
to sharing my creative pieces with the others, I have grown under the watchful and
nurturing shade of Kalamkaar. Most of what I know today about art and writing, I have
learnt here. Three years are too less yet so much to grab all that Kalamkaar provides. Not
to forget, this place has given me a beautiful bunch of people to cherish and learn from.
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ASTHA

+ First position in Likhmay, annual poetry competition organised by the
Poetry Club of TIIT, Manipur

First position in Chem-0-Wrile, crealive wriling competition organised
by the Department of Chemistry, DDUC

Published her own book- ‘Autumn Wild and Winter Rude’

Published her own book- ‘Sea of Tenebrosity’

Featured in top 20 in national poelry compelilion 2.0 organised by
Scribblers Community

Featured in anthology- ‘“The Hearlfelt Stories’

Fealured in anthology- ‘Selfishq- A Dollop of Self Love’

Featured in anthology- “Wholehearted Link with Pink’

Featured in anthology- ‘Mystlic Beauty of Love’

Featured in anthology- *Ode to Your Ink’

Featured in anthology- ‘Existing Loudly’

Featured in anthology- “Elixir of Words’
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DISHA

Published an anthology- ‘Memoirs Of Armageddon’

Co-authored an anthology- ‘Aliferous’

Co-authored an anthology- 'Life Of Lilies (Volume 1)’ published by
The Wordings

Co-authored an anthology- 'Silhouette of the Night' published by

The Little Booktique Hub

Gol articles [eatured on the ollicial google websile of an international
yvouth organization 'Eal My News'

*
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AYUSHI MODAK

+ 2nd position in Poelry compeltilion-"Manikarnika : The Untold story of
Rani Lakshmi Bai' organised by ABVF, DDUC.

» 3rd posilion in Jazbaal-The Unspoken Feelings, a Poelry Compelilion.

+ Secured the position of 'Literary Colonel' in the ‘Army of Lilerary Warriors'
by Story Mirror.
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SWATI KUMARI VIVEK TIRKEY

. 3rd position in a creative writing competition held by storymirror in « Featured in anthology 'A Tryst ol Love'
collaboration with Kalamkaar
+ 18l position in poetry competition held by Yuva society of DDUC

HIYA JAIN
U D D E S H YA S HA R M A + 151 position in Design Pro Graphic Designing, INVICTUS-DTU

« 2nd Position, Rangrez 22 organised by Kalamkaar DDUC
+ 2nd Position, Alfaaz e kalam (Hindi) 22 organised by Kalamkaar DDUC RITU
« 15l Position, Poster Making Competition organized by IIC, DDUC
« 151 Position, Open Mic & Storytelling competition organised by CAC, DDUC
. 15t Position, Poster Making Competition organized by IIC & Kalamkaar,DDUC + 3rd position in artville competition
+ 3rd Position, Poster Making Competition organized by Artesania,
+ Alma Ram Sanatan Dhama College, DU.
+ 15l Position, Pot painting Competition organized by Botanical Department
of DDUC
+ 15l Position, Best painting at Art Exhibition Competition, Organised by
+ ABVP, Deen Dayal Upadhyay College, DU
+ 15l Position, Poster Making Competition Organised Arl Meisters, Fine Arls
Society of Deshbandhu College, DU

JYOTSNA SHIKHA

+ 15t position in pot painting competition by Botanical society of DDUC
+ 2nd position in art exhibition by Rashlriya Kala Manch

ADITI RAWAT

* For winning the ‘best poster presentation’ under the Theme Research
UG/PG Level during the 7th international conference of INSCR on
"Modulating the environment with microbes”
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In Loving Must Die Meera

Prologue

When the men of the clan could not find her
They rushed to look around the fortress
Only to realise that she had escaped

The sounds of the wedding clarinet

That summons a bride to nuptials.

The desert went astir in the winds

As steps marched looking for her

Only to find her at the temple near the shrine.
The men surround the temple

In a wish to turn it into a scaffold,

And her ektara into her swan song.

Thus sang Meera,

O Men brutal of the cannibal class

You kill the lovers of your fries

Sycophants of the curst deserts

Sanguivorous is the way of your lives.

He was bred of the villages of gregarious herders
The muses of whom consorted the ineffable him.
His corporal make is what you would gut

When you gut and bleed the ephemeral him.

I'm but an infiltrate, dispossessed of myself

The germinates of his sapling

Creep inside my body, clamber through my limbs
And clutch on to my soul, altogether.

My soul, half mine, half his

And what I have mine also his.

