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Welcome Message

Multilingualism is not merely a linguistic charac-
teristic in India, but rather a vibrant way of life. As
one of the world’s oldest civilizations, India boasts a
rich tapestry of diverse communities, each steeped
in its unique culture, language, and traditions. It is
this amalgamation of splendid and exotic cultures
that renders India truly extraordinary.

The country’s diversity manifests itself in the form
of distinct languages across its states. From Kanna-
da in Karnataka to Malayalam in Kerala and Ben-
gali in West Bengal, each state proudly preserves its
linguistic heritage. These languages serve as a tes-
tament to the country’s linguistic wealth and con-
tribute to the multilingual fabric that defines India.

In this spirit of celebrating linguistic diversity, our
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institution endeavors to foster cultural compe-
tence through a humble initiative called Bhasha
Sangam. This undertaking seeks to promote a deep
appreciation for the various languages and cultures
that coexist harmoniously within our nation. By
embracing and valuing our linguistic differences,
we aim to cultivate a greater understanding and
respect among all stakeholders involved.

Bhasha Sangam serves as an enchanting platform
for the exchange of linguistic knowledge, cultural
exploration, and the forging of meaningful con-
nections. Through this initiative, we hope to con-
tribute to a society that thrives on inclusivity, re-
spect, and the celebration of India’s rich linguistic
mosaic.

Join us in this journey of discovery, as we embark
on an exploration of India’s linguistic treasures and
immerse ourselves in the transformative power
of multilingualism. Together, let us embrace the
beauty of our uniquely diverse nation and nurture
a spirit of cultural understanding that transcends
boundaries and unifies us all.

Da. Jagdeep Sandngs

Principal, New Alipore College
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From the Desk of the
IQAC Coordinator

I am happy to learn that the new edition of the
Magazine of Bhasa Sangam (A Cell that strives to
tap the multlingual resources of India) is being

published.

I remember a song that we used to learn in our
School . It had a couple of lines that talked of our
great country as exhibiting a unity in diversity
despite having multiple languages, faiths and
dresses. As we have grown up and matured, we have
gradually come to realize the beauty of this plural
space that we inhabit, all the more. This realization
has led us to think along many interesting ways.

It has been our constant endeavour at New Alipore
College to give worthy space and expression to all
languages and cultures. With this aim in mind, this
Magazine has collated writings from many Indian
vernaculars. They have been translated for the ben-
efit of those who do not have access to all the lin-
guistic jewels of our great country.

This Magazine is indeed a pioneering attempt to
bring together a large section of the linguistic va-
riety of India as reflected in the microcosm of our
College and its immediate vicinity. I am sure the ac-
tivities of this Cell would go a long way in realizing
its worthy goals in the future.

My heartfelt appreciation to all the contributors,
editors and translators of this volume.

IQAC Co-ordinator

Editorial

Welcome to our inaugural issue of the Multilingual
Literary Magazine! We are thrilled to embark on
this remarkable journey of language, literature, and
cultural exploration with you. Our magazine stands
as a testament to the power of words, the beauty of
diverse voices, and the unifying force of storytell-
ing.

In a world that is becoming increasingly intercon-
nected, the importance of celebrating linguistic di-
versity cannot be overstated. Language is the very
essence of our identities, woven intricately into
the fabric of our cultures and communities. It is
through language that we express our thoughts,
share our stories, and connect with one another on
a profound level.

India, with its rich tapestry of languages, serves as
an exceptional example of the harmonious coexis-
tence of multiple linguistic traditions. It is a land
where multilingualism is not a novelty, but a way of
life. From the melodious Kannada of Karnataka to
the poetic Malayalam of Kerala and the enchanting
Bengali of West Bengal, each state resonates with
its unique linguistic heritage. These languages carry
with them the wisdom, emotions, and histories of
generations, reflecting the incredible diversity that
defines our great nation.

