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Causerie
/ˈkəʊzəri, French kozʀi/
noun
an informal article or talk, typically on a literary subject.

Hello, my dear earth fellas!
Literature and life aren't the things that we can learn in a day or two. Learning is a
complete process. Just like we can stagger on stairs if we try to miss one or two
steps similarly, we cannot ignore the lessons that life is trying to teach us. What we
are trying to do nowadays looks quite miserable as we are digging our graves
ourselves. We have started looking for shortcuts to become prominent and famous
overnight. And for all this, we put our moral, ethical and social values aside,
prioritizing self-interest. We don't care whether our source of actions is virtuous or
corrupted. We adopt a low-value means to get into the limelight. That's why we
couldn't learn and enter professional life, being immature, less acknowledged like a
half-boiled egg!

To elevate the status of literature; we need to promote literature, not the burlesque
and vulgar comedy that can only make people laugh. It is becoming a trend and
norm; how we start making memes and fun of everything instead of thinking
sensibly. That's why I brought Causerie. So, we can make a literary society by
gathering literary souls from all around the globe on a single platform. Causerie isn't
just an e-magazine. It's a mission so that literary souls can get what they deserve
along with earning. Now, if you become our featured writer, you will get a ten percent
commission if someone buys our yearly featuring plan through your reference. And
that's gonna increase along with the coming days. 

Also, we have now stopped publishing the posters of famous celebrities, instead, we
will be featuring budding and struggling writers and poets. So if you're interested in
getting a poster of yours published in Causerie, it's your moment! Contact us through
email or any of our social media handles. 
Last but not the least, I want to thank my entire team for working with this mediocre
cum ordinary student of literature and life. I want to thank our readers who are very
dear to us, and we are trying our best to deliver quality content every month. Now
read our e-magazine, and don’t forget to give us thy honest feedback. Lots of
prayers for you all. Just to remind you, along with the e-magazine, we are offering
graphic designing, content writing, and printing services as well. You can get all the
relevant details from our website and social platforms. The last date of submission
for the March edition is the 28th of February.
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English



The essence of tomorrow 
lingers in the air,

leaving her troubles behind her
with no reason to care.

 
Focusing on the path
her feet walk upon, 

taking her on a journey 
with no regrets.

 
She makes each moment count

within this hourglass
of time.

"Journey of Tomorrow"
By

Brenda Arledge
(United States)
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With pure heart, she was struggling to bear negativity
with smiley face, she was trying to hide her fears

with hazel eyes, she was bearing the red tears
then, she lost it all by taking revenge on life

she arranges a hanging loop to commit suicide
but it was useless

because, she was already died 
like an alive corpse

her inside already dragged her towards grave
this was nothing but a suicide

Yes, a suicide to find the peace of life after death!

"Suicide"
By

Fatima Toor
(Pakistan)
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Night has fallen
birds are now sleeping 

not a sound to be heard 
save an owl's hooting
high the moon in the

black satin sky
stars are glistening as

the tears of a child
a frost for certain tonight

there will be
for clear is the air

a stillness hangs there
what a perfect winter's 

night!

"A Winter's Night"
By

O'Carlain
(England)



Are you the sea
With gentle waves and mysterious depths

Are you the desire
That is bubbling from the bottom of my stomach

Are you the archangel
'Cause I want to gape at you till my eyes pop out

Are you the smirking little devil
'Cause you haunt in my dreams

Are you a virus
That has manipulated my brain to think of none but you

Are you a wisp of oxygen
For I wouldn't last even a minute without you

Are you a flower
'Cause I wanna bottle up your fragrance

Are you the living daydream
That causes my thoughts to twist and curl

Are you the breeze
That causes my waves to rise and swirl

Are you that ray of sunshine
Even brighter than the moon and pearl

Hey!, you are the boy of my dreams
You heal me of my pains and my screams

Promise me to be my minion
And I'll kiss you to the oblivion....!

"The Boy Of My Dreams"
By

Yochana Sai Sri Pachipenta
(India)
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His eyes are made of outer space;
marveled with a shining star that stays. 

In skies at night when they blink
I see galaxies in his eyes that wink.

 
For the depth of his fears;
he cries an ocean of tears.
Deeper, I paddle and sail

'til I come across a lovely tale. 
 

Of a universe found in his face;
such constellation formed a gaze. 
Over the horizon reached yet far
he wishes upon the jar of stars.

"Faceful Love"
By

Mary Joyce Iquin
(Philippines)

C AU S E R I E

55



Ahmad Aleem

PO S T E R



A H M A D  A L E E M
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Sweeter than the wind's caress
a summer evening's gentle kiss

 
as leaves & branches sang their songs

fingertips play their coy games
swaying, dancing with trees

under a waning moon
 

how lasting are my memories
when we were young and in love

and birds sang in the night

"Ode to Old Summers"
By

Lila Lockheart
(USA)
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The smile on the visage
Giggle on lips

Meeting people with eyes down
I laugh so hard

Often, people get perplexed 
That, what is the truth of my life

The pain I divulge  while blowing the flute
Or that I spread in laughter

To discover me
There are a lot of them

With acute curiosity 
But I let them be skeptical
And keep myself covert

But, sometimes
When I see people curious about me

I feel like tearing this cover-up
To show them my busted heart

So that they too
Wail in requiem
Sob convulsively

And be smashed of this pain
What my heart condones 
But still smiles and laugh

They must know it
To  forgo being curious about others

To let them live the way they are
And to let them be clandestine

"Clandestine"
By

Asifa Raza
(Pakistan)
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Ah! This earthling
Inquisitively tracks the covert

Of the fellow beings
Hence knows

Every soul suffers
And tries not to reveal the contusions

And the hidden shards of pain
There's an undercover

In every individual's life
What must not be exposed
To let the souls be satiated

In their self-deception
In showing the perfection

And presenting fake contentment.
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Yes, in the fools' shoe, we're tossed -
where a year of life we have lost.
Amidst the Lord's play of chess

we stake our lives in guess.
While the sorcerers are on bail,

nobles are cuffed in jail.
Though our flags are still, 

the tectonics once fledged to kill. 
In light of hope, we stay and pray, 
for the couplet of sextets to sway.

Just with an ambush of love and care, 
let's hold till nature fires its flare.

"A flare to 2021"
By

Dinesh S R
(India)

C AU S E R I E

99



I had never seen light like this before.
The Sun slung so low in the blue winter sky.

Everything in a sharp golden focus.
 

We walked along the river, lost in the talk,
almost not noticing the water's silver quivering,

dramatic shadows darkening the weeping willows.
 

We entered a park that seemed enchanted,
that someone had spent a long time preparing for us.

The bare trees so fearless, casually shrugging off their mysteries.
Boys with girls, parents with children,

all arranged on benches and around the lake,
as if choreographed by Brueghel.

 
On the way back, in the business district,

among the tall building, the sun went missing.
The light lost its verve. The luminosity curdled.

Yet we still talked: my words provoking your words.
Your words provoking mine.

Revelations were at hand.
 

We swung back to where we had started.
Along the rivers' edge, the sun visible again,

it’s orange fire, burning the horizon.
The whole world glowed.

 
How could you keep secrets on such a day?

"Afternoon Walk"
By

Paul Martin Kennedy
(Ireland)
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There's a shine
off the sea

in Newport Oregon.
It glitters through

gauze curtains
in the hotel, lifting

in the breeze,
while we read

Collette out loud.
That hotel held

our love like
a lighthouse.