His skin, which you shame like the dusk

Is the burnished charm of the singing Sun.

The dulcet notes of the flute that he plays,

Airs the hearts of the ears that it preys;

When you kill his seeds of affectation

You disembark my limbs, void my brains

And thus stop his flutes from airing me.

When the herder did pipe into me his flutes
My Lord planted his seed of love inside me.
The seed sprouted to birth my novel spirit.
This spirit pulsates my humora

Seasonless the musk of this love.

This spirit inside me belongs to the seas.

This spirit inside me belongs to the peaks.
This spirit inside me belongs to the saints.
This spirit inside me belongs to the Prophet.
This spirit inside me is but that of my herder,
His shrine is what I've worn all over

His nectar is what I've been drenched in.
And when you thus break his corpus

You but gluttonise my eyes with evermore of him
The flower of an unknown forest

The aster of of an unknown cosmos.

Bring down your daggers, batter this body.

Drag out the viscera, feed them to hounds.

But this shrine shall live,

So shall live Meera's love for her herder,

And so shall live the spirit of the Lord,

The seas, the mountains, the saints, the Prophet.

In loving was Meera frenzied, in loving must Meera die!
For she learnt loyalty in the herder's name.

She learnt piety in the herder's name.

And she sought in her herders name-

The treasures of the gems of love.
Creator's Corner

-Kunal Roy




Were you a hurricane?

You did rise and surge like one.

Corpses left scattered like autumn leaves at fall.
The things that existed, ceased to stir.

But I found solace in your eyes.

I slept as it raged, under your gaze.

Won't touch, you called your own touch- impure.

Kept me alive through the storm you brought forth.

Maelstrom, whirlpools, the sea won't rest.
Power lines were breaking free.

But colors and peace did me no good,

As dull, gray skies and your wrath did.

Drenched in the rain that had stopped long before,
Now I knew what was to come.

My heart ached. A hurricane, you were to fade.

So while my folks rejoiced, I shedded a tear.
Staring into the horizon as waves engulfed you,

Pale, barefoot on the shore's foam, I envied the sea.

Won't kiss, you called your own touch- impure.

Promise me to return with another tempest, for me- a safe fort.

Cold

I was feeling cold, it's fine, I was told,

I hugged myself, a body only my hands would hold,

As a longer line drawn against another line makes it appear shorter,
The severe cold outside deluded me in feeling warmer,

So I went out, the night a metaphor of silver,

I couldn't understand what made me shiver,

The biting wind outside or my emotions frozen inside,

The demarcation line blurred, hollowness gaped wide,

The cold, empty dark roads felt welcoming, relatable,

I wanted to run, shout, cry, give-in, the urge inevitable,

As my eyes closed, my senses heightened,

It all felt different suddenly, it just happened,

The wind sang in a melancholy whistle and I, listened,

The half-moon with spots, a bit more brightened,

Between the clouds, it played hide and seek,

The leaves rustled, urging, encouraging me to speak,

I felt touched, I felt serene, I felt understood, I felt comforted,
it felt alive, beating again, the snow in my heart melted,

The world's so paradoxical, if the cold could be so warm,
Maybe, happiness could be found in a place forlorn.

Creator's Corner
-Ankita Rawat

-Saakshi

Priyadarshini




Of Spring

(A poem on how a mother loses her baby a day after it’s born)

She came forth with hands so small,

With feet so soft and smile so bright

as Spring’s sweet glow.

It was as if the spring of her life was the spring of mine too.

Spring, they say, is the season of hope.
The blossom for me was her sweet glow
Her laughter, the sound of crickets and bees buzzing through

And her smile, the hundred sunflowers dancing in the sun-kissed meadows.

I have suffered winter before.

I have cried a rain or two too.

I have breathed the crisp summer winds,

And have heard the laughter of the valleys too.

This spring I laid on, in a blue hospital gown,
looking at her sleeping on the aisle below
She soon cried hope as the summer winds blew.

Then a speck of yellow as bright as a dandelion
But with a dusky hew.

The nurse cried “havoc”;

I cried red too.

For then I promised her a golden charm
That “I shall dream a dream of hope for us tonight”,

But soon, I could no longer bear to see the autumn leaves cry.

She put her hand into mine
And T kissed her goodbye.

Then a winter breeze swept once more

She coughed once, twice and breathed no more.
People came in, cried a tear or two

And took her away,

But I moved no more.

Up above, among the wavering winter winds,
I saw her soul flying far away,

I try to reach but my hands too short,

With tears in my eyes, I was fading away.