In this magazine, we aim to celebrate the cultural
wealth that stems from this multilingual landscape.
Our pages will be adorned with literary treasures
from different languages, embracing the depth
and breadth of India’s linguistic heritage. We will
present a kaleidoscope of stories, poems, and es-
says, transcending linguistic boundaries and invit-
ing readers to immerse themselves in the universal
power of human expression.

With each edition of our magazine, we hope to
2



ignite a passion for language, literature, and cul-
tural competence among our readers. We aspire to
create an inclusive space where readers can explore
new worlds, gain fresh perspectives, and embark on
transformative journeys through the written word.

As we embark on this endeavor, we are grateful for
the talented writers, translators, and artists who
have contributed their works to this inaugural is-
sue. Their creativity and dedication have laid the
foundation for a literary magazine that will con-
tinuously strive for excellence and meaningful en-
gagement.

We invite you, our cherished readers, to join us in
this celebration of the multilingual tapestry of sto-
ries. Let us revel in the beauty of words, the power
of languages, and the infinite possibilities that lie
within the pages of this magazine. Together, we will
embark on a literary voyage that transcends bor-
ders, unifies cultures, and nurtures the profound
connections that exist within the human experi-
ence.

Thank you for embarking on this adventure with
us. We hope you find inspiration, enlightenment,
and the sheer joy of discovery within the vibrant
pages of the Multilingual Literary Magazine.

Yours in language and literature,

Chief Editor

- -
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Few Words

Dear Readers, it is with great pleasure and excite-
ment that we present to you the inaugural edition
of our college magazine, featuring a unique mul-
tilingual content. The Bhasa Sangam Cell of our
esteemed institution has taken up the noble task of

celebrating the rich tapestry of languages that shape
our cultural landscape. With this magazine, we em-
bark on a journey that celebrates the beauty and
significance of each language, transcending barriers
and fostering a sense of unity among our diverse
community.

The Bhasa Sangam Cell has worked tirelessly to
ensure that each language receives equal represen-
tation and recognition. We believe that multilin-
gualism is not just an academic exercise, but a way
to embrace and respect the linguistic diversity that
surrounds us. By embracing multilingual content,
we hope to foster an environment that encourages
language learning, appreciation, and preservation.
We invite you to immerse yourselves in the pages
of this magazine and explore the beauty of different
scripts, dive into captivating narratives, and marvel
at the rich linguistic heritage that enriches our lives.
Let us celebrate our diversity and learn from one
another, transcending boundaries and building a
stronger, more inclusive community.

The Bhasa Sangam Cell is immensely grateful to
our Principal, Dr. Jaydeep Sarangi and the IQAC
Coordinator, Dr. Dhrubojyoti Banerjee for their
unwavering support and encouragement, without
which this magazine would not have been possible.
We also extend our deepest gratitude to the con-
tributors who have shared their talents and insights
for this magazine. Thanks to all esteemed invited
contributors from different states. They made our
magazine richer. Dr. Anniruddha Kar is also grate-
fully acknowledged for his commitment and pas-
sion that this vision has become a reality.

We hope that this magazine serves as a testament to
the power of language and the unity it can inspire.
Let us embrace the multilingual journey together,
with open minds and open hearts.

Convenor, Bhasha Sangam Cell



Vanishing Vertebrae
Baidyanath Baskey

This is flesh and blood,
That was inside the skin of mine,

A hand on the back could tell,

um ) Dmngmq Dmg- The presence of the human spine.

But day by day
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‘Cannot be traced’, they say.

People think that the spine helps,

@2@Y N262 0IWZ bALY To keep the body strong,

HOAb WA.D0 NAP OSAOAD 2 To have the firm human will,

UDRDZ U2¥D OALA DR While serve one’s family still.

