THE FREE VERSE

BY THE POETRY APPRECIATION SOCIETY

“A poem begins as a lump in the throat, a sense of
wrong. a homesickness, a lovesickness.”
— Robert Frost
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Dear readers,

It is safe to say that poetry is intertwined with the very
fabric of our lives in ways known or unknown. From the
way the moon shines at night to the dew on the grass, a

poet would argue (and probably win) is poetry.

As we bring out the first issue of the free verse. let's
take a moment to know its namesake. Free verse refers to
poetry that does not rhyme or have a regular rhythm -
like the poems in this issue.

With this issue, we hope to bring to you a wide array of
emotions from how Welham has become synonymous
with home for some to the abstract objects of midnight

and fading hues of the sunlight.

And when you have read it cover to cover. let it inspire
you to appreciate poetry with no reservations. and
perhaps even write your own.
Happy reading!
Lots of love,
Nimrat and Anushka
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a morning in Welham

today as my face was snuggled into my blanket

my eyes slowly opened

my lashes felt heavy and with half shut eyes | checked the time
/.49

the light came through a slit in the curtains

and it snuck through the metal beams of the window
cut into lines of golden

| shut my eyes slowly

and breathed in the morning

trying to memorise it

trying to memorise how it feels

to wake up with the sun kissing you lightly

| suddenly missed you

snuggled into my blanket

a sun soaked hug

the morning didnt want to give me up just yet
so it lulled me back into sleep

as | Tell asleep

| knew my lashes were reflecting light

and my face was glowing a warm caramel

| stirred awake with my blanket on the floor

it seemed like my body had grown jealous of the light kissing my face
and wanted to soak in and memorise what a morning in Welham feels like
my lashes felt heavy and with half shut eyes | checked the time

8.52

warmth surrounded me

| suddenly missed you

| breathed in the morning

it let me go

| woke up

content

a morning in Welham
nothing in this world shines brighter
than a few girls with the light kissing their faces.

- ryka ali



when the plane crashes,
all the love leaks out.

even before c{eat}),

[0've VISILS me dgczin.

on the last f[ig})t of my life,
she waves at me from an old couple.
when they announce the drop in cabin pressure,
t/ogi [ooz'at each other andpgrin,

prompt[) ignoring their oxygen masks.

their fingers intertwine, an§ t/ve) close their eyes.
their smiles never leave.

z’fee[ ber g[cmce at me,
from a_young motbher,
who ties the mask on ber claug/oter,

just before s[um[)ing on the ground,

[Z@[GSS now.
sne /946{ ]9847'61 Z'IQB ]90$Z'BSS before, kddn,t S})B?

she dances around me,

in the seat to my [eft,

where a fmntic b(y

whips out the picture o{a c{og from bis backpocket,
ancfpresses it against bis chest. '
a sz’ngle tear stains the Pkatogmpb.
bhis mask remains suspended,
forgotten.

=4
before the plane crasbes, —— '

dnd deat]v takes us awa),

[ove visits us again. ‘

-ananya makker / — %
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[ pink and 1,

- we were childhood sweethearts.

my whole world knew about our relationship:
my dollhouse,

my favorite soft-toy,

| my birthday cakes,

my room,

they were all in pink.

the match was made in heaven.

- but then,

1 overheard the children in my class

talking about pink.

they said,

‘pink is such a girly color.’

‘only weak barbies wear pink.'’

“if you like pink then you are very sensitive.’
‘do you think a strong person likes pink? No.'
Just like that the seeds of doubt were planted.
there were times we didn’'t talk for days,

I realized I had stopped loving pink.

soon, we broke up.

slowly,

1 stopped playing with my dollhouse,

my favorite soft toy was now yellow,

my birthday cakes became lavender,

and my room had white, brown, black and blue,
but not pink.