That sun shone
some love in our youth

and it was beautiful.
To be 20 

and scampering 
around the sea 

like you are  
the first people 

to ever be 
in love is the 

meaning of the world.

"For Lynn at the Seaside"
By

Robert Allen
(USA)
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Chapter 1
 

"The most beautiful in the world was my own funeral." 
 

Mid December
 

The rain was falling with thunder and wind. The capital city of Pakistan was
bathing in this weather. It was a cold night so half of the city was in their bed,
while some were on the road, enjoying the weather. At this time, Parado,
decorated with red roses, was moving on the main road. In the car, there was a
driver in the driving seat, and the bride, groom were in the back seats. The
bride was looking beautiful in a red dress, with a golden headscarf, and curly
brown locks present on her shoulder. Though her eyes were cast downwards,
sometimes, she raised them to watch through the window or to glance at her
soulmate. Her soulmate, sitting beside her, was wearing a serious expression
and was busy on his mobile. The deep silence was in the car.

Drive was long and Daneen started to become tired. Heavy bridal dress and
whole day's events were taking a toll on her tired body. She again glanced
toward the window and noticed that the car was moving toward a middle-class
area. Not that this area was a slum, but it was also not like a high housing
society, where she used to live. She noticed the area and again glanced toward
her soulmate. His face was not clear due to darkness and due to her peripheral
side. 
Daneen again cast her eyes downward. 

Her Soul Mate
(Long novel)

By
Laiba Akhtar

(Pakistan)
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After a few minutes, Parado stopped in front of a house. The driver gave the horn
and a servant opened the main gate. The driver parked the car in the garage.
Faris, the groom, came outside and moved toward his soulmate's side. He opened
the door and asked her to come out. 

"Come out from the car," he said with a cold tone and was gazing at her coming
with his black orbs. From one hand, she was holding her outfit, and from the
other the car's door. She managed to come out of the car but stumbled a little
due to her heels and her back hit the car. 

"Be careful!" Faris said with irritated expressions. 
Daneen, the bride, saw toward him who was clad in a black suit and was looking
handsome. But, he was cold, distant, and a complete stranger for her. She just
knew his name before her nikkah, even though she first saw him when she sat
beside him after their nikkah ceremony. 

Dilawar, who was driving the car, came forward and asked Daneen if she was
ok. 
"Yes. Thank you!" she said in a low voice. 
Dilawar gave her a gentle smile and called a maid to help her. 

A woman, in her mid-twenties, came forward and lifted the tail of Daneen's
dress. Faris saw this whole scene with an expressionless face. He entered the
house without waiting for them. 

The house was small. When you passed the garage and opened the inner door
then the lounge came into your view. On one side of the lounge, there was an
open kitchen and on the other side of the lounge, there were two doors. One
door was the guest room and the other was the drawing-room. With the
kitchen, there were stairs that were going in an upward direction. The lounge
was of medium size with couches in it and a central table. LCD was also present
on one wall of the lounge. 

Maid and Daneen moved toward the couch where Faris was sitting. 

"Why are you coming here Salma?" Faris said to the maid in a harsh tone. 
"Settle her in our room." He pointed toward Daneen and said. 
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Daneen's face became red with his harsh tone. She was a strong and bold girl, but
the situation and tone of Faris was making her petrified and fearful. 

"Sorry sir," Salma said and moved Daneen toward the stairs. 

In the upper portion, there were two rooms and a lounge. Two rooms were on
opposite walls and in between, there was a medium-sized lounge. On one corner
of the lounge, there were stairs climbing in an upward direction. 

Salma moved Daneen toward one room. That room was decorated with red roses
and was filled with fragrance. That room's furniture was also expensive and
brand new. On one wall of the room, there was a door of the balcony and on
another wall, there was the door of the washroom. 

Daneen settled herself on the bed which had rose petals on it.

"Do you need anything?" Salma asked her. 
"Just a glass of water" Daneen said with a smile. 

Salma smiled back and left the room to get water. 

...............................

Faris was having a headache due to this whole situation. Some bitter memories
were teasing his mind, causing his veins to start throbbing. 

"Bitterness has filled my life!"  

Instantly, he felt someone beside him and he knew that he was Dilawar. 

"Are you content with this marriage?"

Dilawar asked in a concerned tone. A bitter smile etched on Faris's lips at his
question. 

"Faris, please do give this marriage a chance. Believe me, Daneen is a mature
girl and she can complete your life if you want."
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Dilawar's tone was pleading at which Faris took a deep sigh and nodded his head. 
At that moment, they felt movement on the stairs. Salma was coming downstairs. 

"Salma you have to stay here today. You have to help Daneen if she wants
anything" Faris ordered her at which she became tense. 

"But Sir, my daughter... " Faris saw the reluctance in her expressions. 

"You get money for this work so there should be no ifs and buts," he said, harshly. 

Salma became quiet at this. She was a divorced woman and had a seven-year
daughter to feed. She was poor and always in need of money to fulfill her
necessities. So, she didn't argue further and nodded. 

"Poverty is really a curse in this world!"
Salma thought with bitterness. 

"Ok, sir." She sighed in defeat and went toward the kitchen. 

.........................

There was no window in the room so Daneen couldn't see the rain but could
listen to its voice and thunder. Nostalgia hit her when listening to the tip tap of
rain. 

"The rain was also falling on that day of Mid-April when her life turned around.
That day, when she came late from her friend's party and found the dead body
of her father. That day, she buried brave and bold Daneen with her father's
body."

The hand on her shoulder snapped her from deep thoughts. Salma extended
the glass of water toward her. 
"Thank you" Daneen mumbled and gulped down her tears with water. 

..................

Next chapter will come in next edition.
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You want to be a butterfly
But you are scared of being confined

Too afraid of dark
And you want to be a star

 
You want to fly like a bird
But you hate the heights

You want to rise high as sun
But you shy away from night

 
Rise up, my love
You are a human

And
That's a thing divine

You don't have to be someone else
To make them bow tonight.

"Your Wants"
By

Sapna Bhatt
(India)



Every night in my dreams
I see you, I feel you

That is how I know you go on
 

Far across the distance
And spaces between us

You have come to show you go on
 

Near, far, wherever you are
I believe that the heart does go on

Once more, you open the door
And you're here in my heart

And my heart will go on and on
 

Love can touch us one time
And last for a lifetime

And never let go 'til we're gone
 

Love was when I loved you
One true time I'd hold to

In my life, we'll always go on
 

Near, far, wherever you are
I believe that the heart does go on

(why does the heart go on?)
Once more, you open the door

And you're here in my heart
And my heart will go on and on

 
You're here, there's nothing I fear

And I know that my heart will go on
We'll stay forever this way

You are safe in my heart and
My heart will go on and on

L Y R I C S

MY  H EAR T  W I L L  GO  ON

C E L I N E  D I O N



C AU S E R I E

1 71 7

While the old man at the roadside,
Begs for a penny or two

To fill his stomach and live his life,
The young orphan begs for a touch of love

A sight, full of mother's love.
The boy who gets bullied by his seniors

longs for a friendly hi, a hug to take away all his cries.
The teenage girl who got raped at the roadside

Begs for her share of justice, among the thousands like her.
Deep down, each person is a beggar

While some beg for love, others crave for care
While some wait to get justice, some long for friendships.

Each person has his own story,
This is the way of life, the world runs like this.