. It is the backbone of societal development,
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DONDGE bAE O G2 Tell the truth and false frankly,

@AC 9L OZ b LA 828 To follow the direction of light,

A9 L2E 2D While the eye of knowledge tell us, “What is right’,
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¥2b02 00 bATZY The spine is now untraceable,
SONNOMNZ WD P2bA WDADE PY.CAD But on the back, it was once found inside the skin

along with flesh and blood.

Existence of the human spine,

Day by day it seems to be lost;

Cannot be found now, once that was felt the most.
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Snowfall of Restlessness

’ Riya Dhole
‘seeing snowfall from clouds at Nepal, it seemed

| Those which were supposed to brighten with sunshine of time

Have become disoriented in the restless brine.

Sitting on a bus from Rajarhat to Gariahat, watching the greenish shades

I feel , dont I have the possibilities of those minute peace in me?

I understand how greyish shades are mingled in our known truths,

that they are gulping, entrapped in grindstone of family and outside.

I smile within myself, as I never felt the urge to judge it with my heart.

The bus awaits in the traffic signal in front of Parivesh Bhavan(Climate Office)



So many concrete walls..

My brain stops with feverish mind, wakes up again at the chanted words of contractor everyday.
In a moment, I avoid the intimidation of the doctor.

Today is spring at Diamond Harbour, awaiting the windmill of Time.

The Sun is happy to get red fire , like bengal currant

He wants to spread green on his bed to be young again

(Translated by Bulu Mukhopadhyay)
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India - A Nation Beyond the Chapters
of History

Irene Khan

India is a land of rich resources, cultures, traditions,
different religions, languages and customs. India’s
rich and varied past is well known to most of us
through the pages of history - be it the remarkable,
and Bronze Age Society of Indus Valley civiliza-
tion, the rise of the Vedic period or the extensive
rules by powerful and major kingdoms like the
Magadha, Maurya, the Mughals, and so on. India
has been home to great personalities as well like
Aryabhatta, Gautama Buddha, Mahavira; several
influential rulers like Ashoka, Akbar, Kanishka;
several freedom fighters against the British rule like
Mahatma Gandhi, Netaji Subhash Chandra Bose,
Rani Lakshmi bhai; several great think- ers

and writers who are celebrated

worldwide like Rabindranath Tago- re,
Ramakrishna, Raja ram Mohan Roy;,
Swami Vivekananda; along with oth- ers.

In the context of geography, our
motherland is blessed with snow-
capped mountains, hills, plateaus,
green plains, oceans, seas, rivers,
coastal areas, deserts and islands.

India is a country that has evolved

over time and is still progressing

towards modernization. Contempo-
rary India’s bicameralism, federalism,
administrative system, civil services,
and judicial structure is praisewor-
thy. The highlight of India even
today is however, it’s diversity in

culture, tradition and language.

Many people from outside India
still find it really fascinating that a
single land can be home to so many dif-
ferent types of people, speaking different |
languages, following different religious
customs and yet being united under the
same government.

Several individuals in
the Western world

think of India as an inert and distant grouping
of people and poverty, a combination of the ex-
otic and tragic. This misperception popularized
through years of media stereotyping, conceals
reality. In fact, India is a vibrant society with an
increasingly vigorous internal dynamic and an in-
creasing influence, directly and indirectly in the
world. Its significance lies not only in its size but
in the fact that this nation is the largest function-
ing democracy with regular and freely contested
elections.

Present-day India’s education has led to a signifi-
cant development in the field of economy. Based
on records in 2021, India’s literacy rate is 77.70%
in general and 70.30% for women. In the World
Economic Forum Global Competitive Index, In-
dia has jumped 32 places and today the country is
the 6th largest manufacturing nation in the world.

Yo India’s efforts and commitment towards the

production and use of clean energy have found

praise globally.
India’s healthcare

try has been growing at a
compound annual growth
rate of around 22% since
2016. In recent years
especially during the
pandemic, a tech-en-
abled resilient health
ecosystem like smart-

indus-

—
i

P

watches checking vitals,
robots performing med-
ical procedures over 5G
networks, patients con-
sulting doctors over video
calls on a mobile phone,
government apps helping
vaccinate more than two
billion people, and tele-
A medicine has changed In-
dia in ways that 25 years ago,



would be considered fictional, at-least in India.

