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Self-portrait and the portrait of Sri Aurobindo sketched by The Mother in 1935

Whatever you do, never forget the goal which you have
set before you. There is nothing great or small once you
have set out on this great discovery; all things are
equally important and can either hasten or delay its
SUCCESS...

... Before you act, concentrate in the will that
your action may help or at least in no way hinder
your march forward
towards the great discovery.

- The Mother
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Worlds Within Words

We began as buds, watching the trees around us grow—
Taller, grander than the ‘statue of serenity’,

Standing proud on our very own land,

More inspiring than we had ever imagined.

As these trees reached for the skies, they sheltered new buds,
Passing on their strength, their wisdom,

Carrying forth a legacy...

MIS has always been that grove of growth

Where the sound of bhajans echoes through the halls,
Where children are sheltered under the shade of the Amaltas,
Where peacocks perch with quiet grace across the campus,
And colourful flowers weave through intertwined vines—

A garden of beauty and purity—our sanctuary.

We journeyed far, in thought and in spirit,

Seeking beauty, chasing questions,

Letting curiosity guide us into the realm of creation.
We gathered the finest fragments of the world—

Our fellow students brought us worlds within words.
We witnessed their passion, felt their depth,

Through the power of stories, poems, and prose—
Written just for this cherished book.

We heard their voices—each one unique, each one powerful.
Ideas, emotions, imagination—taking shape, taking flight.

As editors, we held a responsibility:

To honour every perspective,

To showcase every spark of brilliance.

And we realised—they are not just students.

They are free thinkers, dreamers, seekers.

Their ideas must live on.

Their words must echo.

Let readers live uncountable lives in a single lifetime—
Explore the vast expanse of the sky, crawl through the
depths of the earth,

Soar with the wind, swim alongside whales—
Through the magic of their tales.

The might of a thousand suns it took

To harness the wilderness of this book.

But when it came together, it stood as one—
A poetic harmony of

The eternal whisper of the wind,

The depth of the seas,

The blaze of fire,

And the vastness of the universe—

All bound in something timeless.

Eternal in our hearts and minds.

This is not just a magazine.
It is a journey. A celebration. A legacy.

The Navchetna Editorial Board

Editorial




Class XII CBSE Exam Results 2024-25

OVERALL PERFORMANCE 80 71 o
[%]
No. of Students Appeared 174 % 60
No. of First Divisions 174 ¢
=40
Total No. of Distinctions in all e 25
. 723 15
Subjects & 20 13
- (O
0
School Average 85.85 >=90% 80-89% 70-79% 60-69%
Rank1 | Mayookha Hari 98.0 S. No. Particulars No-of Students
Rank 2 | Anantinee Mishra 97.8 1 Students with Perfect Score 28
Rank 3 | Aarushi Grover, Shanvi Tanisha 97.4 2 Students with 90% and above in 71
t
Rank 4 Siddharth Jain Narayan 0722 fSE SAd -
3 Students between 80% and 89% in 65
Rank 5 | Anya Gupta 96.8 aggregate
Rank 6 Advay Bansal, Sneha Dogra, 96.4 4 Students between 70% and 79% in 25
Somedatta Sengupta aggregate
Rank 7 Krishna Sarda, Seher Kad, 96.2 5 Stingimils [Deuoieen BIYE S0 B2V 1 13
aggregate
SUBJECT WISE GRADE SUMMARY
Obined
English 174 124 | 71.26 99 Ar'lum Farooque, Anya Gupta, Saanvi Maurya, Shanvi Tanisha, Siddharth
Jain Narayan
Mathematics 105 7Ol 5 224 99 Atharv Vyas, Krishna Sarda, Raddhika Garg
Chemistry 95 G758 98 Aarushi Grover, Advay Bansal, Krishna Sarda, Mudit Pandey
Physics 05 707 3568 99 Krishna Sarda
Economics 7/ 48 | 65.75 100 | Aaliya Sharma
Computer Science 50 31 | 62.00 | 100 | Dhruv Gupta
Aarushi Grover, Anya Singhal, Deeksha Arora, Ishan Pandey, Ishitta
Bhatnagar, Kritika Singh, Lakshminarasimhan Shruti, Mayookha Hari,
Psychology 49 36 73.47 100 Netra Kapoor, Riddhi Agrawal, Sanskriti Gaur, Seher Kad, Shanvi Tanisha,
Shreeyam Lakhotia, Siddharth Jain Narayan, Sneha Dogra, Somedatta
Sengupta, Vani Warwal
Business Studies 30 1:6m=l"53:38 ) Aaliya Sharma, Tara Padmanabhan
Accountancy 27 16MS599.6 9x) Bhavishya Agarwal
Biology B2 23 %\ 77188 99 Aarushi Grover, Saanvi Maurya
Political Science 29 25 862, 98 Mayookha Hari
Legal Studies 7 12 70.59 100 Lakshminarasimhan Shruti, Seher Kad
Sociology 22 20EE MO 091 99 Kamakshi Krishan
bRy 260 (215~ (5769, |- - 995 |wATishka Balyan
Technology
History ik3 11 | 84.62 100 | Anantinee Mishra
Typography and
Computer ) 5 55.56 97 Anany Kumar Tanwar
Application
SN T MaEiet 13 8 61.54 94 Aarushi Aggarwal, Harsh Goyal, Vani Warwal
Management
Painting 18 i’ 9.09 99 Vani Joshi




Class X CBSE Exam Results 2024-25

80
No. of Students Appeared 161 Bas
=
No. of First Divisions 158 §
. .- B B 40
Total No. of Distinctions in @
; 783 b
all Subjects > 5h
=)
> &
0
School Average 87.01 >=90% 89-90% 70-79% 60-69%  <60%
Rank 1 Videh ]ain 99.2 S. No. ’ Particulars ’ No. of Students
Rank 2 Meher Aggarwal 98.6 1 Students with Perfect Score 26
o ; 2 Students with 90% and above 61
Rank 3 Rubani Singh Tyagi 97.6 in aggregate
Rank 4 Palakshi Choubey 572 3 Students between 80% and 51
=t 89% in aggregate
Rank 5 Parushni Mishra 96.8 BEreE
Stutee Dawar - 4 Stud(;r;tos/b_etween 7(1% and 28
Rank 6 Eshita Rakesh 96.6 0 in aggregate
Rank 7 Saisha Kumar 96.4 5 Students between 60% and 18
Advik Baweja 69% in aggregate
Rank 8 Me?nas Goyal - 96:2 6 Students below 60% 3
Trigya Chaturvedi
SUBJECT WISE GRADE SUMMARY
: No. of Al & | Al & | Highest :
SHuject Students A2 A2% Marks R vadby,
English 161 108 67.08 100 Stutee Dawar
Science 158 98 62.03 100 Meher Aggarwal
Social Science 159 104 65.41 100 Videh Jain
Mathematics 155 100 64.52 100 Videh Jain
Hindi 69 25 36%2:3 97 Siya Chowdhary
hotet 59 30 50.85 100 Aditya Srivastava, Eshita Rakesh, Meher Aggarwal, Rubani
‘ Singh Tyagi, Saisha Kumar
Aarya Vivek Buwa, Aditya Keshav, Advik Baweja, Dheeran
Sanskrit 32 19 59.38 100 Datta, Kajal Mishra, Palakshi Choubey, Parushni Mishra,
Shagun Kumari, Shambhavi Saraswat, Videh Jain
el L Aaron Surya, Anushree Shukla, Eshita Rakesh, Kashika
TR 161 92 57.14 100 Bhatara, Parushni Mishra, Rubani Singh Tyagi, Stutee
8y Dawar
Hindustani ;
Mndvieal 4 0 0.00 77 Kashvi Gupta
Painting 7 0 0.00 86 Isha Bahl, Kashvi Gupta




Class XII Toppers

L L
MAYQOKHA HAR! TARA PADMANABHMN SHANY] TANISHR AARUSHI GROVER
Topper in Liberal Arts, Topper in Commerce, Topper in Science, English, Topper in Science, Chemistry,
Political Science, Psychology Business Studies Psychology Biology, Psychology
Winner of Shri Rama Rao Winner of Shri B.N. Prasad Winner of Dr. A.S. Winner of Dr. A.S.
Memorial Award, Memorial Award, Ramachandran Memorial Ramachandran Memorial
Smt. Dayawati Jauhar Dr. Bishambar Nath Ahuja Award, Shri Ratan Lal Lahoti Award, Shri Ratan Lal Lahoti
Memorial Award, Memorial Award Memorial Award, Smt. Parvathi Memorial Award,
Smt. Parvathi Ahuja Memorial Ahuja Memorial Award Shri Ishwar Chandra Joshi
Award Memorial Award,
Smt. Parvathi Ahuja Memorial
Award

ANANTINEE MISHRA SI00HARTY g NARNR ANYA GUPTA ADVAY BANSA-

Topper In History Topper in English, Psychology Topper In English Topper In Chemistry
Winner of Smt. Dayawati Winner of Shri Ratan Lal Lahoti  Winner of Shri Ratan Lal Lahoti ~ Winner of Shri Ratan Lal Lahoti
Jauhar Memorial Award Memorial Award, Smt. Parvathi Memorial Award Memorial Award

Ahuja Memorial Award

SEHER KAD KRISHNA SARDA LA stmnappgaan SHR AALIYA SHARMA
Topper in Psychology, Legal Topper in Maths, Chemistry, Topper in Psychology, Legal Topper in Economics,
Studies Physics Studies Business Studies
Winner of Smt. Parvathi Ahuja ~ Winner of Master Dheeraj Ghai ~ Winner of Smt. Parvathi Ahuja ~ Winner of Shri Ratan Lal Lahoti
Memorial Award, Justice Memorial Award, Memorial Award, Justice Memorial Award,
Shivdayal Sarojini Devi Shri Ratan Lal Lahoti Memorial Shivdayal Sarojini Devi Dr. Bishambar Nath Ahuja
Memorial Award Award, C.V.R. Prasad Memorial Memorial Award Memorial Award
Award



ATHARV VYRS

Topper In Maths
Winner of Master Dheeraj Ghai
Memorial Award

»

DHRuv GUPTA

Topper In Computer Science
Winner of Shri Dharamveer Gajra
Memorial Award

-

BHAvisHyp nGARWN-

Topper In Accountancy
Winner of Shri B.N. Prasad
Memorial Award

»

ANISHKA BALYAN

Topper In Information Practices
Winner of Shri Dharamveer Gajra
Memorial Award

RADDHIKA GARG

Class XII Toppers

SAANVI MAURYA DEEKSHA ARORA
Topper in English, Biology
Winner of Shri Ratan Lal
Lahoti Memorial Award,
Shri Ishwar Chandra Joshi
Memorial Award
ISHITTA BHATNAGAR
Kamaksh) kristiN " m N
KRITIKA SINGH

Topper In Sociology
Winner of Justice Shivdayal
Sarojini Devi Memorial Award

o s m

SHREEYAM LAKHOT\M

ANUM FAROOQUE - m 5

RIDDH| AGRAWR-

X,
NETRA KAPOOR

Topper In Chemistry
Winner of Shri Ratan Lal Lahoti
Memorial Award

Topper In English

2

ISHAN PANDEY

-

SANSKRITI GAUR

ANYA SINGHAL

)

VANI WARWAL

) {

SNEHA DOGRR

) {

SOMEDATTA SENGUPTH

Winner of Shri Ratan Lal Lahoti
Topper In Maths Memorial Award
Winner of Master Dheeraj Ghai

Memorial Award

Toppers In Psychology
Winners of Smt. Parvathi Ahuja Memorial Award



Class X Toppers

] L] A g g _
VIDEH JAIN MEHER pGGARWN- RUBAN) SINGH TYAS!
Topper in Class X, Mathematics, Topper In French, Science Topper in French
Social Science, Sanskrit Winner of Shri S.K. Choudhary Award, Winner of Shri S K Choudhary Award
Winner of Smt. Swarna Kanta Dingley Dr. Aashrai Sai Venkat Gudlavalleti and Sri Aurobindo Merit Scholarship
Memorial Award, Smt. Sarla Agarwal Memorial Award and Sri Aurobindo Merit
Award, Shri Jagannath Khetan Award, Scholarship

Shri S.K. Choudhary Award and
Sri Aurobindo Merit Scholarship

3

SAISHA KUMAR ADITYA SRIVASTRVA ESHITA RAKESH

Toppers In French
— Winners of Shri S. K. Choudhary Award

STUTEE DAWAR

Topper In English
Winner of Shri Jagannath
Khetan Award

AARYA yivEK BUWR PARUSHN] MISHRN

PALAKSH) cHOUBEY

»o

Ay

KasaL msHRA

SHAMBHAYI SARASW SHAGUN KUMAR\

SIYA cHOWDHARY

Topper In Hindi
Winner of Shri Mathura Dutt
Pandey Memorial Award

A
Y
A
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DHEERAN DATTA ADITYA KESHA ADVIK BAWESR

Toppers In Sanskrit
Winners of Shri S. K. Choudhary Award



100% Attendance Awards 2024-25

| clasm ||

| cisvr |

Class IX Il

I cC Aaryash Beedkar
Saarvi Kumar Aditya

III D Aryaveer Jain
Nimrah Khan

III E Advik Jain

IVA Gurnaaz Kaur

IVB Soham Patra

IvC Ditya Gupta
Reyansh Kalyan
Shoubhit Parihar
Urvi Sen
Vihaan Amlani

IVD Viaan Sharma
Yatika Kumari

IVE Suhani Gurve

I Class V Il

VA Aaditya Raj
Anaya Narula
Sudhakar Ajay Singh
Shekhawat
Yaashbhav Kumar

VB Adarsh Jiten Panda
Era Chawla
Shlok Das Gupta
Shomili Nandi
Takshil Dev Gaur

vVC Vardaan Kumar
Vivaan Gupta

VD Priya Kumari
Tisha Mehra

VE Manal Singhal
Trishika Gaur

VI A Aishani Mondal IXA Hemangi Mishra
K Seth
VIC Divya anav se
Annika Aggarwal IXB Aryaman Gurung
Vismaya Ramesh Suvir Taneja
VI D Lakshita Kataria IXC Prasansha Jha
Saransh Mishra Riaan Gupta
Sukriti Dheeraj Jain
IXE Arunoday Grover
|I Chss ‘/ II I| Soham Das Gupta
VII A Bhawna
Mahira Khan
Pankhudi Shaurya I Class X I|
VII B Atharva Aditya .
Tejesvini Nagendran XA Alok Raj
Ibrahim Ali
VII C Aadya Sharma e
. . Khyati Niwaria
Sarthik Kataria
] XB Khushi Tomar
WAUD Nishka Sharma Rishab Trivedi
Ve Aanya Garg XC Harsh Raj
Anuman‘n .. XE Abirami Ramesh
Bhargavi Giri
Harsh Ojha
Muskan Tomar
Shriya Shit
| clasxt ||
XIB Mansha Attri
| classvir || Tapas
Lakshya Punjlot
VIII A Aashna Khanna XID Adv1ka Malik
Devanshi Jain
Riya Venkatachalam XIF Rudrakshi Bhat
Tejasvi Sahoo Tanisha Bhardwaj
VIII C Harshit Pawar
Aman Kumar Sharma
VIII D Latika Parihar |I Chs
s XIT
Aadya Dhall
Reeshu Ritisha Pati XII A Offes Mhesslbaltl
VIII E Chinmay Yadav Satyen




Shri Lala Ram Kishan Dass Jain Memorial Award
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My little ones, you are the hope, you are the future.
Keep always this youth which is the faculty to progress;

for you the phrase it is impossible will have no meaning.

The Mother
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for Positive Personality Traits (2024-25)

L

Yatharth Gautam (VI-B)  Tejesvini Nagendran (VII-B) Ira Kar (VII-E) Arunoday Grover (IX-E)

Displaying Team Spirit

Shriya Gupta (X-A) Kaustabh Maiji (XI-C) Arnesh Biswas (XII-B)
~
N
Ny
S Veren Gautam (VI-C) Japesh Bansal (VII-D) Tejasvi Sahoo (VIII-A) Nandini Dhoni (IX-D)
S.
| m
Khushi Tomar (X-B) Anshuman Sharma (XI-D) Pranav Raveeswaran (XII-D)
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Aishani Mondal (VI-A) Ashwin Sampathvel (VII-A) Achyuf Anond Ojha (VIII-B) Yash Kataria (IX-A) s
]

N
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Shiza Parveen (X-A) Aditya Kandpal (XI-E) Dhruv Gupta (XII-C)
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Awards for the Year 2024-25

Shri Dharamveer Gajra Memorial Award for Positive work in the field of IT : Pushan Banerjee, Bhavna Jain
Shri Mathura Prasad Sharma Memorial Award For Best Orator: Deeksha Arora, Aashna Khanna

Shri Naresh Bahadur Award For Creative Writing In Navchetna:

a) English: Hridayansh Khera

b) French: Vanshika Mahajan

¢) Hindi: Ishaan Nandan

d) Sanskrit: Dhruv Chhabra

Smt. Deepa Modi Award for Devotional Songs: Nayanasree Bhattacharya, Namya Madan

Shradha Memorial Award for outstanding contribution to School's Cultural Programmes: Rushan Basak,
Siddharth Jain Narayan

Usha R. Patel Award for outstanding contribution in the field of Art: Aradhya Porwal, Ishaanvi Luthra,
Stutee Dawar (for the Navchetna Cover)

Shri C.]J. Gupta Award for rendering outstanding Community Service: Anirban Mishra, Rushaan Basak

Prakriti Foundation Award for showing enthusiasm and taking initiative towards environmental conservation:
Arunoday Grover, Megha Varma

Achieving Excellence In Yoga: Rubani Singh Tyagi, Siya Chowdhary

Smt. Sarla Agarwal Award for Topper in Mathematics in Class VIII : Shaurya Garg

Eklavya Award for exhibiting promise in Mathematics in Class-VIII: Ayan Jaira

Smt. Shanti Kaul Memorial Award for Excellence in Co-Curricular Activities : Aashna Khanna, Avyanshi Rajan
H.B. Dingley Memorial Award for Topper in Class VIII : Shaurya Garg

¢ ALL RouNDERS

Pranav Gupta Memorial Award for Best All Rounder in Class VII: Reya Madan

Smt. Sreenivasammal Memorial Award for Best All Rounder in Class IX: Avantika Agarwal

Smt. Kamalammbal Pillay Memorial Award for Best All Rounder in Class X: Rubani Singh Tyagi
Smt. Kamalammbal Pillay Memorial Award for Best All Rounder in Class XI: Aradhya Porwal

Pranav Gupta Memorial Award for Best All Rounder in Class XII: Anya Singhal

-12 -



¢ SrPorRTs AWARDS

Shri Surendra Nath Jauhar 'Faquir' Memorial Award for excelling in sports at the National & Internation level:
Football - Diya Singh, Prashansa Jha, Japjit Kaur, Amogh Shandilya

Fustsal - Arnav Rathi, Dhruv Tuli, Raunav Gupta, Shivesh Kumar Pathak
Kurash - Nirvaan Sejwal

Chess - Aarav Sinha and Ayaan Arora (International), Aarush Uday Khanna
Squash - Aradhya Porwal (International), Shivansh Singh Nirwal, Aadi Porwal
Fencing - Vivaswan Saini

Martial Arts - Vanshika Tokas

Taekwondo - Aalia Shailendra (International)

Horse Riding - Tara Gupta (International)

Karate - Promiti Bhattacharya (International)

Shradha Memorial Award for excellence in Sports: Aarush Uday Khanna, Piyush Panwar

7
Sri Aurobindo ‘f‘//
P Merit L\)Cholarships 2024-25

i w
st o o
inn I" Position

I Position III* Position

Class VI Aadya Mishra Abhimanyu Gaur Daivik Garg
Class VII Japesh Bansal Paraa Baranwal Reya Madan
Class VIII Shaurya Garg Kaustubh Tiwari Aashna Khanna
Class IX Ishita Ghai Aanya Gupta Suvir Taneja
Class X Videh Jain Meher Aggarwal Rubani Singh Tyagi

1. Dhruv Chhabra 2. Anupam Bhat 3. Aditya Nandan
Lm0 4. Pankhuri Gupta 5. Anshuman Sharma 6. Reya Seth

7. Advik Aggarwal 8. Shobhit Chakraborty 9. Siddarth G. Komarala

-13 -



Students’ Council 2024 - 2025

Post

Girl

Head Boy/ Girl

Shambhavi Tiwari XIl D

Siddharth Jain Narayan XII B

Sports Captain

Anya Singhal XII F

Rayan Nasim Rahi XII D

Students’ Coordinators

Shanvi Tanisha XII B
Tara Padmanabhan XII E

Rudra Prabhakar XII D
Aadhyan Pandey X1 B

Cultural Coordinators

Lakshminarasimhan Shruti XIl A

Kumar Ojas XII C

HOUSE CAPTAINS

House House Captain Sports Captain Vice Captain

Boy Girl Boy Girl Boy Girl
Aspiration | AaditJain Rajnayak Sifat Kaur Malik Mudit Pandey KamakshiKrishan | Siddharth Komarala ChaitriShree
Gratitude | PranavRaveeswaran Radhika Sahni Aryavir Singh Solanki Nitya Markan Manan Sharma Aradhya Porwal
Honesty Abhishek Bhattacharya | Anya Gupta Yuvraaj Celly Shrutiparna Shit Shobhit Chakravarty Gauri Shandilya
Perfection | Ronav Singhal IshitaBhatnagar | Kartik Dagar PrachiMann Advik Aggarwal Myra Gupta
Sincerity Deep Nandi Nitya Gupta Mohd. Arsh Saisha Gupta Divyansh Maurya Saanvi Gulia
Truth Rushaan Basak Ananya Bajaj Vivaswan Shukla Alayna Rizwan Gursher Singh ReyaSeth

- 14 -




2024: April to December

Investiture Ceremony

The Investiture Ceremony of senior school celebrated the spirit of leadership, inspiring the members of the
Students’ Council to uphold the values of the institution and discharge their duties with sincerity. The
Mother's Music was played, following which the head boy, head girl, House captains, class prefects and other
members of the Students’ Council pledged to uphold the ethos of the School. The school prayer ‘Make of Us
the Hero Warriors’ was recited by members of the newly-elected Students’ Council.

The Social Science
Department organised a
special assembly for middle
school students on Earth
Day. The assembly included
a pledge taken by Class VI
students to protect the
environment. A video on
conservation and sustainability was also screened. A hands-on activity was taken up in Classes VI and VII.
Since the theme for Earth Day this year was ‘Planet vs Plastic’, students were given various activities like
poster-making on the alternatives to plastic products, making products from waste items, and presenting
sustainable house plans. Class VIII students celebrated Earth Day by making various utility items out of
waste material, and organising a signature campaign in their locality. A visit to the roof-top solar panels in
school was part of the awareness programme.

- 15 -
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Abhivyakti: Foundation Day

“Let us keep flaming in our heart, the fire of progress.”
~ The Mother

Each year, ‘Abhivyakti’ or Talent Fiesta, is a joyous celebration of the
Foundation Day and the creativity of children. Abhivyakti-2024 was
hosted by the Mother’s Blossoms from the Class of 2000. Students
participated in a wide range of events. The day started with a special
assembly in which an alumna recounted stories of her precious years.
Every corner of the school, from the corridors to the foyers, were
abuzz with enthusiasm and the building was decorated with flower
arrangements and rangoli. Some of the events were Shark Tank,
Rangoli Designing, Western Music, Classical Dance, Poster Making, Snack Making, and Declamation. The
focus was on the joy of participation.

Theatre Workshop April 25

A theatre workshop was organised for students of Class VI. The resource person was Mr. Vishal Pratap, the
founder of a theatre group called ImagiQuest: Quest for Imagination. The resource person, while emphasising
the importance of articulation and the power of speech, cautioned against 'herd mentality' through various
games. He concluded with an activity in which he showed students how to enhance communication with the
help of voice modulation, intonation and correct pronunciation.

IMPLICATA, the Intra-school Psychology competition invited participation from students of Classes X and XI,
with Class XII students as mentors. The theme focussed on leaders, drawing inspiration from the 2024 General
Elections. The judges for the event were Ms. Jahnvi and Ms. Soumya, both Mother's Blossoms.

Mahatma Gandhi, Adolf Hitler, John F. Kennedy, Napoleon Bonaparte and Abraham Lincoln, were analysed
psychologically by the teams utilising different schools of thought. The findings were creatively presented
through poems, skits, dances, songs, paintings, and other art forms, integrating facts with engaging content by 18
different teams.

Rabindra Jayanti

The birth anniversary of Gurudev Rabindranath Tagore was celebrated
through a special assembly. Tagore’s compositions or Rabindrasangeet
were sung and a presentation on the evolution of ‘alpana', in
Santiniketan was screened. What touched every heart was a play based
on Tagore's ‘Kabuliwala’ that highlighted the importance of
compassion and empathy in transcending political borders and the
confines of race and religion. The students dispersed from the venue to
the strains of ‘Ekla Cholo Re’.

- 16 -
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International Yoga Day June 20

International Yoga Day is celebrated on 21" June every year with the aim to promote awareness of the
enduring benefits of the ancient practice of Yoga. The special day has been celebrated across the world
annually on June 21 since 2015. This year marked the 10th edition of the International Day of Yoga. The
theme for International Yoga Day-2024, “Yoga for Self and Society”, endorsed Yoga's role in fostering
individual well-being and social harmony. The day was celebrated through collective practice of Yogasanas
starting at 6:30am. Students of different classes and teachers took part in the celebration.

Inter-school French Competition

The Mother's International School organised the first
Inter-school French Competition, witnessing enthusiastic
participation from 11 different schools of Delhi. The
competition featured French poetry recitation with
dramatisation and a singing competition for the age group
of 11-13 years. Chief Guest Madame Marine Michel,
Attachée de Coopération pour le Frangais, and Monsieur
Jatinder Singh, Deputy Head of Cooperation in Language
& Education from the French Institute in India, graced the
event. The esteemed jury included Ms. Babusha Verma, a
gold medallist from the University of Delhi, and Dr. Sukham Panesar Chawla from Jesus and Mary College.
The Mother's International School excelled, securing the 1st position in both the poetry and singing
competitions. The 2nd position in the Poetry competition was a tie between Gyan Bharti School and DPS
Vasant Kunj, while DPS Vasant Kunj also secured the 2nd position in the singing competition and lifted the
Rolling Trophy.

History Week

History Week was celebrated with great
enthusiasm by students of Classes 6-12, who

different historical periods. Celebrated from 8-
13 July, the week offered students a unique

opportunity to explore history through art and lw A
practical projects. L

Students created clay models of prehistoric and proto-historic artifacts and designed models of medieval
Indian monuments from the Chola Dynasty, Delhi Sultanate, and Mughal periods, showcasing structures
like Jal Mahal and Gol Gumbaz. They explored colonial trade and architecture through visual art and writing,
while also developing newspapers on the French Revolution. Students enthusiastically designed T-shirts
depicting symbols and slogans from the Indian National Movement, and some presented historical
personalities, highlighting their achievements and legacies through short performances.

-17 -
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Inter-section English Declamation Competition

The Inter-section English Declamation
Competition for Class XI students was held
in the Hall of Grace. Nitya Jain of XI-A
spoke on the topic 'Be yourself, everyone
else is already taken' and secured the First
Position followed by Adya Malik of XI-B
at the Second Position who spoke on the
topic 'Reading is a discount ticket to
everywhere'. Judges for the event were Rae
Kusumika, an MIS alumna, and a final year
student at the National Law University
(NLU), along with Mr Shayan Basu Roy, a
final year Political Science student at Delhi
University.

Accolades Day

True progress lies in the widening of
the spirit and the abolition of all the
limits....

The Mother’s International School
celebrates the achievements of its
students and teachers on Accolades
Day. This annual event serves to foster
a culture of growth in the journey of
progressive education. The Chief
Guest for the event was Mr Sanjay
Arora, Commissioner of Police,
Delhi. Professor Sampadananda
Mishra, Director of Centre for Human
Sciences at Rishihood University,
graced the occasion as the guest of
honour. The distinguished guests were felicitated by Tara Didi, Chairperson of Sri Aurobindo Ashram, Delhi
Branch.

Prof. Mishra presented the awards for Positive Personality Traits, the Sri Aurobindo Merit Scholarships and
special awards in the fields of Creative Writing, Oration, IT, Music, Art, Yoga, Sports, Environmental
Conservation, to name a few. The academic awards for students and the felicitation for teachers were
presented by Mr Sanjay Arora. He also engaged in an interactive session where he shared insightful life
lessons drawn from his wide experience.

The MIS Orchestra comprising more than 80 performers (with the youngest being only ten years old)
presented compositions based on ‘Raag Hamsadhwani’.
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A talk titled 'Beyond Atoms: The building blocks of the
Universe' was given by Mr Parijat Banerjee, PhD scholar,
Rutgers University, MIS Batch of 2019. Mr. Banerjee
discussed the new particles discovered recently, such as the
Higgs Boson, and the ‘Standard Model’ with students. He
also discussed the experimental studies taking place at
CERN, Genova using the Large Hadron Collider. Students
of Classes IX-XII interacted with the speaker.

Social Science Quiz

A Social Science quiz was organised for students of
Class X, by the Political Science students of Class
XII. Each team from Class X comprised four
members. The quiz covered topics from diverse
disciplines — History, Polity, Geography, and current
affairs. The quiz included audio-visual questions for
the participants and the audience. Students actively
participated in the audience round. The first position
was bagged by the teams from X-B and X-E.

Moot Court

The Intra-school Moot Court for students of Legal
Studies (Classes XI & XII) is an annual event. The
moot proposition for this year was Tort Law and
revolved around negligence and absolute liability. The
event aimed to provide students practical
understanding of legal proceedings, enhance
advocacy skills, and foster deeper comprehension of
the Indian legal system. The evaluation was based on
legal reasoning, clarity of argument, presentation
skills, research, and knowledge of relevant laws. The
participants' ability to respond to queries from the
bench and counter-arguments from the opposing team
was also taken into account. Enthusiastic participation of the students contributed to the success of the event.
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Fields Day

Fields Day is celebrated every year to generate awareness
about the Fields Medal - an award given to mathematicians
under forty at the International Congress of the
International Mathematical Union every four years. It is
considered the mathematical equivalent of the Nobel
Prize. This year, Fields Day was celebrated with a variety
of events by the students of Classes VI-VIII. Children of
Class VI created mathematical games. Students of Class
VII decorated their classrooms with dream-catchers based
on mathematical concepts, Gothic window designs and
mathematical tiles. Students of Class VIII created
mathematical models and projects on mathematical
concepts and demonstrated them through 3D and 2D
representation.

Shiksha Saptah

July 22-28

The Ministry of Education initiative Shiksha Saptah was celebrated from July 22-28, 2024, commemorating the 4th
anniversary of the National Education Policy (NEP) 2020. Each day of the week was dedicated to a specific theme,
showcasing various aspects of education and pedagogical understanding. Numerous activities were undertaken by
different levels for the six-day long celebrations, for students from Nursery to Class XII. The topics included
showcasing teaching learning materials, implementation of the Foundational Literacy and Numeracy Mission, among

others.

The Poetry Festival presented by students of Class VI aimed at making the students appreciate the beauty and
depth of poetry. All the students of Class VI enthusiastically participated in group recitation of different
poems. The poems which were recited were Little Red Riding Hood and the Wolf and The Three Little Pigs,
both written by Roald Dahl, Casabianca by Felicia Hemans, The Forest's Blessed Abode by Belinda Stotler
and 'The Spider and the Fly' by Mary Howitt.
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Luminaire

The birth anniversary of the great poet-seer,
Sri Aurobindo was celebrated through the
annual Inter-school Competition, Luminaire.
‘The Arches of Time’ was the chosen theme
for the celebration. Teams from eight different
schools of Delhi participated in Luminaire,
comprising three multi-disciplinary events,
Civitas, Lingua and Artem. The participants
arched back in time to explore and understand
different civilisations of the world. St. Mary's
School lifted the Rolling Trophy.

The birth anniversary of the revered founder
of The Mother's International School Shri
Surendra Nath Jauhar 'Faquir' was celebrated
through a special assembly. Melodious
bhajans were part of the offering to
'‘Chachaji’, as he was fondly addressed.
Students learnt about various interesting and |
inspiring facets of his life - his iron will, his
ab111ty to work with determination, and his ‘r( ol
vision in nurturing this institution.

Sri Aurobindo's birth anniversary and
Independence Day was celebrated through a
special assembly. The assembly commenced with
the melodious singing of bhajans, followed by
chanting of shlokas. Excerpts to from the works of
Sri Aurobindo were recited. The students watched
amovie on Sri Aurobindo's contributions towards
the Independence movement and His life,
graceful dancers also presented a performance set
to the strains of Vande Mataram.




The annual IT symposium “X 2024”, was hosted after a
one-year hiatus from 16th to 22nd August. The event
provided a platform for students to showcase skills in
programming, filmmaking, group discussion and
design. Adjudicated by a panel of industry
professionals, the symposium had an interesting and §
exciting array of events. It featured a special guest
lecture by Aryaman Munish, a Mother's Blossom, who
shared insights into the future of technology. Delhi
Public School, Vasant Kunj, was declared the overall
winner of X 2024 The team took home the coveted
Rolling Trophy for its stellar performances across
multiple events.

Veer Gatha Project

Gallantry awards are announced twice a year, on Republic Day and
Independence Day, to honour the bravery and sacrifice of the Armed Forces
and civilians. The Hindi Department took up the Veer Gatha Project for
students of classes VI-X. Veer Gatha Project focussed on sharing the life-
stories of these brave-hearts. Class VI engaged in storytelling, while Class
VII held discussions on courage and fearlessness. Class VIII expressed
themselves through poetry and essay writing and Class IX prepared
collages, and wrote short slogans based on gallantry award winners.
Students of class X engaged in research on the lives and contributions of |
recipients of the Paramvir Chakra.

Teachers’ Day

The birth anniversary of Dr S Radhakrishnan
which is celebrated as Teachers' Day is a special
occasion to appreciate the dedication and
invaluable contribution of teachers in shaping the
future of the students. To celebrate this special day,
the students of class XII organised a special
assembly in the Hall of Grace. The event
commenced with bhajans, followed by recitations
by the students of Class XII and an invocation dance. The assembly concluded with a video presentation that
paid tribute to the dedication, compassion, and hard work of the teachers.

-22 -

S




New Vistas - Career Fair

New Vistas-2024 was a two-day career fair designed
to empower students to explore diverse career paths.
Students had the opportunity to engage with
distinguished professionals from a wide range of
fields such as Social Work and Advocacy, Law and
Legal Studies, Journalism and Mass Communication,
Psychology and Mental Health, History and Heritage
Studies, Entrepreneurship, Healthcare and Medicine,
Engineering and Technology, Business and Finance, §
Media and Advertising, Performing Arts, Architecture
and Urban Design, Photography and Filmmaking,
Visual Art and Design, Coding and Software/App Development, etc. Students also attended a session which
helped them understand the competitive entrance examinations like CUET. Inspiring musical performances
by Mother's Blossoms, Kartikeya Vashisht and Arman Dehlvi, accomplished musicians, beautifully
conveyed the essence of pursuing one's dreams and passions.

Cleanliness Campaign September 17 - October 2

Students played an active role in the "Swachhta Hi Sewa" campaign, a nationwide initiative aimed at
promoting hygiene and cleanliness. This initiative aligns with Mahatma Gandhi's vision of clean India and
supports the government's Swachh Bharat Mission. Students of Class VI crafted planters from waste
materials. Students assisted the Sports Club in organising a rally to spread awareness about the "Swachhta Hi
Sewa" campaign. The rally moved in and around the School campus. Equipped with handmade posters,
banners, and placards bearing messages such as “Cleanliness is Next to Godliness” and “A Clean India is a
Healthy India,” the students marched with enthusiasm.

Gandhi Jayanti Special Assembly

On 1" October 2024, the students and teachers of
Honesty House organised a special assembly to
celebrate Gandhi Jayanti in the Hall of Grace.
The assembly was aimed at helping the students
of Classes VI to X connect with the epochal
milestones in the life of the Father of the Nation.
The assembly commenced with the
bhajans ‘Vaishnav Jana to’ and ‘Raghupati
Raghav Raja Ram’. A skit was presented by
students on the momentous train journey of
Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi in South Africa.
A short digital presentation was also screened. It
showed the transformation of a London-educated barrister to the Father of the Nation, the Mahatma.
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On the fourth of October, 2024, the 13th
edition of MISMUN was inaugurated in
the Hall of Grace. The chief guest for this
year was Mr. Ashish Chaturvedi, head of
Environment, Energy and Resilience at
UNDP India. The guest speaker on the
occasion was Ms. Maanya Chaturvedi, a
Mother's Blossom. Participants of this
year's MISMUN were members of
engaging committees such as the
Organisation of Petroleum Exporting
Countries (OPEC), the International
Criminal Police Organisation (INTERPOL), the Indian War Cabinet (IWC), the International Press and the
Organising Committee. For three days, delegates engaged in diplomatic debates and deliberations in the
simulation of an actual UN conference.

Mental Health Week October 15

Mental Health Week was successfully from October 15-18,2024. The theme of the event was “Not cool is the
new cool” and the aim was to promote awareness about mental health. The week started with an informative
assembly. The Psychology Department organised a treasure hunt that combined physical activity with social
interaction and problem-solving. The day concluded with setting up interactive booths which garnered an
enthusiastic response especially from the students of middle school. Some of the booths were “Mood -O-
Meter” and “Fill My Heart” which were highly appreciated. The Mental Health Week also saw a flash mob
with lively music during recess.

L
What is th
*Mole day is celebrated on the 23rd of October every year ot
from 6:02 am to 6:02 pm.
~This is done to honor Avogadro's number 6,02x[10)%23,
His principle stated that;
Equal volumes of all gases at the same temperature and
pressure contain the same number of molecules.
-Stanislao Cannizzaro helped showed that Avogadro’s

principle not only helped calculate the molar masses of
atoms but indirectly, the atomic masses as well,

Mole Day is celebrated to commemorate the path-
breaking concept laid by Amadeo Avogadro, an Italian
scientist. A special assembly and a quiz were held on the
occasion. The assembly commenced with a short ==
presentation on the significance of Mole Day covering
areas in which Chemistry plays a role including colours =
and toxicity. A Detox Quiz on the theme of narcotics
was also held. g




Inter-House Mathematics Quiz

The Inter-House Mathematics Quiz was held
for classes IX-X. Four participants from each |
of the houses, two from Class IX and two
from Class X competed enthusiastically. The
event involved six rounds based on number
series, mathematicians, and other
mathematical concepts. Gratitude House
secured the first position and the second
position was secured by Aspiration House.

‘Rasanjali’

Annual Day was celebrated on the
26" of October, 2024, in the Hall of
Aspiration.

The theme of this year's cultural
programme was the concept of
Navrasa. Titled, Rasanjali: The
Cadence of Emotions, the
programme was inspired by Bharat
Muni's treatise on the art of theatre,
Natyashastra. The celebration
commenced with members of the school choir singing 'Swagatam, Shubh Swagatam'. Shri Sachchidanand Joshi,
Member Secretary, the Executive and Academic Head of Indira Gandhi National Centre for the Arts, New Delhi, was
the chief guest on the occasion. Shri Kiran Vyas, Founder-Director, Tapovan University of Ayurveda and Yoga, France
graced the event as the Guest of Honour. Principal Ms Milan Mala Sarin outlined the efforts of the school community in
conceptualising and putting up the creative performance. The chief guest addressed the gathering and highlighted the
contribution of the arts in the journey of education.