"The beggar"
By

Abhishruti Kataky
(India)
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I'm a self love freak, 
Because someone told me, 

You can't love others, 
Until you love yourself, 

I tried hard to love myself, 
Even today I'm trying hard, 

I increase the adjective 'hard' to 'harder', 
But don't know why the term 'hardest' ,

Donot fit within my heart, 
Maybe because I'm broken, 

And the pieces of my own self, 
Had been gathered to a living statue, 

And the gatherer is none other than me, 
I know healing is a process, 

And I want someone to heal my wounds, 
Ah! Don't consider me to be weak, 

I'm strong, 
It's just that I'm tired, 
Tired of the criticism,

My past self had to bear, 
And I bore it well,

I want someone to be proud of my sufferings, 
I don't need sympathy, 

Neither do I want empathy, 
I'm a hunter of "heal", 

Can someone hold me, 
And love the scars I've hidden beneath my soul, 

But before healing me , 
I want that someone to promise me, 

To hold on me until we together reach, 
The zenith!

"Healing"
By

Komal Kumari
(India)
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Inventer ton nom
Dessiner nos souvenirs 
A l'encre de Chine..

Haïku (French)
@sweeteucalyptus

Tanka (French)

©Floriane Austruy

Poème d'un rêve 
Qui se noie dans une eau vive
Tangue et se relève 

Et jetée sur le qui-vive 
Une image qui dérive

Expressions (English)

©Salim Ali

Feelings 
Are often expressed
By actions

Emotions
Are often expressed
By colors

But love
Is neither here nor there
And can only be expressed 
By loving.

Souls like us (English)

©Steven Fountouris

Souls 
that love 
do not see same 
sex or the colour 
of a lovers skin
they love 
that's what souls
do they just 
love.
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She Hopes.

©Elif Hoorain

be lost 
so she is waiting sitting onto the porch of hope, 
she holds still in her heart a cold 
that might melt one day.  
She hopes.......! 
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Prisionera entre  muros
sin respirar aire puro.
Ha perdido su libertad,
perdió esa gran oportunidad.

Atrapada,sin poder verte o abrazarte
sin la oportunidad de poder amarte.
Atrapada, sin su libertad
solo le quedará esperar.

(Spanish)
@Yahaira Chagollan
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You just left me in mid of nowhere,
 

And now haunts me like a nightmare, 
 

True love is nowadays rare, 
 

And still, you lost in
 somewhere

 
 Now can't find it elsewhere,

 
 Since you missed that in the air!

"Pages of pain: 3"
By

Akshya Venkatasubbu
(India)



Your ghost keeps my dreams
Haunting moments of lost joy
I long to see you

©Olivia Stafford

Be like a moon, as the moon isn't
afraid of the darkness rather it
curtails its darkness by sharing its
light.

©Laraib Ashraf

Quotes

The irony, want for sensuality
and we mistook it for Love!

©Aaema

Don't let the shadows of
loneliness stop your actions,
maybe a bright destiny is
standing beside you to greet you.

©Rabeea Tariq

Panache au ciel noir 
Bouquet flamboyant d'espoir
Dont la nuit s'empare 

©Floriane Austruy
(French)

The cresent moon shows us the
beauty of incomplete things and
manifests the power of
completion.

©WriterMalika
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Writers are the fighters of humanity
Working with devotion and honesty
Seek no fame, no reward, no bounty

Sometimes spend whole life in misery
 

Writers are the fighters of humanity
 

Not those who ink for sake of money
Not those who keep lust over divinity

Not those who make an ally with Satan
Writers are the saviors of humanity

 
Writers are the fighters of humanity

"Writers"
By

Ovais
(Earth)



EZOGELIN ÇORBASI TARIFI
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Hazır lanma süres i
30 dakika

Pors iyon
6 k iş i l i k

Malzemeler
2/3 su bardağı yıkanmış, süzülmüş kırmızı mercimek
1/3 su bardağı yıkanmış, süzülmüş pirinç
1/3 su bardağı yıkanmış ve süzülmüş ince bulgur
1 adet soğan
3 çorba kaşığı un
2 çorba kaşığı domates salçası
2 çorba kaşığı tereyağ
2 çorba kaşığı ayçiçek yağı
1 çorba kaşığı kurutulmuş nane
2 bardak soğuk ve 6 bardak ılık su
1 çay kaşığı tuz
1 çay kaşığı pul biber

B Y :  Y A Ğ M U R  Ş E NT u r k i s h  C o r n e r



RECIPE

C AU S E R I E  R E C I P E

Preparat ion t ime
30 Minutes

Serv ings for
6 People

B Y :  Y A Ğ M U R  Ş E N

Ingred ients
2/3 cup red lentil, washed and drained
1/3 cup rice, washed and drained
1/3 cup fine bulgur, washed and drained
1 onion
3 tablespoon flour
2 tablespoon (tbsp) tomato paste
2 tablespoon butter
2 tablespoon sunflower oil
1 tablespoon(tbsp) dried mint
2 cups cold and 6 cups warm water
1 teaspoon salt
1 tsp red pepper flakes
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Tal imat lar

Geniş bir tencereye mercimek, bulgur ve pirinci
alın. Üstlerine 6 bardak ılık su ilave edin. Bu
karışımı, yüksek ateşte kaynamaya bırakın.
Ardından kapağı kapatın ve kısık ateşte 20-30
dakika kadar pişirin. 

Bu sırada da ufak bir tencerede tereyağ, ayçiçek
yağı ve soğanları karıştırın. Ardından unu ilave edin
ve onları renkleri sararana kadar kısık ateşte
karıştırın. Domates salçası, nane ve pul biberi ilave
edin. Yaklaşık 2 dakika sonra, karışıma 2 bardak
soğuk su ekleyin. Karışımın hazır hale gelmesinin
ardından hepsini tencereye ilave edin ve güzelce
karıştırın. Karışımın içine tuzu ilave edin ve güzelce
karıştırın. Çorba kaynamaya başlatınca kapağını
yarı aralık hale getirin ve kısık ateşte 10 dakika 
 kadar pişirin
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Direct ions

Place red lentil, rice, and bulgur in a large pot.
Add 6-7 cups of warm water. Bring to a boil over
high heat. Then close the lid and cook over low
heat, till all the grains are cooked for about 20-30
minutes.

Meanwhile, put butter, sunflower oil, and onions in
a small saucepan. Then add flour and saute till it
turns yellow. Stir in tomato paste, mint, and red
pepper flakes. Cook for 2 minutes and add 2 cups
cold water. And then, pour this mixture inside the
pot and add salt. Once the soup boils, close the
lid halfway and simmer over low heat for about 10
minutes.



Arabic



أيا من يرُاقِبُني كُلَّ حِينْ
أعِنِّي على ذكر هذي الحقيقةْ

فإني ببحر هوايَ سجينْ
و أنت الحسَِيب بكِلُِّ دقيقة

أيا رب عذّبني ذا الهَوَى
و قَلبِي بنِار الخطَايا إكتوى
فَهَلاَّ مَنَنْت بلِطُفٍ و قُربٍ
فلا شَيْئَ شتَّتَني كالنَّوى
أيا ربُّ أمُْنُن عليَّ الهِدَاية

لاَلَ لعُِمريِ النِّهَايةْ فإنَّ الضَّ
وَ إِنَّ الحيَاة بدُِونكِ موتٌ

جْعَل  رُجوُعي البِدَايةَ
ِ
فَيَا رَبُّ إِ

فَيَا رَبُّ إِجْعَلْ رُجوُعِي البِدَايةَ

"مناجاة"

By
AvrilDawn
(Algeria)
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تعَزفُِ عينيكَ العاشقتين

لحنا مِن حبُّ الله
لحناً وطنياً لله

فلِمَ الله مبيوعٌ لا معبود
ولمَِ الوطن

يهُربّ المتصوفين والناسكين

ولمَِ العُشاق يتُهمون ببُِطلانِ العقيدة
وأنا التي أعرف عن العقيدة 

والله

والوطن

أكثرُ مِن مُعممٍ وسياسيّ 
الشجرة العجوز قالت

_وهي تكاد تلاُمس سماء يناير الزرقاء _ _أنا أغرسُِ جذوري بأرضِ الله
الشجرة حبُ

ونحنُ بنُاةَ الوطن، 
لمَِ ينحرونَ أرضنا والحبُّ فينا

حزٌّ، وَوريد،
والارضُ أرضُ الله.

