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This collection of poems is a reflection of the author's personal thoughts, feelings, and experiences. It’s an artistic expression meant to connect with readers on an emotional level, and everyone may interpret the poems differently. Please understand that these poems are not intended to target or offend anyone, nor should they be taken as advice or instruction.

While some pieces may touch on universal themes, they are purely from the author's perspective. Any similarities to actual people or events are coincidental. As with all art, I encourage you to explore these words with an open mind and heart, finding your own meaning in them.

Thank you for being part of this journey.
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"All's fair in love and poetry."

-Taylor Swift

Hi all, 

This is Shreeja. This is my first book and I'm super excited and happy about it. The thought of getting my poems published dates back to September, 2023, where many people advised and encouraged me to get all my poems published. Finally, I see that vision of mine turning into a reality.

So here is a compilation of all the poems I have written in the span of 3 years. Different themes, different words and different emotions.. Whenever I get free from my daily schedule I pick my pen and diary and put my thoughts in the form of a poem. 

All these poems are some emotion of mine. Some of these are inspired by the one and only- Taylor Swift. Sometimes listening to her music wakened up the thoughts in my head and inspired me to write.

This book is truly dedicated to my parents and brother, they are my biggest supporters and my strength. I love you guys the most. Also special thanks to my best friend Gaurvi. She and my parents are the first readers of my poems in their raw forms. To Parnika for encouraging me to get my book published and being the sweetest person on the planet for helping me throughout the process. Truly indebted to Gyanvriksha Publications for their support. And to the four most craziest and awesome people who helped me to choose a name for the book. And yes, Shourya (my brother) for clicking all the BTS pictures.

And lastly to each and everyone of you who is deciding to read this book. 

I love you all so so much.
[image: image]ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Shreeja Rohilla has always had a deep love for poetry, songs, and books. She wrote her first poem at the age of 12 and hasn’t stopped since. Now, as a CA Intermediate student and pursuing her B.Com at DAV PG College, life can get pretty busy—but whenever she finds a quiet moment, she turns to poetry to express her thoughts and emotions.

In school, Shreeja was part of the editorial board for the magazine, and her poems have been featured in a few publications since then. Her poems may be raw and simple, but through them, she hopes readers can feel the emotions she’s trying to share.
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कविताएं..
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कविताएं तो एक माध्यम है अपनी भावनाओं को व्यक्त करने का..

ये एक साधन है अपनी भीगी पलकों को सुखाने का..

कुछ ना कह कर भी सब कुछ कहा जाने का..

अपने दर्द को शब्दों में बयां करने का..

अपनी खुशी को खूबसूरती से शब्दों में बयां करने का..

यह छोटी सी उम्मीद है सपनों को सजाने की..

शब्दों की एक माला बनाकर अपने आप को व्यक्त करने का..

यह माध्यम है अपनी भावनाओं को कुछ शब्दों में बताने का..

यह एक माध्यम है कुछ शब्दों में बड़ी कहानी लिखे जाने का..

यह माध्यम है कागज पर अपनी कल्पना सच करने का..

कविताएं एक साधन है अपनी भीगी पलकों को सुखाने का..
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ये ही तो मेरे भगवान है
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मां बाप हर फर्ज निभाते..जीवन भर का कर्ज चुकाते..

बच्चों की खुशी के लिए, अपने सुख-चैन भूल जाते..

दोनों भगवान के समान है..

हमारी जिंदगी और अपनी जिंदगी दोनों चलाते..

हमें हमारी पहचान देते..हर पल हमारा साथ निभाते..

पर एक पल भी इनसे दूरी लगती सदियों जैसी है..

मेरे माता-पिता ने हमेशा से मुझे सिखाया यही-

"बनो सबसे काबिल तुम, इसी में है हमारी जीत",

जब छोटी थी गुस्सा आता था की हर बात पर ये ही सुनने को मिलता है,

पर जब बड़ी हुई तो समझ आई उनकी बात की अहमियत,

और उसे बात की गहराई..

इनकी हर डांट के बाद मैंने सीखा कुछ नया,

और लिया मैंने ये प्रण- "एक दिन काबिल बन करूंगी इनका नाम रोशन"..

