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Editors Note

Young, Wild & Unwritten was born out of a simple but urgent question: what does it mean to grow up in a world that is constantly asking young people to decide—quickly, clearly, and correctly—who they are meant to be?

Across classrooms, deserts, old cities, creative workshops, and midnight streets, the stories in this anthology answer that question not with certainty, but with courage. These are not tales of perfect victories or tidy endings. They are stories of becoming—messy, tentative, fiercely alive. Together, they form a chorus of young voices learning to listen to themselves in a world that often speaks too loudly.

At Tailorbird, we believe young adult literature is not a genre defined by age, but by intensity—of feeling, of discovery, of risk. YA stories matter because they hold space for questions that adults often forget how to ask. This anthology brings together five such narratives, each distinct in voice and setting, yet united by a shared emotional truth: growing up is less about finding answers and more about learning how to stay—with uncertainty, with love, with oneself.

In “Backspace and Butterflies” by Soma Sen, silence becomes a language. Meher and Souvik do not fall into love; they edge toward it, stumble, retreat, and rewrite. Their story unfolds in pauses, metaphors, erased sentences, and unfinished sketches. It reminds us that not all connections announce themselves loudly—some arrive gently, demanding patience and care. In a culture obsessed with fluency and speed, this story honours slowness, neurodiversity, and the courage it takes to be emotionally visible. Love here is not dramatic; it is deliberate. And in that deliberateness lies its power.

“The Sky Beneath Jaisalmer” by Sreeparna Bajpai shifts the terrain from the intimate to the mythic, yet its emotional core remains deeply personal. Inaaya Khan’s journey through desert landscapes, buried stepwells, and celestial legends is also a journey through inheritance, loss, and memory. This story resists the temptation to frame heritage as a passive legacy. Instead, it argues that history demands participation—that truth must be chosen, even when it is dangerous. Inaaya’s courage lies not in conquering a myth, but in protecting it, understanding that memory itself can be a form of guardianship.

With “The Fourth Bench from the Left,” Bipasa Roy Chowdhury returns us to a space most readers know intimately: the classroom. Yet what unfolds on that ordinary bench is anything but ordinary. Friendship here is not idealised; it is tested, bruised, broken, and rebuilt. Naina, Mili, Kabir, and Soumya do not fit neatly together, and that is precisely why their bond matters. The story captures the fragile democracy of adolescent friendship—how loyalty is learned, not assumed, and how belonging is something we practice daily. Long after exams are forgotten, the bench remains, reminding us that some of the most formative education happens outside the syllabus.

In “Paper Tigers,” Tarun Roy Chowdhury invites readers into a Kolkata where myth and modernity breathe side by side. This is a story that understands the city as a living archive, where forgotten stories do not disappear—they wait. Priyajit’s awakening of the ink-born tigers is thrilling, but the true heart of the narrative lies in its exploration of responsibility. What does it mean to inherit stories? What are we willing to give up to protect them? By asking its young protagonist to sacrifice a cherished memory, the story insists that imagination is not escapism—it is a moral force, demanding care, accountability, and courage.

Finally, “The Last Rickshaw Ride” by Kamal Prasad Mishra closes the anthology on a lyrical, reflective note. Amal’s midnight journey through Old Delhi is both fantastical and achingly familiar. Guided by Baba Rehmat, he travels through spaces loaded with regret, inheritance, and suppressed desire. This story speaks directly to a generation caught between passion and practicality, between what is expected and what feels true. Amal’s choice—to create rather than conform—is not framed as rebellion, but as reclamation. The ride may end, but the act of choosing oneself becomes an ongoing journey.

What binds these stories together is not genre, setting, or even plot—it is their refusal to rush growth. Each narrative allows its characters to hesitate, to fail, to question, and to return. In a time that rewards certainty and speed, Young, Wild & Unwritten insists on something quieter and braver: the value of becoming at one’s own pace.

This anthology is also deeply Indian—not in a decorative sense, but in its emotional textures. The cities, schools, myths, and families that populate these pages are recognisable, lived-in spaces. Yet the themes they explore—belonging, identity, memory, love, and choice—are universal. These are stories that speak outward without losing their roots.

As editor, it has been a privilege to bring these voices together. Each writer approaches youth with respect, not nostalgia. They do not talk down to their characters or their readers. Instead, they trust young people with complexity, ambiguity, and emotional truth. That trust is the quiet strength of this book.