“Fare thee well, Fare thee well.

Fare thee well for we shall meet again.

Fare thee well! Come as spring to me once more.”
I whispered, thus, to my love and moved no more

Creator's Corner

-Sneha R
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SHADES OF DEATH

(trigger warning- mention of death and suicide)
Seductress supreme, shadily in all her shades
Of cacodemonic cloaks, comes on a fatal fall,
Lures them to sweet sleep, in silence evades,
When her preys under sarcophaguses crawl.

She walks in humming a lullaby.

First a distant echo, then strikes a deafening yelp,
Until your heart, plays the same melody;

And mind dances dizzily. An underwater kelp.

Hush! child, close your eyes. The lady calls.
Good girls, like Sivvy, go early to bed.
Louder and louder grow her footfalls,
'Green, White, Eigengrau, Saffron, Blue, Red.'

She's the green on the black screen at your bedside,
When stretches her body straight, she's asystole.

Or grotesque green, in corked poison bottles hides.
A slutty dance behind hexagonal ribbed glass walls.

Or she stays bottled up, as emotions smoldering over years,
In tiny whites, like marbles bright, picked up all at once.
Swallowed to slumber, past fearful silence of silencing fears.
Lids shut as shells, a pearly-white trance to outrance

Prisoners see her eigengrau, camouflaging on the ceilings of dingy cells.
Free birds meet her in the air, hovering, cascading from the tower.

She is the saffron in your skin set ablaze, who blows ashes to fires of hells.

And the bluish bleakness, girdling a drowned man, at his last hour.

She is the colour of a mellowed sun, melting in the evening sky.

Artists paint her on their wrists, with silver brushes, single stroke.

White sheets, red dye, gentle drizzles, a last sigh.

Hysterical laughs, she swirls away to the sullen skies that thunders evoke.

TO THE WORLD WHERE MY HEART BELONGS

Not the captivating pinnacles,

Or the submerging blues,

Or those far-stretching farms

Filled with the essence of love;

Allure me more than this

Gleamy, quaint, obscure world;

Concealed behind the bars of imagination,
Fading away from reality,

To my best-loved place;

Where my heart sings and soul dances,

To the beats of nature;

And where things make more sense than this fake world,
Hiding behind the facade of realism.

Creator's corner

-Disha Nashine

-Vanshika Mishra




Bls 3N TEAT 9ad D

¥ch STl ¢ YU STel

SIgl I1d <l {2 &d el

HEYgd St ches, FSI91d &

T URAE g, TAd sl |

STl SU #RT I<T oK T8 8

goH i 78l R & dear e

STeT TveR gt ord &Y femar &

foh gt @t T8l foheR 1|

STT aTRRT o Ut | et A oft It §
STgl Ul | gf-ar 73 off ot 8

STel A 9 St § SR st ot

STgl 7 GRi-gelt § merd

T § VT S8 hel?

I I PR o] Yeh Y8 AT |t & ST hl
el &l 731, o g8t agl S -igi

I IRl R o, 3R his 3R AT Al 8 I<h |
3 ol T8 81 detRI=T gsdt
IR T SdeT di Tgl vt $o @ el

IR Igl A °E Yeh Tl <hl foherdd gl foradl |
foha 8t O o forg fohd= 81 S @

Uch 1 TR 8% heH Tai 96 SiTdl Asiearsi 9
U & H el 81 Igd AT FS 8

TR 3704 A9R df 981 U oid sfarstt @

for ga =71 S1g 2@ & A A

STgl et 81 g ST hRE@Tl H|

1T Yeh AMel GUA & SATeT §1 3HehT Iola
$® Bal di gt 4-1 fenmtt AR e

ol 3T HRT 38 I

3R STt hig 3R IAT Ht 8 a<h |

TRehT T 81 s e A §UTd

TR gl df 99 WUR da! gehi- ol 8f

AT @R UTdTel H ST 319 & T&T
29 dgd’ 7L Wachl $© SHIA 8l 8l

et G 9R o & g il T ?

Igd SHIE 3@ of 9 fSierl &l e Jsi?

g1l WR i oA ¢ R A T 91 gl

ST S oIl SITdT g Tgl, URARLT AR} @TEalr Jal
39 gaT & T19 da, $© 3R g g

oh! TTeT HI SETAd g, 7gwl M ol |

T i Rl TUSRT & HehdT 8 AT A8 hI?
AT af T8l W1 IGT Shal? T Y ¢ fohegRI ahi?
AT G § H dgl, 3R hig R I i § ach hI??