इस संसार की गाड़ी का सबसे अहम पहिया है माता-पिता..

हमेशा इन्हें प्यार दो, इनसे ऊपर तो भगवान भी ना आते हैं..

धन्यवाद एक बहुत छोटा शब्द है..

इनके त्याग के आगे सब कुछ छोटा नजर है आता..
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मां
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उंगली पड़कर चलना सिखाया है तुमने..

खुद उदास होते हुए, हमें हंसाया है तुमने..

कभी गोलगप्पे सा मुंह फुला कर होती हमसे गुस्सा..

तो कभी प्यार की झप्पी देकर बेहलाया है तुमने..

चंद पंक्तियां आपके लिए- जिन्होंने गहरी पीड़ा सहकार जन्म दिया है हमें..

इतना लालन-पालन करने के बाद बड़ा किया है हमें..

आपका प्यार है सबसे निराला..

हमेशा सही गलत का फर्क सिखाती आप..

दिल की धड़कन में हमेशा बस्ती आप..

अपने सपनों को त्याग कर, हमारी ख्वाहिशें करती पुरी..

अगर मैं रोहूं या परेशान हूं तो चुटकियों में जानती उसे सुलझाना..

कभी कोई गलत बोले मेरे बारे में तो, उनसे लड़ जाती हो आप मां..

यह कर्ज आपका अपने जीवन में कभी न चुका पाऊंगी मां..

जितना आप करती हो उसका आधा कभी ना कर पाऊंगी मां..

कभी शायद बता ना पाई.. 

की कितना प्यार करती हूं मैं आपसे मां..
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दोस्ती क्या है?
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सुख दुख के अफसानों का..

ये एक राज़ है सदा निभाने का..

ये पाल दो पल की बात नहीं..

ये तो एक फर्ज है उम्र भर निभाने का..

किसी की जिंदगी में आकर कभी ना वापस जाने का..

ये तो एक फर्ज है उम्र भर निभाने का..

एक अनदेखी डोर से बंध जाने का..

ये तो एक फर्ज है उम्र भर निभाने का.. 

ये नहीं है दर्द रोने रुलाने का..

ये तो छोटा सा ख्याल है एक खुशी के आशियाने का..

ये कोई कांटा नहीं है..

ये तो फूल है जिंदगी की राहों को महकने का..

ये तो एक फर्ज है उम्र भर निभाने का..

ये नाम है आपस में खुशियां बांटने का.. 

आंखों के आंसुओं को खुशी में बदल देने का..

ये तकदीर में लिखी होती है..

फिर धीरे-धीरे खुद अफसाना बन जाती है जमाने का..

ये तो एक फर्ज है उम्र भर निभाने का..

दोस्ती नाम है कुछ खोकर भी सब कुछ पाने का..

खुद रोकर भी अपने दोस्त को हंसाने का..

इसमें प्यार भी है और कभी-कभी तकरार भी.. 

ये तो एक फर्ज है उम्र भर निभाने का..
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कैसा यह अखबार है आया
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होठों पर जो बात आए,

हर वो बात कहनी जरूरी है क्या?

प्यार तो यह एक-तरफा ही था,

पर मैंने किया पुरी शिद्दत से था.. 

सोचा था कुछ पर हुआ कुछ,

कैसा ये प्यार अंधा था..

बेवजह ही वो शामें हंसी, ना मिला तेरा सहारा..

पर सुबह सवेरे फिर जब आंखें खुली,

तो देखा मैंने ये नजारा, 

दहलीज पर मेरी,

मोहब्बत का अखबार है आया..

जिससे एक लफ्ज में भी बात ना हो पाती,

उनका यह सुहाना सा ख्याल आया, 

तस्वीर देखकर धड़कन बढ़ती,

कैसा ये मौसम आया..

किसी ने शायद सोचा ये, 

कि मेरी कहानी भी होनी चाहिए पूरी, 

उसकी आवाज सुनने को मचल पड़ता मन मेरा,

हर चाय की चुस्की के साथ पढ़ रही हूं,

ये अखबार नया,जो है इतना सुहाना,

अरे! देखूं तो जरा क्या उसके ख्याल में भी मेरा नाम है आया.. 