Young, Wild & Unwritten is for readers standing at thresholds—between childhood and adulthood, certainty and doubt, leaving and staying. It is for those who are still writing themselves, sentence by sentence, draft by draft. These stories do not promise easy answers. What they offer instead is companionship: a reminder that you are not alone in your questions, your fear, or your hope.

Because some stories are not meant to be finished. They are meant to be lived.

Anindita Dhar

December 2025, Kolkata
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There is a moment—quiet, often unnoticed—when childhood loosens its grip but adulthood has not yet taken over. It lives in pauses: between two sentences not spoken, between a dream postponed and a decision forced, between what the world expects and what the heart quietly insists on becoming. Young, Wild & Unwritten exists in that moment.

This anthology is not about growing up as a destination. It is about growing through—through confusion, resistance, longing, fear, tenderness, and choice. These stories do not treat youth as a phase to be outgrown or corrected. Instead, they honour it as a state of intensity, where everything feels sharper: love cuts deeper, loss echoes longer, hope feels dangerously close to belief. To be young here is not to be naïve—it is to be awake.

The five stories gathered in this collection come from different emotional geographies: a university workshop in Delhi, a desert steeped in celestial memory, a school bench worn smooth by shared elbows and secrets, a city where myths breathe under concrete, and an old rickshaw rolling through a night thick with inheritance. Yet beneath these varied settings runs a shared pulse. Each story asks the same essential question in its own language: Who am I allowed to be, and what happens if I choose myself anyway?

We live in a time that demands clarity from young people far too early. Choose your career. Choose your future. Choose a version of yourself that can be explained in forms and interviews. Mistakes are tolerated only if they are productive; hesitation is treated as weakness. Against this pressure, Young, Wild & Unwritten offers something quietly radical: permission to pause. Permission to not know. Permission to try, fail, retreat, and return.

In “Backspace and Butterflies,” language itself becomes a site of struggle and intimacy. Meher writes because words are the only way she knows how to exist. Souvik draws because words have never made room for him. Their bond is built not on fluency, but on listening—on allowing silence, erasure, and unfinished thoughts to hold meaning. This story understands something deeply human: that communication is not about perfection, but about patience. In a world obsessed with articulation and confidence, it reminds us that vulnerability often speaks in quieter forms.

“The Sky Beneath Jaisalmer” stretches the idea of youth beyond the personal and into the ancestral. Inaaya Khan’s journey through buried stepwells and star-mapped legends is also a confrontation with absence—of a mother, of certainty, of a stable home. Here, coming of age is inseparable from reckoning with history. The story refuses to treat heritage as ornament or nostalgia. Instead, it frames memory as responsibility. Inaaya does not inherit her past passively; she chooses it, protects it, and in doing so, reshapes it. This is youth not as rebellion alone, but as guardianship.

In “The Fourth Bench from the Left,” becoming happens in the most ordinary of spaces. A classroom. A seating chart. A wooden bench scratched with names and restless energy. And yet, within this ordinariness unfolds the profound labour of friendship. Naina, Mili, Kabir, and Soumya do not form a perfect circle. They misunderstand each other. They wound each other. They leave and return. Their story insists that belonging is not found—it is built, slowly, imperfectly, through forgiveness and choice. Long after grades fade, it is this emotional education that remains.

“Paper Tigers” reminds us that stories themselves are alive. Set in a Kolkata where forgotten myths wait patiently, this narrative asks what it means to awaken the past without understanding its cost. Priyajit’s journey is not about heroism in its loudest sense. It is about responsibility—about learning that imagination carries weight, that stories demand care, and that protecting something meaningful may require personal sacrifice. This is a coming-of-age tale that understands creativity not as escape, but as duty.

And then there is “The Last Rickshaw Ride,” a story that moves like memory itself—nonlinear, tender, haunted. Amal’s midnight journey through Old Delhi is a reckoning with suppressed selves: the artist buried under expectations, the dreamer silenced by practicality, the child still listening for permission. Guided by the enigmatic Baba Rehmat, Amal learns that leaving is easy; choosing is harder. His transformation is not explosive—it is internal, irrevocable. The story closes the anthology with a quiet truth: sometimes courage looks like staying true, even when no one is watching.