Youth Parliament October 28

Youth Parliament, a platform that simulates the proceedings of
the Lok Sabha, provides an opportunity to delve into the
complexities of governance. The Political Science department
organised an Intra-school Youth Parliament for students of
Classes IX to XII. The assembly convened to debate on
Mandatory Voting. The event commenced with an oath-taking
ceremony, followed by the Question Hour. In the main event, the [ gt
debate on Mandatory Voting, students engaged in well-
researched discussions.




Unity Day and Diwali Assembly

A special assembly was presented by Sincerity House on
29th October 2024 to commemorate the National Unity Day
and also to usher in the festivities of Diwali. A short video on
the life journey of Sardar Vallabhai Patel and his contribution
towards the unification of India was showcased followed by |
an excerpt from one of his famous speeches. A dance recital
on the song 'Mile sur mera tumhara' reiterated the message il
ofIndia's unity in diversity.

Members of the Environmental Club urged the audience to
'say no to crackers'. The student community came together to share Diwali gifts with the support staff
members.

QUIZMOSIS: Inter House GK Quiz

Quizmosis 2024, the inter-house General Knowledge Quiz for
classes IX-XII was conducted in the Hall of Grace. The quizmaster
on the occasion was Mr Adittya Mubayi, co-founder of Quizcraft
Global, that creates content for live quizzes, TV, social media,
books, radio and apps. The Truth House team comprising Aarit
Kumar, Chirag Gupta and Tathagata Banerjee bagged the first
position. They were followed by the runners' up team of Perfection
House comprising Advik Aggarwal, Diaa Aneja and Saanvi Mishra.
Quizmosis-2024 was supported by the Mother's Blossoms Sanjay
Krishnan and Aditya Sakhuja from the Batch of 1999.

Science Day

Science Day pays tribute to one of humanity's
most transformative fields—Science, which has
revolutionised the way we understand and
engage with the world. On November 6 every
year, the United Nations observes the
International Day for Preventing the
Exploitation of the Environment in War and
Armed Conflict. This year, the School marked
this occasion by celebrating Science Day, gl

aligning with the theme of how Science can

prevent war and protect the environment. A poster-making and slogan-writing competition was held for
middle school students. An interactive session on "Adolescence: Myths and Milestones" was led by Dr
Mamta Goel and Dr Anibha Pandey, both from Apollo Cradle Royale hospital.
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Legal Awareness Day

The Mother’s International School observed Legal Awareness Day to
educate students about their rights and responsibilities. The event aimed
to promote legal literacy and encourage students to become active
citizens.

Students of Class XI researched the three new laws namely the
Bharativa Nyaya Sanhita (BNS), the Bharatiya Nagrik Suraksha
Sanhita (BNSS), and the Bharatiya Sakshya Adhiniyam (BSA) and
represented them for the other students in the form of a display board.

Students of Class IX made brochures to raise awareness about cyber-
crime. Students of Class X made comic strips on consumer awareness.
Through cartoons, they illustrated the importance of consumer rights
and smart shopping practices.

Prof. M. V. Nadkarni Inter-school Competition: A Celebration of
Sustainability and Creativity

Prof. M.V. Nadkarni Memorial Inter-school Competition _ L
for students in Classes VI to VIII, was centred around the STROE N V. MADKARN] HENORIAL ol
theme The Greenwave Challenge. Eight schools of Delhi X8 INTIR -SCHOOL  CONPETITION 77 S
took part in the competition. ' s B ity

The competition featured three interesting events: Role
Play, Kavya Paath Pratiyogita, and Eco-Art Challenge.
Role-Play: The topic Sustainability in Action, demonstrated
creative solutions to real-world environmental issues. The
students used creative props to bring their presentations to
life.

Kavya Paath Pratiyogita: Participants recited Hindi poems
on the theme of environmental conservation. The messages
of hope, responsibility and action resonated deeply with
everyone present.

Eco-Art Challenge led each participant to create thought- [
provoking works of art that encapsulated the idea §
‘Sustainability is Harmony: Let’s Build a Future that
Coexists with Nature’ using diverse material: recycled
products, natural elements and paint.

For the event Sustainability in Action, the first position was secured by the team from Bluebells International
School and the team from The Mother’s International School bagged the second position.

Summer Fields School won the first position for Kavya Paath Pratiyogita and The Mother’s International School
won the second position.

In the Eco-Art Challenge, Springdales School, Dhaula Kuan, secured the first position and Summer Fields School
team was placed in the second position.

Springdales School, Dhaula Kuan, was awarded the Rolling Trophy for the highest cumulative score in all the
three events.

LR
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Kathak Performance

Kathak exponent Ms Dyuti Pandya performed for
students of MIS, during the morning assembly. Over
800 students witnessed an enthralling performance.
The four-part performance included Stuti: Ek Brahm,
Paramparik Kathak, Baat Takat Hari and Chaturang.
The forty-five minute performance gave students an
opportunity to watch the elegance and grace of
Kathak in its purest form. Principal, Ms. Milan Mala
Sarin, expressing gratitude to the artiste, thanked her
for taking time out to perform for school students and
making them aware of the rich heritage of Kathak.

Mipgre

Children’s Day

MIS celebrated Children's Day through a special
assembly presented by teachers and a magic show.
Teachers began the assembly by singing melodious
bhajans and reciting inspiring passages.

Karan Singh, a renowned magician, and a Mother's
Blossom presented a magic show that left the audience
spellbound. As a master of psychological illusions,
Karan's tricks were always hard to predict.

He performed a range of tricks and illusions.

Education Minister Visits MIS

Minister of Education, Shri Dharmendra Pradhan, visited
the school, attended the morning assembly and took a
round of the activity rooms of the school. He observed
that the students of the MIS have organically imbibed -~
creativity, critical thinking and inquiry. The Minister
expressed happiness over the way Sri Aurobindo's »,
philosophy on integral education has been seamlessly ‘{7
incorporated into the school curriculum. He said The
Mother’s International School should take forward the
philosophy of holistic development as envisioned by Sri
Aurobindo.




Career Guidance Programme

A career guidance programme was
organised for students of Class X and their
parents. The speaker, Ms Jyotsana
Bhardwaj, elaborated on different career
paths, including engineering, medicine, and
law, while also shedding light on new-age
careers such as data science, environmental
sciences, and creative arts. The emphasis
was on aligning personal interests and
aptitudes with professional choices to
ensure a fulfilling career.

Constitution Day

The Mother’s
International School
celebrated the 75th
Constitution Day or
Samvidhan Diwas
through a special
assembly on 26th
November. It was the
day that the Constituent
Assembly of India
formally adopted the
Constitution, which
became effective on
26th January, 1950.
Through the assembly,
students delved into the
ideals of the
Constitution and
reflected on its relevance after 75 glorious years. Students of Classes VIII and X represented the
Constituent Assembly debates on the issues of secularism and federalism. A short video presentation
showcased the Constitution’s role as the protector of democracy and a beacon of hope for millions.
Through real stories and expert insights, it highlighted why the Constitution remains the cornerstone of
India's identity. The making of the Indian Constitution was not just a legal exercise; it was an emotional
and cultural milestone. It united voices from all corners of India to create a framework that celebrates our
diversity while promoting unity.
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Mahasamadhi Day

the Samadhi Lawns to pay their homage to ¢
Sri Aurobindo on his Mahasamadhi Day.
The event began with the inaugural bhajan, §
Nikhil Jyoti Ke..., beautifully presented by %
Armaan Ali Dehlvi, a Mother’s Blossom. [fa
The recitations interspersed with ‘bhajans’
created a serene atmosphere. The audience
learnt about the significance of the Relics.
The prayer inscribed on the Samadhi of Sri
Aurobindo at Pondicherry was also recited §
with devotion. The programme culminated
with the chanting of Om Namo Bhagvate [\ 4
Sri Arvindaya, leaving the entire assembly
enveloped in peace and calm. The students |
then offered floral tributes at the Samadhi,

as the soothing sound of the flute filled the lawns.

Kathak Performance by Kala Chaitanya December 10

Two distinguished Kathak artistes from Kala Chaitanya, a society committed to promoting Indian culture,
performed for the students during the morning assembly. The artistes, Suraj Kumar and Ruchika Bagga,
offered the audience an immersive experience through their dance recital. They spoke about the technical
beauty and the subtle nuances of the dance form. The performance included an invocation to Lord Shiva, a
depiction of Govardhan Leela and a fast-paced tarana.

Sanskrit Day December 11

The Sanskrit Department and students of Class IX-E
organised a quiz on language and literature for students of
Classes VI to VIII. The participants were chosen through a
preliminary round in which approximately 80 students had A
participated. Fifteen students were selected for the finals | /-
held on 11th December : five from each class. )

-
The session began with Amrit Raj Sinha singing the
Mangala Charan. Each of the six rounds of the Quiz was
interesting. The rounds focused on literary knowledge of
Kavyas, Puranas and Vedas, grammar along with pictorial rounds and a round on music where teams
identified popular Hindi songs through their Sanskrit version. The enthusiastic audience vied for an
opportunity to answer. A fast-paced pounce round concluded the quiz. The organising team and all the
participants spoke only in Sanskrit. Not a single word of any other language was either spoken or displayed
on the screen during the Quiz. The audience dispersed to the beats of a lively song in Sanskrit.
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Human Rights Day December 12

A special assembly was organised to commemorate the adoption of the Universal Declaration of Human
Rights by the United Nations General Assembly. The assembly began with an introduction to the UN theme
for this year's Human Rights Day: ‘Our Rights, Our Future, Right Now’.

Samariddhi of Class XI-F, presented a powerful slam poetry recitation about human rights and the urgency
for action against injustice. A thought-provoking video that depicted human rights violations in various
regions of the world, including Afghanistan, parts of Africa, and conflict zones like Palestine and Ukraine
and a medley of songs historically sung as forms of protest during struggles, like the Indian National
Movement and anti-war movements in Vietnam and Ireland were the highlights of the assembly.

National Mathematics Day December 21

’

“ The beauty of Mathematics lies in its simplicity and complexity at the same time.’

~ Srinivasa Ramanujan
The Mathematics Department organised a special assembly to celebrate National Mathematics Day,
commemorating the birth anniversary of the eminent mathematician Srinivasa Ramanujan.

A vibrant orchestra performance, created an uplifting atmosphere. This was followed by a narration on the
remarkable life and contributions of Srinivasa Ramanujan. A PowerPoint presentation provided insights into
his extraordinary achievements and enduring legacy.

A notable segment of the programme was the presentation of self-composed poems by three Class VI
students that expressed the universality of Mathematics. The assembly also featured an engaging play on the
theme ‘Playing with Numbers’. The event concluded with a memorable Math song, renewing appreciation
for the subject.




Christmas Celebrations

A special assembly to celebrate Christmas was held in the Hall of
Grace to spread festive cheer and the spirit of goodwill.

The programme began with a recitation of poems and the Class VI
choir singing 'Silent Night'. This was followed by a dramatisation of e
the classic 'Twas the Night Before Christmas'by Clement C Moore. *
After a reading from the Gospel, a rendition of the carol 'We Three | *
Kings of Orient Are', students of Classes VI to XI, presented a |
Christmas musical titled 'The Christmas Change', focussing on the
values to imbibe through the festival.

The play concluded with a dance, a fusion of Indian Classical and
Western styles. Finally, Santa Claus made a grand entry to 'Dashing Through the Snow', played on the sitar by Adhiraj

Choudhury of Class XI, and was given a rousing welcome by all present.
December 26

Veer Bal Divas

The students of Classes VI to XI took part in the Veer
Bal Diwas celebrations to honor the martyrdom of
Sahibzadas Zorawar Singh and Fateh Singh, aged six
and nine respectively, the two younger sons of the tenth [
and last Sikh Guru, Guru Gobind Singh. The students [
of Classes VI, VII and VIII presented renditions of two
shabads, Mitar Pyare Nu and Na Daru Arson, both
written by the Guru. Class IX and XI students prepared
a presentation on the qualities of the four Sahibzade-
Courage, Faith, Bravery and Unity. Amaira Chhikara
of XI-E recited the poem, 'Courage' by Edgar A. Guest and Aayushi Gupta of IX-B presented the poem, '4datmatran'by
Rabindranath Tagore to highlight the role of fearlessness and righteousness in life.

The Students' Council for the academic session 2025-2026 was announced.

Inter-House Geo Map Quiz December 26

Inter House Geo-Map Quiz for Classes VI-X was a
much awaited event. The participants for the event
were chosen based on the Preliminary Round
consisting of map marking and questions. Three
top scorers from each House were selected to
participate in the Final Quiz, which consisted of a
variety of rounds such as General Geography,
UNESCO Heritage Sites, Know your World-
Countries and UN Year Of Camelids. There was
enthusiastic participation in the audience round
too. Honesty House bagged the first position followed by Gratitude House and Sincerity House. The Honesty
House team comprised Kalyani Gupta of Class X-A, Suvir Taneja of Class [X-B and Siddhi Onkar Marathe of
Class VIII-B.
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A
Special Awards and Handing Over Ceremony December 27

The special awards of Class XII for the academic session 2024-25 were given to the students by Tara Didi during a
special assembly held in the Hall of Aspiration, accompanied.

‘Pranav Gupta Memorial Award' for Best All-rounder in Class XII was given to Anya Singhal XII-F. Recipients of
'Lala Ram Kishan Dass Jain' Positive Personality Trait Awards were: Pranav Raveeswaran of XII-D for Initiative;
Arnesh Biswas of XII-B for ‘Displaying Team Spirit’ and Dhruv Gupta of XII-C for Equanimity. Shradha
Memorial Award for Outstanding Contribution to School Cultural Programme was received by Rushaan Basak of
XII-F and Siddharth Jain Narayan of XII-B. The prestigious Prof. KR Srinivasa Iyengar Award of Honour for
epitomising Exemplary Personality Traits was given to Lakshminarasimhan Shruti of XII-A. This was followed
by the 'Handing Over Ceremony' in which the members of Students' Council 2024-25 handed over the
responsibilities to the new Students' Council 0f2025-26.

On the same day, students of Class XII along with their class teachers and class coordinators assembled in the
Ashram Meditation Hall for the Blessings Ceremony. The class teachers read out the citations for each student of
their class.

Farewell December 30

Class XI bade farewell to the outgoing batch of §
class XII students. MIS Farewell-2024 was
complete with laughter, tears, and a reminder that
life as the students knew it would change forever.
The outgoing batch while bidding farewell to their
alma mater also celebrated the beginning of a new
journey.

Teachers from the entire school and students of
Class XI, presented a cultural programme based on
the theme of Indian movies. The event included with
performances and poetry recitations by teachers.

2025: January to March

Sri Anil Jauhar’s Birth Anniversary January 20
Frank Hall rightly said, “Live a life that matters. A life that makes a [}’ P-4
difference”. Honesty House held a special assembly in the Hall of Grace, i“j" 2 ;;fp'\" E
to commemorate the birth anniversary of Shri Anil Jauhar, the former ’f < q
chairman of the School. 9 Tt o

P

The programme was a homage to a leader who led the institution with
quiet dignity and grace. The Assembly began with bhajans invoking =
divine blessings. Reciters described Shri Anil Jauhar's virtues of |
simplicity, compassion, and sportsmanship. Recitation of Sri Aurobindo's
poems provided a befitting tribute. A presentation illustrating his life
journey since childhood was exhibited. Shri Anil Jauhar's qualities of introspective calm, self-discipline, and
immense inner power is an inspiration for everyone.
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Republic Day and National Voters’ Day January 24

The Republic Day Special Assembly was a vibrant celebration, commemorating the 76" anniversary of India
becoming a sovereign, democratic republic. The assembly commenced with a rendition of the song ‘ Vijayi Vishwa
Tiranga Pyara’. Students of Class VI put up a short play that paid rich tributes to freedom fighters whose valour
and dedication to the idea of freedom paved the way for India's independence. Unsung heroes like Rani Gaidinliu
of Nagaland, Matangini Hazra of Bengal, Veer Kunwar Singh of Bihar, Bhikaji Cama of Maharashtra and Potti
Sreeramulu of Andhra Pradesh were represented on stage through their inspiring speeches presented by students.
This was followed by a presentation on the Women’s Suffrage Movement. A lezim performance was also part of
the programme. The assembly concluded with a collective reading of The Preamble.

Republic Day & ¢
Ncmonal Voters' Day

The officials from the Commissioner of Income
Tax (Exemptions) Department visited the School
with the aim of promoting awareness regarding
taxes among school students. The event included
the keynote address by Shri Prakash Dubey,
CIT(Exemptions); a quiz conducted by Manoj
Kumar Mishra Addl. CIT and an interactive round
including a question and answer session. Senior
Indian Revenue Service officials addressed
students, sharing the importance of paying taxes
and how they help build the nation. The quiz on
Indian history, culture and general knowledge saw
enthusiastic student participation.
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Ashram Foundation Day

The Ashram Foundation Day was observed on 13
February 2025, marking the 70th anniversary of the
Sri Aurobindo Ashram, Delhi Branch. The assembly
commenced with a meaningful Sanskrit recitation
on Karmyog, followed by a recitation from Sri
Aurobindo’s work ‘The Life Divine’. This was
followed by a bhajan offering by the school choir.
Students from Classes VIII and IX then presented
key information on the Ashram's inception,
supported by a PowerPoint presentation prepared by
two students of Class VIII, Trisha Dutt Pant and
Aditi Shukla. A short play on the Ashram's beginnings was both informative and inspiring. Adapted from
Shri Surendranath Jauhar's autobiography, the play traced the challenges and also the inspiration that shaped
the foundation of Delhi Ashram. The assembly concluded with a flute recital of Raag Vrindavani in Matt Taal
by students of Class VII.

The Mother’s Birthday February 21

The Mother's Birthday is not only a special event in the school calendar, but also a time to reflect with
gratitude and look ahead to persevere with faith. This year's special assembly celebrated the Mother's 147th
birth anniversary through a selection of five facets of her lifelong contribution towards enriching and
inspiring lives: education, sports, music, fine arts and spirituality. After a recitation of the lines from Savitri,
the assembly commenced with an invocation to Ma Durga, the embodiment of Shakti. Students also learnt
about Her life and work, from her childhood and youth, to her years in Pondicherry. As the programme
concluded, chants of ‘Anandamayi, Chaitanyayi, Satyamayi' filled every heart with peace.
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Special Assembly by Drama Club

February 13

The Drama Club organised an enthralling session celebrating the timeless power of theatre and literature.
Students delivered compelling performances based on plays and literary works from around the world. The
assembly showcased a diverse selection of pieces, ranging from Shakespearean classics to modern Hindi
literature. Each performer brought the character to life with remarkable intensity and expression.

The Art and Music Camp was an
enriching programme that provided
students with an opportunity to learn
under the guidance of expert resource
persons. Fifty-two students from both
the primary and senior wings
participated in the camp. Various }
activities, including art, dance, clay . o
modelling, vocal music, and theatre,
were conducted, allowing students to
explore their creative talents. The
camp proved to be a confidence-
building experience, helping students
enhance their skills in a supportive environment. It provided them with a platform to express themselves
freely, collaborate with peers and develop teamwork skills. The activities improved their focus and overall
learning experience.




INTER-SCHOOL PARTICIPATION &

LAURELS

HINDI

NAME OF THE
EVENT NAME PARTICIPANTS & CLASS | " OSITION
Hindi Recitation competition at Bharatiya Saisha Badola- Class 8 3rd Prize
Vidya Bhawan Mehta Vidyalaya was held on
26th April 2024
Medhavi Chhatra and Bhasha Gaurav 20 students of MIS
Teacher Samman Samaroh were felicitated at
Hindustani Bhasha Academy organised the this event
event on the occasion of 'Indian Language
Day' felicitating students securing over 90%
marks in Class 10 CBSE examinations with
the 'Bhasha Doot' award. Held on 11th
December 2024, Hindi teachers of the school,
Mrs.Alka Joshi and Mr. Yogesh Sharma were
also felicitated at the event
Inter-school Recitation Competition held at Category A Boys & Girls (5-6-7)
Ramakrishna Mission Ashram, New Delhi on Gundeep Kaur - Class 7 1st Prize
18th and 19th January, 2025 Nishka Sharma - Class 7 2nd Prize
Category B Boys & Girls (8-9)
Kaustubh Tiwari - Class 8 Ist Prize
Abhigyan choudhary - Class 8 2nd Prize
Priyadarshini Kholia - Class 8 3rd Prize
MIS
received a trophy
for maximum
number of prize
winners from a
school.
Katharitika (Story-telling Competition), Abhigyan Chaudhary - Class 8 3rd Prize

held at Delhi Public School, R.K. Puram on
10th August 2024




ENGLISH

EVENT NAME

A.C. Deb Memorial Inter-school Oration
Competition was held at Cambridge
School, Srinivaspuri on 23rd August 2024

Inter-school Recitation Competition
was held at Ramakrishna Mission Ashram
on 18th and 19th January 2025.

Delhi Crossword Contest
Schools’ Category was held at IIT, Delhi on
17th August 2024.

NAME OF THE
PARTICIPANTS & CLASS

Kaustubh Tiwari - Class 8

Category A Boys & Girls (5-6-7)
Kabir C. Joseph - Class 6
Sauravi Misra - Class 7

Category B Boys & Girls (8-9)
Dhimaan Goswami - Class 8
Akshaya Sharma - Class 9

Ramya Bindal - Class10
Veer Gupta - Class 10

POSITION

2nd Prize

3rd Prize
2nd Prize

1st Prize
3rd Prize

1st Prize

LUlZ

EVENT NAME

Summer Public Speaking, a competition
by OratoriX x DebSoc, was held at [IT
Kanpur from 9th to 16th June, 2024

Infinitus Reus 2024 was held at Delhi
Public School, R.K. Puram, on 6th July
2024

Namaste Thai was held at the Royal
Embassy on 31st July 2024

Frank Anthony Extravaganza Quiz was
held at Frank Anthony Public School,
Lajpat Nagar, on 31st July 2024

NAME OF THE
PARTICIPANTS & CLASS

Senior Asian Parliamentary
Debate
Rohan Sadasivan - Class 10

Aryavir Solanki - Class 12
Ishaan Jolly - Class 12

Pushan Banerjee - Class 12

Veer Gupta - Class 10
Tathagata Banerjee - Class 11

Saanvi Sasmal - Class 12
Sukrrit Bhardwaj - Class 12
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3rd Best
Adjudicator

2nd Position

Special Mention



Event at Embassy of Finland
(Hei Soumi 2024), on 13th August 2024

ATF-MIND QUEST INNOFETE '24 was
held at Father Agnel School, Gautam
Nagar, on 22nd and 23rd August 2024

Indian Oil Corporation &

The Hindu Vigilance Awareness Quiz
was held at the SCOPE Convention Centre,
New Delhi, on 29th October 2024

CEREBRO QUAKE'24 was held at New
Green Fields School, Saket, on 30th August
2024

The Hindu Quiz

148 teams from various schools of Delhi
participated in 'The Hindu In School Quiz'.
Six teams made it to the final stage round
after a preliminary written round on 3rd
February 2025.

The Empower Quiz - Kaizen 2025

The Social Sawaal 2025- the Empower
Quiz, that formed a part of the annual
social fest of NSS, IIT Delhi took place in
2 rounds and saw participation from 20
schools from Delhi.

Soumaya Jain - Class 10 D
Poorna Datta - Class 10 B

Eeshan - Class 8
Arnav Barki - Class 8

Suvir Taneja - Class 9
Tathagata Banerjee - Class 11

Tathagata Banerjee - Class 11
Shaksham Sharma - Class 11

Aarohan Dasgupta - Class 9
Suvir Taneja - Class 9

Aarohan Dasgupta - Class 9
Aavir Singh- Class 9
Suvir Taneja- Class 9

Special Mention
& Best Team
Name Award
3rd Prize

17th position
(felicitated)

1st Prize

1st Prize

1st Prize




PI Quiz Ishaan Jolly- Class 12 Rank 13 out of

Was held at [IM Indore. The Finals were 6000
held from 7th to 9th November 2024 for
which only the top 1% of students qualified

COMPUTER SCIENCE & PHOTOGRAPRHY

NAME OF THE
EVENT NAME POSITION
PARTICIPANTS & CLASS

Project Beta event was held at Sanskriti Quiz

School on 10th May 2024 Shreeyam Lakhotia - Class 12 Ist Prize
Shanvi Tanisha - Class 12
BetaTest
Manas Goyal - Class 10 2nd Prize

Pranav Kapoor - Class 11
Nitya Jain - Class 11
Shobhit Chakraborty - Class 11

Surprise nd s
Pushan Banerjee- Class 12 2" Prize
Anya Gupta- Class 12

Nitya Gupta- Class 12

Ishaan Jolly - Class 12

Gaming

Aarit Bakshi- Class 12
Arjun Abrol- Class 12
Sanskar Raj Gaur - Class 12
Kavya Sejwal- Class 12
Harshit Chaudary- Class 11

2nd Prize

DIGEX was held at Delhi Public Pixelate Sr (Photography) il Toeie
School, RK Puram, on 18th May 2024 Ananya Bajaj- Class 12
Camistic (Photography
Storyboard)
Simran Lall - Class 10
Anushka Sachdeva - Class 10

3rd Prize

2nd Runner Up
Trophy

CODE WARS 2024 was held at Delhi Surprise Event Ist Prize
Public School, Vasant Kunj, from 23rd Pushan Banerjee - Class 12
October 2024 to 5th November 2024 Ishaan Jolly - Class 12

Group Discussion Event 2nd Prize
Nitya Jain - Class 11
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TechVVIZ was held at Vasant Valley
School, Vasant Kunj, on 1st and 2nd
August, 2024

Multimedia ( Film making ) Event

Simran Lall - Class 10

Vani Warwal - Class 12
Ronav Singhal - Class 12
Kamakshi Krishan - Class 12

3rd Prize

SCIENCGCE

EVENT NAME

Synapse Inter-school Science Event
was held at Vasant Valley School on 26th
July 2024

SCIENCE & MATH MODEL
EXHIBITION was held at St. Columba's
School on 14th November 2024

Mukhyamantri Vigyan Pratibha
Pariksha: This is a scholarship
examination conducted between January
to March by the Science Branch of the
Directorate of Education in Delhi. The
scholarship is awarded to top 1000
meritorious students.

NAME OF THE
PARTICIPANTS & CLASS

Science Quiz
Videh Jain- Class 10
Palakshi- Class 10

Avantika Agarwal - Class 9
Ridhima Khanna - Class 9

Suvir Taneja- Class 9
Shrineet Mishra- Class 9
Suryansh Mishra- Class 9
Ishita Ghai- Class 9

POSITION

2nd Prize

3rd Prize

Rank 28
Rank 28
Rank 31
Rank 37



SANSKRIT

EVENT NAME

Sanskrit Katha Vaachan was held at
Indian School on 28th August 2024

Bhagavad Gita Chanting Competition
was held at Chinmaya Vidyalaya on 25th
September 2024

Medhavi Chhatra and Bhasha Gaurav
Teacher Samman Samaroh:

Jointly organised by the Hindustani
Bhasha Academy and Indira Gandhi
National Center for the Arts, Ministry of
Culture, Government of India. The event,
held at Dr. Ambedkar International Centre,
felicitated students who scored 100 percent
marks in class 10 CBSE examination on
11th December 2024. Sanskrit teacher of
The Mother’s International School,
Mrs. Shalini Saraswat was also felicitated
atthe event.

Inter-School Recitation Competition
was held at Ramakrishna Mission on 18th and
19th January 2025.

NAME OF THE
PARTICIPANTS & CLASS

Sanskrit Katha Vaachan
Paraa Baranwal - Class 7
Sanskrit Shlok Vaachan
Abirami Ramesh - Class 10

Group E

Shrineet Mishra - Class 9
Group F

Shambhavi Saraswat - Class 10

SLUPELIT
COULTL

0

Category A Boys & Girls(5-6-7)

Tejas Tripathi - Class 7
Reya Madan - Class 7
Paraa Baranwal - Class 7

Category B Boys & Girls (8-9)

Shrineet Mishra - Class 9
Riddhima Sharma - Class &

POSITION

1st Prize

Consolation
Prize

3rd Prize

Consolation
Prize

13 students from
MIS received the
award for
securing 100
percent marks in
Sanskrit.

20 students were
felicitated for
scoring above 90
percent.

Ist prize
Ist prize
2nd prize

2nd prize
2nd prize
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MATHEMATICS

NAME OF THE
EVENT NAME PARTICIPANTS & CLASS | " O°ITION
Aryabhatta Ganit Challenge 3 students of class 10 who were the 9th,10th and 11th

CBSE conducted the Aryabhata Ganit top 3 at school level prelims secured position
Challenge (AGC) to evaluate ability to | PoSifions in merit list
utilize mathematical concepts in practical,
real-life scenarios from 27th August 2024

Among top 100
schools from

to 4th September 2024 Digller- S
Region
NAME OF THE
EVENT NAME POSITION
PARTICIPANTS & CLASS
SMUN was held at Sanskriti School from Ananya Bajaj- Class 12 Best Delegate
15th to 17th May 2025 Vivaan Ahuja - Class 12 :
. MIS received an
Saanvi Maurya - Class 12 .
outstanding
school delegation
award.
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Laissez Faire - Social Science Quiz was
held at Vasant Valley School on 20th July
2024

Dr. Y Kumar Student Award For
International Understanding: Hosted
by Springdales School from 27th January
2025 to 11th February 2025

Deeksha Arora- Class 12 2™ Prize
Ishan Pandey- Class 12

Anantinee Mishra- Class 12

SOCIAL SCIENCE QUIZ

Nitya Jain - Class 11 Best performance
in group discussion

category

Innoventure 2024-an Inter-School Start
up Competition was held at Don Bosco
School on 31st July, 2024

EVENT NAME

Origami Competition 2024 were held at
Tagore International School, Vasant Vihar
on 14th November 2024

3rd prize.

Aaliya Sharma-XII E
Tara Padmanabhan-XII E
Vaibhav Kumar-XII E
Amaira Chhikara-XI E

S

NAME OF THE

PARTICIPANTS & CLASS POSITION

Vivan Gupta - Class 6 3" Prize
Ashwin Sampathvel - Class 7

Ishaan Gupta - Class 7
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Nobody has seen form. It's a state of mind where you are confident and you think very positively.
~ MS Dhoni

“The five S's of sports training are- stamina, speed, strength, skill, and spirit; but the greatest of these is
spirit.”
~ Ken Doherty

The athletes of MIS have never lacked in any of the five s's.

Let us follow them through another spirited year of wins, losses and the most crucial component: love for
the game.

In these pages, you will discover stories of grit, overcoming one's weaknesses and the ability to rise
above all circumstances by training hard and practising, come rain or shine!

So play the game, and never walk away from the field!

For sports is never about winning or losing, but playing.

Althletic Meet

The Sub-junior Annual Athletic Meet April 25 and 27,
2024 commenced with oath-taking followed by march- |8
past. Students participated in a variety of competitions, §
including 100m, 200m and 600m sprint, shot put, long £
jump and the relay race. At the end of the event, Honesty |
House secured the first position, Truth House, second, |
and Perfection House, third.

Meera Mrinal Bahl of Class VIII from Aspiration House | .
set a new record in the shot put event, surpassing the |
previous record setin 2019. :

Summer Sports Camp

The Summer Sports Camp was held from June 10 to 26, 2024, between 6:30 to 8:30 am, providing students
with an energetic start to their day. The camp featured three sports: Badminton, Basketball, and Football.
These sports were chosen to cater to a wide range of interests and to provide opportunities for students to
explore their athletic abilities. Participants had the freedom to choose their preferred sport. A total of 130
students participated in the camp. Under the guidance of experienced coaches. participants mastered various
techniques and strategies related to their chosen sports.
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Traditional Games

At MIS, we believe in working towards healthy |

bodies and minds, making physical education a
vital part of our curriculum. On July 24,2024, the
Sports Club of the PE department, organised a
special assembly titled 'A Cultural Exploration'
focusing on traditional games, fitness routines,
and balanced diets for students of Classes VI to
VIII. Trials were also conducted for various
sports.

Jauhar Cup

The 25" edition of the Jauhar Cup Football Tournament was held from August 2 to 6, 2024, marking a significant
milestone in the history of this prestigious event. Twelve school teams from across Delhi participated in the event.
The final match saw a thrilling contest between Modern School, Vasant Vihar, and Vasant Valley School. Modern
School emerged as the champions, while Vasant Valley School secured the runners-up position.

National Sports Day

The Sports Department, in collaboration with the SEWA Sports Club,
organised a vibrant celebration of National Sports Day. The event .
began with a special assembly of recitations, songs, and a tackwondo
demonstration by the students. Students from Classes VI to VIII
participated in games, strength-building exercises, and minor sports
activities that promote fitness, teamwork, and team spirit. Laughter and
cheer filled the grounds as students enthusiastically took part in the
fun games, celebrating physical activity in a joyful and spirited

environment.

Cluster Games

The CBSE Clusters XX Football Under-19
Boys' Tournament was held from October 1-9 at
Lovely Public Senior Secondary School,
Priyadarshini Vihar, featuring 107 teams from
various schools. The MIS team secured third
place in the competition under the captaincy of
Rayan Nasim Rahi. The team included Aditya
Kandpal, Trishan Juneja, Aarit Bakshi, Gursher
Boparai, Mohd. Arsh, Dhruv Sejwal, Kartik
Dagar, Amogh Shandilya, Dhruv Tuli, Yuvan
Dahiya, Raunav Gupta, Shivesh Kumar Pathak,
Moksh Manik, and Tavish Raj Singh.

Privades i Vidsers, Dilri-o2
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it India 6.0

As part of Fit India Movement 6.0, The
Mother's International School actively
engaged students in promoting awareness
about physical health. Through interactive
activities, games, and fitness sessions,
students learned the importance of regular
exercise, balanced living, and mental well-
being—fostering lifelong habits for a
healthier, more active lifestyle.

with the students and teachers of the
Environment Club and the Sports Club, led
Green Diwali Rally to inspire an eco- §
conscious celebration. Students and teachers
walked around Sarvodaya Enclave and
Begumpur holding handmade posters
chanting slogans that reinforced the message
of a cracker-free, safe, green Diwali. As the
roads echoed with chants of “Say No to
Crackers!” and “Light Lamps, Not Firecrackers” their message was clear-Diwali can be joyful without
harming our health or the planet. The rally appealed to residents of Sarvodaya Enclave to embrace eco-
friendly celebrations. For the students, it was an empowering experience that reinforced their role as change-
makers and advocates for a cleaner, greener future.

Alummni Sports Meet - Millennium Batch (2000)

The Alumni Sports Meet at The Mother's International School was a heart-warming reunion for the 2000
Millennium Batch, bringing together past and present students. The ‘students’ played table tennis, football,
basketball, and badminton matches, and relived their school days. The MIS spirit of sportsmanship was
reinforced through the Alumni Sports Meet, where respect, teamwork, and friendly competition transcended
generations.

Winter Cammp

A winter badminton and football camp was hosted for the students, where training sessions for both the sports
were held. Students showed up every morning to learn something new in the field, Training sessions with
professional coaches were held on the 3rd and 10th January.
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Ihelo MIS

To mark the birth anniversary of former
Chairman Shri Anil Kumar Jauhar, Khelo &
MIS was held on January 21 and 22, 2025.

Day 1 began with an inaugural speech
highlighting the goals of the event.
Students from each House then set up §
creative games stalls, Class VII kicked off
the day with a marathon while Class VI §
enjoyed games like Twister, Bottle Flip,
and Tic Tac Toe.

Day 2 featured an inspiring session by Ms.
Ritu Mehta, a passionate runner, who shared her journey of perseverance and passion with Classes VIII and IX.
Her talk encouraged students to pursue their goals with confidence and resilience.

Annual Athletic Talent Hunt

The Annual Athletic Talent Hunt was organised by the
Sports Department of the School. The Hunt aimed at
identifying talent in the field of sports among students of
Class VI During the athletic talent hunt, the students |
participated in various athletic games: Shot-put, Long |

Jump Skipping, 100m, 200m and 4X100m Relay Race.
The students participated in these events enthusiastically.

The hunt was declared open by Ms. Neethu Somarajan, the Class Coordinator, followed by March Past and a lap
around the field with a torch by students with high achievements in the field of sports. After that, an oath taking
ceremony was undertaken by the students for upholding sporting spirit irrespective of the results. Every
participating student exhibited the best sporting ability during the entire event. Prizes, medals and certificates
were handed over to the winners by teachers of Class V1.

Annual Inter-House Athletic Meet (6-7 December 2024)

“The sky has no limits, neither shouldyou” —Usain Bolt.

The Junior and Senior Annual Athletic Meet for Classes IX-XII, showcasing athletic talent and enthusiasm
for sports, was inaugurated on December 6. The event commenced with the marching contingent followed
by the ceremonial torch relay by student achievers in sports. The torch was handed over to Tara Didi, who
declared the Meet open. The annual athletic meet spanned a gamut of track and field events.




Best Athletes

S.no | Name of the Students | Class Event and Category
i Abeer Chaurasia VI Athletic Talent Hunt (Boys)
% Aadya Mishra VI Athletic Talent Hunt (Girls)
. Yashwant Rawat VIII (Perfection House) | Annual Inter-House Athletic Meet

(Sub Jr. Boys)
4. Kaira Nayyar VIII (Honesty House) Annual Inter-House Athletic Meet

(Sub Jr. Girls)
5. Rishab Trivedi X (Gratitude House) Annual Inter-House Athletic Meet (Jr.Boys)
6. Riddhi Bharana X (Aspiration House) Annual Inter-House Athletic Meet (Jr. Girls)
7. Mohd. Arsh XII (Sincerity House) Annual Inter-House Athletic Meet (Sr.Boys)
8. Chaitri Shree XI (Aspiration House) Annual Inter-House Athletic Meet (Sr.Girls)

House Rankings 2024-25

Sub Junior Junior Senior
Honesty Aspiration Aspiration
Truth Gratitude Sincerity
Perfection Perfection Truth
Aspiration Truth Perfection
Sincerity Sincerity Gratitude
Gratitude Honesty Honesty
Athletics

The Zonal Sports and Cultural Activities for South District, Zone S-23 were held from 22nd to 24th August 2024, at
Thyagraj Stadium. MIS students delivered outstanding performances across various athletics events, earning
accolades in multiple categories. In the Primary Under-11 category (held on 17th April 2025), Simran Lal secured the
Ist position in Long Jump, while Aditya Sharma and Ayana Sharma both achieved the 2nd position in the 100M Race.

In the Sub Junior Girls' category (Under-14), Shriya Shit won the 1st position in Long Jump and the 2nd position
inthe 600M Race, and was part of the 4x100M Relay team that secured the 1st position.

Diya Singh claimed 1st position in both the 200M and 400M Races, and was also part of the victorious 4x100M
Relay team. Kaira Nayyar earned the 3rd position in the 100M Race and was a member of the winning relay team,
alongside Sadhvi Pandey. Trisha Dutt Pant bagged the 3rd position in the 400M Race.

In the Junior Girls' category (Under-17), Riddhi Bharana won the 1st position in the 200M and 400M Races and the
2nd position in the 100M Race, in addition to being part of the 4x 100M Relay team that secured the 1st position.