"ماذا قالت الشجرة العجوز؟"

By
نور الهدى محمد

(Iraq)
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Urdu
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کسی صدمےکو اپنے دل سے یکسر،   یوں  بھلانا ہے
خود اپنے خون کو   میٹھے زہر سے   یوں  بچانا ہے
ابھی مرنا نہیں مجھ کو، ابھی کچھ کام باقی ہیں

 
کسی کے لمس  کی  حدت کو حرزِ  جاں  بنانا ہے
کسی کو  یاد  کر  کے    ہولے   ہولے   مسکرانا    ہے
ابھی مرنا نہیں مجھ کو، ابھی کچھ کام باقی ہیں

 
کسی کی آنکھ میں کچھ روشنی کےجگنووں کوجگمگاناہے

کسی کو   یاد  کرنا  ہے،  کسی کو   بھول جانا  ہے
ابھی مرنانہیں مجھ کو، ابھی کچھ کام باقی ہیں

 
کسی کی آنکھ کو  چاہے،  اٹھا  کر،  طور  لانا   ہے
خلش دل کی  مٹانے کو،  کوئی  وعدہ   نباہنا   ہے

ابھی مرنانہیں مجھ کو، ابھی کچھ کام باقی ہیں
 

کسی کھوکھے پہ جا کر  ایک کپ  چائے کاپینا ہے
پرانے دوست  لانے ہیں، ابھی تو  سب سے ملنا ہے
ابھی مرنانہیں مجھ کو، ابھی کچھ کام باقی ہیں

 
کسی  میلے  سے  بچے کو  اٹھا کر   پیار  کرنا  ہے
اسے کپڑے  دلانے ہیں،  کہ  چہرہ بھی  دھلانا  ہے
ابھی مرنانہیں مجھ کو، ابھی کچھ کام باقی ہیں

 
کسی روتےہوئے کی آنکھ کوخوشیوں سےبھرنا ہے
کسی مرتے   ہوئے  کو،  حوصلہء خضر   دینا   ہے
ابھی مرنا نہیں مجھکو، ابھی کچھ کام باقی ہیں

 

"ابھی مرنا نہیں مجھ کو، ابھی
 

 کچھ کام باقی ہیں"
By

احمد علیم
(Pakistan)
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کسی کے عکس میں  لرزاں  سراپا  ڈھونڈ  لانا  ہے

ابھی اک  شعلہء افشاں  کو، رقصاں  دل  بنانا  ہے

ابھی مرنانہیں مجھکو، ابھی کچھ کام باقی ہیں

 
فسونِ رنگ  سے  باہم   سکونِ  اشک  بھرنا  ہے

ابھی اک اشک کی قسمت پہ گریاں، رشک کرناہے

ابھی مرنانہیں مجھکو، ابھی کچھ کام باقی ہیں

 
مجھے محوِ  تماشائے   شبِ غم   سے نکلنا  ہے

ابھی اک گیت  گانا  ہے، ابھی اک رقص   کرنا  ہے

ابھی مرنانہیں مجھکو، ابھی کچھ کام باقی ہیں

 
 پرانے   دوست سے مل کر تھڑے پر بیٹھ رہنا  ہے
پرانی  یاد  پہ  پہروں  یوں مل کر   مسکرانا   ہے

ابھی مرنا نہیں مجھکو، ابھی کچھ کام باقی ہیں

 
مجھے  غم سے  نکلنا ہے،  ابھی  کچھ  مسکرانا ہے
ابھی  کچھ دور  جانا ہے، ابھی کچھ  اور  چلنا ہے

ابھی مرنا نہیں مجھ کو، ابھی کچھ کام باقی ہیں

 
کسی غارِ حرا  میں  اپنے  اللہ  سے بھی  ملنا  ہے

ابھی اقرا   سے   پڑھنا   ہے، نیا   آغاز   کرنا     ہے

ابھی مرنا نہیں مجھکو، ابھی کچھ کام باقی ہیں

 
کہا تھامیں نےکب تم سے، "مجھےاب لوٹ جاناہے،
 مجھے بس  یاد کر کے،  تم  نے  اکثر  مسکرانا ہے،
ابھی مرنانہیں مجھکو،ابھی کچھ کام باقی ہیں



AR T I S T  CORN E R BAHK T AWAR

My name is Bahktawar d/o Iftikhar Ahmad. Currently, I am doing
BFA(fine arts) from LCWU. Art always encourages my self-expression
and creativity and also builds my confidence. It also provides challenges
to learn something new and gives me a chance to enhance my skills at
all levels.  I have an interest in painting but also doing crafts, drawing,
and sculpture. Thank you for giving me a chance to promote my talent.
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موت سرہانے بیٹھی ہو، دن کس کے ٹھیک گزرتے ہیں

روتے دوتے جو ہستی ہو، دن کس کے ٹھیک گزرتے ہیں
 

جو بات کرے تو گلہ نہیں، انکار کرے تو رضا نہیں
محفل میں اپنی رہتی ہو، دن کس کے ٹھیک گزرتے ہیں

 
موجود نہیں تو کیا پروہ، محبوب نہیں تو کیا غم ہے

ماضی میں ہر دم بستی ہو، دن کس کے ٹھیک گزرتے ہیں

 
یادوں سے بھری جو شامیں ہوں، اذیت سے بھرے ہوں دن

پھر بھی چہرے پہ مستی ہو، دن کس کے ٹھیک گزرتے ہیں
 

بہار و خزاں کا شوق، سردی گرمی کا خوف نہیں
طوفانوں سے سرگوشی ہو، دن کس کے ٹھیک گزرتے ہیں

"دن کس کے ٹھیک گزرتے ہیں!"
By

بنت ندیم

(Pakistan)
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اسِ طرح مجھ میں ہے شامل یہ شناسائی تری

آنکھ میری ہے سمن اور ہے بینائی تری
 

میں نے چاہا تری تعریف میں کچھ لفظ لکھوں

توڑ ڈالا ہے قلم سوچ کے رسوائی تری
 

بس یہ سوچا تھا کہ اب ترک تعلقّ کر لوں

پڑ گئی پاؤں میں آکر میرے تنہائی تری
 

آئینے بھی یہ تری حق میں بیاں دیتے ہیں
خوب کام آئی ترے آئینہ آرائی تری

 
ہم تو بس نام کے زندہ ہیں کہ نعمت ہیں ہمیں

جان لینے کا ہنر تیرا، مسیحائی تری

 
یہ جو ہر شعر پی تو واہ کیا کرتا ہے

زندہ رکھتی ہے مجھے حوصلہ افزائی تری
 

اے صریر اپنے قلم کو ذرا آرام تو دے 

جان لے لیں نہ ترے لفظ اے ہرجائی تری

By
 صریر علی
(India)
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انگاروں پے چلے، کناروں پے چلے