I got an assignment for my grade 10 art class:
draw your childhood bedroom.
I sat down and started painting
a little girl in pigtails sitting

in her sanctuary of pink.
" and I realized, how wrong 1 was *
to abandon my safe space
because of what people said.
so, I wrote a poem for my first love: pink, andl|l

T, i T




YOU

I hope 1 didn’t pry upon
Y our unforgiving kpast
But then again it PUrts
When your silent sob turns into a cry

My beart aches
When 1 [00’%6“ ou
Strong yet roén
Into a million pieces

[t lorea/(:s me {orm within

When you pretend like e'ver)t})ing’s fz’ne,
To scjzlg)lou so distant
ri

And [z’[@ an old friend greet death and time.

I feel wey soul shatter
Every time you col[apse
[nto my arms

Not knowing what to do

I feel me

My gui[t and uneven breatbs
['m stuckin a lo;p on the thought
Why'1 couldn’t be better

Before 1 can g0 numb
And cut ties from this world
You save me and reassure me

That we're in this together

And like that

All the cmcks and gaps are filled

Inc[uclz’ng your goczin and mine
Just with your rz'g/vt smile.....

mridula



= and fell in love with 1.
Lalaoild o i loommasae baliday

at midnz’g})t

tlve moon recol[ects its Pieces

andfincls a way backto itse[f
at 4

when the sun starts to rise

it is invincible for it

but to protect ber

at 7

i'm dreaming ofyou

and bow i want to /&eepyou safe

for when the d@i begins

andyou forget lvowyou're worth all of it '*‘
i want you to gaze at the sky ¥
remembering that every time

the stars lie to your eyes

i'd be there to bringjou bczck

{ promise i'd be there

to al[ign your crooked beart

and never let it wander alone

ever again

¢ ¢ R )
— "



T/ve/ee[ing oggetting

ost in a boo

SAANVI KAPILA

The doors of the library are open for you,

Whewever you teel extremely blue.

To escape the old boring world,

To get into a place full of magical words.

Lyiwg wrapped in a cozy throw;

Reading for hours in an uninterrupted ¢low,

With not a care in the world,

With my spot reserved.

Happiness is the smell of new books,
Which some people wever understood.
Happiness is when you know that your book is far away

trom the end,

It is when you kuow that your book will always be your
friend.

Getting lost in a book is when;

You get carried away inTo a universe of fiofiogssses

It is when you canvnot stop,

It is like having an addiction.




He tHue

t flowers in the distance

The first hue | perceive

| see you here

The red flowing away

The grey seeping in

And yet

| am the one on the other side

| see you there too

A full smile

A fading bloodstream

The spaces between the stars
Gather you up

Bundle and adorn you

With the sequins of constellations

The blossoms drip down the road
You take each one

leave it where the red

Ceased to follow you

And the gray seeped in

And then the hue

Melts away S AT




the bouse of nobody

in a house where once lived nobody,
now live warmth and happiness,

maybe for a week or two,

or a day or even none.

out it's there, i know it's there.

pehind the [ady of the house’'s thin Lips,
underneath the unwashed sheets of the
mister,

it iS present.

sometimes it comes in muffled laughs,
sometimes in candle’s sparks.

whichever way it comes,

it Lightens up the whole heart,

and warms the old,

Llonely souls that reside in that househola.

I /\ f 1 T

-shreya singh




| . 610 you fee[ lz/@ fresk roses on a mzs(:)l
rainy morning, or lz/@ daisies in a VaASE
- verdant fze[d ° do you fee[ every bzt
' wortb) of the sunshine coming your
way or tender Ly lookup at l;f)e s/g,y
Iaeggzng for rain. £ do you SKip to t})e |
me[océi of your own beartbeat or Sing
the t]voug/vts in_your bead. do you feel
| lz/@ the summer laree{e lﬂlowzng away

 the cotton threads or the winter flakes 2

s/qmmmg tlve mz[kof jour skzne

m@lbe  you feel the lo've of t/ve stars _
s]vmzng every nzg})t or the touch of the | ‘
wind caresszng your looqu and mqybe 2