Aradhya Porwal bagged the 1st position in the 800M Race and was also on the winning relay team with Prithika
Selvi Sundar, who earned the 2nd position in the 800M Race. Rubani Singh Tyagi also contributed to the team's
Istplace finish in the relay.

- 49 -




In the Senior Girls category (Under-19), Shrutiparna Shit achieved the 1st position in Long Jump, the 2nd position
in the 100M Race, the 3rd position in the 200M Race, and was part of both the 4x100M Relay team that secured
Ist place and the 4x400M Relay team that secured 2nd place.

Anshika Kumar earned the 1st position in the 200M and 400M Races, the 2nd position in Long Jump, and was a
member of both the 4x100M Relay (1st place) and 4x400M Relay (2nd place) teams.

Chaitri Shree and Nitisha Kumari were also part of the 1st place 4x100M Relay team, while Gouri Shandilya and
Aastha joined the 4x400M team that came 2nd.

In the Senior Boys' category (Under-19), Mohd. Arsh won the 1st position in the 1500M Race and the 2nd position
inthe 3000M Race. In the Junior Boys (Under-17) category, Rishab Trivedi secured the 3rd position in Long Jump.

Several athletes qualified to represent Zone S-23 at the Delhi State School Games at the Chhatrasal Stadium,
Model Town.

In the Sub Junior Girls' category, the students who qualified were: Diya Singh (200M, 400M, 4x100M Relay),
Shriya Shit (Long Jump, 4x100M), Kaira Nayyar (4x100M Relay ), and Sadhvi Pandey (4x100M Relay).

In the Junior Girls' category, the students who advanced were: Riddhi Bharana (200M, 400M, 4x100M), Aradhya
Porwal, Prithika Selvi Sundar, and Rubani Singh Tyagi (all for 4x100M Relay) advanced.

Aradhya Porwal also qualified in the 800M race.

In the Senior Girls category, Anshika Kumar (200M, 400M, 4x100M Relay), Shrutiparna Shit (Long Jump,
4x100M), Chaitri Shree, and Nitisha Kumari (4x100M) were selected. From the Senior Boys, Mohd. Arsh
qualified for the 1500M Race.

The Under-11 category Zonal Athletics meet was held at Tyagraj Stadium, New Delhi on 17 April 2025 organised
by Department of Education. More than 30 schools were part of this Meet.

In the girls' category, Simran Lal secured first Position in the long jump, Adiya Sharma second position in 100M
and Ayana Sharma second position in 100M.

The MIS contingent's exceptional achievements stand as a testament to their talent, determination, and the
school's commitment to excellence in sports.

Jd BASKETBALL

The South Zone, S-23 Basketball Zonal Tournament for girls was organised-in' Laxman Public School from
August 27th to September 8th for all three categories - Senior, Junior, and Sub-Junior. Thirty-two schools
participated in the event in all three categories. The girls delivered an outstanding performance with the senior
girls' team clinching gold, the sub-junior girls bronze, both finishing on the podium.

The Delhi State School Games for Senior Girls (U-19) was organised in the Basketball Sports Complex,
Anandvas, from October 28th, 2024. Twenty-nine zones participated in the senior girls' category. The girls played
brilliantly and were able to reach the quarter finals.

The Senior Girls' Team included Chaitri Shree, Gouri Shandilya, Ragini Aron, Eshaanvi Dadhwal, Alayna
Rizwan (Captain), Aavriti Sharma, Myra Gupta, Pehal Gaijwal, Advika Malik, Priyanshi Tripathi, Navya
Agarwal, and Aaradhya Gupta.

The Sub-Junior Girls' Team comprised Dhvani Sharma, Adya Singh, Nishka Sharma, Sarika Thakur, Naisha
Bansal, Ria Kapoor (Captain), Sejal Gupta, Shagun Bhardwaj, Meemansha Mishra, Kritika Duggal, Tanya
Mehta, and Vidhi Chaudhary.
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The Zonal U-14 Sub-junior Boys' Football
tournament was held at Government Sarvodaya Co-
ed Vidyalaya, from 18th to 21st October, 2024.

J The Zonals Under-14 Sub-Junior Boys' Football

team was led by Aavir Singh and included Aditya
Kumar, Amogh Shandilya, Vaibhav Kaushik, Vihaan Gambhir, Aarjav Wadhera, Atreya Kashiramka, Aavir
Singh, Gurmehar Singh Sethi, Chandan Pandey, Sarthik Katari, Nirvaan Manik, Kush Saib, Atiksh Kumar,
Om Bharana, Aarul, Jit Barma, Evaan Suri, and Swaraj Kad.

The Zonals U-19 Senior Girls' Football tournament was held on the 16th and 17th August, 2024 at
Government Sarvodaya Co-Ed Vidyalaya. Our team showcased impressive skills and teamwork, ultimately
bagging the third place in the event.

In the Zonals Under-19 Senior Girls' Football, Mihika Sinha led the squad, which included Yashita Gulia,
Pranali Singh, Anshika Kumar, Shiza Parveen, Aanandini Makin, Priyanshi Tripathi, Jahanvi Singh, Shriya
Gupta, Tanishka Nautiyal, Anya Singhal, Mihika Sinha, Sushiana Sondhi, Shrutiparna Shit, Nitya Markan,
Aavriti Sharma, Aaliya Sharma, and Devanshi Negi.

The Zonals U-14 Sub-Junior Girls' Football tournament was held at Government Sarvodaya Co-Ed
Vidyalaya, featuring teams from various schools. MIS secured first place in the competition, under the
captaincy of Prasansha Jha.

Finally, in the Zonals Under-14 Sub-Junior Girls' Football, Prashansa Jha led the team comprising Aadya
Singh, Meerah Sharma, Divya, Asmi Singh, Saanvi Bhardwaj, Aashita Gulia, Pragya Tyagi, Muskan Tomar,
Era Khokher, Ishita Yadav, Kritika Duggal, Sadhvi Pandey, Diya Singh, Japjit Kaur, Kaira Jain, Devanshi
Pahwa, Prashansa Jha, and Bhavya Gupta.

The 'Shri Soccer' Football tournament was held at The
Shri Ram School, Aravali from October 18th to October
23rd, 2024. MIS secured second place in the competition.

For the 'Shri Soccer' Tournament (Under-19 Boys), the
team was led by Mohd. Arsh and included Aditya Kandpal,
Trishan Juneja, Aarti Bakshi, Gursher Boparai, Mohd.
Arsh, Dhruv Sejwal, Rayan Nasim Rahi, Kartik Dagar,
Daivik Bejgotra, Dhruv Tuli, Yuvan Dahiya, Raunav
Gupta, Shivesh Kumar Pathak, and Aarav Narula
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Zone S-23 was held at New Green Field School, FESg@@

New Delhi from August 12th to August 21st, [

2024. Thirty-two schools participated in all three

categories. In the Senior Girls' category, the team led by Kamakshi Krishan secured the gold medal. The team
comprised Kamakshi Krishan, Anshika Kumar, Riddhi Agarwal, Saisha Gupta, and Kriti Sharma.

The Sub-Junior Girls' team, captained by Avisha Markan, also struck gold, with a strong line-up comprising
Avyanshi Rajan, Aayat Malik, Dikshita Garg, Avisha Markan, and Aairah Aggarwal.

In the Junior Boys' category, Advik Aggarwal led the team to a silver medal. The team included Advik
Aggarwal, Arith Aggarwal, Sujit Bhattacharya, Aaron Surya, and Jai Sharma.

Atthe BVN 22nd Inter-Public Badminton Competition 2024, MIS secured the 1st position in the Sub-Junior
Girls category with players Avyanshi Rajan, Aayat Malik, Dikshita Garg, and Avisha Markan. The school
also achieved the 2nd position in the Junior Boys' category, represented by Arith Aggarwal, Aaron Surya, and
Mohd. Aahil.

MIS also secured the Overall Championship Trophy for Badminton.

-
1

e L |][

The Zonal Table Tennis Championship was held at

Delhi Police Public School, Safdarjung Enclave, T \.—) | :
New Delhi from August 8th, 2024 to August 9th, N\DLC
2024.

In the Senior Girls' category, the team was captained by Sanchita Suri and secured the second position. The
team included Sanchita Suri, Varnika Agarwal, Samaira Kundra, Radhika Chaudhary, and Tanisha
Bhardwaj.

In the Junior Girls' category, Meher Aggarwal led the team to a second-place finish. The participating
members were Meher Aggarwal, Shivika Vijayan Singh, Poorna Datta, Kohana Saxena, and Amaira Gupta.

The Sub-Junior Girls' team, under the leadership of Sairah Aggarwal, also achieved the second position. The
team comprised Sairah Aggarwal, Aanya Garg, Vaanya Saxena, Bani Gupta, and [shika Karmokar.
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On 12th and 13th August 2024, the boys' teams participated across various categories.
In the Senior Boys' category, Kshitij Sharma captained the team to a first-place victory.
The players included Kshitij Sharma, Rudransh Gupta, Divyansh Maurya, and Kaushal Somany.

The Junior Boys' team, led by Soham Bansal, secured the second position. The team consisted of Soham
Bansal, Shaksham Sharma, Aarav Jyoti Pradhan, and Kaustav Saxena.

Finally, the Sub-Junior Boys' team, with Ayaan Pahuja as captain, claimed first place. The team included
Ayaan Pahuja, Vedansh Om Girdhar, Japesh Bansal, Yuvraj Gambhir, and Medhansh Chadha.

One of the thrills of playing at the top venues of the world is to see the Indian flag go up whenever I'm
participating. That's enough motivation for any Indian to perform there.

Sania Mirza

CHESS‘

The Delhi U-19 Boys Chess Team, under the leadership of Aarav Sinha from Class X, secured the second
position in the prestigious 68th National School Games Chess Championship 2024-25 organised by the
School Games Federation of India (SGFI). SGFI is recognised by the Ministry of Youth Affairs and the
Government of India. The tournament was organised by the Council for the Indian School Certificate
Examination (CISCE) and was held from November 19th to 21st, 2024, in Kolkata. Aarav Sinha, team
leader, remained unbeaten and was awarded a gold medal for his exceptional performance.
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Aarush Uday Khanna was also a member of the Delhi U-19 SGFI team contributed significantly to the team's
impressive performance, helping them secure the silver medal at the national level.

Dr. Stya Paul Inter-School Chess Tournament 2024—25 was held at Apeejay School, Pitampura, New Delhi, from
9th August to 13th August 2024. In the School Team Category, the MIS team secured the Third Position. The
participating students were Aarush Uday Khanna, Aarav Mehta, Vivaan Ahuja, Aarav Sinha and Ayaan Arora.

Ayaan Arora, a sixth grader has also won laurels in Chess. He bagged two silver medals as a part of the U-11
team at the 18th Asian Schools Chess Championship in Bangkok and secured the 9th rank in the SGFI
nationals under the same category. He secured the 35th rank out of over 450 participants in the 37th National
U-11 Chess Championship 2024, qualifying to represent our school and country at the World and Asian-level
championships. Demonstrating consistent excellence, he has also achieved remarkable success in various
over-the-board and online chess tournaments. Notably, he won 1st place in the All India online Brilliant
Chess Tournament, which received widespread media coverage in Telangana. Additionally, he secured 35th
rank in the main category of the New Delhi Open International FIDE-rated tournament and 2nd rank in his
age category at the Blue Chevalier International FIDE-rated tournament held in Phuket.

SHOOTINGF

Arivaan Thakur has demonstrated outstanding performance in the sport of shooting across multiple
prestigious events. He secured the Third Position in the 28th Delhi State Championship, followed by an
impressive Second Position in the 42nd Inter-School State Championship. He went on to win a Gold Medal in
the CBSE Cluster Games, and a Silver Medal in the Delhi Sikh Games. Additionally, he had the honour of
representing Delhi in the 33rd Inter-State Championship.

KARATE

The 6th International Karate Championship, 2024 was held at Amritsar where Promiti Bhattacharya of Class
VIl secured second position.

TAEKXWONDOYY

Aalia Shailendra, a talented student of Class VII participated in the 5th Open International Tackwondo Royan
Championship held in France and won a bronze medal. In the DTU-Final 8 International Bodensee cup, 2024
organised in Germany, she secured a bronze medal again.

Notably, in the Delhi Open Tackwondo Championship, Aalia bagged the gold medal.

She secured a bronze medal in the CBSE Taekwondo Championship. She secured a silver medal in the Battle
of the Lowland Championship held in the Netherlands, the Delhi State Championship and the XXV Open
International Jordan FAMC Taekwondo Championship.
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JUDO AND KURASH M Sa

Nirvaan Sejwal of class X1 participated in the 40th Delhi State Judo Championship 2024-2025, organised by
the Delhi Judo Council from 23-26 December, 2024 where he secured the third position.

Vanshika Tokas of class VI showcased consistent excellence in both Judo and Kurash at various prestigious
competitions. She won a silver medal in Judo at the United World Martial Arts Federation Asia
Championship as well as a bronze medal in Kurash at the Delhi State School Games. Vanshika secured third
place in the 40th Delhi State Judo Championship. She also represented Delhi at the Kurash Championship
and secured second place. Moreover, she secured second place in both Judo and Kurash at the Sir Gurcharan
Singh Gogi Memorial Championship.

SQUASH

Aadi Porwal Class VI: Currently Rank 12 in India

Selected in Delhi State Team for SGFI National School Games 2024
2nd IIT Gandhinagar Open — 3rd Position

CSK iSquash Open, Pune- 3rd Position

2nd Squash Xtreme Championship — 4th Position

4th All India Brahmaputra tournament, Guwahati- 4th Position

JSW 9th Sunil Verma Memorial Tournament- 4th Position

2nd Emerald Heights Cup, Indore — 4th Position

Northern India Squash Championship- 8th Position

Daly College Junior Nationals Championship, Indore — 15th Position
Dhunseri 9th Bengal Eastern Slam, Kolkata

13th Indian Junior Open, Mumbai

All India 3rd Brahmaputra Open, Guwahati

Aurobindo Realty Telangana Squash Open

Aradhya Porwal of Class 10: Currently Rank 3 in India

Selected In Indian Team after Asian Junior Individual Selection Trials

Asian Junior Championship, Dalian, China — Runners Up in Plate Event (Silver Medal)
37th National Games, Goa —Selected in Women's team from Delhi

Dhunseri 9th Bengal Eastern Slam, Kolkata — Winner

All India 3rd Brahmaputra Open, Guwahati — Winner

2nd Emerald Heights Cup, Indore — Winner

Aurobindo Realty Telangana Squash Open — Winner

2nd IIT Gandhinagar Open — Runners Up

13th Indian Junior Open, Mumbai - 3rd Position

Daly College Junior Nationals Championship, Indore — 3rd Position

HCL Southern Slam, Chennai — 5th Position

(GU17; Current Rank 11 in India)

CSK iSquash Open, Pune- Winner

4th All India Brahmaputra tournament, Guwahati- Runners Up in Women's Category
Northern India Squash Championship- 3rd Position

JSW 9th Sunil Verma Memorial Tournament- 3rd Position
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FENCING

Vivaswan Saini of Class VI participated in the 68th SGFI National School Games (U-14) held in Jammu
from 12th to 16th November, 2024 and secured Third Position.

THE DELHI STATE SCHOOL GAMES

The Delhi State School Games, organised annually by the Delhi Government, brought together talented
students from 32 zones across the city to compete in a wide range of sports. Students from our school proudly
represented Zone S-23 in the Delhi State Inter-Zonal Sports Tournament 2024-25. The event brought
together talented athletes from across the city to compete in various team and individual sports, showcasing
their skills, teamwork, and dedication. Our students performed exceptionally well across multiple categories
participated in Badminton, Basketball, Chess, Football, Kurash and Table Tennis, and showcased heights of
both skill and sportsmanship.

Highlights of the tournament included a silver medal in Senior Boys' category in Chess bagged by Aarush
Uday Khanna and Aarav Sinha.

In Kurash, the Junior Boys' category saw a stellar performance by Nirvaan Sejwal, who secured the Gold
Medal.

In Badminton, the Sub-Junior Girls' category, Avisha Markan and Aayat Malik represented the school.

In Basketball, the Senior Girls team, was led by Alayna Rizwan, The team included Chaitri Shree, Gouri
Shandilya, Ragini Aron, Alayna Rizwan, Myra Gupta, Advika Malik, and Navya Agarwal.

The Sub-Junior Girls' Basketball team also made it with players Ria Kapoor and Vidhi Chaudhary.
Ruveer Khetarpal represented the Zone-S-23-in Cricket U-19.

In Football, the Junior Boys team with players including Dhruv Tuli, Alok Raj, Yuvan Dhaiya, Raunav
Gupta, and Shivesh Kumar Pathak.

In Table Tennis, participants included Sanchita Suri, Varnika Agarwal, Divyansh Maurya, Soham Bansal,
Ayaan Pahuja, Vedansh Om Girdhar, Japesh Bansal, Yuvraj Gambhir, and Medhansh Chadha.

To demand more of yourself than you do of others is the first on any ladder of success.

~ Major Dhyan Chand
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“What you have in you, you must express. It is the best way of progressing”- The Mother







Jauhar Cup Football Tournament

The twenty-fifth edition of the Jauhar Cup Football Tournament was successfully held from August
2nd to 6th, 2024, marking a significant milestone for this esteemed inter-school event. Twelve of the
most talented school football teams from across Delhi participated with unmatched enthusiasm,
showcasing their skills and vying for the coveted championship.

The tournament culminated in a thrilling final match between Modern School, Vasant Vihar, and
Vasant Valley School. After a hard-fought contest, Modern School emerged as the champions, while
Vasant Valley School secured the commendable runners-up position.

The event began with a formal inauguration ceremony, where the Chairman, Mr. Pranjal Jauhar,
conducted the ceremonial kick-off, officially declaring the tournament open. On the closing day, a
prize distribution ceremony was held to recognise the admirable achievements of the participating
teams and outstanding individuals. Trophies and certificates were presented to the victorious
champions and the accomplished runners-up.

Additionally, individual awards were bestowed upon the Best Player, the Best Scorer, and the Most
Promising Player of the tournament, celebrating their exceptional contributions to their team’s
performance throughout the tournament.

The MIS team demonstrated a commendable performance throughout the tournament, successtully
reaching the semi-final s, much to the delight of the students.

Although they did not advance further in the competition, their participation provided exciting

moments in the match.

- Nitya Jain [ XI- A]
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Arching Back Through Civilisations

Luminaire-2024

'Civilisation is a movement, not a condition, a journey, not a harbour.’

Arnold J. Toynbee

Every year The Mother's International School hosts Luminaire to celebrate the birth anniversary of
Sri Aurobindo and offer an opportunity to students from different schools to engage in
meaningful interaction, and in the process stimulate intellectual curiosity and artistic expression.
Held on the 8th of August, the theme of Luminaire-2024, "The Arches of Time', encouraged

participants to delve deep into the cradles of ancient civilisations.

Eight schools participated, presenting their research and creative work through three distinct

muldidisciplinary events: Civitas, Lingua, and Artem.

Civitas presented a rigorous academic challenge-the teams were required to present research papers
that analysed the societal structures of their chosen civilisations. They examined aspects such as
social stratification, class dynamics, gender roles, prevailing beliefs and practices, and identified key

historical developments thatdefined each era.

Lingua offered an artistic and interpretive experience. The participating teams created a tableau
vivant, aliving representation inspired by a significant artwork from their chosen civilisation. They
also composed and presented poetry that captured the essence of the civilisation drawing

inspiration from ancient myths, legends and folklore.

Artem focussed on visual representation and artistic expression. Students showcased their artistic
talent and demonstrated their understanding of the civilisation's aesthetic and cultural legacy

through posters.

St. Mary's School won the Rolling Trophy for securing the highest cumulative scores across all
three events. Luminaire helped students discover the often-overlooked social and cultural aspects
of theancient world thatarestill relevant. The eventaimed to cultivate adeeper appreciation for the
diverse tapestry of human history and the importance of preserving and understanding our shared

pasts.

~Nitya Jain [XI- A]
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Tech Talk: MINET X

The much-awaited annual IT symposium ‘X 2024, was hosted after a one-year hiatus, by The Mother’s International School from
16th to 22nd of August. As one of the most-anticipated inter-school events, it brought together tech minds from schools across Delhi-
NCR to compete in a series of challenging events. The event, known for fostering technological prowess and teamwork, provided a
platform to students to showcase skills in programming, filmmaking, group discussion, designand more.

The event started with the cryptic hunt, a hectic frenzy of hunting, searching, deciphering and further decoding for the next arcane
clue. After hours of endless decryption and wild goose chases, Delhi Public School, Sushant Lok, secured the first position
completing near impossible levels in record time.

The first round of events took place online and smoothly landed the qualifiers a seat in the offline event on the 22nd and 23rd of
August, 2024. Photography was the first event, led by the MINET Lens team and won by Vasant Valley School. Programming was
truly a jaw-dropping performance, with Delhi Public School, Vasant Kunj, obtaining a perfect score in the quickest time. Delhi
Public School, Vasant Kunj, also secured the first position in the Group Discussion, Design, Gaming and Quiz.

On Day II, the Surprise Event was held. It consisted of an exciting and entertaining treasure hunt, running around the campus in the
rain and recreating clips from presidential debates to iconic songs on camera.

The winners, Apeejay School Noida came up with the most amusing and creative entries. Filmmaking was conducted again by
MINET Lens and some very meaningful short films were submitted for thisevent.

‘The movie which stole our hearts was Vasant Valley School’s ‘Dream On’. Finally, the MIS flagship event ‘Make’ was a huge success in
X 2024, receiving creative and innovative ideas and stunning designs.

The winner of Pitching was Vasant Valley School. The winner of ‘Design’ was Delhi Public School, Vasant Kunj and the overall
winner of ‘Make’ was Delhi Public School, RK Puram.

Atthe end of the two-day offline, following the neck to neck online battles, Delhi Public School, Vasant Kunj, was declared the overall
winner of X 2024, taking home the coveted Rolling Trophy for their stellar performances across multiple events.With the closing

ceremony, the symposium concluded on a high note, leaving participants inspired and eager for nextyear's edition of X.

X 2024 was judged by a panel of industry professionals who gave valuable feedback to the participants. Judges for the Filmmaking

and Photography events included Mr Shashwat Sagar, Mr Manan Sarna and Ms Janisha Hindocha, while the ‘Make’ event was
evaluated by Mr Arhaan Bahadur, Mr Sagar Gupta, Mr Kartik Dhar, and Mr Deepank.
The symposium also featured a special guest lecture by Mr Aryaman Munish, who shared insights into the future of technology and

encouraged the students to continue exploring their creativity within the I'T sector.

~ Rubani Singh Tyagi [X-B] and Reya Kaloya [X-E]
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Rasanjali: Annual Day 2024

‘A work of art which did not begin in emotion is not art.”

-Paul Cezanne

The Annual Day of The Mother's International School, an eagerly awaited celebration, marking the culmination of months of hard
work and artistic endeavour, was celebrated on Saturday, the 26th of October, 2024. The theme of the programme, a confluence of
dance, music and theatre, was the 'Navrasa', the concept of nine 75z or states of emotion deeply rooted in classical Indian aesthetics and
traditional performing arts.

The following lines capture the essence of the offering titled Rasanjali: The Cadence of Emotions.

The experience of life

An artist, one moment,

A movement and breath

In tandem, intertwined.

Sound, fragrance, feeling,

Existing tocreate.

Human emotions set ablaze

Invoking artisticand spiritual space,
Disconnect and new beginnings.

A release. Silent, and radiant.
Eventuality of a magical essence

An embodied creative existence.

(Sonali Grover, faculty member)

The programme, conceptualised with the aim of helping both the audience and the participants, become aware of the interplay of
emotions in their lives, was inspired by Bharat Muni’s extraordinary treatise on the art of theatre, Natyashastra. Around 150
students from Classes VI to XII participated in the concept ballet, choreographed by distinguished dance guru Smt. Sangeeta
Sharmaand Subhashish Dey.

Rasanjali showcased a blend of different dance styles - Chhau, Kathakali, Kathak, Bharatanatyam, Manipuri, Creative and
Modern Contemporary, Aerial Silk Performance. among others - each representing one of the nine rasas.

Veer Rasa, Hasya Rasa, Roudra Rasa, Shringar Rasa, Karuna Rasa were among the range of complex emotions depicted on stage
by students, through dance, music and yogasanas. Students enjoyed practising and performing the sequence for Hasya Rasa which
captured monkeys at play, mimicking the carefree games played by them.

The harsh realities the world faces today like warfare, violence, environmental degradation and water pollution, were depicted on
stage. The performance was also a ferventappeal to all to work towards global solidarity, harmony, peace.

Lines from the poetry of Sti Aurobindo were interwoven in the ballet to deepen the audience's understanding of the theme and the
emotions conveyed through the performance. Sri Aurobindo's writings emphasise the three dimensions of Art (Aesthetic,
Educational and Spiritual).

The event was an attempt to explore and understand his universal vision of art, aiming at elevating the audience's consciousness and
connecting with the Divine.

The programme began with the school choir presenting the welcome song ‘Swagatam Shubha Swagatam’ . Chief guest Shri
Sachchidanand Joshi, member secretary of IGNCA, was felicitated with a beautiful painting as a token of gratitude for his invaluable
contribution to the arts. Speaking on the occasion he underscored the importance of the arts in education and life-long learning. Shri
Kiran Vyas, founder director of Tapovan University of Ayurveda and Yoga, France, graced the occasion as the guest of honour.

~Adya Malik [XI - B]
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Sustainability in Action

The Professor M.V. Nadkarni Memorial Inter-School |
Competition was held on 12th November 2024,
bringing together young minds from across the city to
display their  creativity. This year’s theme, The
Greenwave Challenge: Sustainability, — encouraged
students of Classes VI and VII to come up with realistic
solutions which could secure the future of our planet.

The event featured three competitions: Role Play,
Kavya Paath Pratiyogita, and Eco-Art Challenge,
with schools from across the city showcasing their
passion for sustainability. For the Role-Play, teams
presented  creative solutions to  real-world
environmental issues. They used props and dressed
for their roles and addressed impending dangers like
waste management, conservation and renewable
energy. They suggested plausible solutions to global
crises. In the Kavya Paath Pratiyogita, students
presented  original poems in Hindi on
environmental  conservation. The  Eco-Art

Challenge gave students an open book, making

them use recycled materials, natural elements, and
paint to create stunning artworks on the theme, “Sustainability is Harmony”. Their artistic talent reminded us of the

importance of living as one with nature.
Dr Manoj Prasad and Mr Nitin Kaushal, both environmental scientists, were the judges of the Role-Play competition,
while Dr Hiranya Himkar and Mr Rishab Kumar, renowned figures in the world of literature, judged the Kavya Paath
Pratiyogita event. Akansha Gupta and Deepali Sharma, celebrated artists and environmental advocates, judged the Eco-
Art Challenge. During the brief interlude in the programme, Ariana Bandyopadhyay, a Class IX student, performed a
contemporary dance that beautifully blended movement and music in a tribute to nature. A group of students
presented a medley of songs.
The winners of the competitions were:
- Sustainability in Action:

e 1Ist Place: Bluebells International School (Alisha Satiya, Addvita Verma, Mudit Sharma, and Ayana

Samriddhi)
e Runner’s-Up: The Mother’s International School (Kaustubh Tiwari, Kush Saib, Nishika Sharma, and
Dhimaan Goswami)

- Kavya Paath Pratiyogita:

e 1st Place: Charitakashi Nuniwal of Summer Fields School

e 2nd Place: Trisha Dutt Pant of The Mother’s International School
- Eco-Art Challenge:

e 1st Place: Sakal Siddhi of Springdales School, Dhaula Kuan

e Runner’s-Up: Moksha Mehta of Summer Fields School
Springdales School, Dhaula Kuan was awarded the Overall Trophy for stellar performances across all events.

~ Shobhit Chakraborty [XI - C]

- 66 -



A Beacon of Light

Mahasamadhi Day

Heisthe centre of the cirdle of God,
He the circumference of Nature’s run.
His slumber is an Almightiness in things,
Awake, beis the Eternal and Supreme
~Sri Aurobindo

A day of peace and serenity, Mahasamadhi Day is observed on sth December each year to commemorate the day Sri
Aurobindo left his mortal frame. Recitations from the teachings of Sri Aurobindo and the Mother filled the air,
blending gracefully with the peace and quiet that enveloped the surroundings. Students, and teachers paid their
respects at Sti Aurobindo's Szmadhi in the Ashram lawns. The gentle rustling of leaves in the breeze seemed to whisper
heartfelt prayers, creating an atmosphere of reverence. Bhajans and shlokas , blended with the notes of the sitar and the
flute, creating a meditative atmosphere. The resonant notes, carried through the still air, seemed to touch the souls of all
present, invoking a deep sense of connection with the Divine.A day of reflection, Mahasamadhi Day reminds us that
the teachings of the Mother and Sri Aurobindo shall forever stay with us and guide us throughout our lives. It is a

beacon oflightin thejourney of self-discovery.

~Vanshika Mahajan [XI - B]






Farewell '24: Hello, Goodbye!

“The two hardest things to say in life are bello for the first time and goodbye for the last’
— Moira Rogers

The much-anticipated farewell, ‘Cinema — The Last Act,’ bade adieu to the Class of 2025 at The Mother's
International School on December 30th, 2024. After years of shared experiences, the students prepared to
embark on their next chapter, a transition as dramatic and transformative as a cinematic finale. The ceremony
commenced with inspiring messages by Alka Maam and Jyod Ma'am. Their words echoed wisdom and
encouragement and set a reflective tone. A traditional invocation dance followed, after which the stage became

a canvas for the diverse talents of students, with captivating dance and musical performances.

“Fare forward, you who think that you are voyaging; You are not those who saw
the harbour receding, or those who will disembark...”
-TS. Elliot

One of the most enjoyable moments of the farewell was the dance by teachers from the Primary Wing, which
drew enthusiastic cheers. This performance served as a reminder of the foundational influence of their early
educators, highlighting the enduring impact of their nurturing care. Performances by teachers of the senior
wing were also greeted by loud rounds of applause.

The outgoing Students’ Council presented a heartfelt tribute, expressing gratitude for the school's role in their
personal and academic development. A film by MINET and MINET Lens provided a nostalgic retrospective
of school years, capturing cherished moments of camaraderie and achievement. The film also included
touching and, at times, humorous messages from teachers and support staft leaving many with a smile or a
moist eye. After the programme, students enjoyed a delightful lunch under the winter sun in the backfield,
where they once played with their friends.

A student-run photo booth provided a fun and interactive way to capture the memories of this special
occasion, filled with smiles and shared laughter. As the day drew to a close, the 'seniors' faced the bitter-sweet
reality of their school years coming to a close. The farewell was a blend of joy and melancholy as the Class of
2025 bid adieu to their alma mater. The values, knowledge and memories will remain indelible, etched in their

hearts and the hearts of those who shaped their journey.
~Nitya Jain [XI- A]
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The Mother’s Birthday-2025

“In silence, the consciousness grows. It aspires to know you more and more perfectly...”

The Mother's Birthday is an island of joy and peace amidst the hectic bustle of school life. On Her 147th
birthday, students poured their respect and adoration for The Mother into the 7angolis adorning the
front of each classroom, the flowers that infused the air with the promise of new beginnings, and the

bhajans and dance prepared for the special assembly.

From the perfect symmetry and agility of the dancers to the harmonious melody of the bbajans sung in
remembrance of The Mother, the special assembly was a culmination of all the hard work put in by
students and teachers to pay a wonderful tribute to her. Songs like Sarveshwari Jagdeeshwar: ushered in
the peace and serenity one should always strive to achieve, and the flute and sitar provided a mellifluous

blend of rhythm and grace that was perfect for the day.

The atmosphere of serenity enveloped the MIS family in the protective love of The Mother. As opposed
to the general restless movement of students rushing to venues and teachers arriving in classes, The

Mother's Birthday is an event where the entire school seems to stand still and calm, in reverence for the
auspicious day.

It was an event that spoke to the soul, much like the delicate flowers adorning the venue, a testament to
the care and effort put into making the day a success. The Mother's tranquility and blessings are always
around. She is in the flowers, the trees and everything beautiful.

~Vanshika Mahajan [XI - B]
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Consciousness is not only the power of awareness of self and things,

it also has a dynamic and creative energy...

-Sri Aurobindo
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Showing We Care

Van Mahotsava Celebration - July 5, 2024
Tree Plantation Drive ‘Van Mahotsava’ was celebrated with
great enthusiasm at The Mother’s International School on
July 5, 2024. The event aimed to instil awareness about the
importance of trees and biodiversity among students.
Through Environmental Club sessions, students learned
about the role of trees in maintaining ecological balance and
the need for afforestation. To mark the occasion, a tree
plantation drive was held on the school campus, with active
participation from the principal, Vicc—principal, teachers,
students, and support staff. Around 20 saplings were
planted, including Guava (Psidium guajava), Papaya (Carica
papaya), and hedge plants like Rakhi Bel (Passiflora
incarnata), commonly known as Krishna Kamal. These

plants were carefully chosen for their environmental

benefits and ability to attract pollinators.

World Environment Day - June 5, 2024

To commemorate World Environment Day 2024, the
Environment Club of The Mother’s International School
organised various engaging activities, centred around this year’s
theme—"Land Restoration, Desertification, and Drought
Resilience.” The awareness message on the theme was widely
disseminated among students, faculty, and parents to
emphasise the urgent need for sustainable land use and water
conservation.

Various activities were planned around the theme, integrating
efforts across the faculties of fine arts, language, and science. This
inter-disciplinary approach ensured that the occasion was
celebrated with enthusiasm and purpose.

An intra-school competition was conducted to encourage
student participation in meaningful ways. The competition
featured diverse categories, including article writing (Hindi
and English), poetry writing (English and Hindi), poster
making, meme making, and sustainable ideas. More than 100
| students actively took part, expressing their thoughts creatively
on environmental conservation. On August 3, 2024, a specia]
| assembly, was held which included the Jal Shakti Abhiyan. The
| event featured a thought-provoking dance performance and a

melodious song on water conservation, reinforcing the

significance of saving water and protecting our environment.
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"Look deep into nature, and then you will understand everything
better.”
In alignment with the school's commitment to sustainable living,
the Environment Club successfully started an Organic Kitchen
Garden within the school premises on November 16, 2024. This
initiative encouraged students  to engage with nature, !
understand organic farming principles, and actively participate
in eco-
The event began with an introductory session, where students
learned the fundamentals of organic gardening, including
nutrient recycling, water conservation, and soil enrichment
techniques. Special emphasis was placed on minimising synthetic |
fertilisers and promoting natural composting methods.

After the briefing, students eagerly got to Work—preparing the

soil,

vermicompost. This hands-on experience provided them with a
deeper understanding of how organic farming supports =

biodiversity and sustains the environment.

Organic Kitchen Garden

— Albert Einstein

friendly gardening.

removing weeds,

Interactive Session on Conservation of Freshwater Resources —

An insightful session on Freshwater Conservation and Youth was conducted

on August 20, 2024, for students of Classes 6 to 9 by Mr. Nitin Kaushal,

- Director - Rivers, Wetlands & Water Policy, WWF-India. With over 23 years

of experience in water resource management and environmental
conservation, Mr. Kaushal provided valuable insights into integrated water
resource management, river basin management, environmental flows, and
water policy.

The session began with an engaging talk, where he discussed sustainable water
management, the importance of maintaining environmental flows, and the
role of participatory irrigation management and Water Users’ Associations.
Students gained an understanding of water allocation policies and the
environmental impacts of hydro-power projects.

A highlight of the session was the hands-on activity, where students actively

participated in learning about water conservation techniques and sustainable

¥ practices. Through interactive discussions and real-world examples, Mr.

Kaushal encouraged students to think critically about India’s water challenges
and their role in protecting this vital resource.

The session was both informative and inspiring, leaving students with a
deeper appreciation for water conservation and sustainable management. The

school expresses its gratitude to Mr. Nitin Kaushal for sharing his expertise

| and motivating young minds to become future environmental leaders.

and enriching the beds with
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BRIDGING THE GAP

‘Bridging the Gap’ (BtG) programme was started in The Mother's International School in 2015 to extend support to
srudents admitted under the Right to Education. This after-school, multi-dimensional programme combines language
strengthening, subject matter learning and social mindfulness. The medium of instruction is English and personalised
one-on-one attention is given to students. Teaching is conducted by trained teachers and volunteers who work with
students in a planned and structured manner. Primary level students are taught English using different methods; and
senior students are taught additional subjects like Math, Social Sciences, Physics, Chemistry and Biology.

Since 2015, close to 1,300 students have benefitted from the programme and in 2024, 172 students were enrolled from
Classes I to Class XI1I.

Since 2021, RGF has been awarding scholarships to deserving students from Class IX onwards. In 2024, 19 students
from Classes IX to XII were granted an RGF scholarship of Rs 60,000 each. The RGF scholarship programme continues
and scholarships will be granted to deserving Class IX students in 2025.

In 2025, two RGF students took the CBSE Class XII board exam and nine students took the CBSE Class X board exam.

In 2024, a mentoring programme for the Class XI students was started wherein the mentees (students) were paired with
five mentors (teachers). This programme helps students with study skills, facing academic challenges, building self-
esteem, managing stress and anxiety, providing career advice among others. Training workshops were conducted for both
mentors and mentees at the start of the programme. The mentoring programme will continue in 2025 and Class XI
students will be similarly paired with mentors.

The goal of the Rohini Ghadiok Foundation is to enhance the overall development of students, and help them become
self-reliant, responsible, confident, and motivated, youngadults.

Rohini Ghadiok Foundation (RGF) is a registered, not-profit NGO. Our mandate 'Empowerment through Education'is
guided by Rohini's philosophy that education is a basic right and it empowers the underserved. Rohini was an MIS
alumnus.

Students with MIS Principal Milan Mala Sarin and RGF senior teachers
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LITERATURE IN A HURRY

Victorian poet and critic Matthew Arnold had once written, "Journalism is
literature in a hurry.”

Reporting is always bound by constraints of time, yet the urgency to put pen to
paper and capture the day's events often still unfolding, is what motivates many a
writer.

Seldom can reports be ‘recollected in tranquility .

In an institution like The Mother's International School, where students and
teachers from the pre-primary to the senior secondary wing are constantly
churning out ideas andnew events, recording the ephemeral is no mean feat.

Reportage is the backbone of any school magazine seeking to present a spectrum
of activities and everyday events in its robust calendar.

The Reports Section of Navchetna, therefore, is the space accorded to students to
capture the arc of school-life from the bustle in the classrooms and corridors, the
lingering impact of events, trips, inter-school competitions, workshops, or
training programmes, to accolades won, or missed.

Navchetna acknowledges, and is a living embodiment of the spirit of
participation, in the countless grains of diverse thoughts and emotions that go
into shaping it each year.

Reporting requires team effort and the foot soldiers of Navchetna are the
students and teachers of the school along with the Navchetna Editorial Board.

We hope true to its name, the magazine will continue to inspire both reader and
writer.

By Soumi Das
Faculty, English Department
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HOUSE DISPLAY BOARDS

Science and technology open new doors for humanity leading us on to pathways unimagined. What science fiction writers
wrote about and artists imagined and illustrated centuries ago, are now a reality. Artificial Intelligence, cloning, space
travel, a computer in everyone's palm, are no longer fantasies. The House Boards are an expression of imagination turning
intoreality...