Today, Indians are getting major recognitions and
positions on the world’s stage under different pro-
fessions, like technocrats and managers, Nobel lau-
reates, artists, singers, musicians, writers, sports-
men, scientists, diplomats, scholars and statesmen
of the world; as well as in politics. In the field of
science and technology, ever since independence,
modern India has had a strong focus. Mangalyaan,
India’s first aircraft to Mars, made India the first
Asian country and only the 4th country in the
world to enter Mars orbit in its first actempt. Indi-
an company Hero MotoCorp is the world’s largest
manufacturer of two-wheelers. In sports, India has
shown several achievements, not only in cricket
but also in badminton, chess, and kabaddi as well
as in the Olympics in general. Indian English lit-
erature, though it took off late compared to the
original English literature, has given many reasons
for us to celebrate our contribution to world liter-
ature. Novels like Coolie and Guide by Anand and
Narayan have wonderfully presented the Indian
way to the world. In the modern literary scenario
in India, the works by Chetan Bhagat and Amish
Tripathi, works by Anita Nair and Arundhati Roy,
and other sensual writers, exhibit ‘Indianness” but
within a limited context and as per their conve-
nience and the inclination of their respective audi-
ence groups.

Thus, India, our motherland, is a land of

“Sujlam suflam malyaj shitlam shsya shyamalam
matram’, or in other words,

“Rich with thy hurrying streams,
Bright with orchard gleams,

Cool with thy winds of delight,

Dark fields waving Mother of Night.”
In the words of Mark Twain,

“India is the cradle of the human race, the birth-
place of human speech, the mother of history,
the grandmother of legend, and the great-grand-
mother of tradition. Our most valuable and most
constructive materials in the history of man are
treasured up in India only.”
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Serenade
Md Ayan Ali

I agree that I do not have the knowledge of
expression of love
~But what I have for you in unaccountable
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That is w
Ratilal Rohit

Not only did they wear
but they also sported m
that is why...

Not only did the weddi
but the groom also rodc
that is why...

Not only were the musi
but the D] was also spit
that is why...

Not only were film son;
but songs of Jai Bhim a
that is why...

How could we bear this
With stones,

With sticks,

With swords,

With curses,

They were given a sever
How did they muster tl
Just because they belon;
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The Magic Paintbrush

A Chinese Folktale

Once upon a time, there was a young man called
Ma Liang. He was poor and kind and helped a rich
man to tend cattle. He liked drawing and drew pic-
tures everywhere. One night, he dreamed that an
old man gave him a magic paintbrush and asked
him to use it to help poor people. When he woke
up, he found the magic paintbrush in his desk.

From that day on, he used the paintbrush when-
ever people needed help. When he saw that people
had no water to use in the fields, he drew a river
and the river came to life. People could bring water
from the river to the field and save a lot of time
and energy.

When he saw it was difficult for people to till lands,
he drew a cow and the cow came to life. People
could use the cow to till lands very easily.

So when he saw the peoples’ troubles, he would use
his magic paintbrush to help. Then many people
knew about the magic paintbrush.

But a few days later, the rich man whom Ma Liang
helped heard that the magic paint brush could turn
everything to life. He was a bad man so he had an
idea to steal the paint brush from the young man.
He knew that he could make a lot of money by
turning things to life and keeping them, so he sent
some people to the Ma Liang’s home and took him
to the prison. He got the magic paintbrush and felt

very happy.

Then he invited a lot of his friends to come to his
home and showed them the magic paintbrush. He
drew a lot of pictures, but they could not become
real. He was very angry and asked some people to
get Ma Liang.