ये कैसा मोहब्बत का अखबार है आया..
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चिट्ठियां..
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कुछ रिश्ते कितने खूबसूरत होते हैं..

पराये होकर भी अपने लगते हैं..

दिमाग ने कहा कि वो है अजनबी..

पर दिल ने कहा कि यह है दिल लगी..

अकेली बैठी होती तो आता ये ख्याल,

क्या वो भी मेरे बारे में सोचता होगा?

चाय की चुस्कियों संग पढ़ती उसकी चिट्ठियां..

तस्वीर देखकर उसकी मन मेरा मचलता..

हमेशा तुम्हारा इंतजार रहता..

काश कभी सामने आ सकते तुम,

और अपने दिल का हाल सुना सकती मैं..

चिट्ठी में लिखने की हिम्मत ना होती..

काश तुमसे मिलकर बता सकती कैसे तुमने मुझे बदला..

जिंदगी देखने का दूसरा नजरिया दिखाया..

तुमसे बेहतर कोई न समझ सका मुझे..

अपनी चिट्ठियों में कहीं बार लिखी थी यह सारी बातें मैंने..

डर के मारे कभी ना भेजी तुमको..

हाल-चाल हमेशा चिट्ठी में पढ़कर, मुझे लगता कुछ अधूरा..

जी मचलता तुम्हारी आवाज सुनने को..

तुम्हारे मुंह से अपना नाम सुनने को..

चिट्ठियों के सहारे जी रही हूं,

काश! तुम मेरे सामने आ पाते!
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MINE
He's playing on repeat, in my mind.
He's my favourite song
Never want to find another.
His existence makes me lovesick.
In'this world of boys, he is the gentleman of my dreams
His wild eyes diive me crazy.
His smile makes my heart futer
1ty not to stare,
But my eyes have got some other plans.
Maybe I got lovestruck.
He's the reason 1 write these poems.
Twant to tell him how I feel
Oh God he drives me insane!!
He looks atme and there's something unspoken between us
What's this something?
Istay up til midnight thinking answers to my questions
Twamna tell him my feelings
But i lock: them deep down in my heart
Maybe I wanna be drunk: in this love
But one day we talk, he smiles and says,
"Your smile and eyes drive me crazy”
I wanna make you mine"
Oh God! the blood rushes into my cheeks
He makes me fearless to say it aloud
And Ifindy say,
It crazy, Tloved you ll ths time."
"Youll be the best thing I ever call MINE.."
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Never me

How stupid T was to not see,

The way you played with my feelings
You called me pretty, beautiful and what not.
Saying the same to ten others at the time.
Tloved you with all my heart
Known you since childhood.

How from a friend you tumed into my sweetheart
That was one sided maybe always or maybe not
Those long paragraphs for your birthday.
Expecting the same from you
Then ignore the fact you forgot my birthday.
Twas too blind to see it
That day I was about to say how 1liked you.
But couldn't have the cowrage to say.

The excitement to meet you after months and days.
Made me smile
August was supposed to be my month,

That day was supposed to be my day.

You smiled atme and it was perfect
But later you messed up everything
You were with her.

Talking, laughing, saying sweet nothings.

The same things you did with me
Then had the guts to call me to join you her.
Oh God, maybe it was me, who was blind to see
It was never me.

It was never me.
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Beginnings
How long do Ihold on to the memories.
Canthings be the same again?
These memories now pierce my heart
They feel like a burden.
How do Tlet you go?
‘When you have become that stranger whose laugh rings
in my eas
Inmy dreams too.

T can recognise you just by your presence
Was loving you really amistake?
Was being your friend a lie?

‘Were those convos alie?

But I1l have to move on.

Move on from everything,

Tofind the ones who are true to me.
Who love me for the way I am.

T1l have to let go of you.

To find myself again
But Il thank you for showing me the reality of lfe
Maybe Il stil hold on to the memories,
And they would hold on to me.
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Just Like Belle

Her love for books is more than anything,
She is transported to some other land while reading
them.

Just books and nothing else.

And her life is complete just with this lile thing,
She's just like Belle
Awnique il
A crazy bookworm,

Free spiited and heroic
Sings songs about reading and having adventures rather
than faling in love
She's differentfrom the crowd.