Together, these stories resist neat endings. They do not promise that everything will work out. What they promise instead is honesty. Growth here is not a straight line; it loops, stumbles, doubles back. The characters in this book are not rewarded for certainty. They are changed by attention—by noticing what hurts, what matters, what refuses to disappear.

The title Young, Wild & Unwritten is not a slogan. It is a state of being. Young not as an age, but as openness. Wild not as chaos, but as refusal to be tamed by fear alone. Unwritten not as emptiness, but as possibility. These stories understand that identity is not discovered fully formed—it is drafted, edited, crossed out, and rewritten.

This collection is for readers who recognise themselves in thresholds. For those who feel out of step, unfinished, unsure. For those who have been told to be practical when their hearts are restless, to be quiet when something inside them is loud. It is for anyone who has ever stood between leaving and staying, safety and truth, inheritance and invention.

As you read, you may find parts of yourself reflected here—not as you are expected to be, but as you are becoming. These stories do not instruct. They accompany. They sit beside you on the bench, in the workshop, in the desert night, in the back of a rickshaw moving through memory.

Some books offer answers. This one offers courage.

Because the most important stories are not the ones that end perfectly, but the ones that teach us how to keep writing ourselves— bravely, imperfectly, and in our own time.

Backspace and Butterflies

Soma Sen

Souvik Khurana hated the sound of pens scratching against paper. To most people, it was nothing more than a background noise—a classroom lullaby of sorts—but to him, it was a cruel reminder of how far behind he always was. The letters on the page swam before his eyes, shifting, twisting, smudging themselves into shapes that looked like words but refused to be read. The old classroom in North Campus smelled of musty books, spilled coffee, and ambition. Dust danced in the afternoon light pouring in through the broken blinds of the Arts Faculty building. Souvik sat in the last row, sketchbook open, pen uncapped, head lowered—not in surrender, but in stubborn rebellion. Words failed him, but lines and curves didn’t. While the rest of the students jotted down the day’s writing prompt, he drew a boy sitting under a streetlamp, writing poems into the void. This wasn’t supposed to be part of his coursework. Creative Writing was an optional workshop, one he hadn’t wanted but needed for his credit tally. It wasn’t even listed under his core modules—just a “recommended” elective. But somehow, here he was, in a room of overly enthusiastic writers, sitting across from a girl who was already halfway through her second poem on the word “cinder.” Her name—Meher Arora—was printed neatly in black ink on her journal. Her bangles clinked every time she moved her hand, and her sentences—when she read them aloud—sounded like monsoon songs dipped in metaphors. Souvik didn’t know how to deal with people who were fluent in metaphor. He thought in pictures, not poetry. She, it seemed, could turn silence into syllables. And that both intrigued and unnerved him

Meher had noticed him the moment he walked in—quiet, lanky, tired-eyed, with an old canvas bag and a notebook filled not with words but with worlds. She didn’t know his name yet, but his art caught her before his voice ever could. She’d seen him sketch an entire corridor of Miranda House in three minutes flat while the instructor spoke about the difference between narrative and exposition. Most people in the class spoke too much, wrote too little. Souvik didn’t speak at all. It fascinated her. In her world of literary excess, he was economy. Crisp. Still. And that silence made her itch. When the instructor, Tashi Dey—a non-binary poet with a flair for drama and a nose ring that glinted under tube lights—announced that students would be paired for a semester-long collaborative writing project, Meher had hoped for someone bold, experimental, quirky. Not a boy who hadn’t spoken a single word since the workshop began. Naturally, fate had other plans. “Meher Arora and Souvik Khurana,” Tashi announced with theatrical pause, and Meher groaned inwardly. He didn’t react. No eye contact. No smile. Nothing. He simply nodded once and resumed drawing a pair of scissors cutting through clouds. She approached him after class, notebook in hand, unsure whether to say something literary or casual. “Hi,” she said finally, “I’m Meher. Looks like we’re story partners now.” Souvik looked up, blinked twice, and said, “Okay.” That was it. No flourish, no polite curiosity. Just okay. The girl who lived in similes had just met the boy who edited emotions with silence.