کبھی کبھی تو، تلواروں پے چلے

 
کیا بتائیں زندگی میں صبح شام
کس طرح ہم، خاروں پے چلے

 
انگاروں پے چلے، کناروں پے چلے

کبھی کبھی تو، تلواروں پے چلے

 
جستجوِ منزل نے آباد رکھا ہمیں

ایسے ہی تو نہیں ہاروں پے چلے

 
مسافر ہیں یارو، ایک گمنام سے

جو کبھی نہ ستاروں پے چلے
 

انگاروں پے چلے، کناروں پے چلے

کبھی کبھی تو، تلواروں پے چلے

 
اکِ اپنی ہی مستی میں رہے مگن

کسی کے بھی نہ اشاروں پے چلے 

 
منتظر رہے تو صدائے خدا کے فقط

اور نہ کسی کے نقاروں پے چلے

"ہم جو چلے"
By
اویس

(Earth)



Punjabi
ٰ"In both Gurmukhi and

Shahmukhi Fonts"



ਹੈ ਤੇ ਹੱਕਾ ਬੱਕਾ ਏ,
�ਝ ਤੇ ਹੋਇਆ ਧੱਕਾ ਏ।

ਇਹ ਕੀ ਗੱਲ ਪਏ ਕਰਦੇ ੳ ?
ਸੱਜਣ ਸਾਡਾ ਸੱਕਾ ਏ ।

ਭਾਵ� ਮਾਰਾ ਂਮਾਰੇਗਾ ,
ਲਗਦਾ ਮੈਥ� ਅੱਕਾ ਏ ।

ਖੁਸ਼ਬੂ �ਥੇ ਪਹੰੁਚੀ ਨਈ ,
ਿਦੱਲ ਤੇ ਲੱਗਾ ਡੱਕਾ ਏ ।

�ਡਣ ਖਟੋਲੇ ਕੀ ਕਰਨੇ ,
ਸਾਡੇ ਕੋਲ ਸਾਡਾ ਯੱਕਾ ਏ ।

ਇੱਥੇ ਹੀ ਿਸਜਦਾ ਕਰ ਲਾਗੇਂ ,
ਯਾਰ ਜੋ ਸਾਡਾ ਮੱਕਾ ਏ ।

ਿਚਹਰੇ ਲਾਲੀ �ਡ ਗਈ
ਗੱਲ�ਾ ਂਦਾ ਰੰਗ ਫੱਕਾ ਏ ।

ਨਰਕ ਚ ਸੁਿਣਆ ਅੱਗ ਬੜੀ ,
ਸਵਰਗ ਚ ਿਕਹੜਾ ਪੱਖਾ ਏ ?

"Hai Te"
By

Simer Kaur
(Dasua, East Punjab)

ہے تے ہکاّ بکاّ اے
انُج تے ہویا دھکاّ اے

 
ایھ کی گل پئے کردے او

سجنّ ساڈا سکاّ اے

 
بھاویں مارا ماریگا

لگدا میتھوں اکّا اے
 

خوشبو اوتھے پہنچی نہی

دل تے لگا ڈکّا اے

 
اڈُن کھٹولے کی کرنے ؟

ساڈے کول ساڈا یکاّ اے

 
ایتھے ہی سجدا کر لانگے

یار جوساڈا مکاّ اے
 

چہرے لالی اڈُ گئی

گلاّں دارنگ فکاّ اے

 
نرک چ سُنیا اگ بڑی

سورگ چ کیہڑا پکھّا اے
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ਮ� ਤੈ� ਅਪਣਾ ਬਣਾਇਆ
ਮ� ਤੈ� ਿਕੰਨਾ ਚਾਿਹਆ
ਪਰ ਤੇਰਾ ਮਨ ਭਰ ਿਗਆ 
ਤੰੂ ਪਰਾਇਆ ਕਰ ਿਗਆ 

ਿਦਲ ਚ ਵਸਾ ਕੇ ਕੱਿਢਆ
ਜਾਣਦੇ ਹਾ ਂਤੰੂ ਹੀ ਛੱਿਡਆ
ਦੁਨੀਆ ਂਭਾਣੇ ਿਵੱਛੜ ਿਗਆ
ਤੰੂ ਪਰਾਇਆ ਕਰ ਿਗਆ 

ਪ�ਦੀ ਹੈ ਸੀਨ�  ਇਕ ਿਖੱਚ
ਰਿਹ ਗਈਆ ਂਿਦਲ ਿਵਚ
ਿਦਲ ਦਾ ਚਾਅ ਮਰ ਿਗਆ
ਤੰੂ ਪਰਾਇਆ ਕਰ ਿਗਆ 

ਓਹ� ਮ� ਸਮਝ ਨਾ ਪਾਇਆ 
ਬਣਕੇ ਇਕ ਜ਼ਮਾਨਾ ਆਇਆ 
ਇਕ ਜ਼ਮਾਨਾ ਬਣਕੇ ਗੁਜਰ ਿਗਆ 
ਤੰੂ ਪਰਾਇਆ ਕਰ ਿਗਆ

ਮੁਕ ਗਈਆ ਂਸਾਿਰਆ ਰਾਹਾਂ
ਤੇਰੇ ਬਾਜ� ਿਕੱਥੇ ਜਾਵਾਂ
ਸਾਰਾ ਜਹਾਨ ਖੱੜ ਿਗਆ
ਤੰੂ ਪਰਾਇਆ ਕਰ ਿਗਆ

"Main Tenu Apna Banaya"
By

Rajveer Singh Rai
(Suratgarh, Rajasthan)

میں تینو اپنا بنایا

میں تینو کِنّا چاہیا

پر تیرا من بھر گیا
تو پرایا کد گیا

 
دِل چ وسا کے کڈھیا

جاندے ہاں تو ہی چھڈیا

دُنیا بہانے وِچھڑ گیا
تو پرایا کر گیا

 
پیندی ہے سینے اکِ کھِچ

رہ گیاں دل وِچ
دِل دا چاہ مر گیا

تو پرایا کر گیا
 

اوُہنو میں سمجھ نہ پایا
بن کے اکِ زمانا آیا

اکِ زمانا بن کے گزُر گیا

تو پرایا کر گیا
 

مُک گیاں ساریاں راواں

تیرے باجوں کِتھے جاواں

سارا جہان کھڑ گیا
تو پرایا کر گیا
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ਰੱਖ ਹ�ਸਲਾ ਪੰਜਾਬ ਿਸਆ,ਂ
ਹੱਕ ਤੇਰੇ ਿਵੱਚ ਪੱੁਗਾਗੇਂ;
ਲੱਖ ਵਾਰ ਭਾਵ� ਤੁਸ� ਪੱੁਟ ਲਵੋ,
ਅਸ� ਖੱਬਲ ਵਾਗਂਰ �ਗਾਗੇਂ। 

ਪੋਹ ਮਾਘ ਿਵੱਚ ਬੈਠੇ ਹਾ,ਂ
ਦੱਸੋ ਿਕੰਨੀਆ ਂਇੱਜ਼ਤਾ ਂਲੱੁਟੀਆ ਂਨੇ?
ਿਕੰਿਨਆ ਂਦੇ ਗਲ਼ ਿਵੱਚ ਟੈਰ ਪਾਏ?
ਿਕੰਨੀਆ ਂਲਾਸ਼ਾ ਂਸੱੁਟੀਆ ਂਨੇ??