Creator's corner

- Jyotsana

- Ruba




FAR, FAR AWAY

(TW: Mention of rape)

Today I woke up in a land far, far away,
Chirping birds and the horses did neigh.
Dancing daisies and the faerie queene,
The grass blue and the sea green.

Singing plates, the beauty and the beast;
Flying carpet and a prince of the east.

A pumpkin carriage and Cinderella’s slippers,
A little mermaid and some dolphin flippers.

Fantastical land and castles of sand,
Merrymaking and visions grand.
Squirrels tailoring, reciting a lore:

Doc, Bashful, Happy, Grumpy, Sleepy, Sneezy and one more.

Call me Dopey if so you wish,

A rat in Paris makes my dish.

Golden haired princess in a tower,

Hair running for miles, with a magical power.

To these places I wanted to run,
But my adulthood has now begun.
Now I wake up to the real world,
Torments of life are here unfurled.

Surrounded by angst and misery,
No sword and sorcery, no Disney.
Brainless wars and afflictions aplenty,
Health crises, the year twenty-twenty.

Dejection and destitution, violation of rights,
The days are scary, more so are the nights.
Honour killings, lynchings, kangaroo courts,
The papers filled with gory reports.

Idiots in power, selling their souls,

Stealing votes, harassing at polls.

Seventy five years of “sweet” independence,
But are we actually free— your descendants?

Minds are corrupt and so are the hearts,

This is how the anger starts.

Gaining from the system are the privileged and the rich,
Any other way makes their eyes twitch.

Tainted is our moral fabric,

Which makes this reality so bleak and tragic.
Like a Romantic, you wish to escape,

But then who will talk about yesterday’s rape?

Be the revolution, be the reform,

Be the lightning in a storm.

Resort not to acceptance, fight the power,
Dismantle institutions, don’t be a wallflower.

Wake up and take a look around,
Towards catastrophe we are bound.
Exhausted my patience— it is now lost,
Ignorance is bliss, but at what cost?

Creator's corner

-Astha
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Once upon a time,

in this hasty world,

lived a little girl with

ared diary and a pen.

She cared too much

and lived too little,

Lost within the pages

of books she read,

Enchanted with the scenes

of the movies she saw.

Her fictional friends

Came to life at night,

Nala taught friendship

could conquer problems,

Mia Thermopolis taught courage
to face difficulty and

Belle taught to love

beyond what you see.

She secretly fell for her prince
And lived happily ever after.

But will she be happy ?

Was everything perfect after "the end"?

Curiously, she turned

to the page after "the end" and
watched the post credit scenes
Startled to see life

passing through the days
throwing challenges,

turning and twisting

on every straight plot.

Along came realization,

she was a princess

her kingdom was fantasy

built on clouds,

she saw the demon

when she became one

in someone else's life.

Her enemies were just people
who never got to share their tales
And her heroes

Just wrote their own stories.

Hoping for endings where,
Bella swan could rule

the vampire kingdom ,
Anastasia Steele could do
everything she loves,

and Juliet could live

a longer life.

But that never happened.
She closed the book

and shut the TV

with a heavy heart.

Her Enchanted Dreamland
was just utopia,

Comfort was ignorance,
Jealousies were her insecurities
And she was a sidekick

in her own story.

A tear dropped.

But the next moment

A smile appeared.

Her books gave her strength
to write her own story

Her movies showed direction
to be who she was.

Her world was vast

but trips across were cheap.
She grew up watching movies
and reading books

Living lives , million in one.

Creator's corner

-Vidushi Jain



3TST Y Yelg Gg<l |l o1 Tt ...

R @d 8l & Ueh chell Thel & a1 Al
1T bl oI # gEst gfan | g o,
37T et UR fAEt W e H @1 ol

HE AT ST ST THST 3T g} @7 ...
e+ R i hlS o a1 gl T !
= chl A 99 AGHSY H i A...
SIS <l SISTI ToR T g1 ZgT AT

99 e 31T GG <7 38T ...
Gg foHT 72t gt |1 & 28T !
ga1 H ol &Tell | 38 et At H....
Ugell R T 77 [T 91 7 T AT

fR-efRR fool 1ot AR U 8t off
Qeh dfiel T 310+ UTH el 3@l o,
STTeh? T df Ueh JST SITSAT AT gl
3R Y o STigs ATdTSt 317 et A

oAl ft 78 Y AT K TS A?
g e hed Us o fely
ifchT GERT HiehT hgl ot UrHt #?

