




































































The 
Seasonal 

Bliss
By: Jihan Fadayel Handal

30



31



32



33



SITARA 
Jewels 







FOR Media INQUIRIES, PLEASE
CONTACT: FATIMA SYED FATMO MEDIA GROUP

Shalini Bhardwaj
647-297-0647

     shalini@sitarajewels.ca
shalinisitara

SITARA 
Jewels 

 fatima@fatmomediagroup.com

647-213-2118



When, where, how and why,
Answers resonate straight away.
It should be done,
Has�ly, right away.
This should be se�led,
At one point in �me,
Thoroughly; all the way.
The unsurpassed remedy:
Nothing but �me.
Tossing and re-tossing 
Ideas and images s�rred
Concepts and no�ons mixed
Ridiculousness in making!

At the �p of it,
It looked as if a perfect storm
Is knocking on a door,
But not anymore!
Is there a storm perfected
In any chance, in anyway?
Ideas like �ny raindrops;
Gently tapping on a windowpane.
Heartbeats slowly pulsing;
The percussions of soul
Swi�ly drumming.
Not long before:
An outburst, a mighty windstorm
Whining, humming, 
Steadfast pounding.
Sincerely pleading
To stop this buzzing!

By: Jihan Fadayel Handal

A moonlighted night,
Stars elegantly sca�ered:
Heavenly dust
On a glossy fabric; sprinkled.
Amidst this beauty,
A weary brain,
Emi�ng shadowed brainwaves,
Perplexed and baffled.
Is it the effect of the moon?
No, no way, no
As tonight's sky is crowned
With the waxing crescent moon
Not a full moon, no.
It could be a lunar upshot, though
Driving this luna�c head
To Nowhere land!

Eyes wide open,
Another episode is shoo�ng:
Tedious thoughts,
The burdensome weight
Of the pyramids of Giza!
Eyelids too…. too heavy,
Horus figh�ng over a throne,
Eye of Horus, Eye of Ra
Sacrificed to Osiris!
Enough! No legend-talk.
Ideas entwined, thoughts overgrown.
Pupils dila�ng,
The stare of a Medusa
Propaga�ng a solid stone!
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A flash of s�llness!
No myths! No, not a stone.
Eyes following every trace of actuality.
In pursuit of the numerous eyes
Of Argus; the Greek giant!
Corneas and irises diver�ng,
Eyeballs too, too heavy!
No more eye- talk; leave alone.
Absurdity in making:
Neurons are clashing,
A chao�c organiza�on
Of an organized chaos!
Mind-numbing,
Another gust of wasted �me,
They, them, this and that
A squall, a fierce storm is banging
When, which, why and what
In a �me tunnel….backward.
Enough of this claptrap!
Seconds, minutes and hours,
Leaving and disappearing.
Earnestly tracking a formula,
For �me revival and restora�on!

On the verge of madness,
On the brink of despair,
Devotedly praying for quietness,
In highest need to unplug,
To sign a peace treaty
With this provoca�ve silliness.
To implant the Piece Sign
Inside this wiggling mind!
To embed STOP sign posts
Across the range of sightedness!
Yearning in a faithful pledge,
To calm down thinking,
To se�le viewpoints,
To run away from mind-sets,
As far as Faraway land!

The serenade of a Nigh�ngale,
Tapping on a windowpane,
Brain complexity infiltrated,
Background noise quieted.
The aroma�c fields of lavender,
Crossed all boundaries… permeated,
Senses unworriedly complied…. saturated.
Oh sleep,
Tiptoe, creep,
Loom from behind,
Emerge don't shy.
Ideas mel�ng….thoughts fading,
Flying away….combined.
Posi�ve vibes come this way,
Se�le down… unwind.
Sleep is overdue,
Now is the �me for revivifica�on,
In mo�on rejuvena�on,
Hello sleep
Dear, dear sleep!
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Impact of a Murder: Addressing Impact of a Murder: Addressing 

Police BrutalityPolice Brutality
by Meghan Dawson 
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