ਬੋਲਣ ਵਾਲੇ ਬੋਲਣ ਿਦਓ,
ਡੱਕਾ ਸਮਝ ਨਹ� ਓਹਨਾ �;
ਗਗਨ ਦਮਾਮਾ ਬਾਿਜਓ,
ਆਖ ਿਦਓ, ਤੁਸ� ਦੋਨਾ ਂ�। 

ਮੁੜਦੇ ਨਾ ਹਾਲੇ ਿਪੱਛੇ,
ਭੱਥੇ ਿਵੱਚ ਛੱਡਕੇ ਤੀਰਾ ਂ�;
ਕੀ ਜਵਾਬ ਿਦਆਗੇਂ?
ਬੱੁਢੇ ਬਾਪੂ, ਮਾਵਾ,ਂ ਭੈਣਾ,ਂ ਹੀਰਾ ਂ�।

ਹੱਥਾ ਂਬਾਜ ਕਰਾਿਰਆ,ਂ
ਵੈਰੀ ਿਮੱਤ ਨਾ ਹੋਏ;
ਜੋ ਵਰਤਾਰਾ ਵਰਤ ਿਰਹਾ,
ਐਸਾ ਿਨੱਤ ਨਾ ਹੋਏ।

ਿਫ਼ਰਕੂਵਾਦ ਸਮੰੁਦਰ ਡੰੂਗੇ ਚ�,
ਅਸ� ਏਕੇ ਦੇ ਮੋਤੀ ਚੱੁਗਾਗੇਂ;
ਲੱਖ ਵਾਰ ਭਾਵ� ਤੁਸ� ਪੱੁਟ ਲਵੋ,
ਅਸ� ਖੱਬਲ ਵਾਗਂਰ �ਗਾਗੇਂ।
ਅਸ� ਖੱਬਲ ਵਾਗਂਰ �ਗਾਗੇਂ।

"Rakh Haosla Punjab Singha"
By

Manjinder Singh
(Garhdiwal, East Punjab)

رکھ ہوسلا پنجاب سیاں
حق تیرے وِچ پگُاّنگے

لکھ وار بھاویں تسی پٹُ لوو
اسی کھبّل وانگو اگُاّنگے

 
پوہ،ماگھ وِچ بیٹھے ہاں

دسّو کِنّیاں اجِتاں لٹُیاں نے

کِنّیاں دے گل وِچ ٹائر پئے ؟

کِنّیاں لاشاں سُٹیاں نے ؟

 
بولن والے بولن دیو،

ڈکّا سمجھ نہی اہُنا نو
گگن دماما باجیو

آخ دیو تسُی اہُنا نو

 
مُڈدے نا حالے پچِھے

بہتھے وِچ چھڈ کے تیراں نو
کی جواب دیانگے ؟

بڈُّے باپو، ماواں، بھینا، حیراں نو

 
ہتھاں باج کراریاں

ویری، مِتّ نا ہوئے

جو ورتارا ورت رہا،
ایسا نتِّ نا ہوئے

 
فِرکوواد سمندر ڈونگے تو،

اسی ایکے دے موتی چگُاّنگے

لکھ وار بھاوے تسی پٹُّ لوو،
اسی کھبّل وانگو اگُاّنگے۔
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ਮੈ� ਿਵਦਾ ਕਰੋ

ਇਸ ਮਤਲਬੀ ਿਜਹੀ ਦੁਨੀਆ ਤ�
ਇਸ ਪਰਾਏ ਿਜਹੇ ਆਪਿਣਆ ਂਤ�
ਹਾਿਸਆ ਂਚ ਛੁਪੇ ਗਮ ਤ�
ਤਨਹਾਈ ਚ ਵਗਦੇ ਹੰਝੂਆ ਤ�

ਮੈ� ਿਵਦਾ ਕਰੋ

ਇਸ ਗੁਲਾਮੀ ਦੀਆ ਂਜੰਜੀਰਾ ਂਤ�
ਅਜਾਦੀ ਦੀ ਇਸ ਿਪਆਸ ਤ�
ਿਕਸੇ ਅਧੂਰੇ ਖੁਆਬ ਤ�
ਮੇਰੇ ਅਣਕਹੇ ਅਲਫਾਜ ਤ�
ਮੇਰੇ ਮਰ ਚੱੁਕੇ ਜਜ਼ਬਾਤ ਤੋ 

ਮੈ� ਿਵਦਾ ਕਰੋ

ਇਸ ਿਦਲ ਦੀ ਵੀਰਾਨੀ ਤ�
ਖੁਆਬਾ ਿਵੱਚ ਜੀਵਣ ਤ�
ਜੋ ਮੁਕਦੀ ਨੀ ਉਸ ਿਪਆਸ ਤ�
ਇਹ ਝੂਠੀ ਲਗੀ ਆਸ ਤ�

ਮੈ� ਿਵਦਾ ਕਰੋ

"Mainu Vida Karo"
By

Hans Vikas
(Gurdaspur, East Punjab)

مینو وِدا کرو
 

اسِ مطلبی جہی دُنیا توں

اسِ پرائے جِہے آپنیا توں

ہاسیاں وِچ چھُپے غم توں

تنہائی وِچ وگدے ہنجواں توں

 
مینو وِدا کرو

 
اسِ غلامی دیاں زنجیراں تو

آزادی دی اسِ پیاس توں

کِسے ادھورے خواب توں

میرے انکہے الفاظ توں

میرے مر چکُے جذبات توں

 
مینو وِدا کرو

 
اسِ دل دی ویرانی توں

خواباں وِچ جیون توں

جو مُکدی نہی، اسُ پیاس توں
اہِ جھوٹھی لگیّ آس توں

 
مینو وِدا کرو
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ਨਾ ਕਰ ਵਾਅਦੇ ਉਮਰਾ ਂਦੇ, ਕੀ ਭਰੋਸਾ ਚਲਦੇ ਸਾਹਾ ਂਦਾ
ਬੜਾ ਲੰਮਾ ਪ�ਡਾ ਟਰੁਨਾ ਪ�ਦਾ ਇਹ ਇਸ਼ਕ ਦੇ ਰਾਹਾ ਂਦਾ।

ਇਸ਼ਕ ਦੇ ਰਾਹ ਤੇ ਚਲਨਾ ਔਖਾ, ਪਤਾ ਨਹ� ਕੀ ਕੱੁਝ ਝੱਲਣਾ ਪ�ਦਾ
ਫੱੁਲਾ ਂਦੀ ਭਾਲ 'ਚ ਸਾ� ਰਾਹ ਕੰਿਡਆ ਂਤੇ ਟਰੁਨਾ ਪ�ਦਾ।

ਕ� ਉਮਰ ਦੇ ਲੋਕੀ ਟਰੁਦੇ ਵੇਖੇ ਮ� ਇਹ ਇਸ਼ਕ ਦਾ ਪ�ਡਾ
ਪਰ ਜੋਸ਼ ਜਵਾਨੀ ਦੇ ਿਵੱਚ ਸੱਜਣਾ, ਨਾ ਕੋਈ ਇਸ਼ਕ ਬਾਝ� ਰਿਹੰਦਾ।

ਿਦਲ ਤਲੀ ਤੇ ਰੱਖ ਕੇ ਟਰੁਨਾ ਿਸੱਖ, ਜੇ ਤੰੂ ਟਰੁਨਾ ਇਸ਼ਕ ਦੇ ਰਾਹੇ
ਏਸ ਰਾਹ ਤੇ ਿਜ਼ੰਦਗੀ ਦਾ ਮੱੁਲ ਕੌਡੀਆ ਂਦੇ ਭਾਅ ਪ�ਦਾ। 