\Whén Ma Liang came; he said to him, “If you

draw some pictures for me and turn them to life,

man knew that he

[ will set you free.” Ihe =Voun

The bad man felt very happy and said, “I want a
golden mountain. I will go there to gather gold.”
The young man drew a sea first. The bad man was
angry and said,” Why did you draw a sea? I do

not want this. I want a golden mountain. Draw it

quickly.”

Then the young man drew a golden mountain
which was far away from the sea. The bad man saw
that and felt very happy. He said, “Draw a big ship
quickly. I want to go there to gather gold.” The
young man smiled quietly and drew a big ship. The
bad man jumped into the ship first and a lot of
his family and friends jumped in too. When the
ship sailed to the middle of the sea, the young man

drew a large wave and it destroyed the ship. So the
bad man and his friends died.

After that, the young man lived with his family
happily and kept on helping the poor people. So
the magic paintbrush was known by everyone.
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Sikkim

Pemday Lepcha

This is our sacred land Nye-Mayel Lyang (pres-
ent Sikkim), a hidden paradise on earth,

It is divided into six districts. Here, we have
several spoken languages along with varieties of
mother tongues.

There are different communities living in har-
mony. Have respect and exchange love irrespec-
tive of cast, creed, and religion.

With different communities and their unique
mother tongues, all speaks vibrantly with pro-
found gratitude. They live peacefully and in
unity. All are honest and peace loving souls.
This is how our Nye-Mayel Lyang stays tallest
and greatest.

Sikkim is blessed by Mother Earth’s nature with
richness in flora and fauna. Every day, Sikkimese
people offer prayers to the mother earth nature
for her abundance. It is the house of almighty
God, and that’s why Sikkim is filled with enor-
mous of herbal and medicinal plants spreading
all across the forest.
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Night’s Canvas

Rohit Kumar Yadav

Come on let’s go with us in the dark
Walk holding hands in the dark

No one can be seen in the light,

Real faces are visible in the dark.

We need to see the colors of these people,
call and see everyone in the dark =/

An Implore in

Earnest

Sutapa Basu

“Save me”, cries the Mother

“My Child Bleeds”, pleads the Mother
Helpless, she cries, she bleeds herself.
She folds her palms —

“Bleeds my turban, bleeds my kufi,
Bleeds my thread, bleeds my cross,
Bleeds my bangles, bleeds my veil,
Bleeds my youth at the Hills,
Bleeding for thee

Bleeding for me”.

She stretches out her white veil

Painted with blood,

Pleading for some breath,

Pleading for the life of her child;

And the debate goes on.

No one cares to look at her,

All are about to gorge on the throne.
Stealthily trampled the leaders over her breast;
Ignorant as they are,

Moved the hurried boots towards the helm,
Procastinating all her appeals —

“Wait my son, wait a while,

Listen to the wails,

In the plains, in the valleys,

Wails my daughter,

Wails my innocent child”.

She stops for a moment

But pants again,

Asks for a nostrum,

Yet finds all her pleads in vain.

Some youth with candles

Were treading by,

She thought, some justice awaiting her lot;
A smile came about her swollen lips,

But she never knew —

Some words, some howls, some contests,
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And the justice was lashed out.

Then the Mother stood up,

Silently cursed her crowned children.

No one heard her silent say —

“You my treacherous child

Never dare to call yourself patriot....”

She pulled out her veil of love,

She drowned her adoration,

She took her spear,

She took her sword,

Heralded a war against her crowned children....
Gave the verdict

“Bleed yourself, kill yourself, J
Never ask your Mother

To come and shield you”.

Now rolled the eyes up and down
Of the wolves filled with envy,

Filled with greed,
Peering up and down the office
To find some hidden door
Out of this chaos.

They could find no way....

War followed war, among the friends,
Filial blood kept on flowing.
Yet no one kneeled before Her

And asked for pardon....
The Curse proved true.

Fatigued, the Mother stood up

Holding the hands of her injured sons,
Pleaded, she, once more,

“I am girdled with emerald,

I am crowned gold,

I am the Mother of all,

Why do you war with colours?