fOhR sifigTen # SieR Trerdl i1 T8t <.
oI & a1ug 31Ut gfAar 7 3 gt ot
<t Bt g IR 98 B ST ..

gl Sl 2T 8 31 g THeT U @t |

T8I &< ST 319+ iy 31marst 37 ot At
RIS g1 A2T-fadsr gae o 28t oft
370 el TR U1 &R IAT Tpt oAt

<hig ST GHST o1 g1 T Hifch

aY e et a9 e femn @t oft

gl Gl Ia T oY 3chel @R STT 361 AT
ST 918 @8 3T U uT et oA
e @S gU oI A &1 A ...
< 8T ohl U8 & &1 AR RT3 ot |

3MUch! g & off st I & &1 gt oft...
[ el 9 foraT 3fR gl ST @t o
TR U <h his B 8IdT hal 6...

3 el A df & R foeaRk iR ush ot




In the quiet of my mind, I am drawn,

To a place so dark, so dull, so forlorn,

A dreamscape where life seems to have fled,
And the shadows reign supreme instead.

I call it hiraeth, this land of the dead,

For it's a place where my soul find its bed,
A place of mystery, of beauty, of dread,

A world where dreams and reality are wed.
In this land, I walk alone,

With my thoughts, my fears, my moans,
But I am not afraid, for death is my friend,
A companion that I will always defend.
And in this land, I see a man,

A slender figure, tall and grand,

A shadowy figure that beckons me,

A man that I know, but cannot see.

He speaks to me, in a voice so low,

He whispers secrets that I cannot know,
He tells me of a world beyond this land,

A place where dreams and life do intertwine and expand.

And then he tells me, that it's time to go,

To a place beyond the veil, where the dreams do flow,
To a world where my soul can transition,

At a place where my heart can find its true mission.
I am taken aback, I cannot believe,

That my time on this earth is about to leave,

But the Reaper assures me, that it's time to move on,
To a place where my soul can find its new dawn.
And so I follow, this dark, slender man,

To a place beyond this world of sand,

Where life and death are not separate, but one,

A place where the journey has just begun.

And in this realm, I see a world so pure,

A place where my soul can finally endure,

A place where my heart can finally be free,

The world where my soul can finally be me.
The Reaper speaks, and his voice is kind,

He tells me that it's time to unwind,

To let go of the life that I have known,

And embrace the world where I am finally grown.

I nod, and I follow, through the light,
Through the darkness of the night,

Until we reach a place of pure white,

A place where my soul can finally take flight.
And in this world, I feel a peace so true,

A place where my heart can finally be new,
A place where my dreams can finally come true,
A world where my soul don't need a crew,
And as I leave this land of the dead,

I know that I am finally led,

To a world where my soul is free,

To a place where i need not to plea

For in this world beyond the veil,

I know that my soul will forever sail,

In a sea of dreams and life so bright,

A world where I will forever take flight.

And so I say goodbye to this world so dim,
And I embrace the world where I can swim,
For in this realm beyond the veil,

I know that my soul will forever prevail.

Creator's corner
-Syed Saad
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MUSES

I pray to Calliope, Clio, Erato,

To Euterpe, Melpomene, Polyhymnia;
Today I pray to end this stupor,

Pray to Terpsichore, Thalia, Urania.

Whisper in my ears,

Oh daughters of Zeus.

Awaken the dragon, ignite the fire
Of this drunken, erratic fool.

Sing me your melodies,

Oh mistresses of Apollo.

Seduce me with ardour,

Chant for me the song of Achilles.

Lift me from worldly desires,

Brandish me with your tragedies

Of losing sons, of anguish and agony.

Let your locks of golden sea entangle me,
Strangle me with demiurge divine.

Strum the strings of history,

Guide my hands as I write to thee—
You, who grace myrtles and zithers,
With doves and Eros at your knees.
Arouse in me an aurora

Of words powerful and potent

To survive the persecution of time.

Inebriate me with the elixir of mermaids;
Crown me with the diadem

That masks the stories of grief.

Chain my hands on my paper,

And pervade me with your hymns.

Continue to flourish and mock

The foibles of a mortal,

Enslaved by her vellichor.

Perform for me a ballet

Of dancing swans and singing sailors.
Bestow your stars on my sleeve,

And let magic cascade on my canvas.

Shake me, enliven me,

Let thunder fall upon me.

Haunt me with ghosts of poets past,
Dissolve this dwam into an ocean

Of frenzy, fervour, and fire;

So my black ink shall weave once again—
Tales of a world in hell.

