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Foreword

On 21st of March, UNESCO’s World Poetry Day, we ran a small campaign at Bookbar.

We invited people to write, to submit their poetry, just as a way of celebrating the day. We didn’t expect what came next.

The response was overwhelming. So many voices. So many

perspectives. So much honesty.

And somewhere there, it shifted, from just a campaign to something we didn’t want to let pass. So we decided to put it out as a book.

Beyond the Drafts — by the Poets of Bookbar.

This is our first honest attempt at creating a platform, to celebrate poets and publish their work.

In association with Baithak and Beyond Collective Trust and Nyra Publishers, this book brings together all the poetry that came in.

Beyond the Drafts not only celebrates these voices, but also reminds all of us to come out and express and to share our art.

That’s been the true essence of Bookbar.

And we hope to keep building this... more and more.

Happy reading!

Avneesh Gadgil
Co - Founder, Bookbar.
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​अपने ही घर में मेहमान नज़र आते हैं,
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अब तो अपने भी यहाँ अनजान नज़र आते हैं।
जिसको घर कहते थे वो दिल नहीं है,  
छतो-दीवार बदला-सा मकान नज़र आते हैं।
रात ठहरी है कहीं, दिन भी सिसकता-सा लगे,
साज़-ए-ख़ामोशी में टूटे अरमान नज़र आते हैं।
रिश्तों की गर्मी कहाँ हैं बताए कोई,
हाथ मिलते ही ठंडे बयान नज़र आते हैं।
इतना बदला है सफ़र... हम भी बदल जाए क्या?
आईने में दो-तीन इंसान नज़र आते हैं।
शायरी क्या है 'दिल' - टूटे हुए घर की ख़बर,
शब्द-शब्द में बिछड़े अरमान नज़र आते हैं।
— आदि    
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​तुम्हारी है तुम ही सँभालो यह दुनिया
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‘यह दुनिया अगर मिल भी जाए तो क्या है!’
खुद को दुनिया कहना,
हक़ से जैसे खुदको सौंप देना
दुनिया मिल जाए तो क्या है,
पूछ रही हो तुम?
कैफ़, वस्ल, अनस, सुकून, इत्मीनान....
क्या हैं, पूछ रही हो तुम!

– अभिलाषा 
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​Rewritten In Steel, What Survived, Became Me
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I did not know, I was this strong.

Beneath the unspoken words, weight of days, quite emotions,

there lived a will power that refused to disappear.

I did not trust, I could rise again,

from the dense, dark and unhealed times.

I chose to stand, hope whispering in my ears 

with borrowed breath, 

the scattered pieces of my life waiting to begin again. 

I rebuilt in silence, placing the fragile bricks with trembling hands,

the weary eyes, sleepless nights and anxiousness 

while the world measured me with the narrow lens,

through unapologetic, unbowed and unwavering resilience, 

I stood through the surpassing verdicts,

the ache of emotions, relentless test of simply being, 

I bore it all.

My fate, that I loved deeply without caution and it failed.

I trusted without questions, inviting betrayal as a storm

but slowly as I unravel, undone, I feel broken 

in places I never knew existed. 

I believed everything was beyond repair

and yet,

I did not know that from softness could emerge steel —

ruthless, heartless and detached

where it demanded survival.

I lost myself, only to find what it takes to endure

and in that becoming, I discovered,

I was never weak. 

I was UNTESTED.

— Anandita Goenka
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​Echoes That I Still Carry

[image: ]


Leaving would be so hard...

I didn’t know.

No storms, no shattered glass,

just moments fading away

into the corners of my mind,

I still day dream of the gone days.

My courtyard still spilling the sunlight,

the familiar cracks breathing away

when laughter echoed in the garden,

where I ran barefoot and swinged all day.

The evenings gathered old friends to play,

But today it is not the same.

I left it behind,

or maybe, it never left me even today.

Time did not hurry,

flowers danced in the rains.

butterflies stitching the spring air,

with fleeting dreams and carefree days, I fell without judgements.

I felt my footsteps in the ground, where the earth knew my name.

The temple,

Oh, so sacred, so quiet, so eternal,

where Shiva waited each day for the whispered secrets.

The morning, adorned with flower baskets and devotion,

I paddled away for the careful adornment, 

sandalwood scents and melodies of bells.

Each morning, a child’s faith wrapped in ritual and prayer,

Unfinished somewhere...

Those memories still linger on,

as I miss the dew drops in the rains.

I recall the seasons, the fragrance of flowers 

and birds chirping away,

as they once embraced me and my thought process.

Time forgot to move and the world felt complete,

Only to understand before it all withered away.