ਸਾਰੀ ਉਮਰ ਬੀਤ ਜਾਦਂੀ ਹੈ ਐਸ ਰਾਹ ਤੇ ਚਲਦੇ ਚਲਦੇ ,
ਕ� ਆਪਿਣਆ ਂਦਾ ਸਾਥ ਛੱਡ, ਬੇਗਾਿਨਆ ਂਦਾ ਹੱਥ ਫੜਨਾ ਪ�ਦਾ।

ਇਹ ਪ�ਡੇ ਤ� ਿਪੱਛੇ ਮੁੜਨ ਦੀ ਕੋਿਸ਼ਸ਼ ਤਾ ਂਬਹੁਤ ਕਰਦਾ ਹਾ ਂ,
ਪਰ ਕੀ ਕਰੀਏ ? ਇਸ਼ਕ ਦੀ ਿਖੱਚ ਿਵੱਚ ਿਦਲ ਦੀ ਧੱੜਕਣ ਸੁਣ ਕੇ ਟਰੁਨਾ ਪ�ਦਾ। 

ਠ� ਕਰਾ ਂਖਾਦੇਂ ਹਾ ਂਇਸ ਪ�ਡੇ ਤੇ ਸਾਰੇ ਜਹਾਨ ਦੀਆ,ਂ 
ਿਫਰ ਜ਼ਖਮਾ ਂਦੀ ਪੀੜ � ਸਿਹੰਦੇ ਸਿਹੰਦੇ ਟਰੁਨਾ ਪ�ਦਾ। 

ਿਜ਼ੰਦਗੀ ਮੱੁਕ ਜਾਣੀ ਏ ਪਰ ਪ�ਡਾ ਨਹ� ਮੱੁਕਣਾ ਜਨਾਬ
ਐਸ ਰਾਹ ਤੇ ਟਰੁਨ ਲਈ ਹਰ ਜਨਮ ਵੀ ਰੱਬ ਦਾ ਘੱਟ ਹੈ ਪ�ਦਾ। 

ਨਾ ਟਰੋੁ ਇਸ਼ਕ ਦੇ ਪ�ਡੇ ਤੇ ਮੇਰੇ ਬੇਲੀਉ, ਮੇਰੇ ਿਮਤਰ�
ਇਹ ਪ�ਡੇ ਤੇ ਟਰੁਨ ਲਈ ਰੱਬ ਨਾਲ ਵੀ ਲੜਨਾ ਪ�ਦਾ।

"Ishq Da Painda"
By

Harmanpreet Singh
(Mukeria, East Punjab)
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نہ کر وادے عُمراں دے، کی بھروسا چلدے ساواں دا
بڑا لمّا پینڈا ترُنا پیندا اے عشق دے راواں دا

 
عِشق دے راہ تے چلنا اوکھا، پتا نہی کی کُجھ چلنا پیندا

فُلاّں دی بھال چ سانو راہ کنڈیاں تے ٹرُنا پیندا

 
کئی عمراں دے لوکی ٹرُدے ویکھے میں اے عشق دا پینڈا

پر جوش جوانی دے وِچ سجنا، نہ کوئی عشق باجوں رہندا
 

دل تلی تے رکھ کے ٹرُنا سِکھ، جے تو ٹرُنا عشق دے راہے

اسِ راہ تے ذندگی دا مُل کوڈیاں دے بھا پیندا

 
ساری امُر بیت جاندی ہے اسِ راہ تے چلدے چلدے

کئی اپنیاں دا ساتھ چھّڈ بیگانیاں دا ہتھ فڑنا پیندا

 
اے پینڈے تو پچِھّے مُڑن دی کوشِش تاں بہت کردا ہاں

پر کی کریے؟ عشق دی کھِچ وِچ دِل دی دھڑکن سُن کے ٹرُنا پیندا
 

ٹھوکرا کھاندے ہاں اسِ پینڈے تے سارے جہان دیاں
فِر زخماں دی پیڑ نوں سہندے سہندے ٹرُنا پیندا

 
زندگی مُک جانی اے پر پینڈا نہی مُکنا جناب

ایس راہ تے ٹرُن لئی ہر جنم وی رب دا گھٹ ہے پیندا

 
نہ ٹرُو عشق دے پینڈے تے میرے بیلیو، میرے مِترو

اے پینڈے تے ٹرُن لئی رب نال وی لڑنا پیندا۔

"Ishq Da Painda"
By

Harmanpreet Singh
(Mukeria, East Punjab)
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Hope you all are doing fantastic.

We couldn't be more pleased announcing that the December edition of Causerie has surpassed
600 readerships. Our readership has increased drastically, more and more people are sending in
their prestigious work, and if there's someone after the Lord who made it possible; it's you all!
Our writers and readers; you guys are the real reason why we are here. We appreciate your love
for Literature.

Our aim has been to spread literary awareness worldwide and support literary souls throughout
the world because we value literature! That being said, it's time to take a step forward in this
venture of insightful notions.

Along with writers, it's time to honor the speakers too! The team of Causerie is so glad to inform
you that we are bringing a new addition to this project and it's called Vocal Verses. Yes, you heard
it right. If you get a bang out of spoken poetry or prose and would like to share your words with
the world in your very own voice and emotions; then here's the platform. We will be featuring
your audio poesy and prose on our official website and we'll also promote your work on all our
social media handles that have a vast audience who would absolutely love listening to you! Our
team will assist you at every step; from recording your words, till getting them featured!

If your audio is ready, visit our website to submit your poesy. You will receive our email for
further process if your content is selected.

But if you're kinda confused and would like to discuss anything regarding the process i.e.
recording, captioning, assigning a title, or whatever; feel free to drop us a DM or email.
 
causerieofficial@yahoo.com

A huge round of applause for you guys for supporting a literary cause

Causerie



VOCAL
VOICE

BRONZE SILVER GOLD PLATINUM

Featuring Plans
VOCAL VERSES

TRACKS

FEATURING DURATION

PROMOTION ON SOCIAL

HANDLES

ON SERVER LIFESPAN

MONTHLY  SUBSCRIPTION

AMENITIES

ONCE  A

MONTH

1

1  MONTH

4$4$4$

1  MONTH

ONCE  A

WEEK (BOTH )

2

3  MONTHS

8$8$8$

6  MONTHS

FOUR  DAYS  A

WEEK (ALL )

4

6  MONTHS

12$12$12$

1  YEAR

7  DAYS  A  WEEK

(ALL )

7  (RENEWAL

EVERY  YEAR )

1  YEAR

LIFE  TIME

YEARLY  SUBSCRIPTION 40$40$40$ 80$80$80$ 122$122$122$ 216$216$216$



Turkish



Zifiri bir öfke sızlıyordu şakaklarımda
Bir şehir merhamet dileniyordu
Bayrak boyarcasına kanıyordu insanlar
Ve bir isyan vuku buluyordu.

Güneş parlıyordu kurumuş cesetlerin üstüne
Kale yağmalanıyordu ve akbabalar tünüyordu bulutlara
Yağmur olup yağıyordu isyan çığlıkları
Ve bir isyan vuku buluyordu

Satranç tahtasında masumlar vezirlere dönüşürken,
Şahların boğazları kesiliyordu
Piyonlar yüzlerini kanla yıkıyordu. 
Ve bir isyan vuku buluyordu.

Kesilen başların üzerinde sinekler uçuşuyordu
Azrail, şeytan ile dans ediyordu.
Alkışlamayan ruhlar lanetleniyordu
Ve bir isyan vuku buluyordu

İnsanlık düşüyordu
Melekler şeytana boyun eğip,
Onun şarkısını söylüyordu.
Ve bir isyan vuku buluyordu!