That first week of partnership was an exercise in miscommunication. She sent him voice notes filled with ideas—stories about love letters lost in libraries, dream sequences involving trains to nowhere, and characters who spoke in borrowed dialogues. He sent back sketches. No words, no context—just scenes drawn in charcoal and pen. One picture showed a paper boat floating in a cracked teacup. Another had a boy standing before a bookshelf where the books were windows, each revealing a different sky. Meher was frustrated but intrigued. What was she supposed to do with images? Write over them? Around them? Or just feel them? On Thursday, after their third awkward meeting at the café outside campus, she finally asked, “Why don’t you write back?” He shrugged. “Words get stuck,” he said. That was the longest sentence he had spoken so far. She stared at him, eyes softening. “Maybe I can unstick them.” That made him look up, the corner of his mouth twitching into what might have been the beginning of a smile. They sat in silence, their tea going cold. The world bustled outside—auto horns, protesting students, lovers arguing under neem trees—but inside that small moment, something shifted. Not quite a friendship, not quite trust—but the earliest, quietest version of both. Somewhere between her metaphors and his sketches, a story had already begun.

✦ ✦ ✦

By the second week, the strangeness between them had softened into a kind of rhythm—tentative, unspoken, but undeniably there. Meher would speak; Souvik would listen. Meher would ramble about possible themes for their story—fading childhoods, unspoken griefs, or lovers trapped in separate timelines—and Souvik would quietly nod, occasionally scribbling or sketching while she spoke, his pencil gliding across paper like he was tracing emotion itself. He rarely interrupted, never contradicted, and almost always handed her something unexpected at the end—a drawing, a phrase written in jagged capital letters, or once, just a scribble of blue that looked like a sky in mourning. Meher found herself leaning into his quietude. In a campus filled with people who vied for attention, Souvik made stillness feel like a rare language, something almost holy. She didn’t understand all of him yet—but she no longer felt the need to. Her writing began to shift, too. Sentences grew leaner. Similes surrendered. The girl who once compared heartbreak to thunderstorms now found poetry in ellipses and unfinished lines. Souvik, in turn, began to listen to her with less tension. He still didn’t write much, but he began bringing drawings that matched her metaphors—a house with doors that never opened, a train with no driver, a moth circling a flame shaped like a typewriter. It was as if he’d begun to read her, not through words, but through energy. Through mood. Through quiet.

One afternoon, their workshop session got canceled, and Meher, on a whim, asked Souvik if he wanted to walk. He surprised her by saying yes. They walked through Kamla Nagar as the October sun slanted like old gold against the redbrick buildings. They stopped by a secondhand bookstore, where Meher ran her fingers along the cracked spines of forgotten paperbacks. “This is my idea of heaven,” she said. Souvik gave her a look and muttered, “Too many words.” She laughed, and for the first time, he did too—a short, surprised laugh like a song he didn’t expect to know the tune of. They bought chai from a roadside stall, sat on a low boundary wall, and talked—or rather, she talked while he occasionally nodded or smiled in half-agreements. She told him about her mother, Professor Madhavi Arora, who thought creative writing was just a hobby for people who couldn’t make it in academia. She shared how even her best lines were often met with cold silence at home, how her journals were read more by her friends than her own family. Souvik, in return, told her about his father’s business in Lajpat Nagar, his older brother Veer who lived in Singapore and set the golden benchmark for everything from GPA to bank balance. He didn’t go into details, but Meher didn’t need them. She could tell. The disappointment in his voice was not anger—it was inheritance. A weight passed down. “They think I’m wasting time drawing things that don’t exist,” he said. “But those are the only things that feel real to me.” Meher looked at him then, truly looked, and said, “That’s because the invisible things last longer.”

By the time they returned to campus, the lights had come on across the lawns, and the jamun trees cast long shadows on the pavement. Something about that walk lingered—like a page half-turned, like a word almost remembered. Over the next few days, their collaborative story began to take shape. It wasn’t linear. It wasn’t even conventional. But it was theirs. They decided to work on a story about two strangers who communicated only through found objects and scribbled messages left in books at a forgotten library. He would illustrate; she would narrate. The plot didn’t matter as much as the feeling—of reaching out, of being seen, of not being fluent in the world’s language and yet finding a way to speak. As they pieced it together, their own lives slowly began to echo the tale. Meher started waiting for his sketches. Souvik began expecting her voice notes. Even the silences between them began to feel intentional, comforting. But under the
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