I am the Mother of my unadorned sons

I am the Mother of my crowned sons,
Let my simple sons live and do their jobs
And not just décor them with garlands....
Crowned sons, you too live within the decored walls

For your unadorned brothers are up at the Hills “.

vl
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MUGGU

Nishi Pulugurtha

As the train that we travelled by inched closer to Kharagpur we could figure out the houses that had Telugu
families. The thresholds would be dabbed with turmeric and kumkum would be added to make a pattern,
a design. As the train chugged further down South and entered Andhra Pradesh this would be common

sight. It always made me feel good as it meant we were inching closer to Ammamma’s place. Ammamma
is how we addressed our maternal grandmother. While it is a method of creating an auspicious space and
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and that is one reason I am sure it was applied.

There is another sight that delighted - A common sight that one gets to see all over
Andhra Pradesh and Telangana. One of the first things done
after one gets up in the morning is to clean the space in
front of the house. First with a broom and then water
is sprinkled. As the water droplets fell on the dry earth,
a beautiful fragrance wafted up. The next step was to
draw out a muggu, a design on the ground using a
powder which in Telugu is also referred to as muggu.
With deft hands, the woman (it is the woman of
the house who usually does it) takes the muggu in
her right hand and draws out a design on the earth.
Practice makes her do it perfect as there is no way
one can erase and redo. At times straight lines, at
times dots arranged and then joined to form a
pattern. The ones drawn on a daily basis are
usually small and much less elaborate.
On festivals and other special occasions,
a larger, more elaborate muggu is
drawn. While the muggu, the
powder is white in colour, for
festivals ‘and special occasions
some coloured powdered is used

as well. It is chiefly composed
of limestone and is available to be
bought from shops.

On Sankranti, the harvest festival,
that is celebrated in Andhra Pradesh and
Telangana on a grand scale, there are muggu
competitions with the approach to houses beautiful
decked up with elaborate muggus. Houscholds vie
with each other in creating beautiful muggus. I have
always been amazed at the dexterity with which the
muggu is drawn. Now with flats becoming a norm,
most people have turned to using chalk to draw out
a simple muggu in front of their thresholds. Amma,
my mother, often made a small muggu using chalk
on festival days here in Calcutta. She drew it on the
first step that led into our home in Ashokegarh. The
only day that I take time out to draw one such pattern

is on Deepavali, the festival of lights, I do it with coloured
powder and whatever flowers I am able to source. Since as I am not good
at fashioning a beautiful pattern I use the lights and the flowers to fashion, what I hope turns
out to be, an aesthetic one.
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Cheer Haran
Deepak Upadhyay

Draupadi’s speak to you... You may call me sister, but I won’t accept any relationship... In the month
warning - of Saawan, you tied me up, never loosen the bond... If you bring a khichdi in the month
“Pull, Du- of Poush, even if I die, I won't open my mouth..”Mohan’s call for help -“The sari (pallu) is
shasan, - slipping from the navel, hurry up, Murari is running behind... Today Kanhaiya is running
with all "W so fast, that even his enemies can’t touch him... Three celestial chariots are flying in the

ky, they are coming closer and closer... In this assembly, from the sky, Kanha is com-
ing, it seems he will expose the thief..” The entire assembly and Kauravas are amazed
b All these events, Duryodhan said, ‘Pull, Dushasan, with all your might... Hearing
ghis, Draupadi laughed and said, ‘Now, exert your strength, Prince... The generous
WBati has arrived, tell her, ‘Dushes @RL not tear her apart, reveal your fa-

)

y o ur
might,
whatever
you  hear
from  us..
Have faith,
even in times Wrishna speaks
of trouble, don’t \WB8iya says, f&
forget me, Mo- &
han... Though de-
ayed, never absent, like
lightning bolt, I shalk
gaupadi’s pledAO T

ther’s secret to her...” s

/
4

Draupadi - “Oh sister, Kan,
‘Why are you speaking, 4§ '
‘Stay here without dri ;w




mous, my dear...” have tied countless threads on the sari, (reminding
Krishna reassures his sister - “Don’t worry, my dear,  you) now there are marks on the ring... In this ordeal,
I am here, a powerful warrior... Even your brother your honor, your essence, has remained intact...”
stands in the middle of the assembly, beside you... I
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Will Come, All of a
Sudden...