"İsyan"
By

Mehmet Akgönül 
(Turkey)
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PHO TOGRA PH E R R .  L .  D I E T R I C H

R. L. Dietrich is a writer and photographer from the United States. She
holds a B.A. in Psychology and is currently working towards her M.S. in
Data Science. When she’s not annoying her friends with her bad puns,
she’s busy taking care of the four cats who live in the woods behind her
house.



PHO TOGRA PH E R R .  L .  D I E T R I C H



Bu gece Azrail sessizce yatağına geçti, 
Ölüm sessizliğini düşüncelerim ile bozdu. 
Karanlığın içinden biri gelmeyecek. 
Ay'da değil sokak ışıklarında sevişecek düşüncelerim. 
Bir meleğe aşık olacak iblisten karanlık aklım... 

Ben balkonumda otururken—
Çekeceğim tüm gerçekliği içime,
Farklı renklerde bir pencereye karşı sigara içerken. 
Azrail yatağında rahat uyusun—
Artık herkes ölü sayılır, fikirlerim de...

"Ölü sayılır"
By

Ali Berat Erdoğan
(Türkiye)
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Sevmeye başla artık şehrin mavisini,
Sev artık şehrin grisini…
Pembesini, alını, morunu...

Sev artık nefreti, düşmanlığı,
Alçaklığı sev!

Hayat bu kadar çünkü…
Hayat hep mücadele, hep karmaşa...

Al tüm renkleri içine...
Karmaşayı sev şimdi!
Onu bile güzelce sev…

"Doğa Naz Özyürek"
By

Karmaşa
(Türkiye)

C AU S E R I E

3 93 9



French



Sous le soleil éclatant de l'été souffle un zéphyr chaud qui brûle mieux
les fragments invisibles du cœur que cette peau exposée

Je déteste l'été pour avoir filtré à travers mes blessures dissimulées
mais je sens que cette saison a le plus horreur de mon existence pour
m'avoir choisi pour être sa rivale préférée

Toujours au fond de moi réside l'amour de l'hiver qui me guide à
marcher pieds nus sur le rivage avec l'espoir de guérir à travers les
vagues déferlantes qui m'apaisent d'une certaine manière.

"Les blessures de l'été"
By

Sahnah
(Mauritius)
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Beneath the refulgent sun of summer blows a hot zephyr that burns
the unseen fragments of the heart better than this expose skin 

I loathe summer for filtering through my conceal wounds but I feel
like this season abhor my existence the most and choose me to be its
favorite rival 

Still deep inside me reside the love of winter that guides me to walk
barefoot on the shore with the hope to get heal through the crashing
waves that soothe me in a certain way.

"The wounds of summer"
By

Sahnah
(Mauritius)

T R AN S L A T I O N
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On a des chœurs d'Etat dans les livres, les fables
La nation et le style en recoupant nos pas
En ajustant l'émoi des œuvres plus coupables, 
Cette force s'ignore, est invisible en nous

On ne sait pas encore qu'elle ira au bout
Et que c'est bien plus fort : elle accapare tout ! 
Mais quelle est cette époque qui passe sans nous 
Qui rôde et qui se moque qu'on ait rendez-vous 

Qui nous blesse et nous choque, puis croupit à genoux ? 
Ah ! Sans les traditions, sans les plus fortes lois
Quelques billons se noient et mon poème hélas 

N'a d'éclat que ce ton qui ne valût l'endroit 
Mais luit avec ces fins, s'imprègne jusqu'au mot
Du superbe purin qui salit le suppôt

"Harangue "
By

Floriane Austruy
(Français)
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Là dans ce blog de l'autre monde 
Je rejoins l'horizon serein 
J'aime les refrains de ses rondes 
Ses éclats de rire lointains 
Quand d'asphyxie je meurs ici 
S'ouvrent les portes de l'autre ciel 
L'air libre de mes fantaisies 
Et je respire l'arc-en-ciel 
Du monde chaotique je chasse
Le trouble de mes pensées grises 
Cette face qui nous menace 
Je l'efface sous ma chemise
Là dans ce blog de l'autre monde 
Je viens je reste dans ta ronde..

By
Sweeteucalyptus

(Français)
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Spanish



Quítame el dolor y la desesperación.
Devuélveme la satisfacción,
la alegría que había en mí.
Devuélveme la ilusión.

Quítame la incertidumbre,
el miedo de no saber lo que haré.
Habita de nuevo en mi corazón.

"Habita en mí"
By

Yahaira Chagollan
(México)

C AU S E R I E

4 44 4



Cuando la vida te reste
Suma, suma, suma más.
Que cuando nada te quede
Siempre quedará sumar.
Y si crees que nada tienes
El momento llegará,
Cuando menos te lo esperes,
En el que puedas sumar.
Suma amor a manos llenas, 
Suma paz y libertad,
Experiencias a raudales
Y alegrías sin igual.
Pero pase lo que pase
No te olvides de sumar.
Antes de que todo acabe,
Suma, suma, ya verás.
Que ni un día se te vaya
Y te deje sin sumar.
Y que todo lo que sumes
No se te vaya a escapar.
Que en esta vida tenemos 
Lo sumado y nada más
Y en este mundo dejamos
Lo que sabemos sumar.

"Romance"
By

Alba Pérez Valderas
(España)
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Hindi



म� वो 70-80 के दशक क� �ँ,
के जहाँ माथा चूमना मोह��त कहलाती थी।
�मलना-�वलना ज़रा कम ही था,
पर जहाँ उसके �दए तोफो से �यादा एह�मयत
उसके वाद� को द� जाती थी।
यँू तो नाराजगी बेहद रहती थी
के व�त क� पाब��दयाँ बेहद है,
पर उसक� आवाज़ और बात� �दल बहलाती थी।
सजने को ये लाली मैकप कहाँ होते थे वहाँ?
काजल जब आम हो चला था तो
सवरने को काली �ब�द� लगाती थी।
म� वो 70-80 के दशक क� �ँ,
के जहाँ माथा चूमना मोह��त कहलाती थी।

यँू सरेआम कौन करता था इ�क़ का इज़हार?
व�त तो वो था जब
आँखे चार छुप-छुप कर क� जाती थी।
व�त बदला और बदल गया नज़�रया
इस मोह��त को देखने का,
वरना उसके कह� क़रीब से गुज़र चले जाने का
एहसास तो हवाए ँभी �दलाती थी।
उसक� याद का भी एक व�त �आ करता था,
शाम� कुछ इस कदर आवारगी से सहलाती थी।
म� वो 70-80 के दशक क� �ँ,
के जहाँ माथा चूमना मोह��त कहलाती थी।

"Main Woh"
By

Roopali Thakur
(Shimla, Himachal, India)
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अब तो हर श�स के पास
कोई न कोई खास अ�सर रहता है,
के व�त वो �आ करता था जब
उससे जुड़ी हर चीज़ भी जी भर के जलती थी।
हाथ थामना कहाँ आम �आ करता था वहाँ?
के यँू बेपरवाह होने को उस बरस तो
�सफ़�  शाद� ही भाती थी।
खैर वो दौर भी एक दौर �आ करता था,
के जागते रहते थे एक �जे के इंतेज़ार म�
बस राते सो जाती थी।
म� वो 70-80 के दशक क� �ँ,
के जहाँ माथा चूमना मोह��त कहलाती थी।
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