Outspoken, Quirky, Kind and Loving
The crowd denounced her, hated her for who she was
She always had her head bent down.

Always wnaware of her invisible  crown,

Just Reading and reading and going around.
Wishing for the adventures in the wids
She was beauty inside out
Maybe they despised her, but deep down she was what
they wanted to be.
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Like her

She said she was okay.
But deep down she wasn' even fine
She cries behind the closed door,
Looses her mind looking at the mirror like she wans to.
And nobody knows
Her miserable  state
Being kept like a secret while keeping them like an
oath
She doesn't know what to do.
She wants to go back to the old times- to her old self
But she doesn't know where to find it again.
Oh! how innocent she was
But she got played.
She loved them and wished they stayed.
For her they went from people she knows to people she
doesn't,

But deep down she stil cares.
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Her

Her mind imagines huge things.
She has huge dreams
She wants to fulil all of them.
She wants to make the world in her mind a realy.
She never wants to change herselt
Nomatter how hard this cruel world tries to change her.
She wants to make her ife the reality of her dreams.
She'l give her blood, sweat and tears for everything she
‘wants.
She'l show those who hate her, feel jealous of her- Her
capabilies
Because she may be an old school girl
But she is what everyone wants to be.
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Secrets

Missing someone, who doesn't care his different
Ithits deep
You were my favourite people
But maybe not anymore,
Life's going on.
And I'm sl at that crossroad.
You haunt me in my dreams
It shouldn't have been ths.
Everything was about me.
Your jokes.
Your secret talks.
Your secret hangouts, where you forgot about my
existence.
You were with me duing my highs
But left e alone duing my lows
I can't move on, even though 11y,
Looking at you guys enjoying alone makes me cry.
Maybe when we were together, we weren' reclly.
Twas dlone then and I'm dlone now.
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This Mysterious Thing
Hes aboy, always treated lice atoy.
He always loved truly and passionately.
He got misunderstood and suffered a bit too much.
But then one day,

She looked at him, losing herself in his eyes.
Are they stangers or something since forever?
Could this be real? Does he feel the same?

He lost bis faith in love.

But when he looked at her time stopped.

Her inocent eyes,

Made his heart fluter.

Soon they both had each other in their head and heart
That butterfly feeling took over them.
Silently praying to never hurt each other.
These unspoken words spoke louder than words.
She believed in love atfirst sight
Her belief tuming into a realty
He found himself "The one’ who restored his faith in
love
Love is a mysterious  thing
Giving wings to the purest of sous.
Making them complete.
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A break-up?

How hard it is for me to accept.
Things are not the same between us anymore
Things were nice and promised to be 'forever”
Maybe they thought my heart was made of glass.
Finally the glass slipped and shattered into pieces.
Tused to think they were my kind of people
But the truth broke me altogether.
Months passed and we are strangers.
Maybe my sadness is slowly tuming into hatred.
Those tears for not knowing your secret talks also faded
into hatred.
Friendship break-ups were amyth.
Which slowly tumed into areality for me
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Her (pt.2)
In the night's deep dark: embrace,
Her eyes held the shine, which even the stars envied
Her smile lights up the world.
But sometimes she wore a thousand faces to hide her
own.
Maybe she was like the clouds- heavy and dark.
Just waiting to fall like rain
He saw her like agorgeous piece of art or maybe a piece
of poety.
She was his imagination which walked into his life in
reality
He loved her for who she was, how she was.
Her aura was made of roses, poetry and galaxies,
He thought to himseli- "Out of al the faces in the world
hers is the perfect one for me.."
She felt lie amess,
But for him she's amasterpiece.
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She

The blue drops of rain.
Take away al that pain.
They become evidence of all the hurt she goes through
She'll make all her dreams come true.
She'l bloom.
Like the flowers bloom in spring
She'l do whatever it takes
She tries and tries and ries
She's gets broken hearted.
But she stil smiles
She's the bravest gil anyone has ever seen.
She's crazy but she truly cares and loves her close ones.
She's a hopeless romantic
Dreaming for her Prince Charming
Someone who'l love her for who she tly is
Someone who'll see her as the gem she is
The kindest soul yet she's broken.
Someone who'l mend her heat,
She'll mend her broken wings.
She'l stay this way forever and ever.
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Silence..