Today, amidst the hurried days and borrowed skies,

I find myself searching for the slow days.

Not for places, but for the pieces that I left behind.

For those times I left behind, it echoes...

in quiet corners, in familiar scents, in seasons...

and the sudden ache of remembering it all.

I left behind a version of myself, that still goes back,

day dreaming, walking barefoot on the dew dropped grass, through my courtyard, on the terrace...

from sunrise to sunset.

and when I see the moon, I think, 

did it shine bright even then.

— Anandita Goenka
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​हम लोग
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ऐन मौक़े पर काम आने वाले लोग,

कैसे देते हैं ख़ुद को तसल्ली...?

कुनबे से छूट जाने वाले लोग।

वो आवाज़ नहीं सुनी जो आती रही,

हर दम अंदर के बच्चे को घुटता छोड़ कर...

बने बड़े हम लोग।

घुटन में घबराए, बंद कमरे में रोए,

मगर दफ़्तर वक़्त से पहुँचे, 

हम जैसे लोग।

दिल को सुनते, धड़कता है,

मगर गुफ़्तगू नहीं करते ख़ुद से,

बहुत दूर आ गए हैं लोग।

हमें आगे और भी बुरा-भला कहेंगे लोग,

मगर साथ चलेंगे चलने वाले लोग।

हम बहुत कमज़ोर हैं कि कुछ नहीं कहते,

आख़िर में ख़ुदकुशी करने वाले लोग।

– अंजली पाण्डे 
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प्रत्येकाच्या मनात

दडलं असतंच एक गाव 

नसेना का त्याला 

कुठलं तरी विशिष्ठ नाव !

हळू हळू गावाला नेणारे रस्ते 

होत जातात धूसर मूक 

बेसावध क्षणी मात्र मन आतूर 

पोहोचवतं तिथे बिनचूक

डोंगरात लपलेल्या गावाचा

नागमोडी रस्ता भिरभिरा 

पडवी ओसरीचं कौलारू घर

दारात खडा हिरवा पहारा 

ताटकळत, झेलून जिंकलेल्या 

बुचाची सर ऑर्कीडला नाही 

‘कोंबडा की कोंबडी’ खेळत चाखलेल्या 

काळ्या मैनेची चव उतरत नाही 

सगळी सुट्टी फक्त गप्पा दंगा मस्ती 

डोक्याला नव्हता कुठलाच ताप 

खिडकीतून पाऊस यायचा दुडदुडत 

अन् थेट आभाळालाच पोहोचायचे हात 

आजही शोधते गोधडीत आजीची

सुरकुतलेली मऊसूत माया 

नक्की काय नाव ह्या गावाचं ?

की बालपण म्हणतात ह्याला ?  

की बालपण म्हणतात ह्याला ??? 

—डॉ. अपर्णा घैसास
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Resolve, In the Face of a World Designed to Make You Feel like Less
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I refuse to hate myself.

to be smaller, less bright, more pale.

I refuse to go out of my way 

to make things comfortable for you,

to spend my day crying in a gym because

“Any boy would date you if you were thinner.”

I REFUSE to be what you want to see,

to starve, 

to carve my body 

to fit in your life,

a neat bookshelf.

I REFUSE to hate myself.

I refuse to let you inside my head.

You are not the voice inside my head.

You cannot be the voice inside my head.

I occupy too much space.

I am not made from your prototype,

body of the perfect photo-type.

I refuse to feel shame if I can’t

colour within the lines.

I REFUSE to hate myself.

You are wasting your time.

– Arista 
d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
ABOUT THE BOOK

Beyond The Drafts, as the ftitle suggests, is a bold reminder
to let your art step out of the drafts, because once it does,
you never know who it might reach or quietly inspire.

What began as a simple invitation to write, unfolded into
something far more powerful. Beyond the Drafts is an
anthology, filled with raw, honest, and unfiltered expression,
born out of a World Poetry Day initiative at Bookbar. What
was meant to be a quiet celebration of poetry soon
transformed into an outpouring of expression, as poets from
all walks of life came forward to share their words. This
anthology brings together 46 poems. Each poem a glimpse
into the poet’s personal world, each page a reflection of
courage, vulnerability, and truth. More than just an
anthology, this is as a testament: that art deserves to be
shared, that voices deserve to be heard, and sometimes, all
it takes is an invitation to begin. Written by the Poets of
Bookbar, this is a celebration of expression in its purest form.
An expression that stands as a proof, that you can move
mountains and blow winds of movements all by putting your
pen to a paper or from the push of a button, and by putting
your most honest foot forward towards art.

Step in, get inspired and discover what lies beyond the
drafts.
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