The Perfection House Board takes a deep dive to look at the treasures that lie hidden in the ocean, while the Honesty House
Boardis on mental health.

| HONESTY '

ASPIRATION

“Science is a beautiful gift to humanity.”
A.P.J. Abdul Kalam

ﬁﬂ(rmf% ﬂmdm

There are in fact two things, science and
opinion; the former begets knowledge, the
latter ignorance.

Hippocrates (460-377BC)

GRATITUDE
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Award of Honour 2024—25 _

Trisha Dutt Pant Lakshminarasimhan Shruti
Recipient of Prof. K. R. Srinivasa Iyengar Recipient of Prof. K. R. Srinivasa Iyengar
Memorial Award of Honour for Class VIII Memorial Award of Honour for Class XII1

leachers Felicitated 2024-25

Ms Suparna Adhikary Ms Paromita Pal Ms Roopa Srinivas
Recipient of the Shri Jaya Bhadra Recipient of the Recipient of the
Choudbhury Award Shri Mani Pillay Award Shri Mani Pillay Award
for excellence in for exemplary for exemplary
Primary Education devotion to duty devotion to duty
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Climb ev'ry mountain
Ford ev'ry stream
Follow ev'ry rainbow
"Till you find your dream

(The Sound of Music)

School trips are among the most enjoyable experiences of school life. MIS students get an opportunity to go off the beaten
track and gain experiences that are a break from the usual routines of city life. The trips offer students a chance to live simply,
work with their hands, trek in the mountains, ford little streams, eat freshly-cooked meals prepared using local produce. Far
from the noise of traffic, students reach out to others, and reach within and get the much-needed time to talk to themselves.

Trip to Ramgarh

During the summer holidays, Class VI students travelled to Ramgarh for an immersive trip focussed on
physical activity, creative expression, and mindful reflection. Their days were structured around invigorating
exercises and treks, designed to build stamina and foster a connection with the environment. Evenings
provided opportunities for relaxed social interaction, through outdoor games such as basketball, or individual
creative pursuits like sketching, where students could capture the scenic beauty of the surroundings.

The trip's activities extended beyond simple recreation. Students participated in structured sessions of
gymnastics, yoga, and aerobics, promoting physical well-being and flexibility. They also explored their
dramatic talents through the performance of plays, encouraging teamwork and self-expression.

A particularly impactful reflective session, led by Anju Didi, focussed on environmental awareness,
emphasising the importance of nature and water conservation. This session aimed to instil a sense of
responsibility and encourage sustainable practices. Creative sessions, such as pebble painting, provided
students with opportunities to express their artistic talent.

The Ramgarh trip proved to be a comprehensive learning experience. Students developed their social skills,
enhanced their understanding of environmental issues, and learned to appreciate the natural world. The trip
was a valuable and memorable experience for both students and teachers.




Trip to Nainital

Class VII students embarked on a week-
long journey to Nainital, residing at the
Van Niwas, a serene retreat away from
the bustle of the city. The trip aimed to
provide a blend of adventure, and
spiritual reflection.

On the first day, the students were
introduced to a range of activities,
including rappelling and river crossing,
and an exploration of the natural
surroundings near the Ashram. The
subsequent days were filled with a set of dynamic physical challenges, such as rock climbing, scrambling,
and treks, each activity building upon the previous day's experience. The students successfully hiked to
Tiffin Top, where they were rewarded with a breathtaking panoramic view of the expansive Nainital valley.

The culmination of their trekking adventures led them to Naina Peak, where the trail revealed stunning vistas
of the majestic Himalayan mountain range and the tranquil expanse of Naina Lake. This trek provided a
memorable experience, offering an awe-inspiring view of the natural landscape.

Meditation sessions and reflective exercises were held every day. Beyond adventure sports, the students also
engaged in cultural and recreational activities. They took a leisurely walk along Mall Road, experiencing the
local atmosphere, and visited the Naini Lake and the revered Naina Devi temple. They also took the
opportunity to shop for mementos. Students presented plays and musical performances around a campfire.

In conclusion, the Nainital trip offered the Class VII students a deeply enriching and memorable experience.
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Kechla: Off the grid &

The journey to Kechla, Odisha, servedasa |
powerful learning experience for the fifty
students of Class IX, emphasising the
values of friendship, camaraderie, and the
collective strength found in facing [ g9
challenges with courage and teamwork. =
Each sunrise ushered in a new set of
adventures, designed to test their limits F
and build their resilience.

Students embarked on extensive treks,
both during the day and under the starlit
night sky, where they tackled the
challenges of rock climbing, bouldering, [
and even the daring act of leaping off cliffs
into the refreshing embrace of a waterfall.
Evenings were dedicated to a range of ;
activities, including rappelling down rock |
faces, navigating the waters through
kayaking, and working together to propel
rowing boats. In the evening, the students
learnt and practised Western folk dances.

Students also got an opportunity to interact with the tribal children of the Auro Mira Vidya Mandir.

Each mealtime presented an opportunity to explore and appreciate new and diverse flavours, which the
students savoured with enthusiasm. As the time came to bid farewell to the beautiful landscapes of Kechla,
they carried with them not only a collection of memories but also enduring bonds of friendship and the
valuable life lessons, which would undoubtedly serve them well in the years to come.

Reaching out to Teach

Seventy-one students from Class XI engaged in a community service programme at the Auro Mira Vidya
Mandir, Kechla, a school serving tribal children. The week-long camp proved to be a transformative
experience, stretching the student-teachers beyond their usual routines and offering valuable lessons in
service, teamwork, and personal development.

Each morning commenced with shramdaan, where students were divided into groups to contribute to
essential tasks, including kitchen duties, gardening, dormitory cleaning, and school maintenance. This
instilled a sense of responsibility and discipline, emphasising the importance of dignity of labor.

The school teaching sessions were particularly impactful. Interacting with young students presented both
rewards and challenges, requiring the student-teachers to adapt their instructional methods to ensure
engaging and interactive learning. Rather than traditional lectures, they integrated storytelling, role-play,
quizzes, and hands-on experiments. Math concepts were simplified through number games, and language
skills were enhanced through storytelling and word-building activities. These methods facilitated better
comprehension and made the learning process enjoyable for all participants.

Continued to the next page...
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The post-lunch sessions were
dedicated to extracurricular
activities, providing students with |
opportunities to explore and
develop their creative skills.
Music, dance, art, and cubing
sessions were conducted, guiding
the children through activities that &
fostered self-expression and 3
problem-solving. The cubing |
sessions, in particular, generated [
enthusiasm as students eagerly |
worked to improve their problem-
solving speed. These activities
nurtured confidence, teamwork,
and a sense of accomplishment.

Adventure activities, including rappelling, kayaking, boating, and bouldering, maintained high energy levels
and alertness, while night treks under the starlit skies and over rugged terrain fostered a deeper connection
with nature.

This camp was a journey of learning and growth. The students departed with a renewed appreciation for
community service, a strengthened sense of social responsibility, and a collection of cherished memories.

Dalhousie Adventure

The MIS trip to Dalhousie with students of
Class VIII, was a truly memorable experience
filled with adventure, learning, and fun. From
exploring scenic landscapes to participating in
adventure sports, the students had the §
opportunity to bond with nature and each other,
making memories that will last a lifetime.

The journey to Pathankot was, followed by a
scenic bus drive to the YMCA in Dalhousie. One
of the highlights of the trip was a trek to Subhash
Chowk, where students marvelled at the
historical church featured in the film Gadar. The
trek continued to Panchpulla, where adventure
enthusiasts took part in activities such as Burma bridge crossing and zip-lining. Along the way, the students
enjoyed exploring the vibrant local markets, and shopping for souvenirs. A visit to the Ma Pohlani and Lord
Shiva temples offered a stunning view of Mount Kailash at a distance. Kalatop, with at an elevation of 8,000
feet, was another highlight. In addition to trekking and sightseeing, the students enjoyed a visit to the Chamera
dam and lake, where they were captivated by the clear blue waters of the Ravi. The students also explored the
unique rock formations and a waterfall at the Devi Dehra Rock Garden, enjoying some quiet moments amidst
nature. Dalhousie not only offered scenic beauty and adventure but also strengthened friendships and taught us
the value of nature and togetherness.
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Joylul Reflections

TALENT FIESTA

The 68" birthday of the school was celebrated with immense fervour and enthusiasm in the Primary Wing.
The story of the magical numbers, 23456 was shared with the children during the assembly. The little ones
were made aware of their own campus with the help of a presentation. As the day progressed the gates of
creativity were pushed wide open as students came together to put forward a display of talent and ingenuity.
A variety of creative activities were offered to the children in which they participated with full gusto and
excitement. The vibrant and confident showcase of talent was indeed a joyful celebration.

ACCOLADES DAY

“Excellence is to do a common thing in an
uncommon way.” - Brooker I. Washington

The Primary Wing celebrated
Accolades Day on the 25" of April to
honour and felicitate talent and
excellence. This was also an occasion
which inspired others to believe in
themselves, to aspire, dream and
realise their goals. Apart from
academic excellence students were
given awards for 100% attendance and
positive personality traits. Tara didi and
the parents of the awardees were
present to celebrate the achievers.
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RABINDRA JAYANTI

Rabindra Jayanti, a cultural festival
celebrated to honour the birth
anniversary of the great poet and Nobel
laureate, Rabindranath Tagore, was
celebrated on the 9" of May. The
students of Class 5 came together to
commemorate the literary genius by
putting up a special assembly. The
celebration began with the children
singing and reciting selected songs and
poems composed by the bard of Bengal.
The event progressed with a mesmerising dance parody depicting the famous play, The Island of Cards written
by Gurudev. It was a thought provoking and enchanting experience for everyone present in the audience.

MATHS DAY

Mathematics is not about numbers, equations, computations, or algorithms, it is about understanding.
~ Wittiers Pout Thursfen

This year, the Primary Wing celebrated Maths Day on
the 12" of July with an array of engaging and educational
activities. The youngest participants, the little ones of class
~ *« 1, explored patterns in their surroundings and expressed

gl their understanding by creating unique designs on their
T-=shirts and mugs. Class 2 students showcased their
creativity by designing their own Tambola games.
Calling out numbers and playing the game filled the
classrooms with excitement. Classes 3, 4, and 5
celebrated the day by making and solving Auro puzzles,
a task that was both stimulating and enjoyable. The day
was a perfect blend of learning and fun, leaving the
~ children enthusiastic about the fascinating world of
Mathematics.

ENGLISH POETRY FESTIVAL

“Poetry is the rhythmical creation of beauty in words.”
~ Edgar Allan Poe

This year Classes 3, 4 and 5 celebrated the Poetry [
Festival on the 19",23" and 25" of July. The students
recited a diverse selection of poems with L@
enthusiasm and excitement. The expressive recital
enabled the audience to resonate and understand
the poems well. It was a wonderful experience
where each section came up with one poem and
recited it together. The festival highlighted the joy of bringing poetry to life, leaving both the participants and
audience members inspired by the expressive power of words.
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INTER-SCHOOL PATRIOTIC FESTIVAL

“Music is a means of spreading vibrations. It has the power to awaken in men the consciousness of the things which
can neither be seen nor heard.” ~ The Mother

To honour the Sage of the New Age, Sri Aurobindo and commemorate the birth anniversary of our founder,
Shri Surendra Nath Jauhar, the Primary Wing organised an Inter -School Patriotic Festival on the 13th of
August this year.

This event showcased two captivating categories each embodying the spirit of patriotism while celebrating
individual talent. The first category, Swaranjali, brought the patriotic fervour to the fore with powerful group
performances of patriotic songs. The second category, Kalakriti, offered students an opportunity to display
their artistic skills and creativity. Birla Vidya Niketan clinched the prestigious Rolling Trophy. The festival

culminated with a soul stirring dance performance.

JANMASHTAMI

The children of Class 3 organised a mesmerising and
colourful special assembly on the 23" of August to celebrate
the birth anniversary of Lord Krishna. The assembly began
with a devotional stuti enveloping the audience and
connecting everyone to the divine. It was followed by a
dance drama depicting important moments from Lord
Krishna's childhood. The children of class 3 brought each
event to life with their graceful dance. The spiritual morning
imparted valuable lessons of courage and kindness, leaving
alasting impression on everyone present.

HINDI POETRY FESTIVAL CLASSES 1AND?2
29™ AND 30™ AUGUST

The children of Classes 1 and 2 presented the selected
poems with confidence and clarity. Their expressions
were perfectly in sync with each line of the poems they
recited. The choral recitals provided the children with a
platform to come together as a group and exhibit their
oratory skills. The little ones wore colourful props and
really enjoyed themselves while performing.
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TEACHERS' DAY
“A teacher affects eternity, he can never tell where his influence stops.” ~ Henry Adams

Teachers' Day was celebrated on the 5" of
September in the Primary Wing to honour and
celebrate the invaluable contributions of
educators. The special assembly organised by
the teachers showcased the evolution of
teaching and learning. The assembly
commenced with a serene bhajan creating a
peaceful atmosphere. Children were excited to
see the change in role and their teachers
performing. It was followed by a skit,
demonstrating how teaching methods and
students' approaches to learning have transformed over the years. It emphasised that even though everything
has changed but the core commitment of educators towards their learners remains unchanged. It was a
beautiful morning filled with gratitude and joy.

HINDI POETRY FESTIVAL
CLASSES3,4AND5

The Hindi Poetry Festival for Classes 3 to 5 was
celebrated with great fervour from the 29" of September
to the 3" of October in the Primary Wing. It was a
celebration of young voices brimming with enthusiasm
and expression. Children recited the poems that
touched upon a range of themes, each unique and
meaningful. The culmination of the festival was the
recitals by the students of Class 5. Their poems drew |
inspiration from the life and teachings of Gautam

Buddha. Through these verses, students connected with

the values of compassion, mindfulness and inner peace. The poetic mornings inspired everyone in attendance.

HINDI DAY

The Primary Wing celebrated Hindi Day on the 27" of September this year to pay tribute to the most widely
spoken language in India. Whereas the little ones of Classes 1 and 2 engaged in carefully planned activities
aimed to inculcate love for their mother tongue, the children of Classes 3 to 5 participated in activities based
on the theme of cleanliness. The students of Class 3 heard the
story,' Kachre Ka Badla' and then drew colourful illustrations to
| depict their interpretation. The children of Classes 4 and 5
wrote poems and slogans highlighting the significance of
s cleanliness in everyday life. These activities helped students
4 understand the importance of cleanliness and encouraged them
to take responsibility for maintaining personal hygiene and a
clean environment. The event not only enhanced their critical
thinking skills but also provided an avenue for self-expression,
allowing them to showcase their creativity and imagination.
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DIWALI CELEBRATIONS

The Primary Wing was lit with joy and
enthusiasm as all the children got
together to celebrate one of the most
important festivals in the Hindu calendar.
Bal Ramayana was enacted by the
children from different classes. The
children showcased their talent and
handwork through vibrant performances.
Dressed in colourful costumes, they
captivated the audience with their dance,
music and storytelling. The performance not only made the children aware about the main events of
Ramayana but also instilled in them the cultural significance of Diwali. It was indeed a memorable event.

GURU NANAK JAYANTI

On 14" November, Class 2 organised a special
assembly to commemorate the life and teachings
of Guru Nanak Dev Ji. The little ones dressed in
traditional attire brought immense vibrance to the
special occasion . The assembly commenced with
'Ek Ombkar’, the devotional hymn written by Guru
Nanak Devji. Each word of the recital was
explained by the children. The program featured a
presentation on Guru Nanak Dev Ji's life,
emphasising significant events and his profound
teachings. This was followed by two graceful and
energetic dance performances on devotional
songs, reflecting deep reverence and joy.

CHILDREN'S DAY CELEBRATION

The earth reveals its innocence through the
smiles of children. The teachers of the Primary
Wing got together to put up a surprise for their
students on Children's Day, celebrated on the
14" of November. The students of Classes 1 to
4 played games and danced their hearts out
"4 during their sessions on the field. For the
=8 students of Class 5, a resource person
%y conducted an engaging workshop. The
s special workshop introduced the children to

the magic of sa re ga ma through the story of a
bird named Kaga. The storyteller explained how the bird discovered that the notes work together like a
family to create music. To make it fun, the children were given colourful bells, each tuned to a note, and were
guided to play them in sequence. Together, they created beautiful melodies, filling the room with joy. The
session ended with a message about teamwork and creativity. It was a day filled with fun and frolic and the
children went back home with happy memories of this special day.
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EVSDAY
Look deep into nature, and then you will understand everything better.” ~ Albert Einstein

EVS Day was celebrated on the 3™ of
December with each level taking up different
activities to foster awareness about nature and
its elements. Students explored the importance
of animal habitats through a discussion and a
hands-on nestbuilding activity. They learnt
how birds carefully construct their homes. The
significance of plants was highlighted through a '
storytelling session, followed by an activity to
appreciate nature's gifts. To understand the
properties of air, experiments were conducted,
leading to a pinwheel-making exercise to
observe air movement. The theme of spices
was explored through the preparation of carrot pickle and gooseberry candy balls while learning about their
health benefits. A focus on nutrition encouraged students to create a balanced snack, arrange their tables
creatively and document their recipes before completing a worksheet. The day involved a meaningful
exploration of nature, fostering curiosity and hands-on learning.

INTEGRATED PROJECT DAY
CLASS 3

The Open Day for Class 3, themed "The Treasures of Toyland' held on the 17" of December was a delightful
celebration of creativity and play. The event commenced with a vibrant assembly that featured a
mesmerizing katputli act, a musical play tracing the evolution of toys, a basketball dribbling display, and a
lively toy parade. This enthusiastic beginning set the stage for a day filled with joy and excitement. After the
assembly, the students showcased their creativity at various stalls. They presented a dazzling array of
traditional and modern toys, ingenious DIY creations, educational games, and fascinating toy-based
experiments. The atmosphere buzzed with laughter and nostalgia as parents joyfully embraced their inner
child, engaging in the games alongside their children. The Art Corner invited parents to craft and colour
vibrant masks of beloved cartoon characters. The day was filled with learning, creativity, and togetherness,
leaving all who attended with lasting memories.
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INTEGRATED PROJECT DAY
CLASS 4

Class 4 celebrated their Integrated Project Day, ~ Bharat Hamari Virasat, Hamari Pehchan, on the 20" of
December, with a heartfelt tribute to India's rich heritage. The event began with a soulful recitation of shlokas,
setting a serene and auspicious tone. This was followed by a captivating play highlighting the significance of
the number zero, a gift from India to the world, and a dynamic 'Fit India’ drill that energized the audience.
The exhibition beautifully unfolded India's remarkable contributions and discoveries, which continue to
inspire the world. Through engaging demonstrations, experiments, activities, and quizzes, the children
showcased their research with confidence and clarity. Students involved their parents in learning Vedic
Maths, traditional weaving techniques, home remedies, yoga asanas, and the principles of Ayurveda. The
parents were very happy to see the enthusiasm and depth of knowledge displayed by the young presenters.

CHRISTMAS ASSEMBLY
CLASS1

“The best way to spread Christmas cheer is by singing loud for all to hear.”

On 23 December, the students of Class 1 brought the magic of Christmas to life with a special assembly. The
celebration began with a graceful Angel Dance, filling the air with joy and wonder. This was followed by a
simple yet meaningful message about the birth of the Son of God, reminding everyone of the true spirit of
Christmas, love, kindness, and hope.

The little ones got together to sing different carols. Their sweet voices filled the room with festive cheer and
brought smiles to everyone's faces. The enactment of The Bakers Dozen added to the celebration, as the
children shared a potent message of kindness and the joy of giving.

The assembly ended with a lively Christmas song set to the tune of Jingle Bells, leaving all in attendance
humming along. It was a heartfelt celebration and left behind many memories to cherish.
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CHRISTMAS CARNIVAL

The much anticipated Christmas Carnival for Classes 1 to 5, held on the 23 of December was a vibrant
celebration of joy and togetherness. The day was packed with excitement as children enjoyed food, games,
music, and dance in a festive atmosphere. The highlight of the event was the game stalls thoughtfully planned
and managed by the students of Class 5. Their creativity and effort were evident in the wide variety of games
they had put up. The games not only entertained everyone but also exhibited the children's potential for
innovation. Children spent the day relishing delicious treats and sharing laughter with friends.

The teachers and students came together to end the celebration by grooving to lively tunes. It was a day filled
with smiles, memories, and the true spirit of celebration.

REPUBLIC DAY SPECIAL ASSEMBLY

“Dream, dream, dream. Dreams transform. Dreams transform into thoughts and thoughts result in action.
~Dr. A.P.]. Abdul Kalam

A special assembly was put up by the students of Class 4 on the 25" of January to celebrate India's 76"
Republic Day. The assembly highlighted India's growth, development and its eminent position on the world
map today. The assembly began with a graceful yoga performance. Children exhibited strength, balance and
discipline while performing difficult asanas. It was followed by a powerful self-defence drill, emphasizing
strength and empowerment. A vibrant dance act depicting the valour and leadership of Chhatrapati Shivaji
Maharaj was thoroughly enjoyed by the audience. Colourful costumes and accessories immensely added
value to the portrayal. The assembly culminated with the choral recital of a motivational song, encouraging
the children to dream big and contribute to the nation's progress. The assembly filled everyone present with
pride and inspired them to strive for greater heights.




ENGLISH DAY
“The beauty of language is that it allows us to share our thoughts, dreams, and imaginations with the world.”

English Day was celebrated with immense
enthusiasm across the Primary Wing on the 31" of
| January. The day was filled with thoughtfully
I designed activities that fostered not only linguistic
skills but also creativity, teamwork, and critical
thinking. The students engaged in a wide range of
activities, each tailored to inspire a deeper
appreciation of the English language. They
participated in word treasure hunts, discovered
new words, and created imaginative stories around them. The children of Classes 4 and 5 explored themes of
friendship, self-expression, and healthy living. They designed posters on healthy eating, wrote riddles about
Indian dishes and composed poems on their favourite traditional dish in English. The activities were
engaging and thoroughly enjoyed by all the children.

INTEGRATED PROJECT DAY
CLASS1

The Integrated Project Day of Class 1
titled 'Friends in Nature' was held on the
11" of February. It was a vibrant and
joyous celebration of the harmonious
relationship between nature, animals,
and humans. The event opened with a
soulful song that created a serene
atmosphere. It was followed by a
captivating skit that highlighted the essential elements of nature and their significance in our lives. The
opening assembly culminated with an energetic dance performance. The exhibition showcased the
interconnectedness of nature through creative artwork, interactive games and informative demonstrations.
The little ones exhibited great confidence and enthusiasm. They engaged with guests and shared their
knowledge and creativity. Parents on their part, actively participated in the event by asking insightful
questions and joining in the games, making the day truly engaging and memorable.

INTEGRATED PROJECT DAY
CLASS 2

“Change is the end result of all true learning.”

| The Integrated Project Day of Class 2, titled 'Ripples of
Change' was celebrated on the 14" of February this year. The
event commenced with a yoga performance, showcasing the
! importance of yoga in bn‘nging peace and transformation to
i the mind and the body. The beauty of changing seasons was
| depicted through a graceful dance performance. Children
presented their projects on changes in nature, evolution and
scientific advancements. Live experiments demonstrated
physical and chemical changes. Children confidently interacted with the guests and subtly encouraged them to
adopt sustainable living. The experience certainly helped to deepen the learning for the children.
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DEVOTIONAL SONGS FESTIVAL

The Devotional Songs Festival was
celebrated in the Primary Wing on the
21" of February to celebrate the birth
anniversary of The Mother. A posy of
devotional songs was offered by the
children of Classes 4 and 5. This year,
various stories narrated by The Mother
were shared. Each story imparted a
valuable life lesson and inspired the
children to reflect on the teachings and
incorporate them into their lives for

personal growth and harmony. The children expressed their devotion through soulful bhajans, filled with
love and reverence for the Supreme Mother. The event culminated with a dance performance, paying tribute

to the Divine Shakti and its various forms.

THE ANNUAL ATHLETIC MEET

The Annual Athletic Meet was held on

the 15" of March. The event began on an

enthusiastic note with a spirited Mark

¥ Time March and an inspiring Oath-

Taking Ceremony. The event unfolded
into a lively celebration of sportsmanship,

& . teamwork. Students of Classes 4 and 5

participated in well-contested races that

. highlighted their athletic skills and

competitive spirit, while the students of
Class 3 engaged in joyful races such as flat

races and relays. This year, the races for Class 3 were specially curated with an innovative approach to
promote holistic development, focusing on coordination, agility, teamwork, and problem-solving. Every
child participated wholeheartedly All participants were celebrated as winners, making the day both

memorable and meaningful.

FAREWELL CLASSV

“Go confidently in the direction of your dreams. Live the life you have imagined.” ~ Henry David Thoreau

The Farewell for Class 5, held on the 19" of March was a
warm and cheerful celebration, filled with smiles, giggles
and heartfelt moments. A special assembly was organised
wherein Class 4 students sang a touching song for their
seniors. The children of Class 5 added to the joy with a fun-
filled dance parody that had everyone laughing and
clapping along. Children expressed their gratitude towards
their teachers and all the people who have contributed in
shaping their journey in the Primary Wing. It was a day
that captured friendships, memories and the excitement of

looking ahead with hearts full and heads held high.

-9) .




vY v

Our Busy Little Bees

Off they went — our little joy makers
With paint on their fingers and dreams in hand!
B The year whooshed by in a blur of delight,
Of dancing feet and stars shining bright.
aws
From Talent Fiesta’s cheerful start,

Learning To the Athletic Meet that won every heart—

through
PI'O']eC-tS They sang and thCY C[}Oked, they iumpcd and Thﬁy ran,

With giggles and games, they followed the plan!
«
aws
Stories were told and rhymes were sung,
With puppet shows, projects, and songs well-strung.
Their days were sprinkled with magic and play,

They shared and learned along the way!

7
& With busy hands and curious eyes,

They reached for the world, for the clouds and the skies.
Together they grew, with sparkle and cheer—

Little wonders who brightened our whole year!




Festivals and Celebrations

Athletic
Meet



WEIRTER . o7,/

Winter is a cold season. The weather is chilly.
I and my friends sit and my mother lights up
the bonfire. And we sit and we feel cozy and
we wear warm boots. We all play with snow
and wear woollen clothes and make snowman.

Vrinda Taparia Chandak, I-A

s ® / o 2 B e O

e#éctzon is not a summit, it is Ti0f an exmzn@
_ There'is no extreme: w/mtsoever you do,

- there is always the possibility of somet/amg better) S

and exactly this possibility of something better is the very meaning of progress

e L

WVT he Mot/yer & |

Once there was a farmer who was growing
vegetables. He saw a boy who was alone all by
himself. Then, the farmer gave him
vegetables and fruits. Then, the boy thanked
the farmer and then the farmer said bye-bye
to the little boy. The boy went to his home.

Pragya Birajini, I-A




My SCHOL By

This is my school bag
so bright with a tag.
It carries my books
all day long.
It is always on my back
with my yummy snacks.
I pack it neat every day,
and take it with me on my way.

Gunnika, I-A

SDoace lS...

When I goinagarden.I seeabenchand there
are lots of flowers behind it. Honeybees
taking nectar from the flowers. When it is
night time, my mother reads a bedtime story
to meand my little sister.

Ishani Bhowmik, I-B
Peace is nature trails. Peace is watching birds.
Dhriti Goyal, I-B

Reading a book with my daddy. In the nature
thereare birds chirping.

Shrivika Mandawa, I-B

Listening to the bhajans in the assembly.
Teethraj Singh, I-B

Note : Articles of Class I and II are not edited

In my dream playground there is a tree house
with a kitchen area. It has an ice-cream corner
where children would make their own ice-
cream. It hasalot of slides.

Advaita Sinha, I-B

My playground has a fountain. It also has a
treehouse and many cats. There is sand also.
There are some ladybugs too. There is a cactus
plant. I love to play there.

Teerthraj Singh, I-B

In my playground there is a treehouse. It has a
gigantic water slide. It has a model of a one-
horned rhino. There is a beautiful fountain.

Shivom Parmar, I-B

My Pt éat

The name of my pet cat is Kimey. It has fluffy
hair. It is small and furry. Kimey likes to drink
milk. It is brown in colour. It has sharp claws. It
has a shiny blue bow. I love my cat.

Kimaya Saini, I-B

The name of my pet cat is Rosy. It is fluffy and
very adorable. It is golden and white in colour.
It is six(6) years old. When she cries, I cheer
her up by hugging her. And when I hug her, it
curlsinto me.

Dhriti Goyal, I-B

The name of my pet cat is Coki. It is small and
furry. My cat is very funny. My cat colour is white.
Coki is a superstar. I't has along tail. It is cute.

Reyansh Dhawan, I-B




My favourite animal is sheep. It lives in pen.
It is a farmanimal.
It gives us wool.

It eat gras.

I like it because it
gives us wool we can
make its beautiful clothes.

Enaya Gupta, I-C

The Serson
I LOVE THE MOST

The person I love the most is father. My
father's name is Amitabha. I love to play
with him. I some times wach TV with him. He
loves me. He dose bey me toys. I stay with
him ful afternoon. I eat lunch with him. He
plays a game with me. I some times sleep
with him. He did bey me a barrby ful set and
Idoplaywithit.

Anvika Guha Thakurta, I-C

Magical p

One day when I was in the park, I saw
something shiny, it was s magical pencil, I pick
it up and take it home, and I draw an apple and
the magic happened it became fruit and T
make some more and one day the pencil was
lost one day I was hungry I cant eat any thing
because my magical pencil was lost.

Vanya Chaudhary, I-C

My Favourite time of the day is night time. I
like to woch stars with my mother and father.

Prisha Jaiswal, I-D

My Favourite time of the day is evening
time. I like to draw pichures with my family.

Aaryash Garg, I-D

My Favourite time of the day is evening
time. I play football with my father

Sitishk Nayak, I-D

Note : Articles of Class I and II are not edited
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>N e when birds eat food
<& frommy hands.

Abhiveer Kumar, I-D

...... when I feed my cow in ;? o[ For
G TS
my Nana house. / )
Anhad, I-D L

when my mummy sings
~ forme.

Aarvi Tuli, I-D

...when I plant a seed and the flower
blossoms.
Vivaan Singhal, I-D

My best friends are Aariv, Shivom
and Shivansh. Aariv gets good
books to school like fact books. He
is nice and kind. He shares things.
Shivansh gets good food in the bus.
Shivom and I have fun while playing.
We have lots of fun fogether.
Saahir Madaan, I-E

Note : Articles of Class I and II are not edited
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The Testival of Colours

OnHoli, I do holi puja. I play holi with my family.
I play with balloons and water guns too. I play
with colour like red, orange, yellow. I eat things
like sweets and gujiya. I love holi festival.

Aliza Sheikh, I-E

I woke up remembering it was Holi. I quickly
brushed my teeth, changed, had breakfast and
celebrated holi. We played with water
balloons, water gun and colour. My chacha,
mom, dad, sister, and brother came. We ate
gujiya. I had lots of fun. I went o dadi house
to celebrate Holi. The next day, I went home.

Aariv Mittal, I-E

Sam a

ITama
notebook. One ||
day, a teacher
gave me fo a
child, and he
kept me in his
bag. He caried | "
me home. His
house was {
beutyful and
nice. That evening, the child opened me to
do his homework. As he presed his pencil it
felt hard on my chest. After completing
his work, he placed me back into his bag.
The next morning, we returned to school
together. The child sumitted me to his
teacher, this routine became our daily life.

Siddhart Kumar, II-A

.IF
£

Ansi Jha, I1I-A



One day, when I woke up, I found arainbow inmy
room. I was very happy. It had all my favirot
colors. When I touched it, suddenly a swirl of
light and sunlight came in and it was nice and
beautiful. Then I relised I also had wings. I
could fly. Then, I saw fairies all around in my ¥
room. Itwas the best day of my life I enjoyed to
the fullest. I was very happy, flying all around

g . Rainbow in Ay Room

my room. Then, after some time, I woke up and realized that this was just a
dream. I woke up from my dream. It was the best dream ever.

Miraya Changotra, II-A

[

What's cn % ﬁW¢7 G -f-i‘{‘_

One day I was going to the mall. I sat in the car and we
started. When we reached the mall T thought we |
forgot something but I couldn't remember. I went to
play. I got hungry so I ate some food. Then we went ’
home. I remembered what we forgot. “The keys? T |
shouted. How do we open the door?” Mummy said. But
what's in my pocket? The keys. Hooray! We found the
keys. Twas tiredsoI jumped inthe bed. Today wasan
exciting day!

Ahana Chatterjee, II-B

One day I was walking to the park to play but
when I was walking I heard a quack, I thouht I
was hearing stuff but then I thouht maybe I
should check my pocket but when I checked
nothing was there. I kept walking until I heard
the sound again when I checked nothing was
there, but when I almost reached the park I
heard it again finally I saw a baby duck had went
inmy pocket I remebered there was pond next o my house.

Yimtitemsu Caleb Walling, II-C

Note : Articles of Class I and Il are not edited
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Once upon a time, I was wandering around the Hogwarts
school of witchcraft and wizardry when professer =
Mcgonall called out to me, Vedikal come here right this
instant! So of f T went, looking at my arch enemy, Draco
Malfoy, looking and saying famous Harry Potter (my

best friend) and I was petty. I heard him saying, you'v | WPz

got no money, Weasley! and laughing at my friend, Ron.
Me, Harry, and Ron went to see Hermione (my twin) and

she chanted a spell to make us fly. We flew past the WLasE

corridor and I put my hand in my

pocket and found the

soarcer's stone! We all took our share of gold and we enjoyed becoming rich and immortal!

Vedika Prasad Chapheka, II-B

Y
Our Open Day was on 14th Feb 2025. It was a bright and Y v

wonderful day . I was excited for my performance. I
prefomed yoga. My parents said that your performance was

good and you did the 'Cobra pose'

went to my stall. My friend’'s mom came and she asked that
what game is this? ‘Guess the idioms' - I said . T explained
that you have to guess the idioms in 30 seconds. She tried
and was able to do all in 36 seconds. Many parents came and
played the game and I felt proud.

Fig / b L Rt P i~

Py i) w8 3
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Amaira Singh, II-B

Note : Articles of Class I and II are not

perfectly . After that I

Atharv Shrivastava, II-B

Advait Katheria, II-B

Our Open Day was on 14th Feb 2025. Itwasabright day.
At first I performed a dance and I was so excited to do
it. After the dance I went to my stall and explained my
experiment to the parents. After I said my lines, the
parents said that you spoke so well, very good. And my
mother said "excellent”. I was so happy. Some parents
also said that you were very confident. I felt proud after
ansering all the questions of the parents. I was hungry
after that and then we came back to the class and I
quickly ate my food.

Geet Kaur, II-B

edited
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One day I was talking with my friends in the
recess. Suddenly Ritika's notebook started
jumping. I asked her how is it happening ? He
replied "Near our school a magician is giving
children any power they want. I decided thatI
will also go. I asked my parents “can I go
please? "They agreed so they took me. I asked
the magician to fly for a day. The magician said
"Magic, Magic come alive." Suddenly T started
to fly. First I go to my favourite park and
played with friends till noon, then I flied to my
favourite restaurant and ate all my favourite dishes and then flied back home and told my
family everything.

Anika Singla, II-B

mouse. Tubby ran fowards the mouse. The mouse
went into a bottle, the bottle had a little hole. Tubby
tried her best to put her hand in the hole, but she
couldn't grab the mouse.

She went back home and brought a fishing rod. But # 7
before that, the intelligent mice team came to save | ;
the mouse. |

After some time, Tubby saw that there was no mouse . e (-
anymore? - N

e

Moral of the story.... We should be brave and ﬁ"‘—"-"“ S—

smart like the team of the mice.

Aavya Gautam, II-D =

Aanya Saxena, II-D |

Yuvaan Rawat, II-D &
Note : Articles of Class I and II are not edited

s
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Class 2 GPORTS Sy Repport

Hello, ladies and gentlemen! Me, Laksh, News reporter will tell about our Sports Day. First class 5,4 and
3 did their marchpast. Second, Class 5 and 4 had their races and then they had their athletic meet.
After that came our turn. Class 2D was my class. At first, T was on the lead but then there was a small
rock and I almost fell. T came second. I felt relief that I did not come last. Then other classes had their
Sports Day races. Thats it for today, Ladies and Gentelmen. See you in my next stream of news.

One day my
teacher's
gigantic table
suddenly
vanished. We
came to school,
something was .
missing. One girl, i’f_" '
Shanaya said -
Ohl Our
teacher's table is missing. Then another girl,
Indrakshi said now it will be as difficult as a needle
in a haystack for our teacher to find her table. We
searched everywhere but could not find it. Soon a
bhaiya came and with the small table of class 5, Now,
when our teacher came in, she was shocked. She '
asked us in wonder - Where is my table? I told
ma'am the entire story. Suddenly our'_’redche'r"'s table
came in from the rooftop and fell on'the blackboard.
The blackboard fell down and the .(fﬁdor‘ burst under.
On the floor was mam's pen holder, manjeera,
notebook and specs. We asked Mr Table where were
you? It said I went to the frontfield to enjoy.

Naira Rajawat, IT-D
Note : Articles of Class I and II are not edited
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Lakshaditya Singh, II-D

My picnic to Lodhi Garden was great.
First when me and my friends
entered the gate to Lodhi Garden I
was so exited and when I saw the big
tomb I was so amazed to see it. When
we got to the garden we all put our
mats down so we could all eat our
food and we could share our food
with each other it was so tasty. When
we all finished our food we started to
play then we went back to school.

Ayaanika Bansal, II-E

P e

Diya Gupta, II-E
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Sad

I amafeeling because if I'mafeelingI can
make people feel happy but when someone
does somthing dangerous, I can control
them. My favourite feeling is love, it's a
feeling of care, kindness and generosity.

Anantara Thirumalai Anandanpillai, II-E

If T am a planet, I will look at the sun and
have lots of fun. I will get to see the Milky
Way galaxy and astronauts are going to
gather knowledge about me.

Scientists are going to make rockets which
T will get to look at. Spaceshuttles are going
to zoom and land on me! It will be tricky!
Hmmm... T will be the planet Saturn!