Creator's Corner

-Astha



AN ODE TO THE BLACK ROSES

(based on the brief history and life of prostitutes)

Across lush green lawns with roses red,
Peach, pink, whites, all lavishly bred;
Blossoming in their flower bed,

Are dingy cells of roses black.

The world outside has seasons bright.
Poor black roses know wintry nights.
The rest are tales told by knights,
Who show up seeking roses black.

Solon's first offerings to Athena's feet.
The cheapest adorned the mansions elite,
The nicer ones vended on the streets,
Brought journeys luck best roses black.

Some fine specimens of passionate art,
Some buds scattered, some torn apart,
Stemmed to thrive with thorns at heart,
Preserved in museums, rare roses black.

Behold them hanging low on the windows
Facing bleak aisles and walls of bordellos.
Ill-famed for blackening the visitors' robes
Are left with bruises roses black.

Beneath their petals are stories untold:
Once a white rose got stolen and sold,
With a drop of blood and pistil furrowed,
In a prison that taught it 'old isn't gold'
So forever live maidens roses black.

[Solon: The Greek ruler known for the earliest attempt to legalize prostitution
in the 6th Century B.C. by imposing taxes on "the skin trade".

Athena's feet: reference to ancient Athens under Solon's rule

The 2nd, 3rd and the 4th lines of the third stanza refer to the pornais, the
peripatetica, and the hetaera respectively, the three types of prostitutes
classified according to how much tax they paid]

Creator's Corner
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SO WAS THE DANCE

So was the dance, so was the cadence, So was the dance, so was the cadence,

This was the love story for the maidens. This was the horror of all the maidens.

One was made of fire, the other of ice, The family tore both of them apart,

No one's fault, but someone's demise. She was made to be someone's counterpart.

So was the dance, so was the cadence, So was the dance, so was the cadence,

This was the tragic tale told by maidens. This was the love story told by maidens.

The night rain, making the streets glitter, In someone else's home, now she resided,

Two lost souls, running from the trigger. Fever took over, and his heart and soul divided.

So was the dance, so was the cadence,

This was the loss still mourned by maidens.
She, as free as the stars in the sky,

But in her heart, still, a cold did lie.

So was the dance, so was the cadence,
This was the desire of all the maidens.

His anger, hotter than the stars combined,
To the world, he was the devil in disguise.

So was the dance, so was the cadence,
This was the ballad sung by the maidens.
She smiled, he faltered, and it began,
Some say it was all a part of His plan.

So was the dance, so was the cadence, Creator's Corner

This was the warning whispered by maidens.
The icicle melted and the fever subsided,
She was the cure, or so his heart had decided.

-Ayushi Tiwari




BLOCK

On a cold September evening,
I sit on the hardwood desk,
Papers sprawled around me.
The pen clasped on my fingers,
Ink bleeding onto the page,

the tip at a single standstill.

When my sixth-grade English teacher praised my writing,

I promised him, “Sir, I want you to do the honors of reading my first
manuscript.”

When I took the stance for my own future,

I told my mother “Mom, I am a creative.

I want to write and create art that swallows people whole.”

When I embraced imagination for that creation,

Is this the future I envisioned for me?

Dull. Dusty. Bleak.

I watch the colors bleed out of the paper,
My vision blurred, the lights dimming,
Fogging into black and grey.

The confidence to walk the summit,
Crippled to dust,

Like a glass shard falling into concrete.

Letters jumping on me,

As, Bs, Cs, Ds,

Words clustering my mind,

Choking me - confiscated, elevated, levitation, procreation,

Hinged, ringed, circus animals, Loch Ness monster, claustrophobic sobbers!
A tsunami floods the shores of my brain,

Yet everything slips through my fingers

like water,

The remnants, a catastrophe.

I bleed and bleed and bleed onto the paper,
Yet I watch the color diffuse,

Only grey and grey clouding my vision.

The paper still blank.

“You're still writing that novel?” they ask.

Awkward smiles, averted gazes.

Does being an artist with an uncertain future make us society vices?
With a dictating voice from the masses,

Creators are pushed down the edges,

“No, that painting is scandalous,”

“No, that book is too political,”

“That designer is too diabolical!”

You drive our art, our creations,

With chains of your opinions,

A play of asphyxiation with walls of dos and don’ts,
And yet complain when we comply to your demands,
Calling us dull, uninteresting, not special.

