
 

 



  

 

From the Desk of the Editor 

At Department of English, we attempt to not only impart 

quality education but also create independent and creative 

thinkers who are nurtured to serve as torch bearers to ignite 

many more minds. With our endeavor to channelize the 

creative talents of our young budding writers, the 

Department has come up with the second volume of its 

literary compendium ―Unwinding Creativity‖. 

William Wordsworth, the famous English poet had once marvelled at ―a 

host of golden daffodils... fluttering and dancing in the breeze.‖ We too 

experienced such delightful moments when we read mosaic of literary 

pieces penned by our very own talented and creative students. Working on 

the compendium required coping with challenges, such as several rounds 

of laborious and meticulous editing, coordinating, accommodating last 

minute additions and still managing to meet hectic deadlines. However, we 

are satisfied and delighted to see the finished product. We hope that the 

compendium continues to evolve as a creative and vibrant space for the 

students to discover and nurture their literary talent. 

The compendium is indeed a precious document in the creative journey of 

our talented students as budding poets, writers and thinkers and inspires 

them to aspire higher. Literature is one of the most powerful media through 

which they can engage with the world meaningfully and creatively. I 

congratulate the entire team of department and students and wish all the 

readers a very happy reading. 

 

 

 Prof. (Dr.) Shivani Vashist 

 Head Department English, FMeH 

 Manav Rachna International Institute of Research & Studies 



  

 

  

MESSAGE 

It gives me immense pleasure to know that the 

Department of English, Faculty of Media Studies and 

Humanities, is publishing a compendium of literary 

writings of students. It also adds to my happiness to 

know that around 46 students have contributed poetic 

creations or writings on varied subjects. 

The creative writing program is integral to any English 

Department since it recognizes the essential role of creative arts in our 

culture and society. It is not only expressing emotions or giving vent to 

one‘s feeling but it also depicts the sensitivity of the writer towards society 

and humanity in general. It also inculcates and lays foundations for good 

behavior as one understands the nuances of the feeling of others. In 

academic context, writing hones the skills of expression and helps in 

conveying the feelings and thought process of writer to varied audiences. 

I appreciate the efforts of the Faculty of Media Studies and Humanities, 

Department of English in collating literary contributions and then publishing 

them in the form of compendium. 

I wish this venture a grand success. 

 

 

Dr. MAITHILI GANJOO 

DEAN, FMeH 

Manav Rachna International Institute of Research And Studies   
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My name is Anjali Pathak and I am a student of B.A.(Hons.)English. 
I enjoy writing because I love being able to express myself and 

my own ideas and I feel that literature is the only way to vent our 
pent up  ideas, emotions and feelings productively. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  ANJALI PATHAK 

8 

आज भी जब हम बात "बलतकर" की  करते है; 

तो सबकी रूह काांप सी जातत है। 

तजसपे तबती वही जाने कह के बात थम सी जातत है। 

आज उसकी बेटी के साथ हुआ; 

कल को मेरी बेटी के साथ न हो, 

 ये सोच के मााँ-बाप का डर बा सा जाता है। 

कब तक ये डर ? और कब तक सहेंगे  हम? 

अपनी ही बेटी की आऽादी को डर का नाम दे के, 

क्ोां ? तपांजरे में कैद कर तदया जाता है। 

शतमिंदा उन दररांदो को होने की बजाय; 

क्ोां?अपना ही मुह बांद रखने को कहा जाता है। 

आज भी जब बात "बलतकर" की करते हैं; 

तो सबकी रूह काांप  सी जातत है। 

क्ोां? कभी सोच को बदला नही ां जाता? 

क्ोां?दोशी उसे ही ठेहराया जाता है; 

तजसपे जुमम हुआ है, उसने तो कपाे ही ऐसे पहने थे, 

रात मे बाहर जाने की जरुरत क्ा थी, 

अकेली क्ोां गयी? यह क्ोां? वह क्ोां नही? 

बस यही सब कह के क्ोां? 

उसकी आवाऽ को दबा तदया जाता है; 

बेटी को पररवार की इज़्जत कहा जाता है, पर; 

क्ोां? उस इज़्ज़त की, इज्जत करना नही ां तसखाया जाता है। 

देवी की पूजा करना तसखया जाता है पर;  

क्ोां? देवी के रूप की इज्जत करना तसखया नही ां जाता है। 

क्ोां?आज भी चुप चाप तमाशा देखा जाता है ? 

क्ोां?आज भी तजसपे तबटी वही जाने कह के बात को जाने 

तदया जाता है। 

लोग बदल रहे हैं!! हलत बदल रहे हैं!!जुमम बिे रहे हैं!! 

ताररके बादल रहे हैं!! 

कल तक तजसे तपांजरे में कैद तकया जाता था; 

बहार के डर से डर से,असल में वो दररने्द तो, 

 अपने ही घर में पनप रहे है। 

ना ही नन्ही तशशु, ना ही मतहला,  ना ही बुजुगम  

क्ोां?कोई अपने ही उस तपांजरे में सुरतित नही ां है!? 

तजसे सुरतित कह के चार दीवारी में कैद कर जाता है। 

आवाज सब उठ रहे हैं, पर; 

क्ोां?तजसपे तबती वाही जाने कह के, 

आज भी बात को जाने तदया जाता है। 

क्यो ? और  कब तक ? 



  

 

Parul Bhateja is currently working as an Assistant Professor in„Lingaya‟s Vidyapeeth‟ since 
2017. She also worked with „Institute of Law & Research‟ for the period of five years. She 
isM.A., B.Ed. and M.Phil. in English. Now she ispursuingPhD(English)from „Manav Rachna 
International Institute of Research and Studies‟.Her area of interest in teaching is American 
Literature, Indian Writings and poetry of all kinds.She composes poetry as well. Three of her 
poems have been published till date. 
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PARUL BHATEJA 

Anger is a type of mood swing or a fit of 

rage, 

It destroys man‘s mental peace and puts 

him in a cage. 

A cage which keeps your loved ones away 

from you, 

And you are locked here biding everyone 

adieu. 

It makes you shout and scream on every 

little thing, 

Affecting your heart, kidney, 

 lungs and also power of thinking. 

At times this anger is loaded with 

poisonous words, 

And you can‘t even imagine that how much 

it hurts. 

Calm yourself from the very moment and 

be immediate, 

Close your eye lids peacefully and let‘s 

meditate. 

Forget the world for the time being and turn 

towards your soul, 

And meet the only One here who created all 

this whole. 

Once you meet Him within you, you‘ll find 

ultimate bliss, 

Regaining all your positive vibes and 

negativity dismissed. 

The path that reaches the Almighty is actually 

frizzy, 

But the teachings of Nanak, Mira and Kabir 

make this task easy, 

Once you are united with the Supreme Lord, 

You will find in your life as if nectar has been 

poured. 

Promise yourself to remove the burden of 

anger from your head, 

Hold the hands of whom you love and move in 

life ahead. 
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Pargat Deori 

Pargat is a student at MRIIRS who has an insatiable appetite for the 
art of storytelling. He likes to read novels, watch Anime and admire 

paintings of Realism, but he remains a cinephile at his core. He seldom 
writes and secretly takes pride in his grandiloquence. On an even 

day, he might flatter you with his pop culture prowess, but on an odd 
day he might bore you to death with his philosophical and political 

lectures. 

 

 

 

 

"Congratulations!", they said. The euphoria had superseded over an otherwise calm 

milieu of Ayesha's house. The relatives and neighbors were pouring in congratulating 

Sharma ji. After all, his daughter had cleared the entrance examination after years of 

hard work and perseverance. Everything seemed perfect. However, the only 

incongruous thing in the celebration was Ayesha herself. The outside chattering was 

dwindling and accumulating in her ears as she stood, numb, watching her trophies with 

a cascade of thoughts flowing through her mind. "After all these years, after everything I 

have written, after all the trophies I have won, after all the accolades I have received; do 

all these mean nothing?!", she thought. 
Suddenly, a man of tall stature opened the door breaking her chain of thoughts. Her 

father entered the room, and spoke with exuberance, "Come beta! Everyone is waiting." 

As she joined the gathering, one of her aunts said, "Your mother would've been proud 

of you." While another aunt remarked, "You did pretty well for a girl." Praises kept 

increasing and so did her melancholy. Not being able to hold anymore, she rushed to 

her father and yelled, "Papa, I can't do this! I'm tired." A baffled Sharma ji asked his 

daughter, " What happened beta? Tired of what? " Everything. Tired of everything.", she 

replied. The guests were reduced to a state of perplexity for what they witnessed was a 

mask falling off in the form of buried emotions. She broke down everything she kept as 

a surreptitious affair confined to herself, until then. By the time she finished, indistinct 

whispers had begun as her father stood there in silence with a mortified face. The same 

aunt remarked again, "But beta, if you are not willing to be a doctor, who will do our free 

check-ups?"  

Ten years have passed since that incident. A breeze of calmness is blowing around the 

surrounding as Ayesha, now a successful novelist, is busy writing her third novel in her 

10 
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I am Mansa  panigrahi from B.A. (H) English fourth semester I 
wrote this poetry on my own for the first time so if there is 
any mistake please consider as it is my first time but I heartily 
wanted to express my feelings on this  topic that's why I did it 
. 

room. Her desk is a mess filled with research works she collected for her novel. Along 

with the research works, there lies a set of her first two novels which were highly 

acclaimed by critics and audience alike. Everything seems perfect.  However the only 

incongruous thing is a voice, almost vague, lingering in the distance addressing her. As 

the voice is getting more explicit and louder, Ayesha hears footsteps approaching. 

Suddenly, a woman in uniform opens the door unceremoniously. A nurse enters, and 

speaks in between pants, " Dr. Sharma, the patient is ready for the operation." Ayesha 

frowns as she frantically racks her brain for an answer and replies, "Very well, I'll be 

right there." She lets out a tired sigh and gets up to leave. On her way out, she turns 

back to cast a longing glance at the room. No research works, no novels, no trophies. 

Just a stethoscope, a sphygmomanometer, some charts on human physiology and a 

nameplate right in the middle of her desk that say, 'Dr. Ayesha Sharma, Surgeon.' She 

turns around and hassles out of the chamber in a daze. Realization sets in that 

somehow, in the grand scheme of things, she ended up being a surgeon, despite her 

wishes. Maybe that's a good thing perhaps. Maybe not. Only time can tell. For now, 

she'll be the machine she's expected to be and focus on the figment of her imagination 

later. 

