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Dreams whisper softly in
the night,

A world of colors, bold
and bright.
Reality wakes with steady
pace,

Guiding us through time
and space.

Between the two, our
hearts will find,

A place where hope and
truth entwined.
Dreams inspire, reality

steers
Together they conquer
doubts and fears.

Byf Likhitha Chowa/ary
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Byf Mamtha Arora

In the flute’s guite ruin

The flute’s soft lament
weaves shadows from my pen|
ink bleeding, raw and thin.
Notes carve music in my heart,
spilling across fragile pages,

tearing my soul to shards.

The flute’s melancholy hum
binds me in a fleeting trance,
a spell | cannot name

peace cloaked in quite pain.

a fragile calm in chaos’ will.

Perhaps this is my truth,

a heart that breaks to bloom,

finding peace in the ruins tune

It shatters me, yet holds me still,
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in moments quiet, i see
the shift, how swiftly
life moves, a constant
drift. old friends may
fade, new ones appear,
but your presence, my
heart will hold dear.

in just a blink, we'll
be apart, in different
worlds, a brand-new
start. i'11 miss you
most, of that i'm sure,
our bond, a treasure,

forever pure.

as time rolls on, and
paths diverge, new
stories written, as we
surge. but in the
corners of my mind,
memory, forever

entwined.

your

so as we say our last
goodbyes, know you'll
stay beneath the skies.
in every laugh, 1in every
tear, remember me, for
111l be near.
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Byi Nehal Chinmppa



| look out and see the building of my past...
Where once | had it all...
Where my unbroken version lived not survived...

Now there are just a few pieces of me, left behind...

Everyone thinks that | have abandoned it,
But believe me, that's where | find the real me,
| can blame the timing or | can blame the plan | made...

But afterhll, now it's just a place everyone thinks | abandoned...

Sometimes | wonder was it the future knocking on my door...
or it was just me running from the building of the past at all...
What if | didn't open the door, what if | had ignored all the call...

Now what if is all | have...

I look out and see the building of my past...
Where once | had it all...
Where my unbroken version lived not survived...

Now there are just a few pieces of me, left behind.
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Embers in silence

I've spoken in echoes, in words no one catches,
Built bridges of hope that collapsed in the rain.
Loved loud, but received only silence in answer,

Now the silence is wrapping around me again.

It’s painful—like fire that's licking my bones,
A heat that consumes what | wanted to be.
Still standing, still breathing, yet hollow and tired,

Wondering if there's anything left here for me.

So, I'll keep quiet, let the world rush past,
No more begging for spaces in someone’s heart.
If | must walk alone, then alone | will walk,
But the scars will still whisper each broken part.
Yet deep in the ashes, a flicker remains—

A stubborn small ember that won’t disappear.

Maybe tomorrow, maybe a thousand more nights,

But somehow, I'm still... still... here.

“Poetry comes from the highest
happiness or the deepest

sorrow.”

—A.P.J. Abdul Kalam




The Spooky Silence of Home

I was alone at one weekend.
Loneliness and hunger are to be my best friends...

I made some Maggie, found a warm spot, and settled to eat it.
Normally, I am a person to enjoy the rain, but that evening was
something different.

It was thundering and lightning

I was ready to enjoy but the early onset of darkness drove me

crazy.

To avoid my negative thoughts... I started listening to music...

The silent room echoed with ‘Somebody That I Used to Know”

by Gotye.

The dogs outside my room started competing with each other,

barking loudly ...

I was sure that they had seen someone unusual .... The thought

scared me even more...

I Stopped the music, quickly jumped onto my bed and yanked

my blanket over me.
The silence made me uneasy.
I tried to sleep but the surroundings kept waking me up....

The Dripping tap sound ... a Balloon Popping ... and the clock in

the hall... oh my god the hands had a huge fight I suppose they

were ticking loudly...

I gathered the courage to turn off the tap tightly.... Just as I was

walking back to my bed....
To my horror someone rang the doorbell.
I asked ...who it was... but no response
I opened the window and checked..... there was none
I waited....
The bell rang again.... I waited to see if anyone would run after
ringing the bell...
I opened the door... I looked everywhere..... The bell. rang again
when I was standing outside.
I was horrified. ..... I screamed....

Just then the owner aunty had come out and said.... “Arre Aree...
don’t be scared. The rain water drips into the switch and it has
a loose connection, so it rings automatically. I will fix it in the

morning. “
I felt so relieved.
Ilaughed at how I had put myself in such a fearful situation.
Sometimes, overthinking pushes us into the crazy world.



Jillle Things in Jife

There are little things in life that we take for granted. Only when we stop
to observe them do we realize that they exist as an integral part of our
lives, so much so that if they didn’t exist, something would be amiss.

[ have been working at ISME for the past 4 years. And there are these little

things that make up my day from the time leave my house till [ reach
college.