We blindly maneuver over how history has failed creativity,
Constricting its freedom by strapping on

Unwritten rules after rules, constrains after constraints,
Blurring myriad of writers and artists out of the frame.
Creation is love, creation is free!

But freedom is the freedom that says one plus two makes three.

On a cold September evening,

I sit on the hardwood desk,
Papers sprawled around me.
The pen clasped on my fingers,
Ink bleeding onto the page,

the tip still, at a single standstill.

Creator's Corner
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NIGHT

Crowds of sweat and the shades of humans

You told me don't trust the wave of rumours

We bought cons and calculated lies

Wide open mouths and trivial fights

Drifting in streams only to touch spontaneous corners

I inhaled the breeze only to regret brief encounter

And I remember you telling me how perfect everything was
My wounds refused words at that time

And I remember you telling me how lively world was

But I remember walking through night in broad daylight

We held hands ,exchanged breaths

On roads of withering leaves stretching for ever

We jumped corpses,escaped deaths

On the streets of fading deeds ,exhausting endeavours
The sun shone bright ,so golden on you

I remember looking through glasses blue

Now I'm walking through the same old town

The sweat's still wet,the air's still odd

The drifts still operate,the eyes still scorch

But you're not here,my hands are free

Everything is where it's meant to be

I just turned around to some whispers in hope

While T was scanning strangers a minute ago

And I caught myself again shifting eyes in vacant sights

While walking through night in broad daylight.

SOUND OF SILENCE

What is the hum that meets you in an old basement?
The words unspoken exchanged by that sight.

The resonance in the audience rapt by a performer,
In a room full of darkness, in the absence of light.

The smell of the air before the first rain,
The hollow in your heart alone every night.

The loud noise you feel at a beloved's funeral,
The absence of a hand on your shoulder after a fight.

The journey of the Nautilus heard from its empty shell,
The depth of the valley as seen from a height.

The tale of every man wrapped inside himself,
The feeling of justice for everyone's right.

The story in the hands of a silent reader,
The belief of the poet poured on a paper as he writes.

Its not the noise that everyone hears,
But its the sound of silence that conveys the might.

Creator's Corner
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SAILING

The devil itself was playing the flute, of a gray haze of melancholy,

shrouded in ice yet dripping with chMusic like a burnt rose' melody flew out
And pierced its thorns deep,

the gray sky was her ceiling and floor the rocking boat beneath

Memories spurred by the music assaulted her being

And suddenly she was a little child,

skipping in the dandelion fields.

Carefree days those were, ignorance and innocence dripped like honey from her heart
In her own heavenly sanctuary

that the world had yet to break apart.

The boat under her feet rocked distraught,

"At least I'm still sailing?", she thought.

The music now shook the trees and rolled the clouds,

Hauntingly sweet and heavy, sinister as it flowed

She was dreaming then,

Of a nest on cliffs overlooking freedom

Of a little bird crying, weighed down by her wings that ached to fly
That ached to explore and ached to pilot on curving paths leading to self
But the shadow of something bigger shackled it

in the irons of virulent love

thus, destining it a prisoner for life.

The waves crashed hard and the boat trapped itself in a losing fight
"The bird was I!", she cried.

erries,

Calling her so peacefully,

Holding her hand in a promising sweet bliss

Drowning in grief, she could only nod

Alas, the hand had a fiend grip

that pulled her down, deeper and deeper underwater
Stealing her breath forever.

The boat ultimately lost and the waves roared in victory,
Thus, swallowing her last strangled cry

As she fell into the void of no return.

Life, as the world knew, carried on,

The sun shined and the flowers bloomed,

The birds flew and the waves smiled

The dandelions danced and the clouds parted
No tragedy had the world ever witnessed,

No storms had ever wracked the earth

And no boat had ever drowned in the waves.

There were laughs and there was glee.

Enchanted, she took the leap.
P Creator's Corner
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NIGHT SKY AND YOU!

The sky filled with bright stars,

I was standing behind the terrace bars,

Wondering if she was here with me tonight,

Then stars must have been flickering too much light.

Our hearts, full of love just like this moon,

Happiness dancing like a cute balloon.

Even that was a full moon day,

When you held my hand, and my heart took your way,

Best of the years we had,

You are mine, and I am happily glad.

My soul was still living a thousand miles away,
Even though my body had a touch of this play,

I started to imagine her standing beside me,

Around her, a smile on my face always come free,

Laughing and having a light sweet talk was my favorite thing to do,
I love to have her by my side and a hot coffee brew.