With a face of absolute nonchalance and null emotions, she leaves her chamber 

muttering to herself, "Sharma ji ki beti, Congratulations." 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

अगर    क      त   

 

 

 

 

 

MANSA PANIGRAHI 

बै्लक कलर सबका पसांदीदा रांग है कू्ां हैना?मेरी 

जान मुझसे कहता है , बै्लक (काली) सााी ना 

पहना करो, मेरी जान तनकाल जाती है, तुम्हारे 

बै्लक कलर के सामने दुतनया का हर रांग फीका 

पा जाता है। 

काला मेरा भी पसांदीदा रांग है , हाां फकम  इतना हैं 

तक, उस पसांद में तसीम  "काले कपाे ही नही ां लोग 

भी आते हैं। 

 ना बातोां की तमठास , ना बाोां का आदर , 

ना आांखोां की चमक , ना बच्ोां से प्यार, 

ना उसकी कातबतलयत और ना उसकी सादगी, 

रांग के आगे कभी इसके बारे में कोई सोचता ही 

नही ां,कान्हा जी की दीवानी सारा सांसार आज भी है, 

काली माता को पूजती सारा सांसार आज भी है, 

और काली लाकी को ठुकराती सारा सांसार आज 

भी है। 
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अगर मैं काली होती , शायद मैं अपनी जान की जान 

ना होती, 

अगर मैं काली होती, शायद मैं तकसी की भी पहली 

पसांद ना होती, 

अगर मैं काली होती, शायद एक कामयाब लाकी 

होने के बाद भी मुझे और मेरे शादी के ररशे्त को हर 

बार ठुकराया जाता । 

अगर मैं काली होती,शायद मेरे पैदा होने की खुशी 

गम में बदल जाती । 

 

माां बाप के मन में ख्याल आता "अरे! बेटी तो काली 

है" , 

और ररशे्तदारोां के मन में सलाह आती इसे हल्दी 

उबतन और बेसन लगाते रहें! 

 

सू्कल में शायद बचे् मेरी कातबतलयत नही ां मेरा रांग 

देखते , 

जो आज सब मुझसे दोस्ती करना चाहते हैं वो मुझे 

काली कहके तचााते, 

आज मेरी माां मुझसे पूछती है तकस से शादी करेगी , 

अगर मैं काली होती शायद मुझसे पूछती कौन करेगा 

तुझसे शादी । 

 

 

क्ोां लाकेवाले आज भी कहते हैं हमें गोरी लाकी 

ही चातहए , 

क्ोां लाके आज भी कहते है हमें गोरी लाकी ही 

पसांद है , 

क्ोां आज भी कहा जाता है तुम काली हो तुमपे 

कोई रांग नही ां खखलता है, 

क्ोां बस साांवली या काली बोल के उस लाकी को 

पिा नही ां जाता है, 

क्ोां बस रांग देखके आगे कुछ देखा नही ां जाता है। 

 बस करो दुतनया वालोां नही ां सुननी मुझे तुम्हारी झठूी 

तारीफे , 

मैं वो लाकी हां जो, सीरत को चाहती ां है, 

मैं वो लाकी हां जो, इबादत को मानती है, 

मैं वो लाकी हां जो,शृ्ांगार नही ां प्यार से तदल जीतती 

है, 

मैं वो लाकी हां जो,चाांदनी रात में चाांद से पूछती है, 

क्ा मैं आज भी अपनी जान की जान होती ? 

अगर मैं काली होती 

अगर मैं काली होती ||| 
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KANIKA BHATIA 

I am Kanika Bhatia and I am of 20. I prefer writing poems as they 
allow me to calmy present myself in front of the hustling world. Poems, 

novels, stories have all been helping the writers since ancient times to 
express their opinion of a better world. And here I am standing hand in 

hand with them holding the mirror for the prevailing society.  

  

 

 

 

       

You haven't healed you know 

Thoughts still horrifying in a row 

Several times you try love self 

But they tear you and engulf 

Sitting in corner of dark 

You tried, but were a lark 

Everyday you try to turn 

Memories those nights are so stern 

Its hurting still you dont heal 

    GIVING UP? 
 self ur thoughts and you got so 

much to deal 

You bleed wounds veil Luckily 

there's no trail 

Time never stops but seems slow 

When torn between holding on or 

letting go 

For i'm not the one to give up 

Neither in war nor in love's cup. 

It is not healing you know 

Flashback still come and go…. 
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Musing is a hobby that I‟m born with and day-dreaming is my passion. 

Former Associate Language Editor of India Today Group and post-graduate (English) and 

Diploma (Media and Science Journalism) from University of Calcutta, I take this opportunity 

to present a slice of my creative taste. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Slice of Life 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It has been an year or more 

my throat still feels sore 

Letting go moving on all i tried 

Even today the night cried 

Single thought and few sleepless  night 

But i make sure others look on the side 

bright 

It is not easy to carry on 

With a face saying life goes on 

We would have been on different track 

If there would have been no lies 

and promises that were not fake 

Life would have been much better than 

we planned. 

IVY DAS GUPTA 

The slice of life that peeps through the 

pinhole- 

of a casement kind, Is my little world 

for the one gone lame, deaf, and blind. 

 

The speck of gold  

I‘ll save for you In a tiny glass jar 

And watch for infinite hours 

The glistening wings court the crimson 

flowers. 

Below the frail chick, the wounded 

moth 

The earth, the worm, the canker 

devours 

The vampire bat of Nazi camp 

The frozen wound ceaselessly stamps. 

 

Across the street, the little boy 

Whistling gaily draws the cart 

Reminisce the abundant spirit 

I once had in my blissful heart. 
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MEENAKSHI BHATIA 

Meenakshi Bhatia is an all rounder , good orator and good 
writer. She likes being able to make her piece of writing 
something that other people can connect to , or relate to some 
way in generalising the thoughts and experiences. She has 
strong relationship with written words and also she enjoys 
elaborating on minor details with plethora of information. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

IN TOUCH WITH CHILDHOOD 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                 

BHAROSA 

भरोसा बनो उन लोगो का जो अपना हौसला खो 

बैठे 

हौसला बनो उन लोगो का जो अपना रास्ता भूला 

दे 

हाथ थामलो उन लोगो का जो जीना छोा 

बैठे 

तजांदगी बन जाओ उन लोगो की जो 

मुसु्कराना छोड दे 

 

मुसु्कराहाट बन जाओ उन लोगो की जो तुम्हें 

देख तफर से जी बैठे ||| 

My father tells me about it 

And I too remember it a bit 

Those happy days full of innocence 

Is Becoming a journey of  conscience 

growing and playing in that soil 

brought my adulthood into embroil 

Neither I will be able to play in that soil with 

that childish brain 

Nor I will have a chance to grow up like this 

again 

BUT still I am  here , 

May be not with that aging and wrinkled face 

Still Possessing  an innocence space 

In my heart with that grace 

Who  knew that  last  thought  with  my aging 

sight 

is gonna be my forever last night… 
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rape 

आज दो साल की, कल पाांच साल की और परसो 

दो मतहने की 

या तफर एक मतहने  बाद बीस साल की 

रोऽ सुनेंगे हम ये पर रोक कू् नही ां पा रहे हैं हम 

इसे ? 

तजांदगी है छोटी सी इसे हस्कर तजयो 

इस्का मतलब ये नही ां है की एक लाकी का रेप 

करो 

एक लाकी की इज्जत करना तसखो 

दुतनया से इज्जत पाओगे 

तजसको आांख उठा कर देखते हो 

अपनी बहन समझकर देखोगे 

 तो अपने आप को ही जलील पाओगे तजांदगी है 

छोटी सी 

खुल कर तजयो पर तकसी लाकी का रेप मत करो 

उसकी भी एक तजांदगी है 

वो भी तकसी की मााँ बहन बेटी बुआ चाची मासी है 

 
खुदा से तो डरो इांसाफ कौन कब करेगा ये तुमहे 

भी नही ां पता 

कौन तकतना भी दूर भागेगा 

 फल वो इसी तजांदगी में पायेगा ||| 
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Aman Kakkar is an all rounder , class topper , scholarship holder 
and good orator. He has won several accolades in literary 

activities. It's clear that he is not sesquipedalian nor given to 
rodomontade. His ideas are unembellished with tortuous 

convolutions and expressed without ostentation. 

 

 

POVERTY IS NOT JUST LACK OF MONEY 

Amartya Sen, a great Philosopher says,  

―Poverty is not just scarcity of money; it's not having the full potential to understand one's full 

potential as a human being‖.   Since ages Poverty is viewed as lack of money, however in truth, 

we must be worried with competencies instead - whether a man or woman has whole that liberty 

that he or she admires. Poverty is no longer natural, it‘s man-made.  

Mahatma Gandhi quoted, 

"Poverty is worst form of violence" 

Yes, Mr. Gandhi ji is right. Where human beings are stifling by blob of this poverty, on the other 

hand millionth by no means realized that they would be lying in their homes being ache stricken. 

What I mean to say is that despite not being poor in terms of money, human beings are ache 

Stricken with lack of opportunities. The reasons for such depressing circumstance can be vast. 

Poverty is a multifaceted issue. Let's take into consideration- Domestic Issues. Undoubtedly, 

Men lavish all illegitimate desires while they compel women to adhere to all norms made by 

androcentric society. Therefore, their wings gets tormented if they question their liberty and 

opportunities .Isn't this Pathetic? I wonder. Well, this problem is quite serious and genuine one. 

Then comes another serious Predicament - Over population. Well I did not say that government 

is no longer serving us with opportunities but the problem lies inside us. Population and jobs are 

inversely proportional to each other. That is greater the population, much less jobs. Therefore, 

making people deprived of jobs and basic necessities. There by ,  making them poor. 

Moreover, many of us used to believe that human beings with abundance of assets and 

resources (money inclusive) are downrightly satisfied and cherish their contented existence and 

serenity. But with  

 coming maturity, I realised that this is not the case. Happiness lies within which means internal   

happiness is utmost mandate. I wonder, What is the use of that cash that does not provide us     

happiness? I wonder, Is Poverty actually all about lack of money? Big No to this question. For 

instance, Wajid  Khan despite being one of wealthy singers and composers died of COVID-19 

AMAN KAKKAR 
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and Kidney Failure. He could not even use his money. He did not get chance. He was busy in 

his work. When truely he realised that this is real time to revel in and live life to fullest. He died. 

A big Question arises, What is use of such money? This is true Poverty. Unfortunately Wajid 

Khan was a terribly poor man with lot of money. 

  Second instance that comes to my mind is of Sushant Singh 

Rajput - a rich guy who is proven pathetically poor. He dies of 

Suicide. Despite being one of the highest paid and popular actors , 

he gave up his life. This truth proves that one can't purchase 

happiness with Money. Money can't heal Mental stress and trauma. 

Money can solely provide temporary satisfaction by means of 

materialism. What about Depression ? Have we ever thought of this 

notion ? Thus, Money is just piece of paper in this regard. 

How can one forget about Pratyusha Banerjee? The one of the highest paid Television 

actresses died of Suicide. She was just 24 years. If reports are to be believed , It says 

Pratyusha boyfriend tortured her and drove her to suicide. As mentioned above , Money cannot 

buy sanity and mental peace. We should also ponder on the fact that owners of expensive cars 

were four times more likely to overtake another vehicle , break the traffic rules and ignore the 

right-of-way than drivers of cheaper cars. These flagrant drivers of expensive cars tends to 

believe the false notion - Since they are rich , they are liberal. They can lavish all their immoral 

wishes. So Question arises , Can Money buy Morality ? A Big No. 