Isha Chaudhary, II-E

Ian Undorstand @ZZWMW

Once when I was coming from school I

saw a little bird screaming. I ran and /

went to the little bird. The little bird
was trying to say something and was
crying loudly. I held the little bird
gently and calmed it. The bird stopped
crying and said something and T

understood! The bird was saying that it 19 oo 1

got hurt, then I made a cosy nest. Some
days later, when I was coming from

school the same bird came and was fine and sat on my hand.
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Mukti Sharma, II-E



The Day it Rained
Chocolate ¢

One morning, I
woke up to a
strange smell in
the air. [ ran to
the window and
gasped. It was
raining
chocolate!
Thick, sweet
drops of
chocolate fell from the sky. The trees were
covered in chocolate syrup, and puddles of hot
chocolate formed on the ground. I was super
excited! I quickly grabbed a cup and ran outside.
I filled it with the delicious rain and took a sip.
"Yummy!" My cousin sister joined me. "Let's
make chocolate rivers!" she said. We built little
boats from cookies and let them float in the
puddles. Soon, the whole neighborhood was
outside, licking chocolate off their hands. Even
the birds and squirrels enjoyed the tasty surprise.
After a while, the rain stopped and the sun came
out. The chocolate slowly disappeared. “What a
magical day!” I said, licking the last drop from
my fingers.

ot
Ananya Sivananthan, IV-A

“I hope it rains chocolate again!”, my cousin
sister wished.
Naina Gupta, I1I-D

My Talking Teddy

One night, as I was getting ready for bed, I suddenly heard a voice saying, {;f;“:}g :
“Good night!” I was shocked and looked around, but no one was there. [ got %
curious and asked if someone was there. To my amazement, my teddy bear, .
Brownie blinked his shiny eyes. He told me it was him. I asked if he could :
talk. Teddy giggled and said that he could and had been waiting formeto /% -
notice him. I sat up in amazement and asked what else he could do. He said EI”“
that he could crack jokes. Then, he asked, “Why did the teddy bear say no
to dessert?” I thought for a moment before admitting that I didn't know.
Brownie said with a smile—because the teddy bear was already stuffed. I burst

My Encounter with a
Talking Butterflye

It was a beautiful Sunday
morning. [ went to the
garden for a walk. I
heard something flap its
wings. [ looked up
carefully and saw a
butterfly. Just then, I
heard someone speak. "
“What is your T
name?” | was YN ¥ TRV N
shocked. I said,

“Who said that?” The butterfly replied, “It's me, the
Queen Butterfly.” The butterfly told me that the
kings, queens, princes and princesses of the
butterfly kingdoms could talk. I was thrilled to meet
her. Just then, a million butterflies came there and
surrounded the butterfly queen. I looked up in
amazement and asked the queen who these other
butterflies were. The butterflies spoke amongst
themselves in a language I could not understand.
The queen explained that these were her soldiers
and they were here to take her back. They had come
to give her the king's message that he could not
manage the butterfly kingdom on his own without
her.

Maaz Khan, }/-C

“Bye, I have to go now”, she said. [ waved her
goodbye as she flew away with her soldiers. I could
not believe my eyes! I had met a talking butterfly!

Maitreyi Mishra, 111-A

o o v__‘f;f’ )

p
[

S Ira, IV-B

into laughter and told him it was a good one. Brownie winked and added that I gave the best hugs. I hugged him
tightly and asked if he would talk again tomorrow. In a whisper, he assured me that he would, but only during our
special time. From that day on, every night became magical with my talking teddy bear.
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One night, my teddy bear started talking to me while I was sleeping in my bed. Her name was Rachel Harriet and
she had such a soft voice that I did not hear her at first. Wondering, why I wasn't responding, she sprinkled a little
cold water on me. [ woke up with a start and saw Rachel running around the room. I was furious. She stopped and
said that she was hungry and her stomach was still not full, although she had eaten lots of things." She kept talking
continuously. To avoid listening to her, I closed my ears and pretended to sleep again. All the while Rachel kept
waking me up. Oh! it was such a noisy night! Finally, I firmly told Rachel to stop bothering me. She looked at me
and said "What about you and your friends? Don't all of you talk in the class all the time despite being told not to?”
I realized that she was right. Seeing that I looked upset, she said, “You and a few of your friends talk each day and
disturb your classmates. Your friends dislike all that you do. I wanted you to have the feel the same.” It was then
that I began to understand what she was saying was right. I realized that [ had learnt a valuable lesson that day and
promised never to bother anyone in class ever again.

Sayesha Shreya Saroj, I11I-B

It was my birthday, and I was so
excited! [unwrapped my presents one m
by one until I found a small, shiny
box. Inside was the most beautiful s
pencil I had ever seen. It was yellow,

had a golden ribbon, a bright red m J;Z
eraser, and my name written in glittery

letters. "Wow! This is amazing!" I said,
holding it carefully. I couldn't wait to use

it. I took out my sketchbook and started
drawing a house. But as soon as I finished,
something magical happened. The house in my drawing started
to glow! Then, right before my eyes, it popped out of the page
and stood on my desk! I was shocked and surprised. "Did I just
make thatreal?"

Vihaan Amlani, IV-C

Excited, I drew a tree next to the house. The moment I lifted my
pencil, a tall green tree appeared beside the house. "This is
incredible!" I whispered. 1 kept drawing a small pond, a
butterfly, and even a friendly cat. Everything came to life! The
cat purred and rubbed against my hand, and the butterfly
fluttered around my head. Just then, my sister walked into the
room. "Whoa! Where did this cat come from?" she asked. I
quickly showed her the magic pencil, and we spent the whole
afternoon drawing and bringing things to life. We even made a
delicious chocolate cake that we happily ate.

But then, I made a mistake. I accidentally doodled a big, scary
dragon! As soon as it came to life, it let out a loud roar. My sister
and [ screamed and ran behind the table. "Oh no! What do we
do?" I panicked. I quickly grabbed the magic pencil and erased
the dragon. In an instant, it disappeared, leaving only my original
drawing on the page. From that day on, I used my magic pencil
wisely, only drawing things that would bring happiness. It was
the best birthday gift ever!

Siya Neeraj Shukla, I1I-E
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On my birthday this year, I got a beautiful-
looking pencil as a gift. When I started
drawing with it to my surprise, the pencil
tilted and twisted and magically came a
note that read “After you finish drawing,
you must tap the pencil thrice on the paper
and watch the magic happen.” Interesting,
I thought. I drew a flower in a pot and
tapped the pencil three times and a real
plant appeared before me. I was shocked.
The next day, when [ went to school, I took
the pencil for the craft period. My teacher
said we could draw anything we wanted.
Now was the time to have fun! I quickly
drew a frog and tapped the pencil 3 times.
As expected, it came to life. The frog
hopped and jumped up high. The whole
class screamed while I laughed naughtily.
Every day, I did something naughty. By
the fifth day my pencil had become very
short. When I took it out to do some more
mischief, my pencil flew out of my fingers
and disappeared into thin air. A voice
boomed, “You have not used the power of
the pencil wisely. Not you, but some other
child deserves this pencil.” At that
moment, all the instances of me misusing
the power of the pencil flashed before my
eyes. I felt sad but requested the invisible
voice to give the magical pencil to my
classmate, Aanaya, as I felt she deserved
the pencil and would use it wisely. “Very
well”, said the voice. The next day, when I
woke up, | found the pencil was missing
and [ was sure it was with Aanaya, who
deserved it much more than I did.

Zivah Sharma Khurana, 11I-B



A Trip to Wonderland ¥

I sat on my brand-new blue bicycle and rang the shiny new bell. I stepped _
on the pedal and started my journey. The bicycle took off and I reacheda wg
beautiful place. It was a palace! The walls were made of gold and was
decorated with the finest jewels. It was the most wonderful place I had
ever seen! The door slowly opened and on the other side, there was a
rainbow-coloured staircase. I climbed up the stairs and found arainbow! |

I slid on the long rainbow and after some time, I landed on a cloud. I F
slipped from that cloud and bumped on to another cloud. I bumped on to
one cloud... two clouds... three clouds! I then landed on Cloud Four. I looked down from the cloud and saw a
beautiful place. It was the kids' 'Dreamy Dream Wonderful Wonderland'. I told the cloud to land there. But, it did
not do so. Instead, it called for another bicycle and threw me right onto it.

I landed on the seat and the bicycle started flying in the air. I noticed that this flying bicycle was old and rusty. It
explained to me that earlier, it used to be very bright and shiny. But two boys had ridden it and spoilt it. After that,
nobody everrode on it. I felt sorry for the bicycle. After sometime we landed in Wonderland, I repainted the bicycle
and polished it. It was colourful and shiny once again. The bicycle first took me to a merry-go-round. I took a fun
round on it. Then it took me to a shoe store and I got a pair of sparkling shoes. It then took me to a 'Dream Store',
where all my dreams would come true. I dreamt of the rarest ice creams and cakes. My dreams came true and [ ate
them all. It was time for me to go back home. The magic bicycle took me and the rainbow back to the palace door.
got onto my blue bicycle and went back home after having a wonderful adventure.

Anabia Junaid, I11I-C

One sunny morning, I was riding my bicycle in the park when something magical happened. As I pedalled
faster, my bicycle suddenly lifted off the ground! I gasped and held onto the handlebars tightly. The wheels spun
in the air, and before I knew it, [ was flying over the trees! Birds chirped beside me, surprised to see a human
riding a flying bicycle. I zoomed past a tall building and waved at a girl looking out of her window. “Wow!” she
shouted, her eyes wide with wonder. A fluffy white cloud appeared ahead, and I rode straight through it. It felt
soft like cotton candy! Below, [ saw tiny cars and people who looked like ants. Then, I heard my mother calling,
“Come home for lunch!” I gently steered my bicycle down. As soon as my feet touched the ground, the magic
disappeared. I smiled. Maybe tomorrow, my bicycle would fly again!

Tvesha Tara, I11-D

/\—\_/\,—A et T ————
The Liava Monster &

I was packing my bag and getting ready to go to school. I heard a knock on the door. I got up and slowly
opened the door. There was a Lava Monster standing outside my door. I tried screaming out for the cops but
nobody came. [ ran out of the back door and the Lava Monster came chasing me. Soon, I felt tired.

I climbed up a tree and hid among the branches. I peeked out, but could not see the Lava Monster. I could feel
hot air behind my neck. I slowly turned back and he was right behind me. I screamed and a lollipop from my
pocket fell down. The Lava Monster got off and picked up the lollipop. He smiled and sat down to eat it. He
stopped chasing me. | now understood that the Lava Monster was after the lollipop and not me!

Kaashvi Singh Kashyap, 111-A
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The Magical Sunset £

My friends and I were sitting by the seashore watching the
sunset. Suddenly, a wave brought a bottle with a pink-
coloured liquid to the shore. I picked it up. I opened the
bottle and took a sip. My friend took a sip too and we lay
down to rest. The liquid was a magic potion which made our
dreams come true for a day.

When I opened my eyes I found that I had been transported
to unknown place and I had become a fairy! It was night
there. Everybody there was wearing beautiful blue party
dresses with star decorations. I was wearing a blue party
dress too! I enjoyed my time there. I had a magical night there. I found out that they were night fairies and the
morning fairies were different. In the morning, the night fairies sent me back to the beach.

Ambika Manan Bindal, V-E

At the same time, Devashree suddenly woke up and realized that she had gills. She was surprised to see that she
also had a mermaid tail. She could not breathe on the beach and quickly went into the ocean. She had become a
mermaid. She could breathe under water. She went into the deep sea and saw a friendly shark. The shark said hello
to her. She could understand the animal language. She enjoyed exploring the underwater world. She returned to
the beach in the morning with me.

We went back home happily, keeping the adventure a secret.
Ritanya Das, Devashree Rawal, I11-C

The Magic Express &

We boarded the Magic Express and sat on our seats by the window. The train whistled and

A started its journey. It zoomed away and stopped at the first station. It was Legoland.
fgf ___i\. . Therec were small Lego people everywhere. We got off there and we also became
| Lego people. We explored the place. The buildings, vehicles, gardens and roads
were all made of Lego blocks. We helped the Lego cop to solve a mystery and
catch alLego thief. We had fun and then we boarded the Magic Express once

again.
;ﬂ%‘i_-f g

i

“1.%% The train started its journey and took us through a beautiful forest.
We spotted golden deer drinking water from a pond. It started
raining and we saw many peacocks spreading their feathers and
7 dancing in the rain. We were feeling sleepy so we closed our eyes.
T© When we opened our eyes, we found ourselves in space. The stars
~ were twinkling around us. We also saw the planets. When the

Magic Express went past the sun, we felt very hot. Suddenly, we
spotted an alien trying to follow us. We felt scared, but the Magic Express zoomed away.

Samriddhi Singh, IV-C

It now reached an invisible black hole, which was the entrance to the past. It dropped us to the hall of the past, a
long hall with many doors on each side. We chose a bright yellow door labelled — 'Ira's Past' and entered inside it.
We found ourselves in Ira's dream where she was a goblin. She was running after a little girl to eat her up. Feeling
scared, we quickly ran out of the room and boarded the Magic Express. We were exhausted and fell asleep.

The Magic Express took us back home and when we opened our eyes, we found ourselves back on our beds at

home!
Neev Khosla, Ishani Garg, Ira Chaudhary, I11-C
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The Magical Storybook Adventure o

One afternoon, I sat down to read The Adventures of Winnie the Pooh. As I turned the page, a golden light
sparkled and Winnie the Pooh popped out of the book! "Oh, my cute pie," Pooh said, rubbing his belly. "Do
you have any honey?" 1 was in shock. I asked him, "Pooh! Are you real?" Pooh nodded. "But my honey pot
isn't! I think it's hidden somewhere!" Just then, a map fluttered out of the book. "Look!" I said. "It shows a
treasure behind the big tree!" We quickly ran outside and found a small wooden box. Inside the box, there was
agolden honey pot with "Pooh" written on it! Pooh dipped his paw in and licked the honey happily.

Suddenly, a soft breeze moved around us. "Oh dear, I think it's time to go back," Pooh said. With a smile, he
stepped into the glowing book and he was gone. I looked at the book and saw Pooh smiling on the last page...

and in the corner, there was a tiny honey stain! Maybe it wasn't a dream after all!

Ratri's Magi&

It was midnight and I was fast asleep. Suddenly, I
heard a loud crash. It sounded like the main door to
my house had fallen down. I woke my sister Vasuda
up and we picked up our maces from the cupboard.
The moment we strode out towards the main door, we
saw an old woman with a cat on her shoulder, staring
atus with beady eyes. We asked her who she was. She
said, “I am the charioteer of Ratri. I am here to test
you. You will not know what your test is and when it
will end.” The old woman disappeared from our sight
and we were bewildered.

Then suddenly, something glided past my face. It was a
bat carrying an arrow, which had scratched my face.
We ran out of the house in to the forest where we found
a hut. My sister wanted to sit, but I said no. We crept
closer and peeped into the hut. We saw an array of
potions and a lot of treasure on the ground. Vasuda
wanted to take some treasure, but [ said no. Suddenly, a
beautiful lady sitting on a majestic throne appeared
there. We went in and asked, “Who are you?”” She said
that her name was Ratri and she was the goddess of the
night. A lady in golden dress came in and sat next to
her. Ratri said that it was her sister, Usha, the goddess
of the morning.

They said that we had passed our test as we were
brave and not greedy. We bowed down to the
goddesses and they blessed us with magical powers.
We were never scared of anything again.

Sabi Parikh, 11I-A
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Sanvie Saini, I11-E

Secret Door toE
Wonderwood B

One evening, while searching for my lost socks, |
noticed something strange—a tiny wooden door
behind my bookshelf! With lots of curiosity, I
opened the door. Creak! A golden light shone
through, and before I knew it, I had stepped
inside. I was in a magical land called
Wonderwood! The sky looked like a rainbow, the
grass was as soft as a pillow, and candy trees
dropped marshmallow leaves! An old owl named
Oliver looked at me and said "Welcome,
explorer! But beware of the croaky frogs. They
love playing tricks!"

Just then, I felt my feet lift off the ground, I was
floating! The frogs giggled as they made me spin
like a top. "Enough, you slimy animals!" Oliver
hooted, and they vanished. I laughed and explored
more. I rode a flying jellybean, had milkshake
with a talking cat, and played hopscotch on
floating clouds!

After sometime, Oliver said, "Time to go home.
But remember, Wonderwood will always be here
when you need an adventure!" I stepped back
through the door—poof! I was in my room again.
The door had vanished behind the bookshelf. No
one believed my story, but that's okay. [ know the
secretand one day, I'll find the door again!

Samaira, I1I-E



My Most Memorable Cricket Matehmi

I play for Sehwag Cricket Academy. Recently, we had a U-12 Cricket Tournament, in which the first match
was against Doon Cricket Academy. We won the toss and chose to bowl, where I took two wickets, two
catches and a marvellous run-out. However, they still managed to score 211 runs, which was quite a big target
for us. In our batting, I was the opening batsman with my friend Phogat, and we were hitting 6s and 4s. Just
when we thought we were winning, Phogat got bowled to an impressive googly. We began to crumble, and got
reduced to 175/8. There was a lot of pressure on me as we required 46 runs of the last 5 overs. I fought bravely,
and in the last over, we needed 10 runs. Satvik, my partner, took a single on the first ball, which meant it was up
to me to win the match. My hands were all sweaty and shaky as [ was very nervous. In the second ball, the
bowler gave a fierce yorker but I managed to defend it. The third ball hit my pad, but it was given not-out
despite many appeals. On the 4th delivery, I hit a beautiful cover drive for four runs, but got completely beaten
on the 5th ball. Now, we needed just five runs of the last ball - it was a do-or-die situation. He bowled a bouncer
and I hit a mighty pull-shot over mid-wicket. The ball flew over the boundary for a six. Hurray! I had hit a
century and also made my team win.  became a hero! Ireturned home with pride in my eyes and motivation to
give my team another win like this.

Raghav Sadashivan, IV-A

The The Mouse that e,

could Talk &

I sat on my bed and looked under it to push in my
slippers. But then, I saw a mouse there. I was
terrified and wanted to scream, but the mouse
surprised me. He said, “Hush! Don't scream.
Otherwise, your family members will come and
catch me and throw me out. I will not get anything
to eat and the naughty cat will catch me and eat me
up.” I was shocked. I thought what a scary life the
little mouse led. If I were a mouse, I would
definitely not want to be out in the open and become
aprey to other animals.

Strange
Sweaterd

Era Chawla, V-B

My grandmother knitted a sweater for me,

But as she lost her glasses, it looked like a tree.
The waist was too wide,
And there were three extra arm holes on the side,
It had splotches of dark blue,
In the middle was written 'roo'.
There was black, yellow and white,
You would be horrified at the sight.
One chilly night I left it under the table,
While reading my favourite fable.
Then came a pack of mice,
Who thought it was quite nice.
The mice made it their home,
And now that's where they roam.

Ditya Gupta, IV-C

I decided to go to sleep, forgetting about the little
mouse. The next morning, [ got up and decided to
look for the mouse. I could not find him anywhere.
My cat walked in and started sniffing at the cupboard.
I understood that the mouse must be hiding there. I
shooed the cat. It mewed loudly and went away. I
opened the cupboard and let the mouse out. The
mouse said, “You are very kind. You saved my life.”

I decided to keep the mouse as a pet. I told my
mother about the mouse. My mother agreed and got
a cage with toys for the mouse and gently put the
mouse in. The mouse no longer had to beg for food
or be scared for its life. It is my new best friend!

Advika Ahluwalia, IV-D
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The Utensil That Could Talk & §

One day, I went to the utensil shop. When I was looking around, I saw

a sparkling bowl with butterflies on it. I took the bowl home. The next
day, I found the bowl talking, “A talking Bowl!” I thought. |
introduced myself and asked “How did you start talking?” The Bowl
said: “My name is Boba and I started talking when a fairy came here oD | | . .
last night and she put me under a talking spell.” SR Risan Jawa, IV-A

“What? A fairy!” I cried. I was wonderstruck. Days passed by and Boba and I spent more and more time together
until one day, I took it to the mall with me and forgot it at the Cloak Room of a shop where I had deposited it for safe
keeping. I was so worried that someone would take Boba. Then I remembered that my mother and I had to go to the
mall again to do some more shopping. On my way to the mall, multiple thoughts crossed my mind but somehow, |
was sure that [ would meet my friend. When we got to the mall, I started looking for Boba frantically. To my surprise,
it was lying in a big lost and found basket, right next to the front desk. I was so happy finding my lost buddy. My
mother on the other hand was unable to understand my attachment to a mere utensil. She found my behaviour quite
strange. [ took Boba home and we were together again.

But the next day, Boba was not talking. He was just like a normal bowl. Just then I saw something shining at a
distance. When I went closer, I saw that it was a fairy. I asked her “Who are you?” She said “I am the fairy who
made your talking utensil and I am afraid that Boba doesn't belong to this world. He is from the land of talking
utensils. You will have to say 'Good Bye' to him.”

I was sad but I knew that Boba had to go. My mother often tells me that sometimes we should put someone else's
happiness over ours and when the fairy was taking Boba, I just remembered that. As the fairy took Boba away, |
bid him Good Bye. I always remember the fun we had together. I now meet Boba in my dreams.

Gurnaaz Kaur, IV-A

The day the Toys Began to Talk | 75

['wrote a story for the school magazine and became famous. How? Let me tell you......One lovely morning, in
the assembly, our Head Mistress ma’am made an announcement. “Dear children, you all have to write an
interesting story for the school magazine, Navchetna.” We were to write the story in class and were given one
week for it. I thought of naming my story '"The Talking Toys'. This was a story about a little girl Jia, who had a
room full of toys. One night, when she woke up to drink water, she heard some noise coming from her toy
room. She was curious to find out what was happening, so she sneaked into her toy room and was
wonderstruck when she saw a band of Teddy Bears, singing and dancing while the other toys were cheering
for the band. The performance went on till day break, and then everything became quiet. The toys came to life
only at night and became still during the daytime. Jia discovered the toys lived together as a large family and
had feelings and emotions like humans. She kept everything she learnt about the toys a secret from everyone.

Once, I finished writing my story, I submitted it to my class teacher on the specified day along with all my
classmates. The following day, our class teacher announced the names of the children whose stories were
selected for the school magazine. I was one of them. After about two months, the school magazine was
printed and released, and almost the whole town read my story. People loved my story and I became famous.
Everybody clicked pictures with me and asked for my autograph. I was signing an autograph when my foot
twisted and I fell. Boom! Bang! s all that  remembered hearing. When [ opened my eyes, [ realized [ was still
in my room and had fallen from my bed. My mother helped me get up and asked me to get ready as I had to go
to school and submit my story for Navchetna today. Though it was a dream, I felt happy that I had become
famous for a short while.

Aadya Mehta, IV-C
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The Dog that could Speak Like Humans

Yesterday, when I was walking back home from school, eating my sandwich, I saw a funny looking small
scruffy dog following me. I turned around and said, “Shoo, doggy!” But then, something astonishing
happened. He replied, “No way, kid! I need your help!” I was shocked! I dropped my sandwich in disbelief! I
had never seen anything like this before.

He then said, “My name is Barkey. I am a secret agent. I sniff out the bad guys and find hidden treasures. And
now, [ have identified you as my new partner.” I was confused but also super excited at the same time. He told
me about his mission. We sneaked into the colony where Professor Ricky Rocks had hidden the golden key to a
secret treasure. We tiptoed past spying squirrels and rolled under a bench behind the bush with a lot of berries.

Suddenly, a giant robocat jumped out of nowhere. It screeched, “HAHAHAHA! I am the guardian of
professor's treasure. No one can take his treasure away!” Barkey started barking at robocat and I screamed at
the top of my voice. I found a ball behind the bush and threw it at robocat. The cat exploded and the golden
key flew right into my hand! “Mission complete, I can report this to my masters,” said Barkey, wagging his
tail proudly. He then licked my face and vanished! He left behind a stuffed dog that looked just like him. Now,

Barkey the toy sits on my bed, reminding me of the best walk home ever!

Bird Bounty Hunter

It was a sullen day. It was our GG period
and we were in the backfield. As I was
casually strolling in the yard, I came
across a flock of birds. And what
surprised me was that they were speaking
in English! I pinched myself hard. From
their conversation, I understood that they
were the Bird FBI. They were trying to
find a bounty hunter called 'Pongy
Pigeon'. The pigeon was pongy (smelly)
with smelly feet!

The chief, the crow, who was the loudest of
them all, squawked, “If we don't find him,
we will be relieved from service . Do you
get it, people?” The rest of the flock shook
their heads in approval. The chief
continued, “That bird has stolen 500 kgs
worth of grains. He seems as notorious
as...” The chief paused. The other members
of the Bird FBI seemed to have understood
what the chief was trying to say.

The chief squawked loudly, which meant
that the meeting had come to an end. The
birds dispersed hurriedly. From that day,
I've been thinking if the bounty hunter
has been caught or not! Besides, I have
now developed a fear of birds.

Aadya Agarwal, IV-D

Poorv Mohanka, I1V-E

My New Bicycle @&¥®
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One morning, [ woke
up at 9 o' clock, which
I know is pretty late.
But strangely, my
parents also did not
wake me up. They
usually woke me up at
7 o'clock, but that day,
they did not. I was
surprised that they let
me sleep that late. I got
out of my bed and started looking around for my parents. And
guess what? I found a mysterious box in the living room. It
had a tag that said 'For Gyana'. It was a huge box. I saw my
parents there and asked them, “What is inside this huge box?”
My parents ignored me and continued doing their work. I
decided to open the box.

Simran Lal, V-A

When I opened it, [ was completely surprised to see a brand-
new shiny bicycle in it! | had wanted it for years and I had
finally gotten it. Just when I opened the box, my parents came
in and started singing “Happy birthday to you”. At first, [ was
confused, but then I realized that it was my birthday! I had
totally forgotten about it! I was super excited with my
birthday gift and thanked my parents for it. It was the best
birthday gift ever!

Gyana Singh, IV-D
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The Twinkling Stars

It was a cool night, I went to the terrace to
collect my toys. I looked up at the sky and saw
many stars twinkling. It was a beautiful sight.
As I sat there watching the stars, suddenly a
baby star came crashing down and landed on
my lap. I was completely shocked!

I lifted the star gently and asked him what had
happened. The little star told me that his name
was Carter and he was from the land of stars.
He said that he had landed on earth as he had
been pushed by the king of stars. I was
surprised. Carter told me that the king of stars
was the biggest and most powerful star in the
land of stars. I was amazed! I asked him, “Is
he stronger and more powerful than me?”
Carter said that both of us looked equally
strong. I said that I wanted to talk to the king
of stars.

Carter was excited that [ would go with him to
his house. 'Woo-hoo! Let's go!” he said. [ held
on to him as he zoomed through the sky
towards his land. We reached there and he
took me to the king. The king was surprised to
see me and was also angry at Carter. |
introduced myself to the king and asked him,
“Why did you push Carter to the earth? What
if he would have crash landed on to the hard
ground and injured himself?” The king
explained that Carter had been a naughty star
and so, he had to face the repercussion. Carter
immediately said sorry to the king and said
that he would never break the rules of the
stars. The king forgave him.

The king also promised me that he would never
give such harsh treatment to little stars again.
The king sent his soldiers with me to drop me
back to the earth. Suddenly, I heard my mother's
voice calling out to me. I woke up with a start
and wondered if I had been dreaming or had I
really visited the land of stars!

Aishwarya Kumar, IV-E
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The Sparkling Sky {38

I was on a trip to the Himalayas. The place was
filled with snow. The white blanket was very
satisfying to look at. It was becoming dark and I
looked up at the clear sky. I saw a rainbow along
with colourful stars sparkling in the dark and shiny
sky. I was amazed to see a rainbow at night. My
mother was playing with my sibling and cousins in
the snow. I quickly called her and said, “Look up for
a minute, mom.” When she looked up, she said,
“Wow! Such a wonderful sight. It looks like a scene
from a painting!” As we walked on, the spectacular
rainbow lights moved along with us. All of us were
excited to see these lights. But my dad, who was
busy on the phone, had still not noticed it.

I went to him and asked him to look up. He was
amazed to see the colourful sky. “Wow! So
unique!” he said. Suddenly, the rainbow lights and
the colourful stars disappeared and out came the
moon! To our wonder, the moon was colourful too.
That's when we realized that it was a special night.
It was the night where everything would be
colourful in the sky. We were all excited that we got
to see this wonderful night sky in the unpolluted
Himalayan sky. It was the last day of our trip and we
were happy to have experienced the most beautiful
and unique view ever.

Charvi Tibrewal, IV-E
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I Saw a
Big Rat

in my Room%

Last night, I was lying in bed, @
peacefully reading my book,

when suddenly I heard a
strange noise. Scratch,
scratch...squeak! 1 slowly
turned my head and saw it
was a huge rat sitting right in
the middle of my room,
staring at me, like it owned the
place!

I froze. The rat froze. We
had a staring contest. &
Then, without warning, it
dashed under my bed! I
screamed like  had seen a
ghost and jumped onto
my desk. My legs were shaking. "Mom! Dad!
Help!" I yelled. But of course, no one came because
they were busy watching the final cricket match,
India vs New Zealand.

Navya Gugnani, V-E

The rat peeked out, as if inviting me to play a cricket
match and in a minute, [ was the Varun Chakraborty
in the game and grabbed my slipper aiming at it. But
before I could throw, the rat ran across the room at
lightning speed. It ran over my schoolbag, jumped
on my chair, and did a little spin like a gymnast. Was
this arat or an acrobat?

Just then, my little sister walked in. "Dida, why are
you standing on your desk?" she asked. 1 shouted
"There's a Ninja rat here, call Mom!" She looked
around as | pointed at my new roommate now
chilling in the corner. My little sister jumped with
joy as if she found her old lost friend. She was
munching acookic whieh sheofferedto the rat.

I couldn'tbelieve it. The rat sniffed the.cookie) took
a bite, andcasually walked out the door like a guest
leaving aparty. The rat was Rohit Sharma of the
match. My little sister said, "Dida, he just wanted a
snack/" I sighed. That was the night [ almost lostmy
roomitoarat.

Aadhhaya Ahuja, TV-A
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The Day My Favourite
Cartoon Character

One day,
late at
night, [ was
watching
my favorite
cartoon,
Doraemon.
My father
came and
told me that %
it was time 48
for me to
go to bed.
Obeying my father's instructions, I lay in bed and
fell asleep. In the middle of the night, I woke up
with a start when I heard a voice from the dining
hall! Had someone broken into my house? I was
worried and decided to check who it was. When |
reached the TV room, I realised that I had
forgotten to switch off the TV. So, I walked into
the room. I was shocked when I found that sitting
on the sofa was my favourite cartoon character,
Doraemon. Before realizing whether what I was
seeing was true, | heard footsteps approaching. I
asked Doraemon to hide behind the cupboard
quickly. While getting up, he accidentally dropped
a vase on the ground. I picked up all the glass
pieces and went and hid behind the cupboard
myself. It was my father who had heard the noise
and came to check the room. When he saw
nothing there, he left. I asked Doraemon, to come
out of his hiding and asked him what brought him
to my house. Doraemon looked troubled and said
he had come looking for help as his magic pocket
was not working and asked me to help fix it for
him. I agreed and took a look at the pocket. A
wire inside it was broken, so I went into my room
and got a tape. I attached the blue wire with the
help of the tape. Soon, the magic pocket started
working. “Thanks for helping me. Now I can go
back hiome and relax.” said Doraemon. We both
bid each other goodbye. Doraemon théi” )
disappeared into the TV and I'went back to my
bedroom and fell asleep.

Anushka Bamnavat, V-B

Soham Patra, IV-B



My Peacock Friend W

I had always dreamed of having a peacock as a pet. I loved their beautiful feathers and their colourful tail. But
every time [ asked my mom about keeping it as a pet, she would say, "It's difficult to take care of one." She would
tell me about how peacocks needed space to roam around and special food to eat. One day, I was playing outside in
my garden when I saw a beautiful peacock standing near the door of my house. I was surprised when I saw him and
wondered why he was there. As if to show me, it moved and I noticed that it had been injured! It had a big cut on
one of its wings and it couldn't fly.  knew [ had to help it.I ran inside and told my dad about the peacock. At first, he
was reluctant to take it to the doctor. He said it was a wild animal and would find a way to cure itself. But I kept
asking him for help and finally, he agreed. We took the peacock to the vet, and the doctor tied a bandage on its wing.

My friend soon got better and he would come to visit me almost every day. I would feed it special food, and we
became great friends. I loved watching it walk around the garden with its feathers shining in the sun. But one day,
while I was at school, the peacock got stuck in a net! Luckily, I found it when I got home. I carefully took it out
from there. The peacock was free again. After that, I took extra care of my feathered friend. I made sure it had
plenty of food and water, and I even built a special enclosure to keep it safe. My mom was proud of me for taking
such good care of the peacock, and my dad was happy to see me learn to take responsibility. Now, the peacock is a
part of our family, and I can't imagine life without it. I'm so glad that my dream has come true.

Aadvik Yadav, IV-B

The Magical Apple

I was sitting under an apple tree after cycling for a long distance in the cold when an apple fell on me. I picked up the
apple and to my utter surprise, it began to talk to me. The apple said, “I can grant you as many wishes you want, but
please don't eat me.” An apple that could talk? Was this real, or was I dreaming? I looked at the apple and made it
clear that it would have to stay with me forever. The apple agreed. I picked it up, put it in my pocket and cycled till I
reached my home. When my mother saw me, she screamed and said, “Do your home work.” I quickly sat on my desk
and asked the apple, to finish all my homework. When I gave my sheet to my mother, she was surprised and praised
my effort. The next day, when I went for my tennis class, I was not able to hit the ball with my racket. So, I wished that
I could hit every ball and the apple fulfilled my wish. I was happy because that day, I did not miss a single shot.

Months passed and I used the apple to fulfil all my wishes. Wherever [ went, the apple went with me. We were
inseparable. One day, while [ was standing in the queue at the airport, I opened my backpack to look for the apple. I
did not find it where I had placed it. I put my hand in the bag and checked again but the apple was nowhere to be
found. Had someone stolen my apple? Suddenly, [ heard the sound of someone biting into a crunchy fruit. When I
turned around and looked, I was horrified to see my little sister enjoying every bite of the delicious red apple. I
stared at her in disbelief. So, it was this little thief who sneaked her hand into my backpack, stole my apple and ate
it without any hesitation as it was her favourite fruit. Even today, I miss my friend, the magical apple.

Shanvi Choudhary, IV-C

The Unforgettable Encounter:

It was January, the 12th. I was strolling in our community park. I had just seen a beautiful flower bush and was
walking towards them when I saw a familiar face walking in the opposite direction. Curiously, I followed her
from a safe distance trying to keep quiet. I was lost in my thoughts. “Is she one of my mother’s friends?” I
thought. Crunch! A loud sound brought me back to my senses. I had stepped on a fallen branch. Thankfully, my
clumsiness had not alerted the lady. As I, stepped forward I, tripped on a stone, stumbled and fell to the ground
rather ungracefully. The loud thump sound I made on falling, alerted the young lady. She whirled around and saw
me on the ground. “Are you okay?” she asked in a concerned voice as she helped me get up. “Yes, thank you™ I
said as I bent down to dust my pants (I did that mostly to hide my red cheeks!). The lady was quite young,
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definitely not one of my mother’s friends. She had long brown hair |
pulled back in a neat bun, bangs and was wearing royal blue coat |
with a black shirt and pants. She helped me over to a bench and sat
down next to me. She looked familiar but I was unable to fathom,
why? Istared at her foolishly. I had a hunch but I thought it would
be rude to ask. “Yes?” she said probably realizing I was staring at
her uneasily. “Is there anything you want to ask?” she inquired. I |
bit my lip still wondering whether I should ask her or not, but I did! |
“Ok, Uh... What’s your name?” | asked . It was not really the
question I wanted to ask. “Divisha,” she said, not at all taken by “HA" e : .
surprise at the fact that I had struggled so much just to ask her " Mishka Jajodia, V-B
name. “Divisha Rawat.” She added, then noticed the surprised look on my face and said ,“Why so surprised? Is
there anything wrong?” I stared at her obviously taken aback. “That’s my name too. Divisha Rawat.” “I know,”
she said with a mysterious smile. “You mean you knew that we shared a name?”” She nodded. “But how? I've
only just met you.” “Because we are each other,” she spoke. Now, | was sure this lady was messing with me.
How could I be the same as her?* That is not possible,” I replied. “Why not? I’'m Divisha Rawat from the
future.” “Ok. Well, then if you’re from the future how did you get here?”” I asked, sure that she wouldn’t have an
answer. To my surprise she pointed to a tree. “Of course itis a tree! I cross it every day!” “Well, if I am lying, how
do you explain this?”” She got up, beckoned me to follow her and began walking towards the tree. I too got up
ready to prove her wrong and followed her to the tree. On reaching, she fished out a small, metallic stick of some
sort and began poking the tree with it muttering words under her breath. I stood gawking at her watching, this
peculiar behaviour. After a while of murmuring and poking, I, decided enough was enough! I had had enough
of this weird lady. Convinced she was tricking me, I turned around and was about to walk away leaving this
strange lady alone when I heard a satisfying click! I reeled around to find the lady standing next to the tree with a
smug smile on her face which sort of said “I told you so.” When I, turned my attention to the tree, I was
bewildered. Where there had been rough, brown bark, there was a hole. Not really a hole but a hatch. It was a
metal hatch with a keyboard ----like that of a computer----set in the centre. It was like any keyboard except one
thing instead of numbers and alphabets written on grey keys there were shapes and words made on colourful
keys. “Now do you believe me?” said the lady. I nodded. My throat had gone dry. Time travelling was something
which only happened in movies and books or so we had been told. When I, had gotten over the shock and my
voice had returned, I managed to stutter out, “W-why d-d-did you c-c-come h-here?”” “Well in the future, the
year 2041 to be exact we have developed new and advanced technology that allows us to time travel. I had been
called to visit the inauguration of a lab where such machines will be made and the public would be allowed to
come and see them. They were designed in a way that they could easily be hidden in anything and could change
its size, if needed. At the inauguration I, was called to test one of the machines. I set the time and date randomly
but I, chose this location as I wanted to revisit this park since it does not exist in the future. It came as a great
surprise to walk into you, my past self.” I stared at her. I just stared. Finally, I managed to say, “How did you
recognise me when you said the date was random? How did you know that we are the same?” She smiled “I
knew that question was coming,” she spoke. “Well,” she continued, “I did choose the time and date randomly
and I didn’t know I would meet you but when you told me your name, it all came back to me. The time I met my
future self. In this very place, at this very time, on this very day, she said to me exactly what [ am saying to you.”
She looked down at a watch on her wrist and exclaimed “Oh! Is it already so late? Forgive me but I have to go.
Goodbye!” So, saying she turned around and began pressing some buttons on the keyboard until the hatch in the
tree grew to become the size of an average adult. As she was about to leave, I remembered a very important
question. “Wait! Listen! I have a question. Listen---" But before I could ask, she had stepped into the hatch in the
tree and vanished in a whirlwind of light and colours. Disappointed, I turned to go back home. My question had
been what was her job? So, on my way back home, I stopped at the bench on which I had sat on with my future
self. There, I saw piece of paper. Curiosity got the best of me and I picked it up. It was a cutting of a newspaper.
On it, was my name, a successful scientist. Now, I was content. My question had been answered.

Divisha Rawat V-A
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One Day I Met my Future Self

One day I woke up and I wasn't in my room,

I saw something that wasn't mine, an old rusty shoe.
Up on the wall was a picture, it was of me,

Was I in the future, no it couldn't be!!

I looked outside it was beautiful,

Up the blinds go, I just had to pull.

I went outside to look at the nature,

No way, [ was really in the future.

Even though [ was enraptured by that glorious landscape,
I still needed to find a way to escape.

I walked out of that ginormous farm,

And then I saw a bakery, | mean, to stay there for a
little wouldn't have done any harm.

I came out of the bakery and in front of it I saw a big school,
Beside the gate there was a sign explaining the rules.

I walked around for what it felt like hours,

The last place was above a flight of stairs and I happily
climbed them to show my girl power.

The last place I saw was a medium sized class,

Right before a teacher told me that I needed a hall pass.
The face looked familiar, but I couldn't think,

I kept telling myself that there had to be a link.

So, I asked the person who they were,

And I couldn't believe it was 'her'.

It was me from the future,

I WAS A TEACHER!

After school she went to the bakery across the street
and bought a cake,

It looked scrumptious and freshly baked.

After that when she was going home,

I saw a paper in her hand, written on it was a poem.

I knew that I loved poetry,

So, I surely knew that it was me.

When she opened the door of her house,

I saw a child there standing like a mouse.