I imagined that I must be staring more at her, less at the sky,

She'll ask me why am I smiling and not looking at the twinkling fly,

The only answer I'll have, her smile is more glorious than that shining stone,
Gazing at it makes the bright night much more of a happy zone

Hoping you are looking at the moon,

I smiled, waved the air to reach you soon,

I whispered I love you to the breeze,

I wish it touches your ears and let my love freeze.

HOMECOMING

Homecoming for me

Isn't it meant to be happy?

But something felt weird

The key switches weren't as snappy

The washrooms aren't the same

The sink, it feels smaller

I'm probably a guest here now

That is a bitter pill to swallow

The gas knob feels too smooth

Can't say the same about the doors
Mum's food never tasted so good

I just kept asking for more

God when did i grow up

Left this place i called home

But I'm quite conflicted now

Is this even my home anymore?

Then i got in my bed to sleep

The most comfortable spot in the world
I guess it sums things up quite well

That i still woke up feeling sore..

I don't know if the soreness was from the unfamiliarity of the bed
Or the sadness i felt deep within my core
now that I've left this place

Will i ever be able to call a place home..?

Creator's Corner
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The world is gigantic and wide,

Still incomparable to what T dream of.

A vivid imagination of mine,

That solely exists in my heart.

An otherworldly hallucination,

An enchanting delusion that captivates me.
An idyllic summer of childhood,

A daydream as beautiful as spring,

Where my sorrows as cold as winter,
Weightlessly shed like fall.

I dive into an ocean of creativity,

To experience my repressed desires,
That aren't acceptable in the waking world.
I talk to flowers,

They don’t judge.

I run after butterflies,

They play with me.

I sleep under the stars,

They let me sleep peacefully,

While the moon sings a lullaby.

My feet walk in shallow streams,
The ocean and birds sing for me.
Serenity and calm, all around.

Dreaming of a life no less than a fairy tale,

Lost somewhere in the world of fantasy.

I want to live here for the rest of my life,

To escape reality I live in my dreamy landscape,
To let go of bitter memories that keep me awake.
The world daunts me, the reality haunts me.

The real world has become miserable and disquieting, _.Smridhi Rana
So I live in my fantasy dreamscape.

Creator's Corner
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One For All
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Venom- Let's there be Carnage
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Hope :
Form itself,

Look for what makes you happy and your heart even if ¢ ompl etely abstract

smile and I hope you find what you're

looking out there. I hope you find acceptance
and the kind of happiness that exist on

your own terms. I hope you truly take the
time to figure out what moves you,

what you deeply crave from life,

and I hope you have the courage to chase that.

Amitabh Bachchan
the forever star

Power and Unity

Have you ever wondered how
empowering it is to see people uniting
over music and art?

CREATOR'S
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Kathakali

Kathakali is a major form of classical
Indian dance. It is a "story play" genre
of art, but one distinguished by the
elaborately colourful make-up and
costumes of the traditional male actor-
dancers. It is native to the Malayalam-
speaking southwestern region of Keral
and is almost entirely practiced and
appreciated by Malayali people.

Nature

A little nature study which shows
greenery all over and the waterfall
which make this more beautiful.
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India Gate

India Gate is one of the monuments
in Delhi that takes you on a
nostalgic ride. From chuski wale
bhaiya to family picnics; this place
had seen us being carefree yet
growing. This drawing is a visual
masterpiece that not only captures
our childhood memories but also
India's most beloved landmarks.

This is a sketch of a young boy
that captures his youth and liveliness.

Culture

Cutural painting/ag =&
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Landscape

Landscape painting/what a
beautiful nature we have.
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The wise owl Digital art revolution

Still life
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Stranger Things

As you can see here, this is a fan
art of Stranger Things season 5
The demon in the background is
called Vecna and the boy in the
front is named Noah In this
artwork it is shown that Noah is
being possessed by Vecna.

Clown

Well, I'm Pennywise.

The dancing clown.

Mandala Art

Steve Harrington :
A character from
"Stranger Things"
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Peaceful couple

Fantasy

Traditional beauty
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Deification of
Never call .
antinous
Them pt.1 Pink
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Validation Vanshi
Versions
Woman Oranges
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Anmol
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Joker

Mandala
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Serene
landscape

Monochromatic
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Amidst of
nature
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Manya Gulati

Ananya Raj
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Dreamland Starry Night

Strawberries
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Jyotsna Shikha
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Hela Spider Venom

reator's Corner

Yash
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Soul soothing
sundown

Gleefully
vibrant views

Morning
lectures

Lady Boss
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Ruba Mehvish
Anirban
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