Also, Someone who has very little resources, like a person from generations of poverty, will 

have a longer road and a larger project in their ride to a better life. It will take support, 

encouragement, mentors, and acceptance from human beings they have confidence on and 

subsequently they will be successful and that will make them rich. Thats genuine richness. Pain 

shows us what actual richness and Poverty is. Nonetheless, Poverty is about a whole lot extra 

than just the money. We now understand that it is additionally about the standard of dwelling 

and different sorts of deprivation. Perhaps as the subsequent step, we need to remind ourselves 

that the poor are trapped in a social reality. And this determines their choices and the hazard of 

progress. Across the world, social norms have been developed through the rich. And 

establishments have been designed for the rich. A family is now not poor solely because there 

isn't sufficient money; they are poor because neither of these creations serves them. This, too, 

ought to be counted.    
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Pulkit is a 20 years old youngster. He loves to travel and 
explore. He is a literature student currently pursuing his interest in 
English literature from manav rachna International Institute of 
Research and studies. He loves to jot down his thoughts and 
experiences into quotes and poems. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Once upon a time 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

PULKIT VERMA 

Once upon a time 

there was a girl brimmed 

Up with dreams to fly high! 

In every challenge 

Her say used to be-Let‘s give it a try! 

Jubilation, exhilaration 

And ecstasy used to be 

The synonyms of her presence! 

Proving her mettle to 

The world by reforming 

Certain social evils was 

Her life‘s essence! 

Driving deep in the sea 

Rising high in the sky ! 

With abundant dreams in her eyes 

She was all set to rise high! 

Suddenly one loud roar 

Obstructed her journey to the sky 

Instructing her that in this society 

Girls can‘t fly! 

After that all efforts 

We‘re being made to put her in bondage! 

Her wings were cut 

Leaving her bleeding in short age! 

Nobody came to heal her 

Emotionally with a supporting bandage! 

Rather in some way or the other 

All tried to take her advantage! 

Surprised, depressed, dismayed 

She cried for months! 
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I'm Niyati Joseph of B.A. (H) English  I like to write 
because I think writing is an exploration about 
yourself it makes me better human, I began to 
learn and admire the growth of myself as well as 
the world. 
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NIYATI JOSEPH 

हम हैं इसके मातलक तहांदुस्तान हमारा 

पाक वतन है कौम का जन्नत से भी प्यारा  

यह है हमारी शान तहांदुस्तान हमारा 

इसकी इांसातनयत से रोशन है जग सारा  

तकतना कातबल तकतना अनोखा सब दुतनया से 

न्यारा  

करती है पतवत्र तजसे से गांगा जमुना की धारा 

ऊपर तहमालय पवमत पहरेदार हमारा 

नीचे सातहल पर बजता ,सागर का नक्कारा 

इसकी खाने उगलती है सोना, हीरा, मोती, 

तमटा कर दुतनया से नफरत बेमानी भ्रष्टाचार 

की आग 

तमलकर जलाए प्यार की ज्योतत 

यह वतन हमारा है इसे शहीदोां ने बाे प्यार से 

सांवारा 

तहांदू ,मुखिम, तसख, ईसाई आपस में है सब 

भाई 

यह बात आने वाली पीिी को है को समझानी 

हम हैं सबसे पहले तहांदुस्तानी 

आजादी के झांडे को पहला सलाम हमारा 

हम हैं इसके मातलक तहांदुस्तान हमारा । 
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I am Bharti from MRIIRS, Pursuing B.A. (H) English . 
I am building myself into the person I‟m dreaming 

to be. Poetry is like my reflection  to me . 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BHARTI ARORA 

तलखने को शब्द नही ां 

कहने को अल्फाऽ नही ां 

देखने को नऽरे नही ां 

क्ा कहु मााँ तेरे तलए 

तेरे को बयान करने को  

मेरे पास कुछ नही ां 

मेरे पास अल्फाज नही ां 

मेरे पास सांगीत नही ां 

मेरे पास शब्द नही ां 

कुछ भी नही ां ! कुछ भी नही ां ! 

मााँ है तू मेरी 

मेरी मााँ है तू 

भगवान से ऊाँ चा तो नही कहाँगी तुझे 

पर तू भगवन से कम भी नही 

तू है तो दुतनया है 

तू है तो घर है 

तू है तो हम है 

तेरे तबना कुछ नही ां 

तू दुगाम है , तू काली का रूप है 

तू मााँ है मेरी 

मेरी मााँ है तू 

तुझसे तदन है 

तुझी से रात है 

मााँ तुझ से ही जीवन है | 

21 



  

 

NANO TALES 

 

By B.A. (H)English -First Semester STUDENTS 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

―Black color is just a bad luck‖ he said 

Teacher laughed ―But, the black boards of 

classroom made you bright‖.  

And this is how a joke was vanished…       

                                         --Simarjeet Kaur 

 

―I love you notes‖ confessed as flute. 

―No strings attached‖ a guitar sighed 

                                   --Pankaj Bhadana 

Somewhere between hello and good bye 

A whole story unfolded 

But it came to an end  

It's dusty pages 

Thrown on a shelf 

Never to be opened again. 

                                --Manisha Chaudhary 

 

Watching news for clearing confusion left 

you with more confusion nowadays 

                                           --Riya Kaushik 

Time made strangers out of us, but the 

sun and the moon shine brighter apart. 

                                   --Meetali Yadav 

Trust is like an eraser its gets smaller 

and smaller after every mistake 

                                   --Jyoti PanchaL 

You paint me with black or white but I 

chose to be grey ,As experienced as 

grey hair 

As beautiful as grey moon,As fierce as 

grey sky 

                                    --Varsha Singh 

Still the mystery is unsolved behind his 

miserable condition. 

But who cares after all it was his age 

to reach to the sky to fulfill his ambition 

. 

                                         --Srishti Rai 

―And what‘s your favorite childhood 

memory?‖ 

―Falling asleep on the sofa ,and 

waking up in bed, in the morning ― I 

smiled. 

--Dev Awana 
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SHE GLOWS IN SOUL'S LOVE 

-Shivangi Jain M.A English, 1st sem,MRIIRS 

Here's a good chance that you never stop on your daily commute and take in your 

surroundings. In the hustle and bustle of life, it can be easy to forget that there are special 

moments and beautiful places all around us. By being fully present and engaging with your 

surroundings, you can begin to see meaning where you may have missed it before 

Poets find ways to make the ordinary extraordinary. When you see the beauty in everyday 

mundane things, you begin to tease out the hidden significance of everything around you. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Problem with everybody is that they all just 

want to hear what they already believed.                                        

.                                             

                                    --LeeharikaJindal 

She was crying outside the operation 

theatre saying I am sorry to herself. 

He was fighting inside for his life. 

                                                   --Ashish 

I am useless as a ―white crayon‖. 

He joked – It‘s okay , all you need is a 

―black paper‖. 

And it was not a joke anymore. 

--Rupal Vashist 

A wireless keyboard ,A wireless 

mouse ,Even computer didn‘tt like 

attachments. 

--Astha Gupta 

 

Dressing up,she picks up 

a red pencil. 

Her forehead, expecting a tiny red dot 

right up above the nose 

in the middle of the brows 

turns the colour of the pencil in her hand. 

Alas! The pencil finds itself 

red-dotting the empty space 

high up above the 'I' in a verse 

brimming with individuality, 

independence and spirituality. 

The poor forehead sulks; 
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The brows knit together. 

The parting in her hair mocks 

the forehead and the brows, 

confident about being filled 

with the colour of blood. 

Alas! the red of the pencil 

Instead goes on to scribble 

an idea that had flown into her head. 

Her poor parting joins league, 

 with the sulking forehead. 

Next, she picks up a black pencil. 

The eyes, glowing and twinkling, 
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boast about being kohled black. 

Alas! the pencil finds itself kohling 

the winner theme from amongst 

myriads of contendors. 

Striving to hide the drop of tear, 

the lids pull down their shutter. 

Next goes the pink brush 

in her red and black bruised hands, 

making the lips smile from ear to ear, 

and the cheeks expecting to be the seat 

of an ocean of pink. 

Alas! the brush finds the bruised hands 

loaning its colour to an illustration 

drawn as an attempt to materialize an abstract 

concept. 

Giving up on their effort 

 to reach the ears, 

the lips no longer reveal 

the shining, crooked teeth. 

Oh! don't believe the fast running, 

lying clock on the wall; 

for, just a moment she eyes 

every bit of her dolled up self being reflected 

in her dolled up verse.The ever-ready  

smile-back-at-the-beholder mirror 

hangs devastated,hangs ignored. 

Knock-Knock --"you dressed? 

Oh! What accounts for my darling wife's 

dazzling complexion? 

L'Oreal, Maybelline or Lakme, 

which one, tell me." 

Waiting for a reply,there lie 

 the husband's anniversary present, 

wrapped boxed cosmetics 

- a mere paper weight 

above the love  verse to her special one. 

Smiling, she walks past him, 

Pocketing the love verse 

In her denims,listening to her soul 

answer her husband's question— 

"Oh! My love,dressed you are 

without  a puff or flower. 

Ah! That dazzling complexion of yours, 

All those cosmetics could never enhance. 



  

 

I Akshita from BA (H) ENG,4th sem i love to write and express 
myself . I just everytime want someone pretty to listen to my 
poems and feel it. For me a poetic person is someone who 
actively focuses on the details of the world around them . 

AKSHITA 
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बेतटयाां  तो  घर  की  शान होती हैं,, कौन कहता है बेतटयाां पराई होती हैं  

  

बेटी के होने से घर में रोनक  होती  है , बेतटयाां सबकी जान होती है lपर 

कुछ लोग बेतटयाां चाहतें नही ां वो सोचते है की बेटी बोझ होती है 

  

उन पर खचाम करना बेकार है आतऻर क्ोां की उनको पराए घर जाना हैं, 

है ….. 

क्ोां बेतटयाां को पिाये नही ां जाता….??  

 

लोगोां को लगता की बेतटयाां बस घर चलाने के तलए बनी हैं पर कोई नही ां 

सोचता वो चाहती ां क्ा है…  

 

तकसी ने कभी पूछा है आजतक उनसे वो क्ा करना चाहती है क्ा 

नही?? 

 

उनकी मऽ़ी नही है ,  

की वो खुद अपनी तऽांदगी का सीर चुन सके आपने पैरोां पर खाे हो 

सके,कातबल बन सके…..  

 

क्ोां लोग बेटी को बोझ समजते हैं??  

और आतऻर कब तक ?? 

 

कभी सोचा है की उनकी माां भी तकसी की बेटी होगी…..  

बेटी होने से पहले ही उसका तवनाश कर देते है… 

 बेतटयाां तो हर घर की शान होती है , बेटी  होते ही उनकी ऻबर दुख में 

बदल जाती हैं 

,क्ोां ये लोग और सांसार बेतटयोां को छोटी और बुरी नऽरोां से देखता हैं… 

पापा की परी को क्ोां पराए समझा जाता है …?? 

 

क्ा बेटी होना पाप या गुनाह है …. 

बेतटयोां से क्ा खुशी नही ां होती जब उसकी शादी कर दी जाती हैं 

जब तवदाई के वक्त पर सब रोतें है की घर की बेटी अब आपने 

घर ऽारी है…. 

 अगर तकसी लाके के साथ घूमें तो उसको ही क्ोां ़लत 

ठहरता हैं ये समाऽ..….. 

क्ा बेतटयाां इतनी बुरी होती हैं… 

.बेटी भी बेटे के बराबर होती हैं बेटी को तो माता लक्ष्मी की तरह 

पूजा जाता है… 

 तो बेतटयाां पैदा करने में क्ा गलत और क्ा सही क्ोां लोग और 

दुतनया देखते है ....  