Hiding in the bushes was exhausted little me,
Wondering about what I had just seen.

Now all I wanted was to go back into the past,

I didn't care how, I just wanted to go fast.

Just then I heard someone call out my name,

I was awake and back to the room where everything
was the same.

Finding myself as a teacher, I felt over the moon,

It was a dream but I am sure [ will accomplish it soon.

Mihika Mahajan V-D

One day, [ was bored, so I decided to go to a coffee shop.
There was one near my house, so I walked there. It was a
Monday, so naturally, it was very crowded with people
going to work, teenagers and even kids my age.

When I was ordering a hot chocolate, the cashier mentioned
that there was someone sitting at the table in the corner who
looked like me. I hear that a lot, even when people do not
actually resemble me. Still, I turned to look, and this time,
she did look a little like me. I made eye contact with her, and
she waved at me. I felt scared since we can never fully trust
strangers. However, it was a busy day, and the only available
seat was at the table next to hers.

I sat down and picked up a magazine when [ heard a faint
voice next to me. The lady said, "Hey, kid!" I did not think
she was talking to me, as there was another kid nearby, so |
asked, "Are you talking to me?" She replied, "Yes!" Then
she asked if my name was Nyah Chawla. I became even
more frightened because she knew my name. Yet, I still
nodded slightly and said yes. She then asked what [ wanted
to be when I grew up. I told her that | wanted to be a
researcher for NASA or a New York Times Bestselling
Author. She smiled and said, "I am one of those." I was
shocked—she could be someone very famous! She then
revealed that she was an author. | was amazed. She asked if
she could share a secret with me. I said, "Sure, why not?"

What she said next was unbelievable. She told me that she
was me from the future! I thought it was some kind of
prank, but she had a very serious expression. At that very
moment, a series of questions flooded my mind: Is this
real? Can she time travel? Am [ dreaming? But I asked
only one very important question to test if she was really
me—I asked her my family's emergency code. To my
shock, she actually told me! At that moment, I truly
believed her.

She was very tall, pretty, and humble. She was not exactly
how I imagined myself to be in the future, but then again,
we all have our imperfections. However, she did have our
dream job, which was exciting. I asked her how old she
was, which college she attended, and many more
questions. But she said she wanted to give me some
advice.

She said, “Kid, you will face a lot of challenges in life and
will not always know how to conquer them. You must
remember the 3 B's; Believe, Breathe, and Be Brave.” 1
lightly nodded. Then she received a phone call and had to
leave. Before she left, she told me it was very nostalgic and
heart-warming to meet me and that she was proud of me.
That night I slept with a smile on my face and wondered if
the lady was really me!

Nyah Chawla, V-E
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A Journey Through the Sea Kingdom Ml

So, it all started when on a particular
evening, at about 5:00 PM, my father
came home from the office with a
huge smile on his face. He told me
that we were going on an adventure
trip in a submarine with Didi and
Maa on my birthday! My excitement
grew manifold when he told me thatI g
could get three of my friends along! I
was so thrilled that I just ran to Maa,
and told her the whole story followed
by a group call with Vrinda, Ananya,
and Maycee wherein I repeated the
entire story. They were also equally
exhilarated hearing it and almost cut
off the call in excitement. The day
before the trip, we packed our bags and since all of us were taking the same flight, I decided that
we four friends could do a sleepover at my house. When the girls - Vrinda, Ananya, and Maycee
arrived , we were like a spring even at midnight! The next day, as we had been up till midnight, we
were drowsy but still very excited. We had to take an Innova, a large-size car, as we had so many
bags!! We went first to the airport from where we had to board the flight to Goa. Twenty minutes
before the flight started, I fell asleep. Vrinda shook me exactly when the plane landed. When we
exited the airport, we took a taxi which took us to the Arabian Sea. When we found the submarine
and got inside, the submarine was cool and we were greeted with beautifully scented chocolates.
Then we were taken to a huge room which had a sign that said, "'Welcome on Board.' As soon as we
entered, Maa and Papa fell asleep. Kavu didi handed me a bag while Vrinda and Maycee started
talking while looking out, as there was a good view. As Kavu Didi had filled the bag with games,
Anni and I began to play with them. Suddenly, to our utter shock, water started seeping through
the door. I told everyone about this, and they got equally scared.

Suddenly, the door swung open, and a huge gush of water entered the room. Maa, Papa, and Didi
rushed to the bathroom and locked it. No water had seeped in there. Maycee opened the window
and we swam out. Anni spoke, “Wow! We can finally speak and breathe”. We were quite tired, but
we still closed all the windows, took the wheel, and drove the submarine out of the water. The
captain and his team helped us take out everyone and we ended up earning a lot of fame. We were
told that there were over 12,000 people in the submarine. And we had saved everyone of them. We
did not like earning way too much fame but were happy that we had saved the lives of so many
people. We had to take a day off from school but the next day, we were awarded. When we went
home, there were chocolates, candies, and board games waiting to welcome us. By this time, our
happiness knew no bounds. These were the BEST three days ever.

Katyayani Sikka, V-D
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Aquatopia, The Sea Kingdom

I was on a scientific expedition in a submarine with my friend, Dr. Maya. As we were descending
deeper and deeper into the ocean, we heard a loud “thud”, and our submarine stopped. So, Maya
and [ went out of the submarine to check what happened and we forgot to take our oxygen packs.
When we got out of the submarine, we realised that we were breathing underwater without our
oxygen packs! After checking the submarine to ensure that there was no issue, we tried to get into
the submarine, but we were not able to! Suddenly a strange robotic voice emerged in our ears and
started to speak, “This is the Security Team of the Sea Kingdom of Aquatopia speaking, we would
like to inform you that both of you are under arrest for intruding our kingdom and you will not be
able to return to the place you belong to. If you wish to know more, please enter the portal that will
soon appear in front of you to talk to the head of the security team of Aquatopia.” With this, the
voice disappeared. Maya and I were startled by this sudden message, but very soon a portal
appeared in front of us, “Should we enter the portal, Mira?”” Maya asked me. “Yes, but remember
something Maya, if someone tries to chase us, we must, RUN!” I said. After our shocked
conversation we proceeded to enter the portal. When we reached the other side of the portal, we
saw vibrant coloured hills, lovely corals, beautiful but small homes and a massive, magnificent
castle (where I guessed that the ruler of the kingdom lived). Maya and I were mesmerized by the
beauty of that place until two weird looking people, riding seahorses came rushing towards us and
one of them started to shout, “Wait a second! I've to catch those wanted people!”’said the first
person (William). With this he started to chase us! “Maya, RUN, I said. “OK!!” said Maya. After
running for a while we saw an open door of a hut and so planned to get in. “Maya, get into that
door. Quick!” I said. “OK!” screamed Maya. With this we rushed into the hut and slammed the
door shut. “Phew!” sighed Maya. Then we heard footsteps coming down from upstairs and a
woman came down. “Hello, who are you?” asked the woman. “Hi, I'm Mira and this is Maya.” |
said. Then the woman said, “OK. Anyways, why are you panting?” “Because we've been running
as we were being chased,” I said. “CHASED!” asked the woman. “Yes, actually what happened
was...” “WAIT, first sit down, let me bring some tea and you can tell me what happened.” The
woman interrupted me. After that we sat and she came back with tea, kept the tea on the table in
front of us, took out a guidebook from her pocket and handed it to me and said, “Keep it.” On the
guide map's front page was written, ‘Guide map and extra information about the sea kingdom of
Aquatopia (in English).” “Let me introduce myself a bit and then I'll listen to your story. So, my
name is Lia Lesophile, and I work at the Royal Court of The Sea Kingdom of Aquatopia as a
lawyer. It's the place where most of the cases are solved and most criminals are sent to prison.
Now you tell me your story and how I can help you,” said Lia. After hearing this, [ kept the map in
my pocket and something struck my brain. “If Lia was a lawyer at the royal court, then she might
be able to help us,” I thought. Then I told Lia what had happened and told her that I was a scientist
and had come under water for an expedition. I showed her my licence proving I was a scientist.
Then I was able to slowly convince her that we had ended up here by an accident. So, with Lia
convinced to fight the case and remove the warrant that was put on us for no reason, we set off for
the Royal Court. After reaching there, we set our complaint and our case began. The voice of the
judge ordered the lawyers to begin with their evidence. After a bit of argument, we won the case
and got the allowance to return to our home and went back to Lia's hut happily. After we got back,
we expressed our gratitude to Lia, went outside her hut and set off for our submarine. Soon, we
reached our submarine and left for our home happily.

Yashmita Datta, V-A
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A Walk Across the Sea % P

I was feeling bored, so I decided to go ___:.-’4
to the beach. It was very crowded as it e
was a sunny day. There were huge
waves, and many people had gone | A
surfing. The sand was soft. Idecided = =
to go and swim. I walked towards the
sea. When I tried to take a step in the
water, the water seemed to move
away. I tried to take a step again, but L S
the water moved again. I was really Aadya Gupta, V-D
confused. I started walking towards the water. The water moved back as if it was creating a
path for me. I suddenly realized the whole beach was staring at me. [ wasn't surprised. Even
I would have stared at something like this. After a point, on the sides of the path the water
created, I could see many fish and coral. I watched a fish swim in the opposite direction of
where | was walking. It was a goldfish. I turned back to continue watching it and realized
the path I was walking on was now blocked. I got worried. I tried to go back but the water
did not move. I had no choice but to move forward. I walked forward in a straight line.
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After some time, I got tired and sat down to watch the fishes. After watching a bottlenose
dolphin swim away, [ realized that I was walking perfectly straight even though I was in the
middle of the ocean. This meant that the sand was moving too. Suddenly, the sand I was
sitting on seemed to be disappearing and instead of sand, water was beneath me. The water
carried me forward. It carried me so fast that I could not see anything in the water. I put my
hands into the water. The water seemed not to like the idea of me putting my hand in it. It
pushed my hand out of the water. So, I kept my hand on my thigh. After some time, the
water moved me in a zig — zag pattern for a while. It seemed to have gotten bored.

After some time, I could see something ahead. From a closer look, I could tell that it was an
island. [ was confused. Why would the water take me to a random island? In a few minutes,
we reached the island. I thanked the water, thinking it might have a brain. The water turned
back to normal. I thought it was a way to welcome me and I looked around the island. It had
adense forest, and I could see three-four mountains. Without giving a second thought, I ran
into the forest and walked there for a while. I saw a monkey swinging on the trees. I
followed the monkey and reached a lake. There were many animals near the lake. I spotted a
deer and a beaver.

I looked in the lake. The water was so clear that I could see a starfish at the bottom.
Suddenly, I spotted a shell at the bottom of the lake. I went into the water to take a closer
look. The water was warm. I went towards the shell. I was about to pick it up when the shell
jumped into my hand. [ got scared.

Then a voice came. It sounded as if it came from the shell. It said, “I am a wishing shell. You
can ask me for any seven wishes and they shall be granted.”  was amazed. [ asked it to bring
me back to the beach just to see if it worked. And it did! I was very happy.

Adrija Parmar, V-E
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The Case of the Disappearing Homework e

Once, in mid April, my sister told me that she wanted to make compost. Though I was busy, I told her that I
would save up old newspapers and peels. A week later in school, I suddenly realized I could not find my
homework. Thinking I had left it at home I promised my teacher to get it the next day. At home [ up-turned my
whole room but still could not find it. I then questioned my whole family but still could not find that dratted
piece of homework. In the end, I did it again and put it in my bag. The next day, I got a load of maths
homework which I had to give the following day. I completed it and this time I even clicked a picture of it.
Surprisingly, in school it went missing again. Thankfully I was excused when I showed the photo. But still I
was so puzzled. Was there a homework thief on the prowl? Why was this thief only stealing my homework?
This time [ was afraid to ask my family and I knew that I would be scolded for being so careless. Finally, I
decided to setatrap. I piled up some old worksheets and placed them on my table. I got a bit of strong yarn and
wound it around my sheets. Then I tied the other end on a large bell hidden behind the dresser. By this, when
the culprit would touch or untie the string, the bell would ring and I would come running to catch the thief.
The trap proved successful at midnight. [ was almost asleep when I heard the bell ring. I quietly jumped up
and buckled up my camera for proof. I tip-toed to my table and guess what [ saw? Dhriti, my sister! She was
busy throwing the sheets in a pail. I switched on the light and snapped a pic.

“You!” I screamed, astonished.

“Yes Didi, me. Why? What happened?”

“Dhriti, have you been taking my homework?” I asked, still puzzled by the whole affair.

*What? No, but were these not the waste papers you promised to save up for my compost?? You told me that
you would save up old sheets.”

“No Dhriti, that was my homework!™ I said exasperated.

Dhriti looked sad. “Sorry didi,” she said.

“Ithoughtthat those were piles of waste papers.”

[laughed, “ What an awful mix up! Come on, let's go to bed. Let's nottell anyone.”

Since then Dhriti has been really nice to me.

So, I finally solved the case of the missing homework!!!
Anukriti Goel, 1'-B

The Mystery of The Lost Homework

Hi, I am Meera and this is my twin, Miraya. Today, we are going to tell you about a mystery which was solved
by us. It started with our homework being stolen. Who would steal two assignments at once! We thought that
someone who wanted to win the award for punctuality in submitting homework, may be behind all this. I was
really angry but Miraya was calm. Miraya 1s always calm and never loses her temper. [ was keen to know who
stole our homework, so that night, we went to investigate. I had always dreamed of going on an mvestigation
and so had Miraya. We decided to begin our investigation with the park near our school. When we reached the
park, we saw a glint of moonlight coming from near the statue. which was standing in the middle of the park.
The glint looked like it was coming from someone's glasses. We hid behind a tree just in time. Two people
came out from behind the statue. They were wearing black dresses and black caps. but one had long brown
hair and the other was wearing glasses which were reflecting the moonlight. Her glasses must have caused the
glint earlier. We heard the long-haired girl say, “No one will ever find the homework, right Bea?"” The other
girl replied, “Yes Jane, and the Principal will give us the award for punctuality in submitting homework,”
Then the two girls laughed together and walked away. We glanced at each other and then at the statue. The
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statue was carved and had faces of three animals, an owl on the top, a deer in the middle and a bear at the
bottom. Miraya said, “Do you think ...” there was a pause; “it's in the statue” I finished her thought. We crept
towards the statue and started looking for something that would open it. Suddenly I got an idea. I said, “What if
two people are needed to open it?” It would make sense since the suspects were a duo. I touched the eyes of the
owl with my index fingers and Miraya did the same with the eyes of the bear. A fter a moment, the Deer's mouth
opened and inside was our homework! And several others too! Strangely, all the assignments belonged to
people from our class. Anyways, we returned the homework to our classmates at school. The girls were
nicknamed Bea and Jane, right? Could they be the twins, Beatrice and Janet from our class? They did look
livid when we returned the assignments. The mystery of the disappearing homework remains a mystery!

Navya ,V-A

The Secret Code in the Old Diary q%

It was just the day before Halloween when my family and [
decided to visit our old house. Every year, we celebrated
Halloween either in that house or by camping in the nearby
forest. This was the fifth time we were celebrating in that
old house, and it had become a tradition. The house was
ancient, with creaky floors, dusty corners, and a long
history that always made Halloween feel extra mysterious.

After a fun-filled night of Halloween activities, my sister
and I woke up early the next morning to play in the garden.
We ran around, exploring every inch of the overgrown yard,
until an hour later, exhaustion set in. That's when I noticed -
something peculiar — a large, tangled bush that seemed out ' |
ofplace. Curiosity tugged at me, so I decided to check it out.

Urvi Sen, IV-C
AsTapproached, I didn't see the stone hidden beneath the leaves, and before I knew it, I tripped and tumbled down
into a small, shallow ditch. I cried out in pain and frustration, feeling both embarrassed and hurt. But as I tried to sit
up, something unusual caught my attention. Something hard and old was under me. I reached down, brushing
away dirt and leaves, and to my surprise, [ uncovered a torn, leather-bound diary.

The pages of the diary were in tatters, most of them missing, but a few remained, their edges brittle and fragile. As
I flipped through the pages, I realized the writing was in a language I couldn't understand. It was all strange
symbols and letters, but one sentence stood out, barely legible: “Find the mysterious room and get the gift. ” It was
incomplete, as if someone had torn off the part that held the secret to what the gift was.

Then, I saw it: a series of numbers and letters written in the margin. 3C75000.
I stared atit, trying to make sense of it. What did it mean? Was it some kind of clue?

My heart raced with excitement. I could feel that this was no ordinary diary, but a gateway to something far more
intriguing than I had first realized. The house had always been filled with mysteries — but this? This was
something new.

I took a deep breath, brushed myself off, and climbed out of the ditch. I wasn't sure where to go next, but
something told me I had to keep going. My sister had already gone inside, so [ was alone in the yard, with only the
diary and the strange code to guide me. My nerves tingled with anticipation. Where was the 'mysterious room'?
And how would the code lead me to it?

As I wandered through the garden, I noticed something peculiar — an old wooden door in the far corner, nearly
hidden by thick vines and spider webs. My heart skipped a beat. I had never seen this door before, and yet, it felt
familiar in an uncanny way.
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I approached it cautiously, shuddering at the sight of the cobwebs that clung to the handle. I reached out,
trembling, and then froze. How would the code work? Where could I enter it?

I remembered the diary. It said to find the room, but didn't mention anything about a physical key or lock. So, on
impulse, I decided to try something — I spoke the code aloud. "Three C fifteen thousand." I said it again. "Three C
fifteen thousand." And one more time. "Three C fifteen thousand."

To my astonishment, the door creaked and slowly swung open. I gasped in shock, my mind racing. Was this really
happening? I stepped inside, my heart pounding in my chest.

The room was dark and cold, with only a sliver of light coming from a dusty window. I looked around, expecting
to see something incredible — a treasure chest, or a hidden artifact, maybe even the gift the diary had mentioned.

But instead, all I saw was a single, crumpled piece of paper on the floor. Hesitantly, I picked it up and unfolded it.
There, written in bold, black letters, were the words:

“You got pranked.”

I stood there, staring at the paper in disbelief. My heart sank. I had been tricked. Someone had planted the diary,
the code, the mysterious door — and now, I was the victim of an elaborate prank.

Butthen, I couldn't help it—Ilaughed. It was absurd, and yet, it had been a thrilling adventure. I could almost hear
my sister's laughter from inside the house. This Halloween had turned into something I would never forget.

I didn't find a gift, but maybe the real treasure was the excitement of chasing a mystery — and the fun of being
caught in the trick.

Tiasa, V-B

The Island of the Lost Things

It was Christmas eve and I was looking for my favourite toy to play with. It was around 10:30 pm
when something surprising happened. Would you believe it?

Allmy toys suddenly came to life!

My second favourite toy called Poppy, suddenly spoke up, “Go and stamp your feet under the
Christmas tree three times. You will go somewhere known as 'the Island of the Lost Things.' You
have to go to the place called 'the Hill of the Favourites.' There, you might find your lost toy. Oh, but
you will have to reach the island before midnight or else you might never get your toy back.”

After I got over my shock of hearing Poppy talk, I sprinted down the stairs and stamped under the
Christmas tree three times. Lo and behold! A golden light appeared in front of me, but.. .it was dark in
the middle like a black hole. Somehow, it did not scare me. When I stepped inside the black hole, my
surroundings changed so fast that I could barely see what was happening. An island with many hills
that had been labelled came in front of me! I spotted the hill labelled "The Hill of the Favourites.' It was
about a mile away. I started running towards it. But, oh, what was happening? Why were the hills
starting to change their places? I changed direction and began to run towards the Hill of the Favourites.
Ohno! The hills were being truly mysterious, for, again, they started to exchange places.

I was about to give up when I met a small, stuffed blue bunny. The bunny asked me which hill I was
looking for and I told him about the Hill of the Favourites. The bunny then said to me, “Only the
people with a true heart can go onto that hill. If you have a true heart, you might be able to climb that
hill, afterall.”
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The bunny then vanished, leaving me all alone with no one else to be seen anywhere anymore. I then
told myself: giving up is never a good idea. One must always rise back up and start. And, I must give
this another chance and try again.

So, I pulled myself up and started to run towards the hill as fast as I could, with only one thought in
my mind: I would find my toy and look after it, always.

Surprisingly, I was able to climb up the hill. I wondered why the hills had not changed places this
time. I managed to find my most favourite toy, a stuffed puppy called Bo. Just as I grabbed it, it
smiled at me. And in a flash, I found myselfback under my Christmas tree again, clutching poor little
Bo really hard. I went back to my bedroom to sleep. The next morning when I woke up, neither
Poppy, nor Bo behaved as if they could move or talk, think or were really alive. I went down to the
Christmas tree and found many gifts piled up for me.

I opened all my gifts with great joy and told myselfthat I would take better care of all my things.
Ananyaa Kapoor, V-D

One evening, after a tiring flight back from the States, I _{f-' n
finally reached my room. I quickly changed out of my travel
clothes and got ready for bed, eager for some much-needed f'
sleep. I had just settled under the covers when strange voices #
began to drift from my closet. !’j

A feeling of unease washed over me. Cautiously, I got out of }
bed and gently opened the closet door. To my surprise, it was
empty. Shaking my head, I dismissed it as my tired
imagination playingtricks and I went back to sleep.

Vaanya Gupta, V-E

About two hours later, I was jolted awake again. This time, a faint but scary voice was coming from the same
closet. I was going through mixed feelings of anger and nervousness. My sleep was completely shattered, and I
couldn't drift offagain after the scary noise.

The next day at school. I narrated the strange events of the night to my three friends: Ayana, Adiya, and Ira.
Astonished and concemned, they all agreed to come to my house after school to investigate.

Together, we started emptying my closet, taking out all the clothes and other items. When we were about
halfway through, we uncovered something unbelievable. There, huddled in the corner, was an alien! It was a
green, scary creature with large black eyes. Next to it, we also spotted a small, peculiar box.

Fear gripped us, and we quickly slammed the closet door shut, locking it tight. Adiya, who was a voracious
reader, suddenly recalled that she had read a book about aliens. The book mentioned that aliens sometimes
travelled in special boxes likethe one we had justseen. Shetold us about time travel.

Taking a deep breath, we cautiously unlocked the closet again. We carefully opened the box and, working
together, managed to gently squeeze the alien back inside. With mixed feelings of relief and fear, we rushed to
the window and threw the box as far as we could.

Finally, the mystery was solved. I thanked my friends for their help. Exhausted but relieved, I happily went

back to sleep, as 1 am quite a sleepyhead.
Miraya Khosla,V-C

/
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An Alien In My Closet i

I came back from school one day, exhausted and hungry. [ dragged myselfto my room and fell on the bed,
never wanting to get up. My father announced that lunch was ready. I hauled myselfup from the bed and
walked towards my closet for a change of clothes. When I opened the cupboard to take out a pair of shorts
and t-shirt, to my greatest astonishment, I saw an elf-like figure sitting amongst my clothes. I let out a
silent scream. At once the mysterious figure snapped its fingers and disappeared. Were my eyes
deceiving me? I thought I was in a dream and pinched myself'hard. Then I took out my clothes and tried to
forget what I saw — it was too unreal to be true.

Next day at school, I confided in my best friend Kurchi. She heard the whole thing and came up with a
plan to see if the mysterious figure indeed was in my closet and would re-appear. “We must coax it out of
its hiding place. I read somewhere that elves and aliens like shiny red crystals.”

That's when I remembered that the figure was wearing lots of red shiny gem studded jewellery. Maybe
those were magic crystals! We hatched a plan very carefully. The first step was to find a shiny red crystal.
Kurchi said she had just the thing and showed me her dragon keychain. The dragon's large eyes were
made of pigeon red crystals that shone like fire.

Kurchi said, “Take this dragon-eyed keychain and use it to lure the alien into a trap that we will set.”

I came back from school excited. As soon as I came into the room, I heard a finger-snap and understood
that the mystery-figure saw me enter and disappeared again. The entire afternoon was spent building the
trap for which I needed a glass jar and a long tube which I found in the garden. Once the trap was perfectly
set, | went out for a while to let the creature think that I had gone out so that it would resume its place in the
closet. After a while I re-entered my room and quietly opened the closet door. Then I took out the
keychain and shone a torch on the dragon's eyes. The pigeon red crystal lit up like fire and looked redder
than ever. My heart thudded. Would Kurchi's plan work? It worked! The creature appeared — it was
indeed something that I, or even the world, had never seen. My alien was a beautiful girl. Her hooded
eyes dazzled when she saw the red crystal. Purple hair flowing down her back, she took a step forward
and reached out for the red stone. As soon as she did that, the trap door opened and she slid through a long
pipe, landing on her feet inside a glass jar. Promptly I shut the lid and sealed her inside.

I put the jar on my study table and peered inside to get a better look. My mystery creature was tiny and
looked very frightened. I felt sorry for her and let her out, hoping she would agree to be my friend and
answer all the questions that I wanted to ask her. Before she could disappear, I stopped her gently but
firmly asked her, “Who are you and where are you from?”

“I don't mean to be rude, but I cannot reveal my name. I can tell you though that [ am from another planet.
Analien in your words,” she said.

But the biggest shock was yet to come. I heard another finger-snap and out of thin air, my best friend,
Kurchi appeared.

My jaw dropped and I was speechless. Kurchi put her finger on my temples and closed her eyes. When
she opened her eyes and removed her finger, I found myself levitating, rising up and up from the ground.
All around me was ared glow.

Kurchi smiled and said, “Now you have your powers. Do you understand what is happening? You too are
an alien my friend. We are all from the ninth moon of Saturn.”

That was a few months ago. I am now a well experienced humano-alien who can read minds, create force
fields, read the feelings of others, understand and speak all languages and travel at the speed of light. With
my alien powers, | have become flexible and super-smart. Now you know my secret. Hope you will keep it.

Ira Rosa, V-C
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The Candy Bandit

It was the 1" of July, the first day of school after the summer holidays. I was going to school with my grandmother.
We were supposed to pick up my best friend, Miraya as well. On the way, I saw many children going to school
with their parents. When we reached Miraya's house, she was waiting for us. But what was this? Her face was
tear-stained and she was looking pale. Once she got into the car, I asked her, “What happened, Miraya? Why does
itlook like you have been crying?”

Miraya replied, “I discovered this morning that my stash of candy which we collected over the summer holidays
is missing from my house.” Visibly upset she continued, “A lot of it mom had got from her trips overseas; stuff
that we don't get here easily.” To my horror, she started crying. I tried to console her and make her feel better.
Once we reached school, we met Ira, another one of our close friends. Ira looked worried and said, “All my
lovely candy and chocolates have vanished! They were in my room till a week back and today morning, when [
thought I would bring some to school, I discovered it was missing.” I started wondering about the disappearance
oftwo lots of candy. It seemed there was a candy thief amongst us.

Once [ reached home, I saw that my desk had been muddled with. I asked my mother if she had done it but she said
no. [ went back to my room and observed things carefully. In an instant I realized that whoever had messed up my
desk was hunting for my store of candy. Luckily, the person hadn't found it. [ asked my mother, “Who came to our
house recently?” My mother replied, “Since we were travelling almost throughout the holidays, nobody came.
But yesterday, Mr. Oliver came with his cat Ms. Beady” (named so because she had horrible, beady eyes). My
mind started working overtime. I remembered how [ had often seen Ms. Beady slinking off into rooms.

I ran to my room and immediately called Miraya and Ira and told them about my suspicions. They both said that
they would come to my house in a few hours. I disconnected the call and wondered if we had fallen into an
adventure.

After a few hours, the doorbell rang. I heard my mother opening it and greeting the visitors. They came upstairs
and to my joy, it was Ira and Miraya. As soon as they entered the room and my mother left, I asked them, “Did Mr.
Oliver come to your home any time during the holidays, with Ms. Beady?”” Both of them shouted in unison,
“Yes!” It looked like we would soon know who the candy bandit was!

Since Mr. Oliver's house was not very far away, I asked my mother if we could go. My mother agreed and we left.
Once we reached, his home we asked Mr. Oliver, “How is Ms. Beady?”” He looked surprised but replied, “Well,
she has been acting a bit strange. And she has suddenly put on a lot of weight.” The three of us exchanged looks.
We thought we knew what Ms. Beady was up to. We stayed for a while and then left. Back in my room, we
decided to search Ms. Beady's corner when Mr. Oliver stepped out with her. Since Mr. Oliver's son, Dick studied
in our class, we invited ourselves over for a playdate.

Our patience was rewarded and after a while, Mr. Oliver left to do some shopping, taking a very reluctant Ms.
Beady with him. Dick went to the washroom and we decided that this was the best time to search. All three of us
started searching. It was Miraya who found empty candy wrappers and half eaten chocolates tucked away under
Ms. Beady's rug. She recognized some of them from her candy stash. At that moment, Dick came into the room and
asked, “What are you doing here?” I replied, “Ms. Beady has been stealing our candy. That's why she's putting on
weight.” Dick could hardly believe it. He said to us, “Go home as [ want to figure this out myself.” We agreed and
left.

The next day when we reached home from school, we saw Mr. Oliver in the living room, with a subdued looking
Ms. Beady. He confessed to us that she was the one who took the candy. She had developed a taste for exotic
chocolates and candy it seemed! He said, “I am very sorry. Dick told me everything yesterday. [ will ensure Ms.
Beady is not out of my sight henceforth.” We looked at each other and decided to forgive Ms. Beady. She purred
and jumped onto our laps turn by turn. Hopefully, the candy bandit had turned over a new leaf.

That night as I lay in my bed, I realized that while it was fun to have fallen into an adventure, I was more than
ready for a peaceful time ahead.
Ayana Sharma, V-C
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The Hidden Library H

Ella was a little girl. She was eight years old and loved reading. One ¢

foggy Saturday morning she went to the library as usual. She opened Ji
her favourite book and saw an envelope. She cautiously picked up the 2
envelope. On the envelope was written 'From—The Hidden Library, To
Ella'. Curious Ella opened the envelope and saw a folded piece of golden
paper. Confused, she quickly unfolded the piece of paper, there was a map
made on that paper. One of the sides of the map was blank and on the other,
a key was printed in the centre. She rushed and told the library keeper
about the map. The library keeper asked Ella to find out about it herself

as she was busy closing the library for the day.

On her way back home, Ella was in deep thought about the map
which she had safely kept in her pocket. Suddenly, she was in an old ;
black rusty house with spiders and cobwebs in it. Astonished, she 4
rubbed her eyes, blinked them and opened them again to see the Ruthi Sharma, V-A
house vanish into thin air. Ella was confused. Her usual Saturday had turned into a little weird adventure. She
reached home and was baffled by the strange silence instead of the sound of her siblings fighting and screaming
over the smallest of things in the world and the sound of the television recordings which her parents usually used
to listen to around the time of her return from school. She tiptoed up the stairs to her room feeling something was
justnotright.

She entered the room and saw a big grey cupboard in the corner of the room. At first, she hesitated but then ended
up opening the cupboard. The cupboard was full of unusual spooky things like dragon eggs, witch hats, magic
wands, cauldrons, brooms, amulets and what not. What really caught her sight was a big white symbol saying
'WITCH'. Millions of small glass potion bottles were placed on that symbol. Ella didn't know what to do. Hastily,
she picked up a small potion bottle marked 'Lemon'. As she opened it, a small lemon piece popped out and poked
her nose. She was petrified and accidently dropped the potion bottle. She took the broom from the cupboard and
started cleaning, fearing her mother would come rushing to the room listening to the noise of glass breaking.

After cleaning, she went downstairs to the kitchen. As she was climbing down the stairs, she heard an eerie sound.
She looked behind and screamed '"AAHH'. The broom lifted her off the ground and flew up in the air. The broom
gushed out of the kitchen window with Ella on it. Ella closed her eyes in fear and grabbed the broom tightly. She
was flying above the clouds. She looked down and all she could see were only white fluffy clouds. She felt as if she
was in a dreamland at that moment. The broom swayed her even ahead and now she could see meadows of
lavender and lily flowers. Ella screeched with her eyes closed as the broom sped towards the meadows. The broom
landed in the meadows with a thud.

Standing tall in front of her was an oak tree. She saw her name carved on the tree and there was a giant enchanted
door. The map floated out of her pocket and a twig of the oak tree fell on the key printed on the map. The twig
turned into a real key. The key automatically unlocked the enchanted door and Ella couldn't believe her eyes. The
door opened and on the other side was a snowy land. A lane on the snow started glowing like a path. Ella felt
excited. Moving ahead she heard her name being whispered. She got a little scared but her curiosity took over and
she kept on following the path which led her to abig glowing library.

Outside the library, on the board her name was written. As she stood in front of it, the door opened and she entered.
The hidden library was full of glowing books about magic, spells, stories and a special book on Ella. She picked
up the book and in the blink of an eye she was back home standing in the kitchen. Her mother saw the book in her
hand and understood what all must have happened. She told Ella, that she also was a witch, but a good one. From
that day onwards, Ella became a good witch and learnt how to cast spells from her mother. Ella still visits the
hidden library till today.

Namasya Gupta, V-D
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SENIOR ARTICLES

The Celegtial Canopy

This theme explores the awe-inspiring grandeur of our Home, focusing on
the spirit and growth of the vibrant life teeming across its surface. These
works invite a closer look at the daily wonders of nature, revealing how
every small moment on Earth is part of the grand, inter-connected story WeAE]
playing out under the endless, watchful dome of our shared sky.

~ Amaira Chhikara, XI-E

Human Life Across Seasons

Spring... green leaves and chirping birds
Gives rise to a beautiful life
We, humans and species,
Have just begun to walk on Earth.

We, begin with infancy.
A crying baby, a newborn life,
Soon learn to adapt to surroundings,
Like plants grow their flowers.

Summer... yellow leaves and buzzing noises,
Gives rise to a workful life.
We, like soldiers and Army-men,
Have just begun a difficult phase. Soon learn to adapt to selfishness,
Like leaves detach from their parent tree.

Nora Tudu, VIII-B

We, grow into adults,

Young men shouldering a lot of responsibilities Winter... cold bitterness to the tree,
Soon learn to manage ourselves Gives rise to a weak and forgetful life.
Like leaves turn to haze. We, like the oldest men, forget our own,

Autumn... falling leaves and timber, Personal life, having lost everything we had.

Gives rise to a settled life. We, like old shredded trees, slowly turn white,
We are older, wiser men, The older we get, the sense of power declines.
Having just begun a more settled life. Soon learn that we are leaving Home,

We, slowly fall to the ground Thus a new infancy comes through!

An old man, a different perspective follows, Riaan Gupta, IX-C
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Follow the Flow

Those old problems may come and go,
But I'll follow the wind that goes to and fro.
It brings along some leaves and dust,
But that is all I can ever trust.

As it passes through the streets,

And blows away the sheets.

That the frowning man does load,

Till the playground then it does goad.
For the old problems may come and go,
But I'll follow the wind that goes to and fro.

It whistles through every tree,
And roams in the streets so free.
It tickles the grasses in the park,
And blows among flowers coloured stark.
It brings up happy cheers and angry cries,
On every door of the hood it always spies.
For these old problems may come and go,
But I'll follow the wind that goes to and fro.

It blows leaves off the cars,
And speeds away under the stars.
Or gives a balloon a lift,

Fast, cunning and always swift.

It whistles through the valley,
At the end of mountains makes a sally .
And finally in the end, it stops for a rest,
But I'll push it back again to its very best.
For the old problems may come and go,

But I'll follow the wind that goes to and fro.

Divansh Paliwal, IX-E

From Sunrise to
Starlight:
Strength in
Every Struggle

Days like clouds, come and go,
Swiftly, softly, fast and slow.
With every sunrise,
Ends the darkness of the night,
And with every struggle comes a newfound light.

Trees, strong, sturdy, steady, and tall,
Give us everything but expect nothing at all.
Their roots, unnoticed, in silence, they grow,

Yet, it's the strongest part of the tree you'll know.

Twinkling stars under the moonlit sky,
Inspire the ferocious fighters to defy.
To rise above, to spread their wings,
And chase the dreams that tomorrow brings.

A river that flows both gentle and wide,
Carving new trails with each rising tide.
It forges a path in every puzzle,
Through every struggle,
It teaches us to break the strongest of the rocks
into rubble.

The mountain that stands firm in storm and rain,
Its unwavering strength outweighs the pain.
After every gust of wind and thunder's roar,

Comes the vibrant rainbow through the door.

So much to learn through a peek outside our

window,
Yet we still haven't looked beyond the ominous
crow.
There lies the irony of life, the dilemma of half-
full and half-empty glass,
Where we seek the light in the present, yet dwell
in the shadows of our past.

Gouri Shandilya, XI-F
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Oh Butterfly

Oh little butterfly,

So colourful and energetic you are!

Sitting on a flower and sucking nectar,
You make my heart happier!
Dancing in the breeze with wings so bright,
You become a pleasure that catches my sight!

Bringing a smile on my face,
And then always winning the race!
Moving swiftly here and there,
Oh dear! You are so near!

Oh little butterfly,

So colourful and energetic you are!

Aanya Garg, VII-E

The Butterfly

Oh! Butterfly,
How beautiful you are!

I see you in different colours, forms, and sizes.
You have those oceanblue eyes looking into mine.
When I look at you, I feel all fine.

But a lingering question keeps me up:

How high can you fly in the wide sky?

Oh! Butterfly,

When you touch my hand, my skin,

It heals me from within.

Keya Kesarwani, VII'A

Painted Wings

Floats through the air soft and shy,
Wings painted bright and nice.

Fleeting rainbow in the air,
Caresses the bloom with love and care.
A gentle touch on Nature's face,
With every move it seems to make.
In gardens green and meadows wide,
It dances on the breeze with pride.

Colours of its wings fill the day,
“Embrace this beauty”, it seems to say.
Caterpillar to a graceful being,

Gives us lessons of life worth-living.

A symbol of beauty in the nature around,
Oh my lovely butterfly, fly without bounds.

Sauravi Misra, VII-A
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Butterflies

I 'am a butterfly,

Who really likes to soar high.
I can fly all day,
Without letting out a sigh.

I started as a caterpillar,
Eating leaves and having fun.
But then I turned into a pupa—
That means the caterpillar was done!
For weeks and months I stayed
In that pupa of mine,

And then when I came out,

I could fly just fine.

This is the life of a butterfly,
That flies beyond and above.
Now you humans know about
The colourful creature you love!

Arjun Aggarwal, VII-A

Peacocks

Dancing beauties with graceful leaps,
Leaving delicate feathers in heaps,
In the rain, they happily turn,
And slowly their feathers unfurl.
As vivid emerald eyes shine,
Their beauty is simply defined.
With colours so bright,

Their dance is like a shimmering light.

They dance as drops of rain twinkle,

Joy and happiness they sprinkle.
And the rich velvet blue of their body,
Watching them can become a hobby.
The ornamental crest upon their head,
Like a million wonders which never go to bed,
The celestial peacocks dance around,

Their beauty knows no bounds.

Harshini Nookala, VI-D



The Earth was green, the sky was blue,
Rivers sparkled, flowers grew.
But now the smoke and trash we see,

Is hurting all, both land and sea.

The air is thick, the sky is gray,
Pollution steals the light of day.
Rivers murmur, trees stand tall,

But they need our help, they need us all.
The smoke that rises from factories high,
Blurs the beauty of the open sky.

So take a pledge and make it last,
To fix the future, not repeat the past.
Our planet's voice is loud and clear,
It's time to act—our chance is here!

Asmi Singh, VI-B

The Lakes

Take me where water runs silent,
The wind never speaks of violence.