Just m@»loe somec]@i these feelzngs ‘
become  your own poetry and you learn

to smzle ]ust beccmse )ou re }mp[y

l r.l.'i .'l -'J




To the place I've cilled home,
FoR Si¥ LULORS Now,

ONd the people,

Pamilu(})

This iS The RevelotioN,

of The FRWTN,

ThOLE STORLS WS IN The F0ee,
owr we 0Re blinded oy the pRomises,
of FoReVLRS,

ONd - 0w,

ONd ha,ppil(?—evm—aqﬂms.

IN' ONoTheR Si¥ moNThs,

ok So,

wWe'lll be miles OpORt.

SLpARAFed this time,

b‘ﬁ STOLTLS,

miles of laNd stRetehed IN DeTWeeLN,
0CLLONS,

ONd Not oNlLﬁ The NORRoW CoRRIdOR,

thot seprOt¢d LoUR LlSSRoom FRoM MiN<,
ok The +V\)U\H'(? Steps | hod o WK QeRoSS e cobbled pltn to Reden Low,
oR The oN< Fliam' of STOURS | had to tlimb,
ONd the pluR of eues sHLKiNﬁ m<¢ dowN,
that | hod to ¢Sclpe,

to Releh L9oUR, doRm.

IN- ONoTNER Si¥ MoNThs,

ok So,

[ TTeRS WoN't D¢ OddRessed o

1 MuNiciphl Ro0d,

NumbeRs WoN't be limited to,

B-510,

boOu{diNa pOLSSLS WoN't Reld,

DenROAWN,

ONd  INTRodUWLTIONS Will No |0N8{;K INtlude,
wzlhoum  Girls' School.



N ONoTheR Six moNThs,

ok So,

PN WoN'T D2 jusT pﬁH“ﬁ Fiath With O
FRIZN,

STRESS WoN'T ¢ FoR juust

Bolrd ¢x0ms,

pRLSSURL WON't e to peRfoRm

Ot 0 TOURNOMENT,

diSOppoiNTMENt WoN't oNltﬁ com< +Rom,
Not WINNING ‘The FiRST pRiZe,

ouNd 8ood\otﬂes WON'T oNhﬁ st

TWo MmoNths.

This is to Tl Lol +hoctk,

Not Qll Pa.i% TOles,

ONd stories of O peRfect World,
With N ide0l eNdiNa)

noove o NOLve beouwtiful pRINGLLSSES,
Flov\)iNa JOVONS,

& hondsome PRINCE Cno.RmiNg,

N 2xQuisite LOsTie,

ok O happil‘? 2N 0P

Some of them howve,

SLROMINY Jrewaams)

WLORING SLRAPS of wWhite,

With 0 dash of blue,

l(m,ﬁhwﬁ With FRIZNdS,

wWhom Jrh%‘\/c SWORN fo STONd \o%
ov¢R told ma%i)

ONd peels of ORONGLS.

Some of Them howve,

los¢ 6&0,\/&)

OVER—QROVIN QRALSS,

puddles thot NeveR dried wp

ONd FolenN [edves TNt WeRe NeveR picked Wp.
Some FOURY TOULS LAN D2 peRFLLE eVeN Withowt endiNg iN happil«ﬁ VLR OFTeR,
oR lOueriNa FoR eVeR.

Beoluwse some of Ws,

WRITZ oWT oN SToRILS.

—to +he botth of 2022 TOORINI S0UNORON

L Nop¢ Valob\, WRIT¢ t?obtk OWNJ
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Teacber—in—C}mrge
Ms. Shefali chzp[ya[

Editorial Board:

Editors-in-Chief: Anus/v/@ Kbetawat, Nimrat
Kaur Chabal
Editors: Ananya Makker, Nivedita Gupta