बेतटयाां तकसी वरदान से कम नही होती  अगर वाकई बेतटयाां 

होना  बुरा और गलत है  तो लोग क्ोां माता वैष्णो और दुगाम को 

पूजतें हैं आतऻर वो भी तकसी की बेटी , माां और बहन थी….??  

तो क्ोां लोग और ये हमारा सामाज लातकयोां और लाकोां 

में  भेदभाव और फकम  क्ोां करता हैं आतऻर क्ोां?? 

 बेतटयाां तो रहमत होती है बेतटयाां सबकुछ  हातसल कर सकती है 

पर समाज और लोगोां को बस अपनी सोच को बदलने की 

ऽरूरत हैं  

 और नए तसरें  से देखने की कोतशश करनी चातहए …..  

उनको भी एक बार दऽाम देना चातहए और वो लोग बहुत खुश-

तऺस्मत होते हैं तजनके घर बेटी होती हैं…. 

 तबना बहन के जैसे राखी का त्यौहार अधूरा है , वैसे ही उनके 

हर घर सुना हैं। 
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This is Srishti Rai a student of BA( Hons) Eng who has written 
this short story as I have developed interest in writing from 
few years and now penning down my emotions has 
somewhere become  a part of my identity . 

 

 

 

 

 

THE ULTIMATE CATCH FOR A FOREVER JOURNEY 

The night started with never ending contemplations in jovia ‗s mind .Her night was all about 

fighting with the sleep but she was clenched by her emotions so tightly that it made all of the 

ways impossible for her to escape from the trap .Watching the clock and those numbers had 

become a part of her daily routine and the questions which used to pop up in her mind were – 

―Will I be able to sustain ?‖ ―Will I be able to fulfil my wish to welcome my sleep in between?‖ 

Her prolonged inability to sleep has turned her so alone that even the insomniacs like her could 

not help her out to come out of the melancholy state. But suddenly a vibration on her phone 

changed all of her fate . She got a call from a name from whom she always desired to get a 

surname. The chaos in her mind suddenly knocked off and her beat got so hard that she was 

not able to make out any response just like the tiny beams of the sun could barely pass from her 

window at the night. She was too stunned to speak anything .She picked up the call with an 

amalgamation of different emotions and his voice made her felt out of the world as he was his 

favourite nerd out of the all .He calmly asked her whether she was comfortable in talking to him 

or not and with all of the excitement in her voice she replied that she could talk to him for the 

whole 24/7 hours . His cheeks got red and he told her that he wanted to talk to her on an urgent 

basis and he is waiting for her outside her gate .After listening to him she kinda got a small heart 

attack but with all of the hurry she did her touch up and opened the gate with all of the 

nervousness in her heart and mind . It turned out to be the most beautiful night of her life as the 

man of her life was sitting on his knees with a watch in his hand . She could not believe her 

eyes that everything was real and touched him assuring herself that it was not a dream and 

each and everything was true . Everything got stopped and it was all her heartbeat making the 

noise . She burst out into tears and asked him that when did he fall in love with her and his 

answer made her fell in love with all over again. The moment she gathered all of herself she 

cracked a joke that why is he proposing her with a watch and a not a ring? He chuckled and 

said that we will get engaged infront of the whole world so that the thought of losing each other 

would never strike our mind ever and the night continued with all the more love and happiness 

and there is no end to the story because here two people have actually started their new 

beginning. 

SRISHTI RAI 
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I am a 2nd year student of B.A (H) Eng , MRIIRS ,I love literature 
and learning language. My hobbies are reading books and 
writing poems, my favourite genre is fantasy, psychology in 
novels. I post some of my poems on (Poetizer) too. 

NAMYA SHARMA 

Same Day 

This day comes every day, 

A cycle of same day 

Repeats day by day. 

The city is moving with its pace. 

I am here at one place 

Trying to keep up with them in this space. 

I am scared of losing in this race, 

But this day comes every day. 

I want to go on an unknown state, 

Leaving this monotonous existence. 

Be somewhere far away, 

Because I do not want to repeat this someday. 

That comes every day. 

 

27 



  

 

 

 

NATURE 

 

  

I am a student of B.A (H) English, 2nd year. I love writing poetry, as it gives me an 

opportunity for self-expression. Also it gives a piece a satisfaction to my inner 

piece that i can reach to thousands of people out thereand can connect to them  . 

NISHU RANI 

 
Gardens smell so very nice 
When nature is happy, it seems divine 
 
All the aspects of nature teach us 
As if all God and Goddess are here 
 
 
Nature is an artist 
It‘s all creations are unique 
 
Nature is simplicity 
Just look around and it feels sublime 

 

  
Nature is a beautiful feeling 
Look around and feel delight 
 
Nature gives us a pleasant, peace 
a tranquil sleep and lovely dreams 
 
 
Oh, Nature is like my mother 
It nurtures me forever 
 
I find nature everywhere, 

Guiding and caring eternally 
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I am Tushita Garg, a third year BDS student at Manav 
Rachna Dental College. Poetry is one my hobbies that I am 
extremely passionate about. For me, poetry gives me an 
opportunity to express my heart and soul. This is a poem that 
I wrote while introspecting on how the year 2020 had gone 
by and all the lessons that it taught me. I genuinely hope that 
the reader will connect to it as much as I did while writing it. 

Tushita Garg 

It‘s been a crazy year  

Full of highs and lows 

To some it went by just fine  

To others it bought major blows 

 

What transpired was unexpected  

An unknown virus tormented all 

The world which wouldn‘t even blink  

Came to a total stall 

 

The pace of life came to a halt 

The world at large was forced to stop. 

Gratitude is what it taught 

For environment and all life forms 

Family was the biggest anchor  

Through all the devastating storms 

 

In our own way we‘ve all survived 

It however may take time to cope 

As we enter another year  

Let‘s step in filled with joy and hope 

 

When no exchanges happened  

What came in handy was our own crop. 
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SIMARJEET KAUR 

I am Simarjeet Kaur. I am a student of MRIIRS B.A.(H)English, 
First Semester. I have composed a poetry on the issue of 
ongoing situation of girls in a orthodox society.  

She...A Dreamer She was born in a family of 

four, She was made the pride, off course, 

She held that one finger tight, And believed 

that she could fight. At the age of one she 

started to walk, And that moment was 

appreciated by all, At the age of 4 she stood 

first in class, And that moment was enjoyed 

With wine in glass. At the age of six "people" 

pulled her cheeks, And gave her love and 

cuteness they seek, Then loved her cute 

walks and smile pass, Those adorable 

thoughts were heard by all. At the age of 10 

she started to believe, That she's as equal as 

the birds she see, And very next moment she 

received wings, But then she saw a hidden 

neck ring. Ignoring the ring she tried to fly, 

And when she flew was bought back to tie, 

She just felt a feeling of freedom unknown, 

And was left with that craving to be felt, 

alone. At the age of 16 she heard a news, A 

girl was found dead and abused, Her hands 

trembled, and breakfast fell, She was trying 

to recall the ring she felt. After that she was 

being guided, She better stay inside rather 

being in blood, Her clothes were changed but 

thoughts weren't, As soon she started asking 

her mouth was shut. At the age 18 her wings 

were to open, Excited and happy she once 

again stood, She tried chasing the dreams 

she saw, But the ring now grew harder for 

the dream freshly raw. She turned head and 

landed fall down, 

Struggling to find her mistake even that's not 

now, And saw the "people" of modernised 

town, But now the cuteness in her was being 

adulted, And her thoughts were now 

categorized feminist. The body she grew 

with absolute normality, Was now seen as a 

centre of danger for her, And yes! She 

started hiding the normal as it was sin, 

Finally this made the sick mentality win. She 

gathered all strength in her and moved 

forward, And tried to figure the problem out, 

Asking the "finger" she held so tight, Got no 

answer, and was returned unobliged. 

Feeling pity on her she wanted to move, But 

sat and struggled thoughts alone, Frightened 

and confused returned to her room, And 

looked out of window and then the sky. 

Feeling the body growth as shame and bad, 

She is unwilling was to accept that, But then 

saw her younger angel and felt, She need 

not to grow with same ring as well. Making 

herself a bolder version she moved, Faced 

all the narrow thoughts, and manipulated all, 

She now got that "people" are afraid, That if 

she grew bolder and strong, She have the 

capacity to change them all. Now her 

thoughts were her back, And too she made 

her angle do that, She again spread the 

wings and tried to fly, And the ring was same 

but that didn't feel tight, She broke the ring 

and flied so high, She's now unstoppable 

and touching the sky.  

SHE IS A DREAMER 
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PAVLEEN BHATIA 

My name is Pavleen Bhatia. I am a PhD scholar from the English 
Department of MRIIRS. I am really fond of writing poetry as I feel 
that our emotions are complicated, and what better way to express 
them than weaving your emotions and words into poetry/verse. 
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She pined and whined  
Over an ambitious sunlight 
 
She ran and pranced at each 
sunbeam  
Until the sun called her name 
 
But the one who believed in her  
with all his might  
Was taken away by the wind and the 
cyclone 
 
She turned away from the games of 
the sun  
Casting a golden light on the ones  
 
 who believed in her 
Never leaving 
Always believing  
 
Love and encouragement 
Nurtures and rejuvenates 
 
Damages done by the cyclonic storm  
Into an idiosyncratic phoenix 

 
 

She pined and whined 
Over a zealous moonlight 
 
A hushed spirit tiptoeing towards the waves 
Until someone called out her name 
 
She glanced around the white sand 
But not a soul could be seen  
 
Another calling, another game 
Suddenly holding her weak bony frame 
 
Physically bony but a humongous heart 
Fighting back No longer a frail lass 
 
All it took was one strong push  
And then emerged the voice of her soul 
 
Shattered all barriers and free to roam 
Shattered all barriers now flying with the 
wind 
 
Her toes would never touch the ground 
Of contingency again . 
 

SHE 



  

 

 

  

My name is Prince Yadav. I‟m an ex student of B.A (H) English of Manav Rachna 
International Institute of Research and Studies. My passion for poetry is about 
expressing my views through rhymes. I‟ve written a poem on social evil- “Rape” . 
Through this poem I‟m asking questions from our societyand from those inhuman 
criminals who commit this heinous crime against women.  

PRINCE YADAV 

 why this rape?  

 

―What has happened to this world, women of all races and 

shape looking for escape. 

Why this rape? Why this rape? 

 

Infant, toddler, young or old, no women is safe, all are 

looking for escape. 

Why this rape? Why this rape? 

Brothels are here to quench your lust, 

Then why Mr. Evil, for you rape is must? 

 

Daughters are becoming unwanted; you rapists have made 

this world haunted 

Their wearings are taunted…. 

 

Infant, toddler, young or old no female is safe, all are looking 

for escape. 

Why this rape? Why this rape? 
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I've always been a jack of all trade, with varying 
interests such as illustrations, psychology, photography, 
cinematography, video editing, writing, reading and 
lately solo traveling… but i believe I've finally found my 
one true vocation - Storytelling. May it be on pages or 
the big screen, I plan to be a storyteller.  

