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Ashish Pratap Sahani is a bilingual poet and author whose words echo the silent struggles of life. Honored by national literary platforms including the Akhil Bharatiya Hindi Mahasabha, Delhi, his poetry bridges the emotional depth of personal pain and the universal longing for hope. ‘The Ink of My Scars’ is his bold expression of truth, healing, and survival.


Ink of My Scars

I don’t write with a pen,

I write with pieces of myself.

Each line a wound reopened,

Each verse a whispered scream.

They say scars fade—

Mine became ink.

Bleeding quietly onto pages

That never judged my pain.


The Weight I Wore

The world saw my smile,

Not the stones I carried beneath it.

My strength was silent,

But my silence roared within.

No one heard my battles,

Because they left no bruises.

But oh—how loud the quiet was

In my sleepless nights.


When Dreams Break

I dreamt in colors—

But woke up in grey.

Not every sunrise brings hope,

Some just reveal emptiness.

But even broken dreams

Can bloom again,

If you plant them

In the soil of resilience.


Hollow Victories

I’ve won battles

That made me feel emptier.

Because sometimes,

Survival doesn’t feel like success.

Yet here I stand—

Torn, tired, trembling—

But still standing.

That is enough for now.


A Letter to My Younger Self

You will fall—hard.

You will cry in silence.

You will feel like you’re not enough.

But you are.

Not because you’ll win,

But because you won’t give up.

Hold on.

Your scars will one day glow.
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