M. B. Gaijan

ThatisI...!

Identified as Rahu and beheaded in the Devasabha.
Known as Naga and buried under the soil of
Sindhu valley.
pained as declared a Shudra by Krishna’s tongue
ThatisI...!

Hanged upside dawn, split belly by Rama’s arrow,
born by a wise-Brahmin mother
but cast out as a Chandal
because of religious preaching....

Born as Mayo and was sacrificed in
Midst of the Sahastralinga Lake,

While cleaning your sewage
suffocated and again died...Thatis I...!
Since centuries, thus
banned, tossed, hanged,

Swallowed, split out, burst out,
fallen, decayed, and recovered again,
Swollen and burst frequently,...

And again today, suffocating and dying
While cleaning your gutters,

Extend your hands to me

bring me out from the gutter,
Otherwise, Hey the established,

all of a I'will come.
ruln u%?l me of unJust...

.. Will come,
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Anaconda

Daxa Damodara

In the dark and dense forest of anarchy,
Behind the strong masks of caste-ism
On the tree of High and low caste,
with hungry tongue
Smells the blood of helpless humanity,
Big and giant,
strong and horrifying,
If gets opportunity,
attacks,
gulps then twists.......
Since centuries, still why its hunger is neither
pacify
Nor that dies The Anaconda of Untouchability.
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Cliché Dreamer

Dr. Joji John Panicker

;,""'4'-’2 - o Once in a while I got answers,
:‘ A 7o Cliché the question was,
4 So was the answer.
: 3 | But what was the question?
A : Bouncing back to childhood,

* I found the question

What do you want to become when you grew up!

\
N3

Answers changedg®ith time,

.
i :
5 A few wepgh€liché answers.
i € Tlew by and me too with my dreams.
A

1 decided to check out my baggage of dreams.

Then came the shock of a lifetime;

It was not my dreams, but “somebody else’s'.

I was devastated.
I took the pause, but time never did.

I looked back and forth, where to fly.

My dreams changed for sure, but never the destination.

I smiled at life, but it laughed at me.

Inspiration took over the burden I carried.

decided to fly forth and magic tapped my wings.
e wind was in my side and I felt light.

It’s § better dream now I carry, [ realize.

Now {knew I have grown up

Cliché the question is,

How you kiow?

P St )

Blit striking th answer too, must say

Y ;‘-,'.

; t’s not all upon d§gams, but on a hope to reach the destination.

i ,

I was a dreamer then; so am I now,

But not the cliché one.

aamasthe one, with the magic of a Phoenix bird.
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Bouquets of gratitude
When we offered

In the garden of devotion,
A new star has risen

In our twilight sky!

A warm sun has shone
On our beloved mountain!!

Dear Son!

We are just a path,
You are an endless journey!
of longings,
aspirations and dreams,
You are the premises
for new possibilities,
And opportunities!!!
Bloom like a marigold!
Turn every moment
into Dashain and Tihar
with your fragrance,
Paint yourself

On Your Arrival

Pooja Rai

with the colors
of a rainbow!
Making every moment
spring,
with your smile,
Be like
the moonlight, Juneli!!!
Make every moment
a full moon,
with your radiance!!!
You are a divine gift!
Enliven everyone’s moment,
with your presence!!!

Son!

We are just the means,
You are an open book of
unsung song,

And the uncomposed music,
Unwritten poem
And unanswered prayers!!!
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