RADHIKA PARASHAR 

 

Beware; fair youth of today 

The tale of narcissus and his mirror 

 

For yours is darker and insincere 

Ape not the Bard of Avon 

 

But heed Van Gogh's scarlet ears 

And blind poets of epic old 

 

Thus, beware also, young and past 

Who doth proclaim prodigy , 

In Vitro  

  

And like the flower of Sumatra  

Bloom but for a day 

 

With many an eyes upon 

Seeking nobility in death 

 

Despair not the genius in the room 

In both coarse pages and smooth glass 

For not all blooms ebb with Titan blood 

 

Be instead a weed of the valley, 

Growing rampant around the mirror 

 

To eclipse its shine 

 

Be blades of Arthur and slice 

Ambitious fingers who dare to pluck 

 

Flowers of summer sweet 

And best of all, 

 

Be mundane in your beauty 

 

For beauty is to beauty own 

 

Not afraid to be forgot… 

 

Weed of the valley 
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SAMRIDHI SRIVASTAVA 

She is Samridhi Srivastava, and I am a dental student in Manav Rachna Dental 
College, Faridabad. For the last 12 years or so, poetry for me has been one of 
the simplest ways to express myself, just like music. I grew up from sometimes 
trying to force words just so they would rhyme. 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The mountain roads                                             

Still lie the same.                                               

Where we used to walk so long ago,  

 Lined with Neems and Banyans and                                        

All the other trees                                                 

Whose names you forgot to teach me, I 

suppose 

Sunlight still sifts down.                                       

From in between the leaves                                  

On that little grey squirrel we found The 

one who is still saving For a winter far off.                              

And remember how we found that little 

meadow? 

By sheer luck, and perhaps a little , Magic                       

Where those little blue butterflies                        

Fluttered around your head. 

And I remember all the stories you told,                            

The happy ones, the sad ones,                                         

The ones with twist endings too.    

I‘ll never forget that about you.                                                

It‘s been a while now mother,                                    

Since the mountains saw us together                                    

The last time. 

Perhaps somewhere, Your footprints still 

lie Untouched by this air                                                             

Of stillness and quiet.                                                  

And your laughter still lingers                                          

And the butterflies search for you.    

That little grey squirrel And the clouds 

above Still wait alongside the banyans 

and Neems For you to come by. You 

didn‘t return mother, But the mountains 

shall miss you  ,  And so will I. 

MOUNTAIN ROADS 



  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

    आज         त     

  चलो आज वातपस चलते हैं  उस दुतनया में  

जहााँ आसमान में तारे थे। 

थोाे नही ां , बहुत सारे थे । 

जहााँ चााँद की रौशनी में बैठ कर हम  

तकताबोां के पने्न पलटा करते थे। 

उस दुतनया में जहााँ हांसना एक आदत थी, मऽबूरी नही ां । 

और जहााँ आाँखोां के आाँसूां  

तसीम  घुटनो पे आयी ऻरोांच का ददम  बयाां करते थे। 

जहााँ धूप में घास पर बैठकर हम  

खखलखखला कर हांस पाते थे। 

आओ चलो लौट चलें  

वातपस उन गतलयोां में  

जहााँ मााँ रोऽ पीछे पीछे हाथ में  

दूध का तगलास तलए घूमा करती थी। 

जहााँ पापा कां धे पर तबठाकर अक्सर घुमाने ले जाते थे। 

जहााँ दोस्तोां के साथ तमलकर तुम  

तदन भर हुादांग मचाते थे।  

चलो वहाां चलते हैं जहााँ हम मुस्कराते थे। 

आओ लौट चलें उस दुतनया में  

जहााँ सतदमयोां में मुाँह से तनकलते धुएां  को देख कर  

तुम ऻुशी से उछल पाते थे।  

और आकाश में उाते पे्लन को देखने  

के तलए तुम  

नांगे पााँव दौाे चले आते थे। 
 

जहााँ अपना रौब जमाने के तलए झठू                             

सच की खखचाी पकाकर तुम बाे बाे तकसे्स सुनाते थे। 

जहााँ तुम तसफम  तब तनराश होते थे                                 

जब तुमे्ह गतणत के ीॉमूमले समझ नही ां आते थे।             

जहााँ नी ांद न आने पर मााँ की गोद में सर रखकर             

तुम झट से जाते थे।                                                                     

चलो आज वातपस चलते हैं उस दुतनया में                      

जहााँ तदल काांच के न हुआ करते थे                                 

जहााँ हम रोऽ नए ख़्वाब बना करते थे।                         

चलो वहाां चलते हैं, जहााँ सब अपने हुआ करते थे।        

वो दुतनया जहााँ तदल नही ां खखलोने टुटा करते थे            

और नफरत और जलन तुम्हारे छोटे से शब्द ज्ञान के 

तलए बहुत बाे शब्द हुआ करते थे।                             

जहााँ प्यार तसीम  प्यार था -मासूतमयत से भरा  जरा सा 

शरारती, जरा शम़ीला।                                         

जहााँ कागऽ पर हम रांगोां से सतरांगी सपने बुना करते थे।      

मालूम है मुझेबहुत तदन हुए गुऽरे हमें उन गतलयोां से।     

तो शायद, शायद हम उन गतलयोां में खो जायेंगे।            

पर शायद उन  में खो कर ही हम खुद को तफर से ढूांढ 

पाएां गे।तो चलो वातपस चलते हैं                                   

वहाां जहााँ आसमान में तारे थे थोाे नही ां, बहुत सारे थे। 
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TIME TRAVEL 

If I had a chance to go back,                                           

To start everything anew,                                               

If I had a chance to forget it all, And 

maybe to never meet you , If I had a 

chance to stop myself  

From getting all those wounds, If I had just 

one chance,    If only I had a clue, I would 

go back my dear and do it all again I 

would stumble                                                

and fall on all the roads,                                              

That I had once walked on in the rain.  

Because all of our pasts are the shaping 

lines, That make us who we are .                                                         

We can choose to fall, and remain on the 

ground,We can choose to live in the dark.                             

Or we can rise above ourselves,And find 

who we really are. We can be a fallen 

rock, or be a shooting star.           

The people who try to break us,                             

One day realize the truth, And it‘s only 

sad that we didn‘t have more time,A 

nemesis of the youth.                

So if I had a chance to make everything                     

like it wasn‘t at all,  I would go back ,find 

you once more, and say hi when you 

called. 



  

 

 

 

  

Abhinav Kaushal is a literature student . He is an 
ambitious writer who believes that writing is a way of 
motivation and inspiration.Through his writings, He 
believes in spreading positivity He had a YouTube 
poetry channel too with the name A&U Writes where 
every Poetry on every Emotion is present. 

ABHINAV KAUSHAL 

Life and problems go hand in hand. It doesn't discriminate between 

humans based on differences. Life is all about either going through 

something or letting of something. Every individual had their own 

problems at mental, physical, social, and emotional level. As an 

individual, we all have our dreams and aims set in our mind. But like 

every time, we face obstacles in the disguise of problems. When we 

fail to tackle those problems then instead of finding solutions, we start 

running from them and ultimately, we fail miserably, then we decide 

to free ourselves from them by ending up our precious life or a 

problematic life from our view.  

Life is a road full of stones, but these stones become mountains as we 

grew up. Once we start looking at negative things, we tend to forget to 

look at the positivity. There are many solutions to deal with these 

problems and negativity is to count our blessings, search for the 

solutions and last but most important, a good time management.  

Time should be everyone’s priority and it should be taken as a 

responsibility. Almost every one of us tend to take the time for granted 

specially when problems arise in our life. We used to think that with 

time, everything will get fine. Good things and big things take time to 

happen. 

“To make the things happen, we don’t have to wait for the time, 

we have to give the time to make the things happen” 

Once we set our aim, it’s important to invest time in it. Before 

investing money in any of your goal, learn to invest your time Instead 

of waiting. Time and success go hand in hand. Once you manage to 

work out the things on time then no matter, how problematic life you 

are leading, you will be able to achieve success. Time management is 

one of difficult task as a very complicated human nature, when we got 

stuck into the problems which ultimately becomes our center of 

attraction. We almost forget our goals amid the chaos of problems and 

when we fail to reach our goals, we become demotivated and 

disappointed.  

There comes the time, when these problems start attacking us at 

the emotional and mental level when we fail to concentrate and 

feels constantly demotivated. We start blaming our surroundings 

and those people whom we love. But blaming others never 

works. 

“In order to become a better version of ourselves, we need to 

learn to find mistakes in us, not in others” 

Because change starts from us, for us and by us. Change is the 

nature of life. Like time, we all changes. To shape our future, we 

need to go through the changes. Change starts when you stop 

expecting anything from anyone. Expectations made you incline 

towards others for support and guidance.  

“Learn to stand alone to make a difference.” 

When we have no expectations from anyone, ultimately, we start 

developing as an independent individual who is able to handle 

the situations as our mind will become free of this expectations 

cycle. Then instead of looking for support, we will try to find the 

solutions ourselves. Once this happens, you will find your 

motivation in yourself only. 

“Facing your problems alone makes you stronger.” 

In last, we are responsible for our rise and downfall and no one 

can predict our ability that what we can do or not. Instead, there 

will be many who will criticize us and will stop us. Finally, 

“Learn to live for yourself first”, that means there will be the 

times, when you have to become your support system and for 

that learn to realize your worth & power both.  

“When you keep yourself right, the world itself makes the 

thing right for you.” 

“Motivation to live by: life & probleMs” 
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She is a Phd. Scholar in Department of English, MRIIRS. She writes 
to lyric with poetry. She is currently working as an Assistant 

Professor. 

   VANDANA SHARMA 

      

सीधा साधा सौम्य जीवन 

तकस तरह तवषम हो जाता है 

अज्ञान की गठरी कां धे पे धर 

सीधी राह पर भी लाखााता है । 
 

अतत सुांदर और सरल राह पर 

अचानक मन बोतझल हुआ 

अब राह भी दुगमम हो गयी  

और भय ने मुझको घेर तलया । 
 

माया ने फां दा डाल तदया  

और तनबमल मुझे बना तदया ।  

सामान्य नही ां मेरा जीवन 

कुछ ऐसा मुझे आभास हुआ । 
 

इस मायावी छाया ने 

मेरा अखस्तत्व तछपा तदया 

मैं ही देह मैं ही मन 

इस भय को भीतर बसा तदया । 

 

तनत्य नयी आकाांिा अहम् 

और लोभ क्रोध की सेना ने  

मुझ पर भयांकर आक्रमण कर 

मेरा तववेक सब नष्ट तकया । 
 

हर रोऽ सुलगती तृष्णा ने 

तदन रात का अांतर लुप्त तकया  

मैं सो ना सकी तनतचांत हो  

यह कैसा वज्र पात हुआ  

 

एक रात अचानक उठ बैठी 

यह कौन मुझे झकझोर रहा  

कमरा प्रकाश से भर आया  

तनज रूप प्रभु ने दशामया । 
 

बोले तू तनडर है स्वतांत्र है ज्ञान है 

प्रकाश है । 

क्ोां भूल गयी अपना स्वरूप यही तो 

तेरा अखस्तत्व है । 

तू सत् तचत और आनन्द है तुझे तो 

डर भाता नही ां । 

तू  सवमज्ञ, सवमव्यापी सवमशखक्तमान  

यहााँ दुुः ख का कोई काम नही ां । 
 

उठ जाग मायावी तनद्रा से  

अपने अखस्तत्व को पहचान । 

मैं चौांक गयी यह सुनकर 

प्रभु ने मुझे तदया वरदान । 
 

माया का फां दा टूट गया  

सपम रजु्ज मैं प्रतवष्ट हुआ । 

मैं देदीप्यमान एक शखक्त हां 

शाश्वत और अजन्मा हां । 
 

मैं वह हाँ मैं वह हां, मैं वह हां 

और तफर सोअहम्, सोअहम् सोअहम् 

का भान हुआ। 

यही तो है मेरा अखस्तत्त्व 

मेरा पुनुः  उत्थान हुआ । 
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MIHIKA SENGUPTA 

The day she was born, 

Drums were played and trumpets were 

blown, 

Little did she know, 

She will have to twirl to those beats and 

be known. 