She sits there in the dark: room.
With tears streaming down her eyes
Memories playing in her head.
She swipes the photos on the phone
He left her all alone.

‘When she needed him the most.
The time they spent together flashes in front of her eyes.
She doesn't know whom to question.
What to say.

She regrets him.

The time spent with him.

Al those conversations.

She wants to scream.

But her throat hurts
Her tears have dried.

The sience is kiling her.

1’ just so deafening
But maybe amidst all the chaos,
Her silence will give him all the answers if he ever
retums,
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You are in love

There was a golden glow in the evening,
Everything It up.
She stood there alone
Not knowing someone secretly staring,
She looked t everyone, dancing and singing
She missed someone maybe.
Someone she didn't even know.
There he was staring asif star-struck.
Her smile was like the flowers.
Eyes some extraordinary miracle
His heart futtered.. cheeks heating up.
She caught him staring,
Then got lost in his eyes.
They talked for hours and houss
Their eyes told some unspoken stores.
They felt too close.
They both were lost in each other.
Suddenly she spoke,
"The moon is beautiful, isn't it?"
"Hm. maybe just like your existence”
And in that moment they both felt intertwined.
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A tortured heart
Tused to write in my letters
With the thought of knowing him better
Looking athis smile made my heart feel on the verge of
exploding
But deep down maybe my soul was also imploding
Tslowly drifted into the grey skies.
Rain started flooding my eyes.
Thinking 1 knew him the best.
But Islowly kiled myself waiting for him.
They called me lovesick.
And maybe arazy too.
Ignored the wamings.. the signs.. the changed you.
My heart was already tortured.
And now shattered into pieces too
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Emotions~

"This life is a big dream,
Sometimes feels lie a nightmare.
Sometimes feels ecstatic.

Al these emotions drowned into
ik,

Forms words which I can't speak.
These are my emotions from my
heart they leak."
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Time
As i tumed 18, T saw the real world.
Tgot to know, how people hide their real self behind a
mask.
Sometimes 1 don't have any control over my feelings.
Songs make me emotional. They make me feel
nostalgic
About everything,
Childhood.. school. teenage
Everything seems lize amatter of seconds
"Time waits for none’, they said.
And slowly the moments fade
Feels like yesterday i held my mother's finger.
Feels like yesterday my father took me to school for the
first time.
But as I grow up.. I don't know how to feel.

1 feel lonely and sad with no control over my emotions.
Al Tthink about is my childhood and school.
Tlook at the photographs.

And finally the nostalga thinking about "those were the
days" hits me hard
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Am I getting numb?
Overthinking is becoming my greatest enemy.

Slowly leading me to insanity.
The ‘what ifs' suround my mind,

A psychological tomado, that no one can see
And then amental breakdown becomes imminent for
me
Just when i think Thave ahold on my lfe,
Situations make me feel worthless.

T g0 numb, deep in thoughts.

Irun away from realty to a world of my own.

1 pray for life to start all over again
Sometimes I'm done with people
Iget afraid from letting someone come in my lfe
Tget scared from living the lfe Twant
Those memories of people hating me keep coming back
to me.

Sometimes, my mind confronts my feelings
Tknow the answer is somewhere within me
But when I'sit alone, 1 just think-

‘Is it just aphase or am I getting numb to things?'
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Is he someone from my dreams?
From the bookshelf he picks ten books.
His heart seems there on the shelf too.
His jokes. His craziness.. His tals.
Al being noticed by someone lately.
Someone writes him in their thoughts
Poems and stories too maybe.
The air filed with music.
Enchants someone.
And there he sits alone stumming his guitar
Humming along sometimes.
Someone admires him silently.
The smie 5o sweet.
Unique too maybe.
‘The randomness in his eyes.
Innocently holding that mischief.
Looks ridiculous.

But is enchanting realy!
Witing all this in her diary she feels-
'Is he someone from my dreams?'
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Her own
She is a dreamer.
And he is in her dreams
He's like apoem she wishes she wrote
Out of l the bright things.