I travel by BMTC. There is a direct bus route G-2, from where I stay to
college. I leave early so.that don't get stuck in the traffic jam caused by
all the buses of the numerous schools on and off Sarjapur road. So I take

the same bus every morning, over a period of time the bus driver and the
conductor, who is a lady, recognize me. When I take a day off, the next

day they ask me if I had missed the bus. Over time the conductor and me
have exchanged details about our children. Absolute strangers, becoming
good acquaintances simply because your travel on the bus, day after day.

The same goes for my co-passengers on the bus. We greet each other

when we see each other, they tell me how long they have been waiting for,
if we collectively missed a bus because it came earlier than it should have.
Most of them are cooks or house-keeping staff in houses and offices in
Koramangala. Those who get off at my stop, let me know when I have
missed the bus when I am late. Strangers who become informers about
transportation simply because we travel in the same bus every day.
BMTC moved from diesel buses to electric buses, and what a change it has
been. New sparkling buses, that are spacious and fast. As it is automatic
the drivers are taking time getting used to it. And as a result these buses
simply zip through the roads of Bangalore. Some young drivers seem to
have hit the jackpot with the electric buses, they are racing each other on
the streets of Bangalore.

Thanks to the racing I reach college early more often than not, I am the
first faculty member to reach college. The housekeeping staff is here
before me. Most of them recognize me and greet me enthusiastically

when they see me. Another little thing that adds life to my day.

And finally, the cool morning Bangalore breeze. When I step out of my
apartment and onto the road, the morning breeze greets me with its

freshness. And this gentle breeze invigorates me!
I have realized that these little seemingly inconsequential things make my
day, every single day. And gives me a little lift to carry on through the
day!!

By: Shruthi Nanjappa



THROUGH
YOUR LENSE

“PHOTOGRAPHY IS AN ART OF
OBSERVATION. IT'S ABOUT
FINDING SOMETHING
INTERESTING IN AN ORDINARY
PLACE."

- ELLIOTT ERWITT




INK AND
IMAGINATION

"Art is the expression of the
profoundest thoughts in the simplest
way."

- Albert Einstein




THANK YOU!

AS WE BRING THIS EDITION OF OUR ANNUAL MAGAZINE TO A CLOSE,
WE PAUSE WITH DEEP APPRECIATION FOR EVERY INDIVIDUAL WHO
MADE THIS JOURNEY POSSIBLE. TO THE STUDENTS WHOSE TALENTS

FILLED THESE PAGES WITH LIFE—THANK YOU FOR YOUR COURAGE TO

SHARE YOUR STORIES, YOUR ART, AND YOUR VOICE. YOUR CREATIVITY

HAS NOT ONLY ADDED COLOR TO THESE PAGES BUT ALSO BREATHED

SOUL INTO THEM.

TO OUR FACULTY AND STAFF, WHO CONTINUOUSLY SUPPORT AND
ENCOURAGE STUDENT EXPRESSION BEYOND THE CLASSROOM, WE ARE
GRATEFUL FOR YOUR UNWAVERING DEDICATION. TO THE EDITORIAL

TEAM AND DESIGNERS—YOUR HARD WORK, LATE NIGHTS, AND
COMMITMENT TO EXCELLENCE HAVE SHAPED THIS MAGAZINE INTO
SOMETHING WE CAN ALL BE PROUD OF.

EVERY EVENT DOCUMENTED, EVERY LINE OF POETRY WRITTEN, EVERY
PHOTOGRAPH SHARED, AND EVERY IDEA EXPRESSED IS A TESTAMENT
TO THE VIBRANT SPIRIT OF OUR INSTITUTION. THIS MAGAZINE IS NOT
JUST A COLLECTION OF CONTENT—IT IS A COLLABORATIVE
HEARTBEAT THAT REMINDS US OF WHO WE ARE WHEN WE COME
TOGETHER WITH PURPOSE.

THOUGH THIS EDITION COMES TO A CLOSE, THE JOURNEY OF
EXPRESSION NEVER TRULY ENDS. THE STORIES WE’VE SHARED ARE
ONLY THE BEGINNING. IN THE COMING YEAR, MAY WE CONTINUE TO
NURTURE CURIOSITY, SUPPORT CREATIVE COURAGE, AND OPEN MORE
DOORS FOR VOICES WAITING TO BE HEARD.

LET THIS MAGAZINE SERVE NOT AS A FINAL CHAPTER, BUT AS AN
INVITATION—TO WRITE MORE, TO EXPLORE MORE, TO CREATE MORE.
THE BLANK PAGES OF TOMORROW ARE WAITING, AND THE PEN IS IN
YOUR HANDS.

WE HOPE THAT NEXT YEAR, EVEN MORE OF YOU WILL BE INSPIRED TO
CONTRIBUTE, PARTICIPATE, AND BE PART OF SOMETHING BIGGER
THAN YOURSELVES. BECAUSE THIS PLATFORM BELONGS TO ALL OF US
—EVERY STUDENT, EVERY THINKER, EVERY DREAMER.

WITH REGARDS,

Editorial team: Dr.Sushyni Kothuri, Dr.Shashikala, Muhammed & Smriti
Design and Layout: Muhammed, & Smriti
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