She was just a teen when all this 

started, 

When she was left on her own, 

unguarded. 

She loved to study, play, and gossip, 

In the mornings as well as in the bright 

sunlight, 

Hidden from the fact that, 

People judged her on how she spent her 

evenings and the night. 

Draped in a silk saree as she walked 

through the lanes, 

The eyes of the onlookers unclothed her 

pleat by pleat, 

And yelled with a pinch of grin, „ahem‟! 

She loved to dance and they lusted to 

see her, 

Thus, she danced in front of them. 

The fragrance of gajra on her hair, 

Invited the smell of liquor 

The burden of the jhoomar on her foreh 

Only made her weaker. 

As she painted her hands with aalta, 

The meaning of it changed with every 

stroke. 

Time passed by, the sound of coins 

appeased her more 

And the devotion for the ghungroo 

broke. 

Peeking through her jharoka, gazing at 

the sky 

 

 

She thought and smiled, 

If dreams were a bird, 

They would nudge her to open her 

wings and glide, 

Giving her the strength to choose her 

own ride. 

But the very thought of this made her 

sad 

As the bird of her dreams was locked 

inside a cage and trapped. 

Suddenly, a whistle broke her trance, 

Calling her name, to be prepared with 

her dance 

She got up and prepared her face, 

For the audience who were waiting to 

see her 

And throw money at her grace. 

Before the performance, she looked into 

the mirror one last time, 

Telling herself, this is her shrine and this 

is where she has to shine. 

 

She is  a Phd. Scholar.  Currently working  in 

Manav Rachna International Institute of Research and Studies. She loves to 
write and express her great thoughts in her poetry which she feels should 

connect to every heart of the person who reads .She feels poetry is the only 
way to communicate to a person as it is a matter of heart .                        
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DIKSHA 

  I have been writing poems from school time and 
fond of reading several poet‟s work Fond of 
language and literature, I often participate in 
debates and elocutions. I am presenting my self 
composed poem titled „BLESSINGS'. 

Count upon the blessings, 

And you will be satisfied. 

Don‘t crib over what‘s lost, 

Sailing two boats together 

Demand high cost. 

 

If you get meal twice a day, 

You are blessed. 

Children sleep hungry, 

Starvation often leads to death. 

 

If you have clothes to wear, 

You are blessed. 

 

Ripped clothes are a fashion 

For cash rich, 

Some wear it helplessly 

For they can‘t get it stitched. 

 

Blessings are countless 

From health to happiness. 

      With every single breath 

Be thankful, 

Some cry 

To get them handful. 

 

Every moment of life is a 

blessing. 

Express gratitude even in 

solitude. 
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Uma Nagar is a Literature Student who is currently pursuing BA (H) 
English Final Year. Her only ambition is to become a writer so that she 

can spread love & compassion from her writings. She believes that 
writing is the way to pour your heart on the paper without the fear of 

judgement. She loves to play with words and form an artistic poetry.  

 
With open eyes, everyday I saw dream under 

the moonlight, 
With fire in those Eyes, I burn that dream under 

the sunlight, 
 

Whom I am trying to protect my dream or me, 
Why I am choosing the society over me, 

 
To protect what I love, 

I pretend to love what I hates, 
Why I put myself behind those painful gates, 

 
The dreams are mine, the eyes which dreams 

are mine, 
Then why I am letting them change the 

decision of mine, 
 

I want to touch the sky by remaining on the 
earth, 

I want to live my every dream in this only birth, 
 

I want to paint the earth with my footprints, 
I want to grab the air with my hand movements, 

I want to fill the surroundings with my Anklet 
sound, 

I want to dance on the rain drops sound, 

 

 
But my dreams shattered, when they called my 

dreams a litter, 
When they told me to  lock the gates of 

dreams, and throw the keys in the deep sea, 
Around me, the darkness with open eyes what 

I see, 
 

But the things have changed, I accepted which 
this society has given me, 

And In return, they had taken what all I had, 
Perhaps my dream is dead, 

 
But my heart took a breath with full of hope I 

had, 
It awakens my dreams with all the alarms I 

once set, 
But my heart warned me to let this secret 

Unsaid, 
 

Chase your dream in the darkness of night, 
Listen what your anklets says in the silence of 

the night, 
This is what my heart again & again said, 

 
Now every night, 

I gathered the torn pieces of dreams, 
And stich them into the blanket of peace, 

I live my Unsaid dreams in the unheard silence 
of the night. 
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The reality which demands a change  

  

Manuj is a 19 years old youngster. He is a literature student 
currently pursuing his interest in English literature and poetry from 
Manav Rachna International Institute of Research and Studies. He 
is a Roadie and Hodophile who wishes to become a Globetrotter. 

MANUJ MAGGU 

A bliss turned into curse when that female girl 

child was thrashed by the nurse 

 Her mother‘s heart drifted apart but what she 

could do as it was  her family‘s demand.  

It was their desire not to let that kid live life of fire. 

Her grandmother was such a religious coward but 

who would tell her that it was actually goddess 

Durga whom she has withered.  

I guess it was a disgrace to whole mankind no-no 

not that kid but the sin with which she was 

defined.  

I was moved to hear about this fact cause as 

much as I know this too was a criminal act. 

We live in a world of religious extroverts where 

wearing a knee length skirt to a Pooja is a sin but 

killing a female foetus is something to call yourself 

a Singh. 

Day by day seeing these deeds I was getting a 

little weak 

 

Cause when 16 old year Lakshmi had something 

which could please, then I too may become an 

asset to those geeks  

But the world was amazing and so were its men 

as they told me how to save my hymen  

Coming home by 6:00 and looking at that sexy 

chick was all I needed to do.  

Even to that I said okay maybe it will, but tell me 

why was that girl of 8 raped even when she wasn‘t 

late   

And why do that old lady in a saree tied to her 

waist;  had to face the same 

 What she never desired okay this too taken this 

too forgotten 

 May be they were at some fault but what 

happened to my cousin that night that he forgot all 

his wits and created that sight  
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HUMANITY 

   

Even today those marks are there, 

even today those nightmares appear 

 I shatter,  

 I shiver every night I hold my pillow 

extremely tight.  

Tables turned and the pages flickered, 

when I finally got my guts together  

But it wasn‘t just me or my mother as that 

cousin lived in every other 

I soon realized I wasn‘t the only victim but 

some had faced even worse than my skin. 

 

Then came the phase of section 377  

which I think was a more heinous action 

As it compelled me to live with the ones  

who was reason why today many like me 

are numb. 

By now I could see that the demon I  

thought to be under my bed was actually  

in everyone else‘s head,  

So I thank those who stood for all like me 

 and helped to get those trapped souls 

free. 
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Humanity can be characterized as nature of being human; the unconventional idea of 

a man, by which he is recognized from different creatures. Being human does not 

imply that an individual has humanity. At times you need to comprehend the nature of 

humanity in an individual, observe what he accomplishes for individuals who give 

nothing. 



  

 

A good human never drifts from the path of humanity even if others make use of him, or 

showing no gratitude what they have received. 

A standout amongst the most extraordinary cases of additional common humanity in a 

person has been depicted wonderfully by Mother Teresa. Humanity implies watching 

over and helping other people at whatever point and wherever possible. Humanity 

implies helping other people on occasion when they require that assistance the most, 

humankind implies overlooking your narrow-minded interests now and again when 

others require your help. Humanity can also be defined as quality of being human; the 

peculiar nature of man, by which he is distinguished from other beings. Being human 

does not mean that an individual possesses humanity. We live in a world that, although 

it has borders, it is limitless. People can travel anywhere, see anything, experience 

every feeling that ever existed, but we are not satisfied. We try to impose borders on 

ourselves, we fight today to be recognized as not belonging to ―their community‖, to be 

labelled as part of a smaller group. We fight today to impose limits to a world in which 

yesterday people have fought so that it didn`t have any. And we applauded them. 

Humanity is an important part of life which tells that to help others, try to understand 

other and realize the people problems with our own eyes and try to help them For 

showing humanity you don't need to be a rich person, even a poor person can sow 

humanity by helping someone or sharing his or her food, etc. When you show humanity 

you have a feel click or a pinch from your inner soul which you cannot get from 

something else. Every religion tells us about humanity, peace and love that is why no 

religion is higher than humanity. When you show humanity you have a feel click or a 

pinch from your inner soul which you cannot get from something else. 

Every religion tells us about humanity, peace and love that is why no religion is higher 

than humanity. Kindness or humanity is contagious which spreads with the persons who 

come in its contact, so please go on spreading it. Humanity is the act of being kind/ 

polite towards others. Humanity means being gentle/ caring or generous/ friendly with 

others. 

Humanity costs nothing but it can help to make our planet a happy place to live. 

Humanity plays an important role in deciding the level of success in an individual‘s life. 

Humanity helps to bridge the gap between 2 individuals. Nobody likes to hang around 

unkind people or people who put them down or mistreats them. Saying simple words 

such as ‗thank you‘ is not hard to use to show gratitude towards others. Humanity 

depicts an individual‘s characteristics. One should not focus on other‘s weaknesses and 

faults. You must ignore it by saying- ‗take care‘, ‗never mind‘. Such gesture will always 

help others to improve and remember you. Humanity helps to create positive 

surroundings. It is a universal language. It is a language which a blind can see and a 

deaf can hear. 
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Humanity cannot be defined in proper words but in simple words humanity can be 

defined as a caring and righteous attitude towards others. Humanity is complex to 

define but simple to realize. To show humanity no two persons need a common 

language. It can be showed through your acts. Humanity never goes futile. It is one of 

the 7 virtues. 

Showing humanity can make you feel human and impart joy to the recipient. Every 

individual is taught lessons of humanity through his/ her religion. Be it Islam, 

Christianity, Sikhism and Hinduism or any other religion all teach humanity. Humanity 

begins at home. If you can show humanity towards your siblings and other family 

members then only you can be kind towards the rest of the world. Be kind towards your 

office colleagues and neighbors to create a positive social environment wherever you 

go. 

Humanity not only means being good to human beings but it also means human being 

should not indulge in sinful or cruel activities towards living creatures. It is said that in 

return of humanity we get humanity. For instance, when we nurture plants will love, care 

and affection they grow big and bear fruits. These fruits are in the form of response in 

return of our humanity.  

 

 

 

 

MY MOTHER 
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For as long as I can remember 

You were always by my side, 

To give me support, confidence and help. 

For as long as I can remember 

You were always the person whom , 

I search for and look up to for so strong ,so 

brave and so pretty. 

For as long as I can remember 

You always provide stability and work as a 

support system for our family, 

Full of laughter tears and love. 

You have been everything a mother should 

be for as long as I can remember, 

And you have always played a significant 

role in my life. 

