


BBLUEROSE PUBLISHERS 
India | U.K. 

Copyright © Sadhya Maheshwari 2025 

All rights reserved by author. No part of this publication may be reproduced, 
stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any means, 

electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior 
permission of the author. Although every precaution has been taken to verify 
the accuracy of the information contained herein, the publisher assumes no 

responsibility for any errors or omissions. No liability is assumed for damages 
that may result from the use of information contained within. 

BlueRose Publishers takes no responsibility for any damages, losses, or liabilities 
that may arise from the use or misuse of the information, products, or services 

provided in this publication. 

For permissions requests or inquiries regarding this publication, 
please contact: 

BLUEROSE PUBLISHERS 
www.BlueRoseONE.com 

info@bluerosepublishers.com 
+91 8882 898 898
+4407342408967

ISBN: 978-93-7139-148-1 

Cover Design: Shubham Verma 
Typesetting: Sagar 

First Edition: August 2025 



  



WWhy This Book? 
In Case You’re Wondering 

 
 (Great question. Wish I knew.) 



 
 



 
Why This Name?   

 



  



 

 

 

 

 

Rust and Smoke. 
I offer it to you. 

 

 

 

 



 
About me 

 

  



 



 

 

 

 

“To Paglapur- the only geography 
where our madness holds its own gravity.”  













 

  



 
For the People Who Made Me 
Weird Enough to Write a Book 

typing.
 



  
“To my tribe of beautiful culprits-this 

book is Exhibit A.”  
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How to Use This Book:: 

 
1.  

2.  

3.  

4.  

5.  

6.  

7.  

8.  

9.  
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Reader's Essentials 

 



 





 

  



  



 
Bonus cautions 

 

(For the Super Extra Reader)   





 



 
Transmissions from the  

Inner Frequency 
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Loose Leaves 

 

 



 
A Letter to My Younger Self

 
 





 

 

 

               

 

 

 

 

 

                  

  



 
Note  

 

   



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  



 
What Privilege?   

 





 



 
To my parents, (again)  

 

 



 



 
It's Not One-Sided Anymore

 

 



  



 
 

  



 
"The Missing Poem Theory"

 



 
Your name,  

taste like poetry on my lips

 

  



 





  



 
To Be Called an Artist

 



 





 

  



 



 



 
Drowning 
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A stupid story??   

 



 
 

 
 



 
 

  



 
Letter Found Folded  
Inside a Notebook 

 

 



 
Leadership? 

 I too Googled It  

““This is a TED Talk. Unfortunately.” 
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What leader ?
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Answer to Your Question

 

 



   



 
Petal Power Meter:  

 



● 
 

  



 
Silent Petals 

 



  



 
Petal Pause 

 

 



 



  



 
Not asking to be loved  

like the sun or sea 
 

  



 



 
This page is for the girls 

 



 



  



 
Is it? 

 

  



 

  



  



  



 
My poetry 

 

 



 
“Pocket Poem Permit”  
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Him 

 

  



  





  



 
Anxiety 
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Voice Trap Maze 

Find Your Way Out  
of the Voice Trap 

 

   



 
Brat or a metal?  

 

 



 

 



  



 
Parcel 

 

 



 



 





  



 
A Ritual 

 

 



 



  



 



 

 

 

 

 

  



  



  



  



 
I wished  

 

 





 
My Last 3 Google Searches
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To be his poetry 

 

  



 
Group Chat:  

She wrote a poem again
  

Members: Sadhya, Saanvi, Shivanshi, Sanya 

Saanvi: So we’re just pretending Sadhya didn’t drop a whole 
heartbreak in the Notes app at 2AM? 

Shivanshi:It read like an apology to someone who never 
deserved it. 

Sadhya: 
It’s not an apology. It’s just the only place I can leave him 

without asking him to stay. 

Sanya: 
You still write him like he’s coming back. 

Saanvi: 
He’s not coming back, you know that. 

Sadhya: 
I know. The poems aren’t for him. They’re for the version of me 

that kept the door unlocked. 



Shivanshi: 
You write like you’re trying to forgive yourself. 

Sadhya: 
Maybe I am. Maybe this is how I let go of the parts he touched. 

Sanya: 
You could write about something else. Anything else. 

Sadhya: 
I try. But the ache keeps turning into metaphors when I’m not 

looking. 

Saanvi: 
One day you’ll write about someone who stays long enough to 

deserve a stanza. 

Shivanshi: 
Or maybe you’ll write about a quiet morning where you don’t 

think of him at all. 

Sadhya: 
One day. For now, it’s just me and the ghost of a goodbye that 

never sounded final enough. 

Sanya: 
When you’re done writing him out of your chest, send the last 

line here. We’ll keep it safe. 



        



 
Traitor by olivia rodrigo 

 



     

 
It got a full stop 

 

   



 
Bad Blood by Taylor Swift

 
 

 



  



 



 





 
Regret  

 





 





     

 



 
Just a question:   

 

  



 
A Moment to Breathe

 

  



 
  The Divinity Detector

 

  



  



 
Divinity 

 

  



 
Sanity vs. Spirituality  

 

Score card 

  



 
Red Flag Forecast 
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Loving You 

 

  



 
Bonus Scene:  

“If I Could Time Travel...”  
 

  



 



 
Glory or Gloomy 

 

 



 
Complaints Department

 



     

 
The Never Texting  

Him Again Contract
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Rose-tinted blush 

 

 



 
Rose Tint Detection Test

 





     

 



 



 
Ohh, to be like her!   

 





 



1.  

2.  

3.  

4.  

5.  

6.  

7.  

8.  

9.  

10.  

  



 
Cult Handbook: 

  

 

 



      
 Proof of Membership 

Your Name 

admitted for loving too much, too quietly, 
 in rooms that didn’t echo their name back. 

Accepted for carrying conversations that never left the drafts. 

Known for rereading old messages like they might change if you 
look long enough. 

Still here, still feeling it all. 

Still waking up and forgiving yourself for staying soft in a world 
that didn’t stay. 

Still writing them down so you don’t carry them in your chest 
forever. 

Still proving that some love leaves but the feeling never really 
does 

You write them out of your chest so you don’t carry them forever. 

You turned the bruise into poetry, and the poetry into proof that 
you survived. 

Welcome to the part of me that loved you like the rain  knowing 
you’d leave but loving you anyway.   



 
Your Official Superpowers

 
  

  



 
Official Motto  

 
 

 



      
 

Mindfulness Reminder
 



     

 
What Is It Now 
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Choose Your Lily Fall Style

  



  



 
Falling Like Lilies in Spring

 

 



 
A Lily Dream 

     

 



 
Reader’s Reflection 
      

     

     



 
Fire Within Ice 

     







     

 



 
Use Me 

     



      





 



 
Feelings Chart  

     



 



Post-Poetry Survival Kit
     

 



 
What To Do After Reading This

     

1.  

2. 
 

3. 

 

4. 
 

5. 
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Coming Soon 
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The Grand Finale 

 



 



 



 



 