I hear it, quiet beyond the garden gates,
This city was never meant to be my fate,
There is a place that awaits
Where every ripple softly speaks
Of secrets held by the quiet creeks.

Let the cities churn and blaze,
Their restless hum, their endless haze,
I trade my way out of this maze,
For peace where the silence greets
And fear I never meet.

Here, the wind knows how to sing,

And birds don't weep with folded wings
Something whispers low through clinging leaves
The trees, like sentinels, stand near,

To guard the peace I've sought for years.

No trophies carved, no names in stone,
No war to fight, no throne to claim,
Just echoes of the life I've known.

Away from the rot and ruin of the farce,
The weight of time begins to pass...

Aiman Khan, XI-A

The Essence of Springtime

Do you not observe,
The lovely essence of springtime?

When the bulbuls are chirping,
And the cuckoos are singing.
The flowers are blooming

And the bees are working.

The sky is blue,
The sun is bright.
And the plants have also
Doubled their height!

I play under the sunny sky
and feel the freshness of the
breeze.

I'love the bright green parrots,
Who are chirping on the trees!

But of course the other seasons,
Also come and go.
They quickly take their turn,
Monsoon, summer, autumn and
snow.

So when springtime
Comes again next year,
I will be waiting for it
Just right here.

Because I want to feel
The beautiful springtime when,
It is ready to spread
Its lively warmth again.

Aadya Mishra, VI-A
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Adventures of a Microbe

I'am a tiny microbe who has been living on earth for hundreds of years. I began my life journey in a small water droplet.
Ilearned to adapt to my surroundings and developed skills to thrive as a pseudopod.

I faced numerous challenges; I remember the time I was swept away by a gust of wind and ended up landing in a nearby
pond. It was a haunting experience although I managed to quickly adjust to my nearby surroundings and made symbiotic
relationships with other microorganisms. I also survived an army of antibiotics which forced me to develop resistance. I
was also nearly eaten up by a protozoan, but I managed to escape and continued my life as if nothing had happened.

Today, I am contributing to the rich diversity of life on earth. My life has had its ups and downs like a roller coaster and I

can say that my life has been extremely extraordinary.

Dandelions

One Sunday morning,
After a light shower of rain
A small, beautiful dandelion rose in the air
It was different from the others, pure white
It glistened in the sunlight, sunny and bright!

The small dandelion was dancing around
All the other dandelions prancing around
Suddenly, a fierce wind picked up the air

The dandelion was angry at being separated from its friends.

It started to thunder and then came a rumble
Thunder crashed, and it started to rain
The dandelion was swept away!
The wind whirled it around and rain poured water on it.
The poor dandelion was sad again!

Then the dandelion saw a ray of light!
It stopped raining, but the wind blew harder
The dandelion was swept above the clouds
Above the clouds was the sun shining
And lo and behold! There stood a shimmering rainbow

The dandelion journeyed towards the rainbow and
became happy and cheerful again!

Roshni Ranjan, VIII-A

Nicholsan Sougaijam, VIII-B

Sower’s Joy

The evening comes, the sun shall set,
The crickets chirp, it's time to rest.
A porchway cool offers a seat,

To see the world spread out at my feet.

And a brilliant view, there is to see,
Of a sower at work, at this time of the day indeed!
The shadows run east across the land,
The light will fade, soon he won't even be able to see
his hand!

Regardless of all, he does toil,
Dark or light, he knows that soil.
He knows where the plough dug in its feet,
And where the perfect ground is for the seed.

He knows to take just a fistful,
Not too little, not much more!
He knows not to rush it, you see,
Patient he stands, relentless as the sea!

He will win, there is no doubt,
The crop he will reap, bring food to hungry mouths.
He will see the sun rise and set,

Enjoying both the beauty and the work yet.

Bani Gupta, VIII-D
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Redefining Strenath

Strength manifests itself in many ways. It's not always loud, |
Sflamboyant or impetuous. Strength resides in all of us in the quiel |

moments we share with ourselves each day. How we persevere through
life’s obstacles, and how every day, withowt fail, we strive to be a better
version of ourselves. Life isn't always plain sailing. What makes us
courageous is our decision to take it on, unafraid, not our success through

Udit Arya, XI-B

it. It doesn't maiter how many times we fall; what counts is the number of times we get up.

A Lot Will Go Wrong
Before Things Go Right

A lot will go wrong before things go right,
But dawn will break after the darkest night,
A lot will go wrong before things go right,
So much may shatter, hopes may fade,
But every setback is a step you've made.
Trust the process, hold on tight,
A lot will go wrong, but it's worth the fight.

Mistakes will happen, lessons learned,

Through the pain, wisdom is earned

So hold on tight, with all your might,
A lot will go wrong before things go right.

Deepali Kumari, XII-F

Colour Delight

Sob if you must,
Each tear is an epic journey,
That you are brave to share,
See how brilliant it is ,
That each drop can be,
In darkness veiling the sky,
Can make a rainbow with the light that you
portray...

Yashika Gupta, XI-C
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As the End Approaches

How swiftly the time passes by
Couldn't even comprehend
when the day turned into night
I can sense your pain, see it in
your eyes

As the end approaches, it's
time to say goodbye.

Times are tough, everything
feels grey

I worry about my children
Their futures seem so bright,
But I still need reassurance, will
they be okay?

My frown then turns into a smile
As I realise acceptance is the right path,

And optimism is my guide

This gruelling journey will come to an end, though it
will take a while.

Death is unavoidable, time isn't stationary

Reality is harsh and truth is hard to swallow
However, living is joyful, full of bliss and glee
Hence the fun of life shouldn't be sacrificed while
being cautionary.

Always dream big, working hard is the key
Gratitude is a must in people

Loyalty is a two way street

Remember to gaze at the stars, if you're missing me.
How swiftly the time passes by

Couldn't even comprehend when the day turned into
night

I can sense your pain, see it in your eyes

As the end approaches, it's time to say goodbye.

Ananya Thaper, XI-D

Disha Panwar, XI-D



Hope

Where the sky merges with the sea,
Where the stars' twinkle blends in with the moon,
Where the sun's warmth trickles in with the chilly

breeze,
That's where the rays of hope emerge,

Shining bright, little by little, on all.

And when the sea churns faster,
And the tides are higher,
When the moon fades in the dark,
When the winds blow cold,
The skies fight back,

The stars shine brighter,
And the sun burns warmer.

Then hope fills us inside canopies of leaves,
Like the filtering sun through,
Glistening like water,

Like a blanket wrapped round a cold body.
And just how the sunsets and sunrise will never
end,

Hope doesn't leave us at our worst,
Hidden behind clouds,

But always there.

Shakya Goyal, X-B

What If?

What if the stars aligned that night? What if the
path I left untread turned right?
What if the door I failed to see
Held all the things I wanted to be?

What if the words I swallowed
Could change my destiny?
What if the road I followed

Was not what was meant to be?

What if I'd jumped when fear held tight?
What if I'd faced the unknown, embraced the fight?
Could I have risen high and free,

Or lost myself in what could be?

Each choice, decision, what if|
Has shaped my life, good or bad,
Carving me from the joy and sorrow I've had.
And in the end, I find peace in what I've chosen,
Not the “what if.”

Advik Aggarwal, XI-D
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The Boy
Who
Grew Up

The roses are black.
The blue of the canopy is fading. Get up now.
Time to descend into your alter ego

The cashmere shirt now has a residence;
perhaps eternally,
The Earl Grey is hot and steaming.
Waiting to be sipped.
The diamonds on that bracelet are sparkling.

But those sparkles aren't reflecting upon you; The
snakes are coming.
Slithering from the nape to the smile.
Yet, can't unveil their swindling

“Will the dust ever be wiped off?”,
said the red sweater Mum made for Christmas,
“Do I even taste the same?”
said the hot chocolate you loved so much
“Now all the glitter is gone.”,
said the macaroni necklace that all the brothers
made.

“Perhaps we weeds have overgrown on this path;
perhaps we have turned into fading stars,
Who's to say what the verity is,

But all that's left to cherish is a memory.”, said all

“Don't worry; apprehension shall bloom in him,”
said Time. “For he might think he's a phoenix
rising from its ashes;

But the flames are still there”, said Fate.
“The void in his vase is enlarging,” said misery.
“Sooner or later the roots will pull him back”,
said all. Then a dawn shall come,
when the roses are red
The canopy is bright and clear.

Upon that day, he can be him, for himself.
That daylight would entail the fulfilment of the void.

Now, the sweater looks pristine.
The hot chocolate is as sweet as April.
And the macaroni bracelet is dazzling in new
glitter. Whose sparks can be seen...

Navya Gupta, XI-E



What the Night Holds

When time slips away,
and turn to the stars
A new dusk, a new story,
they wait patiently,
ready to answer.

Minutes turn into hours,
as I lay on cracked gravel.
Repeating hopes, anxieties,
and everything in between

They listen patiently, and I
wonder,
how many screams would it have
taken,
to be so silent?

Under them,
I lay myself bare and raw.
And as my emotions came
undone,

The moon broke, for what inside
me healed.

How wondrous an idea,
they are the very same, as they
were yesterday,
and the day before.

In their glow, I see threads of
connection. Whispers of long
forgotten voices,

The loved, the neglected, the
abandoned,

All spilling their hearts to the
same sky.

And as I slip under my covers, Shrishti Kashyap, IX-C
I count the seconds,
When the cover of night will fall,
And I can be somebody else

again, myself.

All time ever does, is pass.
And all the stars ever do, is
remember.

The Inevitable

On the path I was walking,
I saw two paths with high stake.
Spent some time reflecting,

I thought I knew which path to take.

When I set my foot forward,
I was met by a voice.
It asked me to reconsider,
had I really made the right choice?

Taking a step back,
I started to wonder.
Which one leads to sunshine,
and which one leads to thunder?

Not wanting to regret later,
I asked myself one final time.
Was it the path I chose before?
Or would I have committed a crime?

Just then I had an epiphany,
I suddenly realised the ache.
Regret is inevitable,
no matter what choice I make.

Aadit Jain Rajnayak, XII-D

Advika Malik, XI-D

True Strength

True strength is born
When to adversity you are thrown.

It is seen in the sailor who guides his ship through

the storm,

And in the child who will not succumb to her

peers' taunts.
It is in the wrongdoer who is able to reform,
And in the performer who can accept his faults.
So, what do you call strength?

Strength, I argue, is not something of

superhuman feats.
Strength, I affirm, is the inexplicable quality
To lock eyes with Adversity
And tell it-
“You, I neither dread nor fear.”

Mandovi Ray Chaudhuri, X-C
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The Adventure Kefi

Raindrops dance, the skies are grey, Try being kinder than you feel everyday,
Jump in puddles, Be the reason behind someone's smile today.
Make memories today! Be grateful and watch miracles take place,
Monsoon joy, fresh and new, The extraordinary lies in the commonplace.
Adventure awaits just for you! The grass is likely to be greener on others' lawn,
When the sun shines bright but don't compare and water your own.
There is a lot of light. Like a flower filled with sunlight and glow,
You can go out and fly a kite. Walk next to people who want to see you grow.
Watch delicate butterflies in flight, Faith over Fear, Eunoia above everything else,
And the blue lakes shimmer in light! Itis all a part of the healing process.
When the sun sets into twilight, You don't shine because someone asks you to,
We will keep hope alive. You shine because that's what you were born to do.
Mpysha Jawa, VI-A Khushi Gaur, XII-A

Adbenture

Adventure is more than just a dauntless endeavour undertaken for a
momentary adrenaline rush. It is an exhilarating experience that can §
leave a lasting impression on our hearts, changing our whole perspective
towards life. Every adventurous episode is like a mystery novel, where
every page that we turn leads us to a discovery. It is the spirit that helps
us embark upon bold and risky journeys beyond our comfort zones, Nera Tediy VITI-B
[fuelling our hunger for courage, curiosity and strength. We discover new versions of ourselves that we never perceived to
be existing. With every valiant step we take, we expand our horizons. It awakens the wanderer within us, teaching us
resilience and reminding us that life is meant to be experienced, not just observed.

~ Navya Gupta, XI-E

The Tale of a Mythical Forest

In the depths of the Sinharaj forest, Sri Lanka, resided a mythical corner, right next to a small village. In this
wonderful natural wonder, the trees, animals and tribe could all converse in Sinhala and were ruled by a

mythical creature, The Navagunjara. The trees provided plenty of healthy fruits and vegetables to the
inhabitants.

Banana leaves were used as plates and the ponds were filled with nectar. The hollows in trees gave shelter to
many tiny creatures and children used to swing on the low hanging prop roots of the banyan tree. The leaves

of the trees completely interlocked, made a perfect shed for the inhabitants and prevented them from
suffering the hard blows of wind and rain.
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One day a messenger came, “Your Majesty, a strange |
thing has been sighted in the sky, it is moving rapidly
towards us.” His Majesty called for Pediya, the minister
who looked after the welfare of the tribe. The whirr of a
helicopter frightened the villagers. Out came two
people from the strange thing, wearing big goggles, a
futuristic outfit and hands folded back. They said that
they had come to check the needs of the people. Pediya
borrowed some time. At the council, under the huge
banyan tree, everyone decided that they all had what |
they needed and didn't need anything else.

A few days later, the messenger with a panicky tone and SSRGS g = e o _
a bleeding wound on his thigh, urgently addressed the Meera Mrinal Bahl, IX-C
king, calling out, "Your Majesty!" Concerned, the king immediately asked the soldier what had happened.
Struggling to speak, the soldier mentioned the names Lashith, Asheni, Kosala, and Hethuwa. The king,
growing anxious, interrupted and asked whether they were all right. Gathering his strength, the soldier said
that they had left this world and then fell unconscious. Shocked, everyone's eyes shot to the ceiling, while the
king, filled with fury and determination, stomped out.

Some days passed...

The minister informed the king that banana trees had gone missing, and as a result, nobody had plates to eat
on. He added that people were helplessly eating with their hands and getting blisters. Pediya stated that they
had already taken steps to address the issue by growing more trees. However, the trees would need some time
to grow. The king then remarked that until the time the trees grew, they would still have to eat with their
hands, which was not possible. He was concerned that things were not going well, everyone was suffering.

Pediya respectfully replied that these problems had started from the day the outsiders had arrived. They were
most likely the cause of the issues. The king agreed with him and suggested that to tackle the situation, they
should assign some guards. However, for the time being, the king suggested saving banana leaves and
allowing family members to eat one by one. He also added that everyone was free to take as many leaves as
needed from his palace. Upon hearing this, everyone cheered and hailed the king.

That night though, there was a lot of noise which prevented everyone from sleeping. The spies were alert,
eyes wide open and as the noise came nearer the spy rang the alarm (a special sound was made by the spies to
alert everyone). Everybody was awakened, and took their special weapons and the trees changed to warriors.
(Trees were capable of changing forms and everybody was trained in Angampora: martial art of Sri Lanka).

A bunch of gunshots were fired. Quickly, everybody hid behind boulders. Pediya ordered the Palas (a
division of the army) to turn to armadillos (having bulletproof shells) to create a protective cover for the rest.
The opposition continuously had many losses while they got ready for their next plan.

The tribes then shot arrows whose tips were coated with snake poison. Finally on the sixth day of the
unstoppable war, the king asked Pediya to use special arrows. In an hour, the whole army was wiped out. The
tribes then started their celebration. Men and women danced, sang, ate and enjoyed to the fullest.

But to their dismay, the opposition army again tried to surround them but Pediya led his people to victory.
Finally, their army vanished. Peace resided once again in Sinharaj.

Though the war was over, due to the radioactive dust and pollution caused by the explosive materials, a
disease spread over the tribe. However the trees, also known for their medicinal value, healed it in no time.
Peace once again found its old home and as for the outside world, they never dared to step into the mythical
forest ever again.

Paraa Baranwal, VII-D
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The Enchanting Forest of Tigora

Tigora is a magical forest, brimming with life
and beauty. Its towering trees, melodious
chirping birds and vibrant wildlife paint a
mesmerizing picture. Near this serene §
paradise is Ninantar, a quaint village where
people live in harmony with nature. I had
heard fascinating stories about Tigora and
Ninantar, and when I finally visited, the
experience changed me forever.

At the time, I was pursuing a photography 'y
course. Exploring and capturing the beauty "=
of nearby places was my favourite activity. /=
One evening, our teacher announced an
unexpected trip to Tigora. I was thrilled! The next night, we packed our gear and embarked on the
journey.

Meera Mrinal Bahl, IX-C

When we reached Ninantar the following morning, the villagers greeted us warmly. They served us
steaming hot food and shared stories about the forest. I could see the hope in their eyes—tourists like
us brought opportunities for progress. After breakfast, we set off for the forest.

The moment I entered Tigora, an unexplainable energy engulfed me. As we walked deeper, I
noticed an animal darting past us—it was so quick that I couldn't make out what it was. Intrigued, I
wandered away from the group and stumbled upon something extraordinary.

There it stood—a unicorn! Its white, gleaming mane sparkled in the sunlight, and its eyes held an
ancient wisdom. The creature turned and walked deeper into the forest. Unable to resist, I followed it
until we arrived at a glowing, radiant clearing. Suddenly, a divine light enveloped me, so bright that I
had to close my eyes.

In my dream, the unicorn spoke. “This is a sacred forest,” it said. “Humans have harmed nature
endlessly, and this place remains hidden to protect its magic. You've been chosen to bring
change—to protect the world and inspire others.”

“Why me?” I asked. The unicorn smiled. “Because deep down, you care. And you can show others
how to care too.”

When I woke up, I was back in a village hut, with my classmates surrounding me. “You've been
asleep all day!” they exclaimed. “You missed the trek!”

That night, I couldn't stop thinking about the unicorn's words. When everyone was asleep, I
ventured back into the forest, trying to retrace my steps. To my dismay, I found nothing but trees. I
smiled, understanding that this magical place was not meant to be revealed but protected. I returned
home with a newfound purpose—to safeguard nature and inspire others to do the same.

The forest of Tigora remains a mystery to the world, but its magic lives within me. Every time I see a
tree, hear a bird sing, or feel the breeze, I remember the unicorn's words and strive to make the earth
a better place.

Aadya Agarwal, VI-A
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Thitania

One day, I went out for a peaceful stroll in the
park when a strange man wearing rags came up
to me and said,

“My boy, I'm taking a survey. If you had the
choice to have a time machine watch, but you
could use it to go to a certain time and come
back only once, would you take it?”

“Yes, definitely,” I said. “I would take it.”

“Well,” he said, “Here's a souvenir to show that
you've taken the survey.”

He gave me a watch with some strange buttons. I
looked up to ask him what to do with it, but he
was gone!

It looked quite nice, so I started fiddling with the
buttons. Suddenly, the watch started glowing, and
I was teleported on a red carpet in what looked
like a very elegant building. I looked out the
window and started to scream. There was water
everywhere outside.

I was overjoyed. I was on a cruise ship!

I went outside to enjoy myself on the amazing
cruise ship. Everywhere, literally everywhere,
there was extravagant food, luxurious lounges
and even a huge pool. I couldn't wait to explore
every corner of the ship! But then, out of the
corner of my eye, I noticed the name of the ship.
“Oh no,” I said to myself “I'm on the TITANIC!”
Immediately, I tried to find the button again, so
that I could go back to 2024.

I was on the top deck. I had taken the watch off
to look at it very closely, and as I wasn't looking,
a man bumped my shoulder!

My watch went tumbling down to the lowest
deck! I shouted at the man and realised that it
wasn't his fault. I apologized and tried to find a
way to the lowest deck.

Three hours of trying to find a way down later, I
was still unable to. After that, I came up with a
plan. If I can somehow find a way to save the
Titanic from sinking, they would thank me and
repay me by doing whatever I asked them for!
And just like that, I would go and get my watch.

And so, I set off on my mission to save the Titanic.

But for this, I would have to make people believe
that a so-called “unsinkable” ship would sink.

Aditi Shukla, VIII-C
This was nearly impossible. So, I stole a person's

ticket, personalized it, and went to my room to
wait for the day that the Titanic hit the iceberg.

A few days later, I went to meet a staff member at
exactly 8:40 p.m. There were still three hours
before the ship hit the iceberg. I told him to
check if there was an iceberg up ahead with
binoculars. He saw the iceberg and realised the
danger of the ship sinking. He thanked me and

ran off to tell the captain.

Three days later, we reached our destination
safely. I was proud of myself for saving the
Titanic! The captain came up to me personally
and said,

“My good man, that staff member told me that
you warned him about the iceberg. I didn't see it
coming! I would like to thank you. What do you

need?”
My plan was working! I said, “Can I please have
access to the lowest deck?”

The captain seemed surprised. But he did as I

asked.

Finally, I got my watch back! I found out how to
go back to 2024, and I went into a washroom stall
so that no one would see me, and came back!

I ran straight home and was relieved the ordeal
was over.

The only bad thing that came out of it was that
James Cameron never did quite have his greatest

hit!
Arjun Jawa, VI-A
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Long Time No Sea! P

One of the few things that I truly enjoy is travelling. I have always had a major
fascination about beaches. It has some sweet memories of mine - seashells, smell of |
salty air, amazing aquatic biodiversity and most of all, a feeling of peace and
ethereality. The mesmerising colours of the water and the sound of the waves &
rushing towards me is something that I look forward to every vacation. On my trip ¥
to Muscat, Oman (a middle eastern country which is personally my favourite travel §
destination till now) I realised that there is more that I need to explore...

It is a gorgeous place, yet not very popular, which has mountains, beaches, plains §
all in one city! Even in the mountain regions, the roads were smooth enough for
me to draw at a high speed also. Wadi Shah, Wadi Bani Khalid and Bimmah g : f _

Sinkhole were a few of the many places which were too beautiful to be real! When §&& el S B A
you visit these places, you feel like you have been teleported to a different Megha Varma, IX-A
dimension of the universe where you forget life's worries. Then you also get to see some architectural and
historical marvels in the main city like Sultan Qaboos Grand Mosque, Royal Opera House, Corniche, Al Alam
Palace (the Sultan's palace) and the National Museum. City Centre Muscat is an amazing location for shopping.

Additionally, after visiting the various beaches of Muscat, I also understood that there is way more than sand and
water at the beaches. There was a beach full of rocks instead of sand. It was marvelous! I even found a new hobby
of collecting colourful rocks of various sizes. My sister and I even made a heart shaped, three floored sand castle
which was topped with a seashell (as a flag). If you are lucky enough and can wake up very late at night, you might
even see bioluminescence (water glows at night when you put your hand inside it and move a bit) on some
beaches of Oman.

Feeling the soft wet sand and the ocean's waves crashing against your feet making bubbles is what I love beaches
for. I shall travel around the globe for new experiences and of course go to some of the most beautiful beaches of
the world!

Siddhani Maurya, VIII-C

A Night at School

Have you ever wondered what goes on at your school during night time? You must naturally think that at night the
school closes. But this was proved wrong on the night I went secretly to my school, out of curiosity.

When I reached my school at about 10 pm, I saw that there were no guards and the gates were wide open. So I
walked through the corridors, looking here and there. On my way, in the Staff Room where my Social Science
Teacher sits, I felt that many statues which looked like the Rajput and Maratha kings were walking aimlessly. I ran at
full speed near the cabin of my Hindi teacher. I heard the sound of swords clashing. I peeped and took a closer look. I
was absolutely flabbergasted when I saw that a few men were fighting as if it was a scene from the Mahabharata. I
escaped from there and started running towards the classrooms. While I was running, I heard some footsteps behind
me. I stopped and turned around, trembling. What I saw became the height of the horror I could bear in one day.
The four mathematical operators +, -, X, = were staring at me with their big and black eyes. Suddenly, + grabbed my
leg and didn'tlet go. I shrugged it off and started running blindly towards the exit.

When I was about to exit the gate, someone called out my name in a gentle and reassuring voice. I could not see
anyone, but I felt as if someone hugged me and I started to relax. I couldn't figure it out when I was asleep. As I
woke up, I found myself in my bed. I realised that all of this was a dream but I was sure of one thing. However
challenging certain days may seem, The Mother is always there to look out for us.

Japesh Bansal, VII-A
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My Trip to Japan

Japan, also known as the Land of the Rising Sun, is a country unique in more ways than one. There is so much

more to Japan besides its exquisite food, temples and anime. The only country in the world that suffered
unimaginable devastation due to the atomic bomb in the Second World War,has emerged as one of the most
advanced countries today. A country that lies on the Ring of Fire in the Pacific Ocean has suffered major
earthquakes and tsunamis in the past too.

When I visited Japan for the first time, I learnt that Japan is highly advanced in the field of science and
technology. Our hotel room was on the 26" floor in a building that was Earthquake resistant. During our stay,
an earthquake of magnitude 6.9 hit Japan but we did not feel a thing!

During our stay, we visited a restaurant called Pepper Parlour in Tokyo. What made this restaurant special
was that instead of human waiters, we were served food and entertained by walking, talking robots! These
robots could sing, dance and chat on various topics.

Japan not only has highly developed technology but also people who are very warm, polite and courteous. I
was completely impressed by certain habits and customs that I saw in the Japanese people. For instance,
Japanese do not talk on phone while travelling in trains as it may cause disturbance to other passengers. While
entering an elevator or train, they always wait in a queue for people to exit first. It was also very surprising to
see that they always stand on the left side in an escalator and leave space on the right side for those who are in
arush. I was surprised to see how helpful the Japanese are towards others. When we lost our way and asked a
passerby, he went out of his way and guided us all the way to our destination. Such are Japanese people! My
trip to Japan was indeed a learning experience for me as it taught me to be more considerate and helpful
towards others.

Tania Singh, VII-A

Tina's Tunnel to Wonderland

As the evening lights started to shine on the houses of Mysticity, a land of unfolding mysteries, Tina, an 8-
year-old girl, was happily playing Hide-and-Seek with her friends.

As the seeker counted from 10..9..8..7.. Tina hid inside a tunnel far from where the kids were playing. As the
seeker came she crept more and more inside until suddenly she fell down a hole and started sliding. She went
on sliding until she landed on a trampoline. It was all dark. Suddenly she rolled over something. It was a huge
flashlight. As the light from the flashlight shone, she saw a door that said 'Open Me'.

After careful thought, she opened the door and was mesmerised as she entered the land of her dreams.

Trees with candy instead of fruit, vineyards with bunches of gumdrops instead of grapes, a chocolate river, a
chocolate lake, sweet jelly brick houses, and much more! As she strolled in that land munching on treats and
sweets for what seemed like hours, she heard a voice: “Tina wake up! Tina wake up...”

When she opened her eyes, she was still in that tunnel and all that she saw in the land of her dreams was in her
dream! As she was hiding far from where they were playing, no one could find her for along time and so, she
fell asleep in that tunnel. She was woken out of the Candyland by her concerned mother and her friends, who
eventually declared her the winner of the Hide-and-Seek game.

Moral of the story? I think that one should sleep well when it's time to sleep and play well when it's time to play
and be careful to not mix the two.
Shreya Ramanujam, IX-B
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The Mystery of the Missing Heirloom

One morning, I happened to see alot of people gathered
outside the neighbouring building. As it turned out, a
resident of the highrise building had lost a prized
possession. Later while watching the news, I found out
that the victim was a very rich businessman whose great-
grandfather had received a ring from the Nawab of
Bengal, Sirajud-Daulah, as a token of gratitude for
serving as his army's commanding general. It was given
to him before he sent his army to fight against the British
East India Company. It had been passed on through
generations in the family.

I used to work as a smalltime private detective without
any real success so far. Although I was skeptical whether
my amateur skills would bear fruit, I proceeded
nevertheless as I received a call from Sujoy Benegal, the
businessman whose precious article went missing. Mr
Benegal mentioned that his family heirloom, a precious
ring, has gone missing. He wished to have it back at any
cost. The speaker mentioned that a common
acquaintance of theirs had suggested that I had the right
aptitude for the job and was the only one who could
help. I then assured him that no effort shall be spared in
finding his article.

Soon after, I visited Mr Benegal's residence and asked
him if he had ever exhibited the ring in public. He
replied that it was commonly known that he was in
possession of such a ring. I then inquired whether he had
ever left the ring in the care of someone else at any point
in time. Mr. Benegal explained that he had entrusted it
to many people before and the last time he had left it in
someone's care was sixteen years ago, when he had
given it to an old friend. I further asked him when he had
discovered that the ring was missing. Mr. Benegal
explained that he had returned from a party two nights
ago, and upon entering his room, he had noticed that the
ring was gone.

At that moment, I realised that the ring had certainly
been stolen. Mr. Benegal speculated that the gardener
might have entered his room while searching for the
lawnmower set, which he usually kept under his bed. He
assumed that the gardener might have accidentally
knocked the ring off the shelf, as he had placed it at the
edge. Determined to confirm his suspicion, Mr. Benegal
decided to call the gardener. Relieved at his assumption,
Mr Benegal stated that I could leave and the case was
over. My ambitions of becoming an ace investigator
were decimated and I was trying to recover from this
feeling when suddenly the event took a surprising turn.

I received a call from Mr. Benegal who told me that the
gardener had a different ring in his pocket, and it was not

the ring we were talking about. He also apologized for
the misunderstanding. The investigation followed a red
herring right at the start.

Next, I asked Mr. Benegal the names of people who had
taken care of the gem. The first person was Mr. Bhavant
Joshi. He knew Mr. Benegal, but denied the fact that he
had once taken care of the precious ring. “I didn't even
know he had a precious gem like that,” was his
statement. Why would he deny taking care of the ring? I
underlined his name in my notebook and proceeded to
meet the remaining people. The others agreed that they
had taken care of the ring, and were in good contact with
Mr. Benegal. Their conduct was far from any doubit.

The only person whose conduct was dubious was Mr. B.
Joshi. At Joshi's place, I had managed to take his finger
print sample by asking him to hold a photograph. But
when I forensically examined the matter for necessary
verification, the said fingerprints did not match! I found
myselfat a dead end.

I questioned Mr. Benegal about the party again. He said
that a close friend of his, who was one of the party
organizers, had not turned up at the party. The next day
I set out to meet the new person, Sumit Balotra. While
talking to him I noticed his irritated, unpleasant facial
expressions. He did not want to talk; he was nervous and
apprehensive. He denied any knowledge of Sujoy
Benegal at all. He also said he had no idea about the
ring. He was too quick, as if prepared in his responses to
my questions. While he was away, I took pictures of his

finger prints from the glass he had been holding.

There was a clear match. Now I knew he was the culprit,
the question was to locate the ring. An ancient wooden
box keptin the corner of the room caught my attention. I
needed to look into the box. It could not be done in his
presence. So I asked him for another glass of water. As
soon as he left the room, I locked the door, opened the
box that had made me curious. The box had the ring,
perfectly preserved in it. I took it and ran as fast as I
could, and bolted the house from outside.

Iimmediately called the police so that the culprit would
be booked for his crime. Mr. Benegal expressed his
gratitude. I was awarded by the government for the work
I enjoyed but never thought would ever bring me such
an accolade. If one truly believes in oneself and works
hard, success is the necessary consequence. That leads
to a final question- Would I continue to be a detective?
Well, I don't know, only time will tell!

Eeshan, VIII-C
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The Train Moving at Night

The night sky was dark,
There were no lamps or lights.
But the stars and moon,

Made the sky so bright.

We were at the station,
which had a building, very tall.
There was also a track,
which was quite small.

We were waiting for the train,
On the platform.
And just then,
Began a little storm.

I heard some sounds,
Click-clack, click- clack.
And there I saw the train,
On the train track.

It was making a lot of sounds and rumbles,
And to move itself it had to struggle.
It came to the platform and opened its doors,

We were happy as we could not wait anymore.

It started moving,
Away and away.
It never looked back,
And kept moving along its way.

Litevary Reflections

Literature is not just something we read; it's something we live. Through
stories like 1984, To Kill a Mockingbird, King Lear and The Kite Runner,
readers do more than just follow plots—they step inside the minds and hearts
of characters, feel their struggles, and wrestle with their questions. This
section presents original poems inspired by some powerful works. Each piece
is a lyrical conversation with the text—a response to the characters, conflicts,
and questions that linger long after the last page is turned. Students give
form to the emotions and ideas these stories evoke, making them uniquely P

their own.

~ Shrishti Gupta, XI-D

The exciting journey began,
We settled very happily.
I tried to look out the window to see something
interesting,
However, only the moon and stars could be seen
clearly.

The train moved slowly,
Up the mountain hill.
Knowing we would reach soon,

I felt a thrill.
Saina Sahni, VIII-C

Anshuman Sharma, XI-D



Lear’s Lament The Mockingbird’s
Plea

The Mockingbird's gentle hymn,
A plea for justice, A cry against crime.
In Maycomb, A city, where injustice lies,
The one and only, Atticus the wise.

In the fading light of my
crumbling throne,

I let go of the weight of a
Crown once my Own.

With a heart unyielding, I
divided my kin,

Now left with the echoes of
betrayal and sin.

I once demanded words to
measure their love,

A test of devotion, as if from
above. i
“Speak of your affection, in Lo BEd : oo
grand, ﬂowery praise, Anshuman Sharma, XI-D
To claim your inheritance, to earn your place.”

Young Scout and Jem, innocently play,
The mockingbird sings, the morning pray.
The society is unjust, Tom Robinson, he fell prey.
The innocent minds, which changed day by day.

Tom Robinson, unjustly tried,
His rights, Stripped off, as well as his pride.
Colour and caste, they don't matter.

However the story is a complete scatter.
Goneril and Regan were two of a kind, )
Scheming to seize all they could entwine. Maycomb, A town, where whispers spread,

Their hollow words, veiled in sweetened ties, A plot, A scene, justice for Tom lies ahead.
Like a moth to a flame, I was drawn to their sugar-coated lies. - Through the lens of innocent eyes.
Ah, sweet Cordelia, so steady, so plain, Learning of life from every side.

No empty flattery, no hunger for gain.

In her quiet truth, true love did reside,
Yet I turned her away, defiant, with pride.

Atticus with potential and grace,
Defends A Man of another race.
From Boo Radely's lonely door
Kent, my constant; through each storm I brewed, To the courtroom'’s heavy floor.
He never wavered, no matter the feud. T
He defied me with love when I wronged my own child, The Mockingbird's final hymn
. Yearns for change,

And bore every loss, when I went fierce & wild.

To return the black man's pride

For my welfare alone, he bore every strain,
Oblivious to his love, Social prejudices, they killed the Mockingbird

I remained unaware of the pain. Society, Maycomb, the courtroom, they’re absurd!

Kent, whose loyalty no tempest could sway, Ryana Jainn, XI-A
His allegiance endures, despite my cruel way.

Cordelia, with France, came to my aid,

To reclaim my throne, her loyalty displayed.

A daughter's true love, in the battle reborn,

She fought to restore what my foolishness had torn.
By cruel hands taken, her life was denied,

While I, broken, wept for the child cast aside.

I held her in grief, as my world turned to ash,
The daughter I once disowned, now gone in a flash.

Her love, my redemption, came all too late,

And I'm left to lament both her loss and my fate.
Now as I face my end with no hope to restore,

I wonder, had I loved, could I have kept more?

But what is left of a king who's undone,

Who failed his children, and lost everyone?

I mourn not the land, nor the rule that I served,

But a daughter's pure love—oh, how utterly I shunned.

Shrishti Gupta, XI-D 15 o A
Riya Venkatachalam, IX-D
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The Kite’s Journey: Friendship

In the Kabul's streets, where they Tore through a bond, once

roam'd strong and bold.
Amir and Hassan, had a bond Years passed by, across the sea,
like home.

Amir found solace, yet not free

Despite their differences, Ghosts of the past, haunted his

they stood as one

Bound by love soul,
Y ’ As memories of Hassan took
beneath the Afghan Sun. .
their toll.

In the kite tournament,
amidst cheers and cries,
Betrayal lurked,
in shadowed guise.
Amir watched, frozen,
as Hassan fell,

His heart torn,

by a guiltridden spell.

As destiny whispered,
In the dead of night
A return to Kabul,
Just felt right.

To seek forgiveness,
To find his peace,
No words were needed
For hearts understood

Since shadows fell on Afghan In each other's embrace,

sands, . .
The winds of change both sharp Their friendship renewed.
and cold, For friendship, like a kite in flight

Lubar, L Poace
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Ayushi Gupta, X-B

Relies on trust, to reach great
heights.
Through gentle winds or storms
that brew,
It holds its course when hearts
stay true.

Nehashree Talapatra, XI-A

1984

In '49, George Orwell did write,
A tale of a world without freedom's light.
Big Brother watched from the screens so bright,
Truth erased, history rewritten overnight.

Thought Police prowled, no secrets in sight,
Newspeak twisted language, truth took flight.
Winston and Julia dared to ignite,

A rebellion against the oppressive might.

In Oceania's dystopian plight,
Orwell's warning shines, clear and bright.
1984, a timeless fight,

For truth and freedom, in the darkest night.

Swasti Das, XI-A



The Crocodile And The Monkey — Panchatantra
A Twisted Tale

In the lush jungles of India, a clever monkey once lived atop a tall -_
mango tree by a sparkling, rippling river. One sweltering &
afternoon, he noticed a crocodile, weak with hunger, resting by
the bank. Moved by compassion, the monkey tossed him a ripe
mango. The crocodile gratefully accepted, and from that moment
on, they met regularly — an unlikely friendship growing between
the treetop and the river.

As days passed, the monkey generously shared his fruit, and the
crocodile shared stories from the river's depths. One day, the
crocodile took some mangoes home to his wife. Enchanted by [
their sweetness, she became consumed by greed. Reasoning that K :
the monkey's heart must be even sweeter than the fruit, she Tejasvini Nagendran, VII-B
deceitfully claimed illness, insisting only the monkey's heart could cure her.

Caught between loyalty and love, the crocodile reluctantly agreed. The next day, he invited the monkey to visit
the island to meet his grateful wife. Halfway across the river, the crocodile revealed the terrible truth. But the
monkey, quick-witted and calm, tricked him by saying he had left his heart in the tree. The crocodile, too trusting,
turned back — only for the monkey to escape and end their friendship for good.

Butinsome tales... betrayal comes at a far greater cost.

Have you wondered what it might be like, if the crocodile had a price to pay for his
betrayal?

Humiliated and furious, the crocodile lunged at the tree, sinking his sharp teeth into its trunk. Suddenly, a strange
chill ran through his body, and he felt an emptiness growing within him. As he pulled away, he noticed something
glowing faintly on the ground—a transparent, heart-shaped crystal pulsing weakly.

The monkey looked at him with pity. “The tree has magic properties,” he said gravely. “It protects the hearts of the
pure. By attacking it, you've lost your own heart. You can still think and speak, but you'll never feel love,
friendship, or loyalty again.”

The crocodile stared blankly, his once furious eyes now dull and emotionless. “Why was I here?” he mumbled,
confused. The monkey suddenly had an idea. He reminded the crocodile of his task and explained they could
trick her with a fake heart. The obedient crocodile agreed, still disoriented, and the monkey placed a dark, shiny
stone from the riverbed on his claw, and wished him well.

Without knowing or caring for his wife, the crocodile swam back across the river, carrying nothing but indifference
and a stone. When he returned, his wife eagerly asked, “Did you bring the monkey's heart?”

The crocodile didn't reply, simply holding it up. His wife, blinded by greed, swallowed the stone without question.
But as it slid down her throat, she choked and collapsed. The stone was coated in toxic algae, and within moments,
life drained out of her.