You are the reason I am who I am today, 

and I owe you a big debt of gratitude. 
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The seven sins are the seven virtues 

‗That penitence of good and humble folk is the penitence of every day!‘ 

For perfect penitence there are three needful and necessary things that a person should keep in 

mind and they are:-  

Contrition to the heart:- so, if we follow the god‘s path then only we can be forgiven by god. All 

the sins that we committed in our life knowingly or unknowingly and the sins we are born with 

and those 7 deadly sins are:-  

Gluttony:- The habit of eating and drinking too much. 

Greed:- A desire for more of something than you really need. For example, money, 

food,power,love,etc. 

Wrath:- Anger, that comes out of any a reason doesn‘t matter. 

Sloth:- Laziness, procrastination or reluctance of work. 

Pride:- You feel pride, pleasure when you do something good or the person close to you. 

Envy:- When the jealousy feeling or emotion of yours arouse after knowing that you don‘t have 

the thing that the person around you have. 

Lust:- Desire for having something or somebody in your life.  

We all have committed these sins in our life while knowingly or unknowingly and can only be 

forgiven by god through our own fundamental understanding. If we commit our sins by 

confession, only half of them can be forgiven. Confession to the mouth:- If we want to avoid sins 

then their are certain virtues that We can do for Penitence. we should be happy in others 

happiness . Being euphoric in one's Blissful moment is the most Beautiful thing. we must always 

show patience towards others no matter whether he/she is your friend, enemy or a stranger. 
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ReplyForward 

 

Being humble and showing Courtesy is the most important thing to do. Always show Bravery 

and Mercy, Chastity, Chivalry to others. Don't, Do things for showing only, always do things from 

your heart. 

Contentment/Satisfaction: By following these virtues one Can get Satisfaction and after death 

they can get renunciation and Salvation. 

 

 

 

 

SELF LOVE 

I always used to get uncomfortable with the idea of self love. Self love means loving 

yourself. It includes everything, your mind, body, soul etc. Accepting yourself the way 

you are can be hard sometimes. But once you accept yourself the way you are, will give 

you positive energy that will always spark within you. Changes are necessary too. For 

example: if you are not happy with your body and it‘s is difficult for you to accept it, work 

on it so that you can feel better and you can love yourself. Self love provides a healthy 

lifestyle. There is nothing better than knowing that you‘re enough. If something is 

bothering you about yourself, change it. Be the perfection in your own eyes. Trust 

yourself and work hard. Sometimes comparing your self with others can make you feel 

less confident. Know your own worth. Everyone is different. One can be good at singing 

and another can be good at studies. Be your own competitor. Challenging yourself will 

improve your work and make you feel confident. It is important to practice self-love as it 

will keep you mentally and physically healthy. Some people think that self love means 

doing things like eating junk, watching TV for hours etc. This is not self love. This is 

spoiling your health and waste of time. Self love includes focussing on your goals, 

working hard and keeping yourself mentally and physically healthy. 
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       ALISHA is a literature 

student pursuing a Bachelors degree in English Honours, from Manav 
Rachna International Institute Of Research and Studies. She is a Co-

author in 5+anthologies. And she is a compiler of one anthology book 
“ANTHROPAMI” She is an unembellished girl with big delight. And she 

wants to be a versatile writer by her writing. 

Smriti is a student of MRIIRS who truly treasures the divine gift of 
reading. She loves to explore different sections of society by reading 
novels and articles of many different genres. Novels and articles that 
highlight social issues like gender equality, racial injustice, equal pay 
for all and many more. It‟s not just reading that interests her though, 
she‟s also a firm believer of women empowerment.  
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ALISHA GULATI 

Hidden from our feelings 

Hidden from our soul 

Blocked to keep us moving 

As they take a heavy load. 

How long will we hold it 

Silent to the pain 

Lost in isolation 

Feeling marked like by a stain 

There is no conquest 

No ringing of the bell 

There only is revealing 

This memory trip through hell 

There is no joy in secrets 

When pain is in your heart 

It‘s time to do some sharing 

And let the healing start. 

SMRITI BAJAJ 



  

 

THE YOUTH OF THE PRESENT AGE 

Youth is defined as the period between childhood and adulthood. The youth is the 

backbone of the society and they can determine the future of any country. They can 

play an important role in the development of a country.  

The role of youth is significant in building a nation.There is a huge difference between 

the youth of previous generations and the present generation. Youth of the previous 

generations had less facilities unlike the youth today. Youth of any country must know 

the value of time as time is quite precious and they should know how to invest their time 

in the right things.They also have to understand the need of discipline in their lives and 

they must be courageous. 

For the progress of any country, youth of that particular country should be hardworking 

and goal -oriented.Youth must be well aware about the social issues going on in the 

country as their ideas and thinking can make a huge difference in the society. 

But, the youth too are facing various difficulties as we see that there are lack of 

opportunities but the competition is quite high .Youth who is poor is still struggling as 

they are not able to afford costly books and the fee of universities.  

Even during this lockdown many have committed suicide as they were unable to afford 

laptops and smart phones .This created a difference in their studies and even their 

minds for that matter. 

The youth is ruining its life by indulging in unfair practices like smoking and drinking. 

Large scale of people are in these indulgences which can cause a bad impact on their 

health as well as on their future.  

They are destroying their lives with excessive use of social media as well . No doubt 

Social Media is a good platform to connect with people but excessive use of anything 

can create a bad impact so Social Media can be a blessing and a disguise too. 

We must make sure to encourage our youth to do better in every field so that they can 

have equal opportunities . There are issues like Nepotism etc. that are destroying them. 

We must make sure that everyone shoulf get a chance to prove themselves as they are 

the buliding blocks of our society. 

Youth is the backbone of the Country They have the power to bring a positive change in 

the society . 

"THE YOUTH OF TODAY ARE THE LEADERS OF TOMORROW‖ 
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CRYPTOCURRENCY  IS THE FUTURE  OF  MONEY 

Cryptocurrency is the financial cyberspace and global decentralized applications that gave birth 

to blockchains like Bitcoin, Ethereum, Tron and many more. Bitcoin was the first digital coin to 

use blockchain and has been the market leader since it was mined in 2009. It was introduced by 

Satoshi Nakamoto and was the first to solve the double spending problem for digital currency 

using peer-to-peer network. 

Taking the topic blockchain, it is the technology that holds and records the source of digital 

asset. The data on the blockchain cannot be modified which constructs a legal agent for 

industries like cybersecurity, payments etc. This technology creates a decentralised distribution 

chain that gives everyone an access to the wallet with high security. This blockchain network is 

supported by elective ―miners‘‘. The miners are the computer systems that are offered for use in 

specific networks that support each crypto currency.  

Mining 

Mining is the action of encrypting, verifying, and securing the transactions in each block. Every 

new transaction can be recorded and verified in the ledger. If someone tries to create any 

counterfeit coin or steal the coins from another person‘s crypto wallet, this will go against 

millions copies of the ledger and all legitimate copies of the ledger will return an invalid 

authorisation on the fraudulent transaction. That is why cryptocurrency has a wallet to make it 

more secure for the people. Crypto wallets can either be software or hardware wallets like, you 

can easily access your software part through your application like Trustwallet, Coinbase, 

Binance chain etc. Whereas the hardware has the access to your card or thumb drive that 

secures your digital coin. Each wallet has addresses that resemble hash codes. The Hash Code 

is a long string of letters and numbers. This address lets the people receive or send crypto coins 

and even informs them that where will it be stored. 

Is Cryptocurrency safe or not? 

RUDHWIQ MAYUR BALIVADA 
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Cryptocurrency is a good investment, if you want direct revelation to the demand for the digital 

currency. It is possible to be rich by investing in cryptocurrency. But you can lose your all money 

if you make a wrong decision. Right now, the future of cryptocurrency is bright as lot of 

developments have led to the growth of the crypto industry. There are over 9000+ crypto 

markets in being today. All the big banks, companies, and investors such as PayPal, JP 

Morgan, Tesla have entered the digital market space. The cryptocurrency market capital has 

crossed 2 trillion dollars until date. Bitcoin is an incredibly volatile but explosive asset. Bitcoin 

was an all- time high in January 2021 and recently it had hit almost $65,000 in April. This is the 

best time to invest because the dollar cost average is now at a lower price. If observed trend in 

bitcoin keep on raising, it is good to continue your investment in that and wait for further raise, 

so that you can make extra money. 

Taking of the cons, cryptocurrencies are subject to cyber breaches, and may fall into the hands 

of hackers. Another disadvantage is market volatility, which is linked to loss of intrinsic worth is 

one of the characteristics of whether the cryptocurrency environment experience in collapse of 

the particular market. It is an important concern which can be overcome by linking the 

cryptocurrency value directly to tangible and intangible assets. Talking about regulations, this is 

not regulated, and is not under control as it is a decentralized platform, and it does not come 

under the supervision of any central bank. 

Conclusion 

Right now, cryptocurrencies are a hot topic in the global financial system. Their growth has been 

able to gain the attention of many investors. It is only after the required trust in the digital market 

after which they will be used on a wider scale. If the cryptocurrencies fail to gain that trust, then 

the boom might decline. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ANUSHKA YADAV 
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ONE OF THE PHASES 

Youth is said to be the torchbearer and this is a phase that too shall pass. The 

adolescents that we see today have a very different approach to life that is according to 

the world and the society that they are growing up in. On one hand, we realize that the 

young minds are thinking appropriately in the direction of pursuing a better career than 

just relying on their ancestral possessions but on the other hand everything boils down 

to a topic of humor for them.  

According to me, it is correctly said that the youth has the power to take the present to 

the future with a flourishing psyche and induce the necessity. Somehow, the youngsters 

fail to understand the gravity of the one and only token given to them that is life. Yes, 

they do understand that life is not going to be easy, they are not going to get everything 

on a platter just as they have been getting since the day they first opened their eyes. 

Still they mess up the most important things in life. They are not to be blamed for the 

same because not all of them are wrong but some in truth are in corny shoes of the 

juncture they are in. 

On one hand, there are youngsters with straight up goals in life, they still believe in love 

after being hit by disappointment several times. They try to be the parent of their 

younger sibling with a pure intention to guard them from the blunders they had done 

and a backbone to their elder ones so that neither of them falls apart. Be that as it may, 

people fail to understand how sensitive these souls can be. 

 On the other hand, there are youngsters who choose to grow fruits on a plant 

impatiently; they try their hand at several windows without being sure of even one of 

them. Moreover, they choose wrong people to be in touch with and they unknowingly 

disperse their\ availability to them. Frankly, they understand the illicit meaning of love, 

care and affection. They fail to understand that not caring is not cool. For sooth 

intelligence, authenticity and thoughtfulness is cosmopolitan. It will not be wrong to say 

that the age is so that it makes them choose the temporary happiness instead of 

focusing on the acuteness of hustle. With passing time, nothing remains the same, 

neither the love nor the efforts we put in. I would not be wrong if I say that the Kalyug is 

not even admired by the Kalyuga. Sometimes it just feels like the Kalyug has brought us 

all in a standstill and we feel halted, not from within but via very distinct external 

forces.Youngsters go through innumerable dilemmas that they never thought existed. 