His smile is the brightest.
Having dreams to make him, hers
For her its him everywhere
The butterflies after seeing him.
Those one second eye contacts.
The way her heart stops beating athis stare.
She's fallen o hard.

That she can't even call her heart her own.
He watches her staring,
Abeautiful pair of eyes
As if writing love letters

‘Witten in a language understood by them.

Looking at each other all this time
Litle did they know,
An invisible string is tying them.
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‘Was this us two years ago?
Sometimes sitting alone in my room.
My thoughts g0 to the sky of gloom.
Tthink: about those, who maybe forgot about my
existence.
Maybe theyl text me today or someday.
Was this us 2 years ago?
Tmiss them thinking- 'oh maybe they miss me too.
1 stare at their pictures.
Tears roll down my cheeks.
Sometimes 1 felt like aleft out.
Tused to brush this thought off.
But maybe I was always left out
From their conversations, their inside jokes.
Their useless talks.. their secrets.. Their plans.
But maybe this stupid me stl cares for them.
My heart says- "there's stil hope"
But my brain asks again-
Was this us 2 years ago?
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It's time
The flowers,
The trees,
The nature,

Ttall reminds me of you
Though things are not the same
Twish they were.

Maybe I miss someone
Someone who doesn't even remember me
Life is not the usual things
It seems slowly rumning away from me
I'm trying, tiying and tying,
But maybe loosing it all
Maybe I'm buiding all these wals
And locking myself in.
Slowly breaking down.
Falling like the leaves in autumn.
Maybe I'm not doing enough.
And it reminds me of you.

T1l try to leave it behind
Let it be o
“cause maybe it's time to let go.
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This love

He saw her eyes holding the entire galaxy in them.
Her smile lighting up his world lie daylight.
Then she saw him.

Looking athim like Juliet looked at Romeo
Their eyes said the words.

The smiles never fading away.

Their silence said everything
He liked her eyes
She loved his smile
They felt timeless with each other.

It was their first love
Oh! how 5o beautfl.

She bloomed like the flowers in the spring.
Blood rushed into his cheeks, seeing her looking at him,
This was their first and true love,

Their silence played the music and they danced to its
beat.

Hand in hand.

Souls intertwined.

The snow was the evidence of their love story,

He kmelt on the ground.

Taking her hands in his
Making a promise for loving each other til they die
Promising to make this bond of forever and ever.
Romeo-Juliet tll the end always together.
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ME
Why am Ilie this??
Always overthinking,
Taking stuff to my brain
Making it all the more crazy.
"AHHH JUST GROW UP'my brain tells me
But my heart isn't ready to listen.

Ifeel everything tangled up, twisted and messy.
But maybe there's no one to blame but Me.
Ty, try and ty.

But maybe nothings in my favour.
Locked in my room, I ay, ary and ay.
Til al my tears iy,

Muffled sobs are heard
Who should 1 talk to, what should I do?

I'm not a kid anymore.
But now I'm scared of the world even more

1 panic for all the litle things
But maybe there's no one to blame but Me.
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How much she matters to me
T don't know how to describe our bond.
With being some kind of strangers then to now being
best friends.
Things changed between us ot
She listens to me ranting,
She acts ke my mother.
She gets scared when I get scared.
She's happy for my success and motivates me.
Tlove to initate her with my cheesy words
Without her theres always a void within me
A day without talking to her, is a day wasted for me
Noone can imagine how much important she is for me.
Cares for me lie amother and listens to me ke a
sister.
She knows everything about me.
She reads my mind and speaks words before i even let
them out
A sad day for me lights up just by talking to her.
She's my best friend and she's the most
important human to me
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Her Boldness

She was sitting with her head in the dark: clouds
Magbe she was broke inside.
But the smile she was canying the entire day.. was the
testament of her gentle nature.
She was too sad to a1y, 50 she smiled.
She dlways believed in- "Having cowage and being
kind.!
But maybe it was too much for her fragle heat,
So she tried to find her peace within the pieces of her
broken heart
She wanted to be stronger than ever.
She wore her scars with boldness that has never been
seen by anyone.
And she may not know s
But Shel be known for the boldness of her
faith in the futwre