The very minute aromas of adulthood brickbat them in the face. Being a Kalyugi I can 

proudly say that yes we accept the changes with our arms wide open, we admire the 

beauty in the dirt, we appreciate the heedless with a pious heart. We still endeavor to 

love when we have been denied the right to, we embrace the opportunities we get and 

soar high while unblocking all the roadblocks set by the mankind. We try our level best 
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to educate the ones who try to cutback our efforts so that the people understand us 

better and not condemn our each move in life. 

But I acknowledge this too, that we fail to contain our feelings within and wish to let 

ourselves free from these curbs that we weren‘t even a part of when they were elevated 

to a pole position and we make mistakes that we apologize for with an unadulterated 

sentiment because 

relationships matter to us more than anything in the world. Yes, we give a hard time to 

the people who yearn to understand us but we do not minuscule your efforts unlike 

other homo sapiens. Please understand that we have also been grief stricken in some 

or the other way so don‘t be little our emotions by exclaiming that it might just be our 

hormones or that we go astray to understand a sitch. We reckon from our experiences 

and savoir-faire that we latch on through our limited aged glasses and none can blame 

us for that. None can expect us to think and act as wise as a 40-year-old person when 

we are just mere teenagers. We try our best to entangle our mind to boast a smooth 

running train of thought but we fail to do it in all the situations. Sometimes we are under 

the pressure of fabricating a rewarding career, sometimes we are tormented and most 

of the times we are unaware of how to steer it up. I see how the people around us fail to 

understand the pressure that they encumbered us with and forget that we are still 

learning. All that I have to say is that believe in us when we don‘t have the courage and 

energy to do it for ourselves instead of treating us as mere children who are trying to be 

adults and are continuously failing to do so . 
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MY VISION: MY COLOUR? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

LIAR QUOD ARE 
 

 

 

 

 

 

GUNIKA DUDEJA 

Since the ringing school bells 

Hand in hand we go. 

Shabby uniform‘s 

Dirty shoe‘s. 

Good- heartedness 

 was the key. 

Streams changed ,  

Life changed, 

Bond remained same. 

Good-heartedness was the key. 

High school passed, 

Many of them too. 

Life is changed 

Many of them too. 
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My vision is not my skin colour                           

Fair, tanned, brown or black.                               

My beauty is not in the face, but my 

peeper  

 It is not in my skintone but my smirk. Not 

now, but every now and then,                        

Thy call on me to use junk, to be one of 

them. In all convos pertaining to beauty,                       

Thy called me to seek some wood or 

stem. Does my colour define now who I 

am,                      

Or the attempts to seek the scrunity?            

I am a human, you too are.                                  

I am made of blood you too are                         

I do have a brain that is of flesh.                      

You too have a brain but is a trash.                      

The matter is of that melanin,                            

God made us like this to let us win.                        

Just my colour narrated my ability                      

In this world of pixies,                                             

Is it major to be fair and lovely? 
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GENDER EQUALITY 
Gender equality, equality between men and women, entails the concept that all human 

beings, both men and women, are free to develop their personal abilities and make 

choices without the limitations set by stereotypes, rigid gender roles and prejudices. 

Gender equality means that the different behaviour, aspirations and needs of women 

and men are considered, valued and favoured equally. It does not mean that women 

and men have to become the same, but that their rights, responsibilities and 

opportunities will not depend on whether they are born male or female. This may 

include equal treatment or treatment that is different but which is considered equivalent 

in terms of rights, benefits, obligations and opportunities. Discrimination based on sex or 

gender is illegal according to a number of federal and state laws. When an employer 

treats someone differently simply because they are a woman or because they are a 

man, the employer is illegally practicing sex or gender discrimination. The discriminatory 

treatment can take on a variety of forms. For instance, an employee may be fired, 

demoted, lose a promotion, or take a cut in salary due to his or her sex or gender. The 

gender of a person should not determine their intelligence, physical/mental strength, job 

opportunities, or payout. Instead, people should be appraised based on their 

capabilities. 

In the 21st century, science and technology have advanced to such heights and yet our 

minds are bound by these gender stereotypes and norms. It‘s high time that we liberate 

ourselves from these antiquated norms and become a stable, harmonious community. 

All human beings should have the right to develop and take necessary decisions and 

actions without any restrictions set by stereotypes. Liberalisation of women is what 

should be considered a requisite of gender equality. Liberalisation includes granting 

independence to women to live their lives on their own terms. 

SHIKHAR GOTHWAL 
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Riya Kataria is a 18 years old student of Manav Rachna 
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and fantasies and she loves to express herself in form of writing. 

She loves singing too.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

IN SEARCH OF PEACE 

 

When the world is full of tension 

We are locked in our homes in attention 

Corona is stuck into our life 

Day by day people are losing there life 

Everyone is in search of peace 

When there is not a piece to eat 

Police is there standing on the borders 

People are screaming in there orders 

All are hoping to get this over soon 

So that we could have our last moon… 

We pray to god for one‘s lifeDay by day people are losing there life 

Hope god listens to all the prayers 

And let us go to a fair… 

In the search of peace , In the search of peace. 

 

RIYA KATHURIA 
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AKHIL GOSWAMI 

When I got failed with my words 

It‘s music who holded my hand 

twittered in my heart like birds 

the moment was realized by me in the sand 

it‘s you who spoke my pain 

now I can say it's living right through me. 

It‘s beautiful to listen you in rain 

Through you the world can see 

The emotions that the soul can feel 

You  can be found at any time of the day 

Your presence can be heard with the hum of 

a reel 

It‘s so simple to listen you , just push play 

You lived with me until the end of  time 

Remembering  family, friends and even pets 

serving the  purpose, to  let the light shine 

and it‘s you , whom the people can never 

forget. 
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She write because she must. It's not a choice, its a passion, says 
kawaljeet kaur, student of B.A (H) Eng  (3rd year).She has 
been quite passionate about writing since her school days. 
Being introvert by nature has led her hands pen down her 
thoughts her feelings. She do writing every day – happily, she 
should add – because she feel she is fulfilling her potential. 

Literature and religion have in common that they both take us into other worlds. Literature expand our imaginations 

and refine our moral and social sensibilities. The emotional 

situations and moral dilemmas that are the stuff of literature are also exercise for the brain studies 

suggest, increasing our real life. We also become sensitive towards other human beings. Literature 

sets life before us. It brings before us humanity in all our glory and misery. One of the 

most important and conspicuous features of literature's relation to religion is thus that of affirmation, 

in the sense that literature both oral and written functions to preserve and transmit religious ideas 

and actions. Religion can be considered as a bunch of organizations, a bunch of thoughts and 

convictions, or a lived work on all of which have complex relations with one another. Religion and 

literature spring from the same fundamental sources. Religion is the relation which man bears to 

ultimate Being. It is concerned with the substance which lies behind phenomena, and also with the 

duty which man owes to this Being, universal and eternal. Religion gives to literature, moreover, vast 

and rich materials. Its sacred books themselves constitute great literatures and also furnish materials 

for great literature. The translation of the Bible into Gothic by Ulphilas not only preserved the Bible, but also helped 

to create and to perpetuate literature. The religion which has made the strongest 

appeal to English and German literature in the last two centuries has been of two types: first, the 

universal or natural, and, second, the distinctively Christian; and the poetry to which the appeal has 

been chiefly addressed has given back a noble response. In illustration of the universal type, the 

religion which relates itself to literature, one selects three poets, Pope, Goethe, and Wordsworth. 

 

   KAWALJEET KAUR 

Region and literature 
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Literature is the foundation of life. It places an emphasis on many topics from human tragedies to 

tales of the ever-popular search for love. While it is physically written in words, these words come 

alive in the imagination of the mind, and its ability to comprehend the complexity or simplicity of the 

text. Literature enables people to see through the lenses of others, and sometimes even inanimate 

objects; therefore, it becomes a looking glass into the world as others view it. It is a journey that is 

inscribed in pages and powered by the imagination of the reader. Ultimately, literature has provided a 

gateway to teach the reader about life experiences from even the saddest stories to the most joyful 

ones that will touch their hearts. The world today is ever-changing. Never before has life been so 

chaotic and challenging for all. Life before literature was practical and predictable, but in the present- day, literature 

has expanded into countless libraries and into the minds of many as the gateway for 

comprehension and curiosity of the human mind and the world around them. Literature is of great 

importance and is studied upon as it provides the ability to connect human relationships and define 

what is right and what is wrong. Therefore, words are alive more than ever before. The belief in a 

divine deity or entity is known as religion. Religion is actually about God‘s presence, who is also 

known as the controller of the world. Due to the different beliefs of different people, many different 

cultures exist. Believing in any religion is a choice and also a lifestyle. Being religious is a form of 

having the freedom to do and pray to whichever and whoever you want to worship and be part of any 

religion. There are various types of religions found in the world. Some of the major religions are 

Hinduism, Jainism, Christianity, Islam, Buddhism, Sikhism, Farsi, etc. Although these different religions 

preach and follow different principles, all religions have some basic characteristics and features. Every 

society has some religious system, although, in modern-day scenarios, religion‘s role decreases; the 

social system of religion is continuing to exist. There is a common god in every religion. For Christians, 

it is Christ, and for Muslims, it is Allah and so forth. Religion helps in creating an ethical framework and also a 

regulator for values in day to day life. This particular approach helps in character building of 

a person. In other words, Religion acts as an agency of socialization. Thus, religion helps in building 

values like love, empathy, respect, and harmony. literature is a reflection of the society is a fact that 

has been widely acknowledged. Literature indeed reflects the society, its good values and its ills. Since 

the dawn of man, the art of storytelling was utilized to pass on critically deemed information about 

society, life, and everything. 



  

 

   

During the early days, much of our history was transposed orally through 

song and spoken word. Eventually, people started writing things down on scrolls and books. It made 

accurately passing down the information much more reliable. Finally, literature was born as more 

people piled onto the written works of humanity. It began taking shape in various form, Poetry, Epics, Novels and 

much more. Literature is a way for us to create fictional scenarios that allow our minds to 

contemplate the ―Bigger Picture‖ of the human condition. It establishes a methodology to explore our 

perceptive filters and expands our awareness of our surroundings. 

It is apparently singular that the larger share of the illustrations used to present the relations existing 

between religion and literature are drawn from poetry. The singularity is, however, only superficial. For poetry is the 

highest and richest form and expression of literature; it represents the highest notes 

of the scale of thought, feeling, and imagination. Religion is the highest type of being, for it represents 

the relation of man to God and of God to man. Each, therefore, rises the highest in its own scale of 

being; each, therefore, becomes more clearly and closely akin to the other than are the other higher 

forces of humanity. They are related to each other far more intimately and constantly than can any 

type of prose literature be related to religion, either Christian or natural. 
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year. I love reading and writing poems. As it gives me 
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Mother’s Are For 
Mothers are for loving you.                                 As a child , I would say , 

If you're good or bad.                                          Mommy ,I love you. 

A mother's love is something.                             I love you more each and  

That no one can explain.                                     Every year. 

 
Mothers are for sharing.                                      When days on Earth are over  

Whatever makes you glad.                                  A mother's love lives on, 

A mother's love is a special love,                        Through many generations, 

That runs so deep and true.                                God's blessings on each one. 

                                                                                   

Mothers are for telephones                                 If ,I could have chosen, 

When they ring.                                                   I would have picked no other, 

Mothers are for cuddling you.                             Than for my precious mother.    

When you have to weep.                                     

  

ISHU PATHANIA 
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