The crocodile looked down at her lifeless form without a flicker of sadness. He turned away and swam into the
river, mind empty, his task complete. By hurting someone innocent, he had lost his own heart—just as he had tried
to steal the monkey's. Eventually, his betrayal left him hollow, doomed to wander without purpose, without a heart.

Back on the riverbank, the monkey settled among the mango-laden branches, plucking a ripe fruit and nibbling
thoughtfully. As the sweet juice trickled down his chin, he glanced across the shimmering water, half-hoping his
old friend would emerge with an apology. But the river remained still and silent, its surface clean without aripple.

Trisha Banerjee Basak, VIII-A
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Echoes of Silence

This theme addresses the silent strength in all of us — the resilience
hidden under fear, uncertainty, and the shackles that society tries to
bind us with. It is a process of liberation from the burden of
expectations and conventions along with the enforced silence on
individuality. This theme explores the resilience hidden within the 4
voices which have been silenced, the courage that is birthed from G
silence, and the identities that surface from the shadows. Beyond

Rida Jawahir, VIII-B

[freedom, Echoes of Silence is about rebellion, the unstoppable ripple that begins when one speaks, acts, and is
unapologetically themselves, it is about the reclamation of space which is our own.

If Only

If I were a bit less friendly ,
People would take me seriously.
If only I were a bit quiet,
People would want to solve me like a mystery.
If only people didn't think I was an open book,
They would know how much there is to uncover in me,
If only they gave a second look .

If only I were a bit less loving,
About a person's feelings,
the least I would be caring.
If only I were a bit more like them,
People would like to talk to me.
If only I were a bit more intelligent,
People would consider me important.

If only I expected a bit less from others,
I wouldn't be disappointed in mankind every time.
If only I made lesser mistakes,
People would call me great.
If only I were a bit more versed in what I wanted to
say,
Maybe people wouldn't take me the wrong way.

A bit more this, a bit more that,
We are trapped in this act.

Who are the people we are trying to impress,
When in return all we give ourselves is distress?
Wouldn't it be more unique if I were just me,
If only I ignored how society wants to mould me?

Shivika Vijayan Singh, IX-B

~ Advika Malik, XI-D

The Girl Child

A girl is born,

Y. What she does not know is
that in this village her
dreams will be torn.

Her father sighs, as now

he thinks his future is
uncertain,

For his eyes now his dreams
are now broken.
He wanted a son,
. And not a girl on the
— run.
She is given no books
and no chance to play,
Rather she is given a bundle
of chores each day.

Born in a house of chains,
Where judgment and
injustice still remains.

She had her birth,
In a house that doubts her worth.
She has dreams to achieve,
But 'work’ and 'no' are the answers she receives.
She still struggles to find dignity
In a backward town,
For she looks for a place,
In a world that will see her strength and grace.

Shrishti Kashyap, 1X-C

Abhipsa, XI-B
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Distorted Beauty Norms in Contemporary Soelety

In advertisements on the television, billboards and in
newspapers, beautiful models with white, clear and bright
skin can be seen everywhere. The movies, serials and videos
that we render today portray the same unrealistic beauty
standards consisting of an hourglass figure with a small,
admirable waist, large eyes, plump lips and a small, thin nose. _
A seemingly infinite number of people are chasing these
standards that are promoted by the media atlarge. As a result,
people, especially women, begin to have a distasteful image
of oneself every time they look in the mirror and turn their
hands to having unrealistic expectations. Consequently,
some of them start suffering from eating disorders like
anorexia and bulimia, a lower self- esteem and start having
feelings of insecurity.

Amaira Bajpai, VIII-A

Women and men, both young and old, even resort to numerous plastic surgeries to achieve their idealistic looks. This is
prominently seen in countries like China and South Korea where the beauty norms are to such an extreme that women are
needed to submit a photo of themselves that is up to their country's respective standards just to get their hands on a job.

Confronting the illusion of perfection, we should embark on the path of a multifaceted approach to annul the effects of
these toxic beauty standards. The mass media should start promoting healthier paradigms of beauty and incorporate a
diverse race of models of all body types and skin tones to make everyone feel like they conform to societal expectations.
Regular breaks from social media to avoid unhealthy comparisons and cultivation of ideals should also be undertaken.
When all is said and done, it is your inner qualities that matter the most in life. Don't lose sight of them in the chase of
reaching the expectations that are harmful to you in the long run.

Someone rightly said, “You cannot be loved by others, if you don'tlove yourself”.

Kohana S. Chauhan, XI-B

Apple of your own eye

Inner beauty is the quality that matters, They'll call you fake,
Not only the outer mask, that always flatters, For trying to remain positive,
It is the soul that must be pure, But keep going for your own sake,
Rather than the fake smile, we wish to ensure. and avoid the judgements, which are so implosive.
People who have a beautiful mind Stressing yourself up would not change the situation,
Not catching attention, yet gentle, and kind It is what is try for next, that matters most,
Are the ones presumed struck by endurance It is you, the creator of your creation,
But the real thing is they're perfectly happy in silence. who can scale heights at any cost.
Instead of judging, Neither those marks on your face define you,
celebrate yourself every moment, Nor those opinions and expectations do,
Keep aside the judgements, It is you who can define your destiny,
you're way more significant. And declare your life's testimony.

Stand out of the crowd, your voice real and bold
Prove that some marks on face don't matter,
if you can make your inner self proud.

It is the beauty of the spirit
That will never age,
It is our real merit,
They'll call you shy Worthy at every stage ...
When you choose not to talk, .
But you becorr>1le, the apple of your own eye, Shreyanshi, XI-E
And your achievements would give them a knock.
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What can a flower do but bloom ?

I see her from afar, swaying in the wind in her
tiny floral frock.

Oh, how she knows nothing but sheer joy and love.
Her admirable innocence as sweet as nectar is
shielded from the worldly woes,
enveloped by pure bliss.

My heart throbs at the sight of her.

The sun rises and sets as the clock ticks,
awakening her to a new and daring journey,
dotted with thorns on a bumpy road.

The wind that earlier brushed past her sun-kissed
cheeks, now whirls in vicious circles carrying
thunder that rattles her ground mercilessly.

From societal evils to family expectations, she
perseveres, slowly but surely trudging forward
despite the hindrances.

Her joyous appearance, now no more, is

drenched in exhaustion but her petals smile
through it all.
My heart aches but swells in respect for her.

I'long to comfort her with warmth till I realise she
can pave her own path emboldened with
courage, resilience, wisdom and utmost self-belief.
The bright light of freedom awaits her as she
hopefully approaches it, glowing with a sense of
pride and maturity, not blissful ignorance.

No, she is not a pretty damsel in distress but a
selfrespecting, independent woman who wields
her power for the better - inspiring all.

I wish to be her and every woman past or present
who strived to bloom amidst the innumerable

hurdles!

Stutee Dawar, X-C

The Woman Within

In front of a mirror,
those sparkling wide eyes meet
mine,

Her gaze searches me
expectantly,
Clenched fists open to me ,
embracing my individuality,
Lips shaking,
her cries begging me, yearning
To hold on to me so eagerly,
Looking down at her round
face,
so sweet and scarred so
beautifully,

Filled with innocence,
her curls just like mine and
every element shouts out like
mine;

Embraced with the same pain,
too young to bear the pain,
the plight she carries all
unwillingly upon her shoulders,
mundane and absurd.

I know her,
I have known her from her first
heartbreak,
so courageous was she,

trying to calm her raging sea;
SHE, so unfamiliar to comfort,

one caress and she falls,
collapses into my arms,
breaking terribly.
I hold her, tell her, that her
Wars are mine too;
they will wage through and win

them together. o ' ) ‘.Alaina Saxena, X-B
A long way still lies ahead of ’
them moonlight;
they will wade through you are raging winds, rainbows
fearlessly. delight,

. a mosaic of all Marvel's
Your mercy, your saviour,

your hero is within you, blended so stunningly!

being honed so admirably You are what you THINK and
. so you become...
every minute;
You are Stardust, sunshine, Yashika Gupta, XI-C
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The Wind From My Homeland Only

I see the sun stretch its arms
In a country not quite foreign, not quite mine
I feel the disconnect in my bones
Like twin planets left unaligned.

People of my own ilk around me
Searching for a glimpse of familiarity
I feel the wind from my homeland
Wrapping around me like a rarity.

A breeze meant to be comforting
Which brings only a stinging frost
The kind felt when one is utterly alone
Stranded at sea, hopeless, lost.

The choices that define me are not my own

My tongue bears words unknown to others

I watch the moon, unmistakable in the sky
The same one looked upon by my sisters and

brothers.

Aashna Khanna, VIII-A

A legacy which I long to reclaim

In another land altogether, But cannot fathom where to begin.

lives lived parallel to mine
A culture in which I feel like a guest
Clothing, art and songs which I cannot recognise
Reverberating in my heart with an unrest.

As I slowly forget the heritage
Which was never mine in the first place
I feel the wind from my homeland
Deserting me, too ashamed to look me in the face.

Stripped of all colour and substance, I mimic
Vanshika Mahajan, XI-B

Those who once oppressed my kin

The Mind’'s Journey

“The soul becomes dyed with the colour of its thoughts.”
~ Marcus Aurelius

The mind wanders — to distant corners, to places the heart is afraid to go — in
search of answers it cannot always name. Along the way, it comes across truths, |
forgoiten memories, and realisations that help it grow. It is not in a single §
moment that all answers are found, but in a perpetual state of self-discovery.
Knowing oneself is a never-ending journey, and the mind is its solo traveller. In
the mesh of thoughts, one may find peace, solace, and contentment. Let's embark :

on this journey — not an exhausting one, but a fulfilling one. b
~ Reya Seth, XI-C

Adya Agnihotri, XI-A
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Nature’s Altruism

As the wind blows free,
I'look up to the sky,
How longer till I can see or feel,
At least a tinge of empathy?

The stream flows gently,
Never asking for anything in return,
Then why are we so consumed in greed?
So busy in ruining our own sense of peace.

The sun will continue to shine,
Whether we want it to or not,
And here we are, drowning in pride,
Because ego rules our minds.

What does the moon get by giving us light,
In the dark, when we need it the most?
What do the stars get by making the dusky
sky bright,

Even though they are barely visible to our
eyes?

Can't we be like the rain?

So simple, yet so very important,
Bringing a moment of ease to one's pain,
Without a single fuss, without a single
complaint.

What do the trees get by giving us shade?
And providing us with flowers and fruits,
For sure, this world would be a much better
place,

If we knew how to give without expecting a
repay.

Be humble and learn to provide
Give what we have, ask for nothing in
return,

And if we're being held back by our pride,
Remember that without nature,
humans can't survive.

As the wind blows free,

I know there is hope for us all,
Because once our hearts are filled with
generosity,

We'll once again find the lost humanity.

Mishka Bhattacharya, XI-B

A New Year’s Wish

s the year wraps up, all I can think of is how it

went in a flash. The millions of people who
died, the headlines that flashed in our newspapers,
and the occurrences that potentially "made or broke"
our lives. The early mornings, caffeinated nights,
constant typing on laptops, running to catch the ride
to work, the vacations that were more for our
Instagram feeds than our souls. Somewhere, we
ceased breathing and appreciating the pauses in the
chaos. I wonder how we became so impulsive and
controlling, jittery every moment. How we stopped
censoring our words and thoughts, compensating for
the losses with bundles of work. We felt insecure and
desolate looking at social media, making messy
mutual patch-ups just for external validation, never
realising that relationships once broken could never
rebound to their prior state. The people were always
the same. Everyone misunderstood the soul's
purpose, and now we're all stuck in our
predicaments. But we can still change it. If we reflect,
there is no stopping us. That's the magic of a New
Year's wish.

Aradhya Khurana, XI-B

Why I Write...

I write when my heart
gets too heavy to hold.
I write about my scars
new and old.
I write when I have
a lot to share.
But to hear it out,
no one has time to spare.
I write when I feel as lonely
as one could be.
When not tears, but the well dressed
smile is what one could see.
I write when thoughts in my
mind begin to sink.
I write to share whatever I think.
I write, not with the desire
of being known.
But to know the voice within
My soul.
Cyan Arora, X-B
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The Finite and Infinite

Infinite. A word that means endless. What if life
were endless?

The concept of immortality takes birth due to the
inevitable fear of death engraved in all our minds,
and immortality provides an escape from it. But
why does one fear it? The answer is simple: because
it puts a finite number on life. That number scares
us because it is completely out of our control, and
that which is out of our control terrifies us more than

anything.

Death is often viewed as a negative symbol,
portrayed as a beast, a demon—something that
forcefully takes your life away. What can scare
someone to death more than death itself? It is this
fear that compels the human mind to come up with
ideas to counter it instead of facing it, thus reflecting
the rather fragile nature of the human mind.
Countless personifications of immortality exist in
our society, most common being gods and
vampires—entities that stay alive till after the end of
time. Entities that fascinate every age group,
instilling the idea of the vulnerability of life and
immortality being a miracle, gift or rather, a state
that only a specific entity which is stronger, wiser
and supernatural can attain. These said entities are
viewed as majestic, much in contrast to death.

However, every coin has two sides. As vile as death
sounds, it is also what propels us to live fully.
Mortality acts as a motivator, knowing our time is
limited fosters urgency to pursue our dreams and
goals. It breaks inertia and drives people to take risks
and live their life the way they want. The fleeting
nature of life adds depth and value to all
experiences—from enjoying a piece of chocolate to
visiting your dream destination. If it weren't for death,
such moments would lose their beauty. An eternal
life would leave experiences meaningless or lead to
stagnation. Being aware that our time, along with our
loved ones', is limited—makes us want to have deeper
bonds, trying our very best to enjoy every second and
establish a meaningful presence in each others' lives.
Mortality provides the groundwork, if not the
meaning, to life. It is what makes us human.

Being conscious of being temporary inspires
humans to seek permanence through legacy.

People seek such permanency through art, family
and achievements. Literature, sculptures, paintings
immortalise the artist's vision. A family legacy
creates a sense of continuity—mot only genetic
lineage but also values, tales and traditions get
immortalised by being passed down, encapsulating
cultural heritage. Individuals are also remembered
by outstanding achievements like Nobel prizes,
discoveries and inventions. Ultimately, the desire
for legacy stems from our intrinsic need to find
significance in the face of mortality. By creating
something lasting—be it art, family, or
contributions—we try to ensure that our presence
persists in the world we leave behind.

Life is finite, and this lack of infinity is what makes it
precious. If life were infinite, the will to act, love,
and create might fade. Instead, it is the awareness of
this limit that drives individuals to seek purpose.
Mortality, often seen as a limitation, ultimately
shapes the richness of human experience, inspiring
us to make the most of the finite time we have.

Amaira Chhikara, XI-E

Musings

Footsteps on the cobbled path
Unsure, especially with the new shoes and bag
Tall trees beckon you
The squirrel shows the way
Jungle Gym and the Sand Pit
Light up your eyes
Peals of laughter fill the corridors
And suddenly, it's time.

You walk through the classrooms
The Jacaranda continues to bloom
Peacocks keep you company
As you go from floor to floor
And suddenly, it's time
To leave this sanctuary
Like the Pearl
Caressed and nurtured by the oyster
You're now on your own
To make the world your oyster.

Nandini Dasgupta
(Faculty Member, Science Department)

- 151 -



The Monk and the Boy

Brain exists
Does mind exist?

For brain and mind; unlike.

Mindful fellow he is, who

sees.

A pair we bear,
A monk on the hills
Has one to spare

Where did you get yours?
“From above.”
I'look to the sky
“What's above is right in
front of you.”

I see what's in front of me
I realise, I have to not see,
but look.

For I had two, and he;
three.

“An innocent boy. You do
not perceive.”

But I have a pair
“Don't need a pair to see.”
More?

“None.”

“Listen, not hear.”
He can hear my thoughts
too?
“Maybe.”
I didn't say anything.

Well, I think you do not
know
“I see.”
Won't you prove me
wrong?

“I don't have to prove
anything. Wise boys
understand.”

I am wise. I understand;

“Innocent boy. Lift your
head up.”
But if what's above is in
front of me,
Why must I lift my head
up?
To be closer?

“Where do you want to be?’

I don't know.
“Then how can you be
closer?”

I see.

I want to go above.
“Above is a myth”
No, I must go above.
“I see.”

I see.

“You catch on fast, innocent

boy,”
I understand now.
“T know.”

I must rise beyond, beyond

my form.

“You're closer.”
I know.
“Not close enough.”
What do I do?

“A part cannot know the
whole.”
What more do I need?
What more do I affix?
I own every part of myself.

“To gain, is not to gain”
What do you mean?
“A part is no smaller than

the whole.”
I see.

“A part holds you down.”
Cowardice?

“No.”
Arrogance?
“Close.”

Ego.

“Ego.”

“An innocent boy. And yet,
you understand.”
I feel lighter.

For a part, lost a part.
Lose a part, to be the
whole.

“Lose a part, to be the
whole.”

Katyayni Sharma, XI-D
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A Journey that
Never Ends

I watch the trains slow and fast,
Sounding their horn as they rush
past,

Some rumble all the way along,
Others are slow and long.

Some wander in the dark,
Trying to reach their mark.
Without any doors or windows,
Like vast shadows gliding up close.

Others are filled with joy and light,
Swaying happily in your sight,
Loud music on the go,

Fast and steady, never too slow.

Some are determined to keep going,
Patiently, to keep growing,
Through dizzy heat all around,
Still some goals to be found.

At night they continue to rumble,
Soft yet long, still so humble,
Crawling in the light of the moon,
Dawn will arrive oh so soon.

Trains that go all around,
Endless journeys to be found,
Through hills and forests and gushing
streams,

To destinations of one's dreams.

And as I wait for the trains profound,
I walk through the station, all around,
Feeding the stray dogs as I wait,
Looking through books as
the train runs late.

But as the trains arrive,
The long wait is replaced.
Chaos now takes the place,
Agitation too joins the race.

At last, the bell rings,
The engine lives and sings,
I climb aboard, a journey bound,
For untold dreams to be found.

Aashna Khanna, VIII-A



A Spectrum

We're always taught that colour has meaning,
A deeper purpose,
a message beyond the patterns,
I'm supposed to feel a sense of mystery when
confronted with black,
I'm supposed to be a little wary of certain
emotions and change my track.

Maybe colour has an emotion - a raw, unfiltered
fiery sensation, An intensity that rises in my soul -
a warmth that settles my heart. Because perhaps
blue is the colour of friendship so deep,

But then why is blue associated with other
feelings I shouldn't keep.

Colour holds memory - of stolen glances, of
missed chances, Of moments so dear, or perhaps
those that make me shiver. But colour can't be
cut off like hair can,
now can it?

Because how does one change colour - how does
one quit?

If one was to delve deeper, maybe we'd see that
it's not colour, Maybe it's just my own perspective
of it - an understanding, Maybe it isn't the red
that makes me feel love or risk,

Maybe it's simply the memory that cuts like a
basilisk.

Nitya Jain, XI-A

Lafe Purified

Sincerity, Humility, Equality, Generosity,
Peace, Aspiration, Gratitude, Receptivity,
Courage, Goodness, Perseverance, Prosperity
What are these?

The Mother's symbols, says The Little Girl.

We are her disciples,
But do we follow these principles?
What do they mean?
Are they just words that make us less mean,
Of course not, by no means!

Sincerity is basically honesty,
Being free from arrogance is humility,
Martin Luther King Jr, a great example of equality,
Sharing and caring is generosity.

A state of tranquillity is peace,
Goodness is like sweet breeze,
If you are courageous, you will not freeze,
Being receptive is a good idea that has been seized.

Prosperity is the synonym for success,

If you persevere, opportunities you will never miss,
Gratitude is when you focus on hope and
thankfulness,

Aspiration is the antonym of aimlessness.

This is all the wisdom in the world,
which will be by your side till you are old, says 7he
Little Girl

who whirls in her own world.

Aradhya Jain, VI-C

Day and Night

Black as charcoal, white as snow,
You render darkness, I let brightness glow.
Black as pitch, white as sheet,

You weigh stars, while sunshine I greet.

But beyond black and beneath white,
Exists something within sight.
A thread of grey, right between,
Where the truth of life is really seen.

Where struggles reside with hope,
Where there's both night and day,
Where no thoughts are left unheard,
Where both of us have a say.

Aishani Mondal, VI-A
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The Self

We are often told that we are who we believe
ourselves to be,
But what is it to believe in oneself? A perplexing
question, the answer to which is a mere theory.

Am I a name, a string of letters aligned?
Am I a thought, an expression of my mind?
Am I a voice, a medium for words to be defined?

Who am I?

Am I nature, what in my body imbues life,
Life that pilots consonance, between all amity,
conscience and strife,

I lose myself in the flutter of the Babbler's wings,
Yet I find myself in the very same still tree - to
which life the bird brings.

Am I the art, the passion that enkindles
exuberance and vigour alike,
Creative yet sceptic, ambitious yet content, the
various balances one can strike,

I hear my name in my ghungroo's gentle
rhythmic tinkle,

I see myself abstract in art, in the brush's twirl
and wrinkle.

I catch glimpses of myself in the camera's snap as
it captures what becomes nostalgia: memories,

I relate myself to all I find in literature, mythology

and stories,
I am the divinity, the humanity, the goodwill I
show at all hours,
But am I also the ego, the pride; one's modest
virtue that overpowers?

As I listen to the strumming guitar,
As I read the emboldened headlines of loss and
war,
What is it that distinguishes my persona in
particular?
At distinct times, moments, circumstances; at life's
each juncture,
I'm seen in my smile bearing palpable joy, in my
light hearted giggle, I believe,
But isn't it also my reflection in the trickling tear
as it glistens when I grieve.

I reflect the world that encompasses me, all I
experience in life's everlasting beat,

Aadya Shree Sahu, XI-A

I am all the visions, people, societies in life I
meet,
I am all that gives me joy but also what makes me
yearn for it,
Yes, I am my act, my reluctance, my confidence,

my grit.

I am what is accepted and believed, and also
what I deny, what I believe not,
I am what I succeed in and what I face defeat at;
unlike I may have sought,
I am what is known yet so much of me is left in
the questions of who? and what?

I am my mind, I am my thought, my act, my
power, my intent, my soul,
Wherein resides my identity as a concise yet
scattered whole,
My body - my temple, my face - my recognition
Bears within what I emote and express as
acquired in cognition.

My growth resides in each change I aspire to
inculcate,
Each mistake; each new take, renews my identity,
as I create the 'T', who I am and my fate.

Adya Malik, XI-B
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A Season of Change

Thirteen-year-old Dua sat on the edge of her bed, staring at the mirror. Everything felt off—her face looked
different, her skin wasn't as smooth as it used to be, and her body seemed to have taken on a mind of its own.
Yesterday, her favourite jeans didn't fit, and her best friend, Raha, didn't invite her to the movies like she
usually did. Everything was changing, and Dua wasn't sure she liked any of it.

At school, things were no easier. Her classmates seemed to know what they were doing. Raha had started
hanging out with a new group, and whenever Dua tried to join in, she felt out of place—like she was suddenly
too awkward or just not funny anymore. It was as though everyone else had received a manual on how to
"grow up" gracefully, but Dua was left fumbling through it on her own.

One afternoon, Dua found herself in the school library, seeking a bit of peace. She wandered through the
rows of books, breathing in the scent of paper and ink. Her fingers brushed over a book titled Growing Up is
Weird, and she smiled. “Understatement of the year,” she muttered, pulling it off the shelf.

Settling into a quiet corner, she opened the book. As she read, something remarkable happened—she saw
herself in the stories. There were tales of feeling awkward, lonely, uncertain, and yes, even clumsy. She
learned that she wasn't alone, that growing up wasn't smooth for anyone. It was okay to be in this
uncomfortable, messy place.

That night, Dua looked in the mirror again, this time seeing a girl in the middle of becoming herself. She still
felt awkward, still unsure, but now she felt a small spark of understanding. She was in a season of change—no
manual, no shortcuts, just a journey she'd learn to navigate one day at a time. And maybe, just maybe, she
could be patient with herself along the way.

Gracie Antaal, VII-B

Reverberating Master of Disguise

Rel’l’lnal’ltS You smiled in the times
It is deep in the house of the heart You wished you could "
) ) ] But then why do you whine
The echoes of transpired times exist. . .
About every single lie,

Present decays away after playing its part

You pretended to be stronger
And soon there remain none to share the gist. P &

As you held those teardrops longer.

Ironic it is with each new set and shine A well-dressed smile you gave,
That we merely estimate the distorted past, And a friendly wave of hand you showed,
But contemplation of time is of such design When all you needed was
The price for it is time itself, fleeting fast. Someone to listen to your sadness.

One who could lighten your loneliness,
A friend who could be the reason for your
happiness,
Someone who could help you to rise,
But you yourself became the master of disguise,

Venture into the past, now quenched,
Buried deep under the present,
And it shall continue to be deeper entrenched
To lay the foundation of a future lament.

It is in this fear I alert the young, So no one ever truly knew you
As nostalgia pains me As you didn't know yourself.
With the sweet songs youth once sung You wanted them to console you
Stolen away by this dreaded decree. As you searched for your own self.
Shaurya Garg, VIII-B Riddhi Bhambri, VI-B
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Words Across Time

Tired and restless were both
Dreading what would happen next
While one exceptional poet stood on one side
On the other, a stubborn girl with little
knowledge of classical text

He silenced the crowd as he stood
Drawing the attention of every peasant
Creator of hamlet and Macbeth
Shakespeare himself,
his smile as broad as a crescent

Conversely stood a petite girl
Whose personality was contrasting to her looks :
The stubborn girl had no respect Saina Sahni, VII-C
For all the intricately written classical books

Both went head-to-head
On a fierce battle of literature
While one spoke in perplexing vocabulary

The other enjoyed her rival's discomfiture

Young girl, for all literature is colossal”

And this is how from two great individuals
Of different mindsets we learnt
How literature is for one and for all
And once begun, not a stone is left unturned
She claimed that literature had lost its worth Trisha Dutt Pant, VIII-C
For no one has interest in books in the present
No point of using such big words
Perhaps a forgone conclusion it meant

Shakespeare ought to know
If he was indeed clever
He could break the ice and start on
After all, the world was his oyster

The master did not hesitate The Reality

And he spoke “Hush, little girl"
“Thou shall never understand literature’s worth
For your generation, has never bothered to give it

Sea breeze on a hot day,
The wind blows and takes our breath away

a whirl” Gentle people and fascinating sea creatures
“Too busy on those pieces of junk, They have such unique features.
A mobile phone, I have been told
Unable to enjoy the true pleasures of literature So try to be bold and behold the power ,
My dear, all that glitters is not gold” To maintain and preserve this eternity of peace

Instead of ruining it with utmost ease.
“How can thou experience true literature

If never given the opportunity to do so
You must be encouraged to read
Classic compositions like Moby Dick and Othello”

Let us not ruin this beautiful versatility,
Instead, work as humanity
To protect this diversity,

“Literature has many forms now And make clean beaches a reality.
Ranging from comics to novels Veer Sharma, VIII-E
A magnificently diverse field S )
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Eclectic Threads of Thought

This theme is like a free, unapologetic (&
bird, soaring across formats and f&
genres, unspooled by convention. From
tales of civilisations long gone to
glimpses of Delhi’s rich culture, this
section celebrates the fluidity of ideas, [
the patchwork of perspectives, and |

scribbles along margins. As the pages g
turn, a new musing unfurls, each
with its own quiet rhythm and discern.
Welcome to a space where thoughts drift and demarcations blur— unprecedented, yet unquestionably captivating.

~ Aradhya Khurana, XI-B

8

Kirti Sharma, X-D

Twelve Seconds that Changed the World

: : A viation is more than just planes to me—it's a way of
i - ife. It's the thrill of tracking a Boeing 747 as it
- ol gracefully lands, the powerful roar of a Rolls-Royce Trent
L”ii . ~ engine, and the distinct scent of jet fuel. It's the excitement

\ - of using radar apps to follow flights, the joy of spending

hours at an airport just to watch airplanes take off and
land, and the endless curiosity that keeps me fascinated.

Every takeoff, every contrail streaking across the sky, and
every breathtaking cockpit view of a sunrise at 35,000 feet
feels like magic to an AvGeek.

Since childhood, I've dreamed of sitting in the cockpit,
gripping the controls, and soaring through the skies.
Aviation isn't just an interest—it's my dream. While some AvGeeks aspire to become air traffic controllers,
collect airline memorabilia, or build flight simulators, we all share the same unwavering passion for flight.
Aviation connects people, uniting us through a love for the sky.

Diveeja Basu, X-E

Without the visionaries who made flight possible, this passion wouldn't exist. Orville and Wilbur Wright
weren't just inventors; they were dreamers who refused to accept that humans were confined to the ground.
In just 12 seconds, their fragile Flyer changed history when it lifted off the sandy dunes of Kitty Hawk in 1903.
But what truly inspires me isn't just that first flight—it's the boundless passion that continues to propel aviation
forward.

Learning about flight dynamics and navigation brings me one step closer to making my dream a reality.
Aviation represents more than just movement; it's about transcending borders, bridging cultures, and defying
gravity itself. For an AvGeek, the sky isn't the limit—it's home. Flying isn't just about leaving the ground; it's
about embracing the vastness of the sky and the endless possibilities it holds.

Mayra Malhotra, XI-C
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Dreams: Doorway to a Parallel Universe

“A dream is a wish your heart makes, when you're fast asleep.” — Walt Disney

You stand in an empty room — pitch black and silent. The silence screams in your ears. Suddenly, the ground
starts crumbling beneath you. You fall and fall and fall, just as gravity pulls you down more and more
strongly. You're about to reach the end of the tunnel and begin to see some light when you suddenly snap out
ofit. Yourealise it's your alarm clock. It was just a dream. Or was it?

Did you know that an average human spends about six years of their life dreaming? Oneirologists - scientists
who study dreams - must analyse their own dreams every night. After all, sleep is their workplace. While
dreaming, the emotional part of our brain becomes the storyteller while the logical part acts as the audience,
which is why most of our dreams are random and irrational.

Many say dreams are the universe whispering its secrets to us, a tale told by the subconscious to the conscious
mind. What if our reality - our life, our memories - are just chapters in someone else's dream from a different
world? Famous musicians, mathematicians, and scientists have said that it was a dream that led to various
discoveries. James Watson once dreamt about a spiral staircase that led him to consider the double-helical
structure of DNA.

Ever wondered why we don't remember most of our dreams?

Our dreams involve intense emotions which may be disturbing, so we forget most of our dreams so that we wake
up with clarity and feel emotionally light. What if the dreams you forget, find their way to someone else's sleep?

Through dreams, we escape reality, and they remind us of the depth and infinite possibilities within our mind,
waiting to be explored. What if the life we're living right now is just a dream? And our dreams are where the
reality lies?

Reya Seth, XI-C

The Gift of Silence

An elderly man named Arvind lived in a small, peaceful village surrounded by mountains. He was known
as the 'silent storyteller' not because he spoke, but because he listened. People from the village would
come to him whenever they felt troubled, and somehow, after a quiet visit to Arvind, they'd leave feeling a
little lighter. Arvind simply listened with a calm and open heart; he never gave advice.

One day, a young traveller named Kiran arrived in the village. She carried a restlessness that wouldn't let her
find peace and was filled with questions about her own life. She decided to visit Arvind, hoping he might have
the answers she was searching for.

Kiran found Arvind sitting comfortably by a stream, his eyes closed, as though he had not a worry in the
world. She sat beside him and began to talk, sharing all her questions, concerns, and uncertainties. She spoke
for what feltlike hours, while Arvind just listened, nodding and meeting her gaze every so often.

When she finally stopped, something had shifted inside her. She realised that by talking it all out, she'd started
to answer her own questions. Arvind opened his eyes, smiled at her warmly, and gestured to the horizon,
where the sun was setting in a soft, fiery glow of pink and orange.

In that silence, Kiran understood: sometimes, all we need is a quiet space to hear our own voices —not advice
or answers, but simply a place to listen.

Nischay Nishit, IX-B
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Passion vs Money :
Which is better

Earning money is important but pursuing your
passion is even more so. When you're devoted to
your work and driven by passion, it doesn't feel like a
job anymore because it is something that we truly care
about. Choosing a career based on our passion might
not be too much about financial gain or income, it is
more about inner peace and satisfaction. Following
your passion can make your life joyful, pleasing and
reduce the chances of poor mental and physical
health. This can subsequently lead to a pleased and
contented life. The financial rewards are not
everything in our life and shouldn't be as important as
following our passion. This theory proved such, that
people who are working on a certain post for their
passion lead a contented life and do not face any
stress or mental breakdown. However, those who are
at a high post for money or running behind money
always are the ones who face mental stress, anxiety,
mental breakdowns, heart attacks and such
dangerous malady at least once in their lives.
Unfortunately, these people spend their whole lives
working hard and spend their whole time gaining
financial rewards. They only work for one and only
one thing, that is, their paychecks and they never get
inner satisfaction and peace. Eventually, when these
people finally retire, they think about following their
dreams . Unfortunately, it is already too late for some
of them to follow their passion as a few professions or
passions may require youth, drudgery, and
dedication and by the time we retire, our bodies
become so fragile that we can't simply follow our
passion. Then they might even regret listening to
people or society and running after money and not
following their passion. As a consequence, they are
only left with memories of what could have been and
done. After all, nothing provides inner peace like
following your heart and listening to your soul. No
amount of money can replace that feeling.

In conclusion, following your passion often leads to
both happiness and financial success. While money
may offer temporary satisfaction, true contentment
comes from doing what you love. When you listen to
your heart and trust your inner calling, you create a
life that is both meaningful and rewarding in every

sense.
Devanshi Pahwa, IX-C

The Old Fort Walls

The old fort walls, ** .
Speak of their history BiRaE «
glorious. :
The times of chariots
and kings.

When great battles
were fought,
Between mighty
empires

Which were

witnessed by the

walls. 2 - ,
So much they speak i_,—- «-.-&aﬂ
of their p ast, Katyayni Sharma, XI-D
Of the times they stood proud and tall.

Yet today, instead of being

Surrounded by a town bustling.

They are surrounded by

A forest vast.

Remembered by none.

Kalyani Gupta, X-A

Old Shoes

Walked on the trodden pathways
Those once recited stories
Whose soles are tattered and broken
And shoes scraped and torn

The old ancient trees
Grown from the once sapling
Nurturing the persistent growth
Of the wonderers and celebrators of today

The same footsteps to never be found
Yet new footprints to forever be brought
Treasuries for n the cycle of life
Sustaining the act of creation and fulfilment

The once crushed and grinded leaves
Fall now as new and soft oaths
Which to be forever upheld
By the blossoming act of God
The same old stories, myths and poems
Spoken now in new light and sense
In different forms and versions
In different acts of creations !

Ragini Aron, XI-F
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The Tale of the Mayan King: 18 Rabbit

(This poem was written for Luminaire 2024 showcasing the Maya Civilisation. A court scene was depicted
through a Tableau comprising the King, the Mirror-bearer, the Fan-bearer and the Sun God, as the poem was

recited by Rubani Tyagi of Class X)

I am the Mirror Bearer of the great Mayan ruler of
Copan, his god given name is
Uaxaclajuun Ub'aah K'awiil.

My lord, my liege,
he is fearsome yet regal,
both at once
And here I sit, his Mirror Bearer
Always by his side, observing all.

So I will tell a story now,
the story of my king.

Son of Chan Imix K'awiil,
and thirteenth ruler,
Truly just as glorious,
My lord throne-ascended at
Three more than ten years.

And I saw him, young master
In the stars of time spun
And how he was diffident about

His powers in his early rule.

But as K'awiil serpent's tail spanned decade
From this courtroom I saw him muster heartlife
The stela, stone pillar is proof of Divinity,
Of sacred protection and glory.

This strength gathered, as by
His father and forefathers before

With great war, capture of other kings
And their nobles, with their land.

These pretenders then
Painted blue, upon altar, of old ritual, their hearts
Seized, from High Priest offered to
God K'awiil, fed in rivers of blood. Thus was my
King Blessed.

And what his blessed hands did build!
Stelas of Gods and beautiful art of his father,
And even now his masons work on higher ground

As Master's life spins thrice-decade,
his rule near - twice.

Lead us to glory,

Lord of mine, with grace you find our reverence,
and with might you rule forever, God - Son.

Anirban Mishra, XI-C
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Delhi,
The City of Echoes

e

Aanya Gupta, IX-C

In Delhi’s streets, the history still speaks,
Through ancient walls and bustling weeks.
Where history’s whispers touch the air,
A city rich, beyond compare.

The Red Fort stands with regal grace,
A symbol of a defunct place.

The Qutub Minar, altitudinous and proud,
Echoes of time, still unbowed.

From Chandni Chowk’s lively maze,
To India Gate's grave face,

Delhi beats with a palpitating gleam,

A megacity old in times of history, and alive with
each breath that flows.

The Yamuna waters vocally flow,
When societies mix and dreams crash.
A land of power, hustling, and strife,
Delhi is the Heart of Life.

Soham Bansal, IX-D



Friends -

Whispers in lessons, secrets to share,

At recess, we run, we dream,
Life feels as sweet as a flowing stream.

Cheering us on, whatever we do.

A quiet ache only friends can know.
The jokes are fewer, the joy feels thin,
Waiting for the day they will return again.

In school, we learn, but we cherish more,
The bonds of friendship we deeply adore.
Present or absent, they are part of our heart,
For true friendships never drift apart.

Every moment is better when they are there.

Through tests and troubles, they stand so true,

But when they are absent, the day feels so slow,

Aanya Garg, VII-E

Near or Far

When friends are near, the world feels bright,
Classrooms buzz with their laughter and delight.

The Sibling System

I remember those days when I was an only child,
happily eating a packet of Lay's.

Then it suddenly hit me! I was feeling lonely and
wanted a little brother who would be like a best
friend.

I went to my mother and pleaded for days until
one day she told me my loneliness was about to
end.

I was excited but my mother told me to wait a few
months, as he was being shipped from above.
So I ran up to my balcony and looked at the sky,
to find nothing but a flying dove.

A few days later, my Dad called to inform that I
had got a little brother.
Hearing this good news, I almost choked on my
strawberry jelly.
Well, I was happy and excited but that was short
lived as I discovered sibling rivalry!
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All my belongings were captured, broken, torn
and scratched; he would get away with
everything.

On the other hand, if he cried for no reason or
did something bad, I would get blamed for every
single thing!

He would take all of my toys and rightfully got
them as he was 'small’,

And if they would break I got scolded even
though I was tall!

Now the ancestral sibling rivalry continues, we

sometimes team up but become tattletales to get
each other scolded or beaten up.

Well, that is how siblings are - sometimes they
love each other... and the next second, they want
to chase each other!

Ananya, VILE




A Wish for a Better Tomorrow

As a class activity, students shared their thoughts on ‘If I were granted a magical wish ...”

I would unlock the potential within every
human being, erasing barriers of fear and
doubt. Dreams would no longer be held back
by challenges, and everyone would have the
chance to achieve something amazing.

Tejasvi Sahoo, VIII-A

I would wish to end world hunger as millions suffer
from it daily and starve to death. So many children
who should be getting their education are stuck
begging for food on the streets.

Kimaya Khanna, VIII-A

I would wish for a world
without war. There would
be no weapons. Each year,
a lot of money is spent by
nations in order to buy
weapons. This money can
instead be used to provide
education and food for all.

Aashna Khanna, VIII-A

If I were granted a magical wish, I
would ensure that mental health
issues are brought to light in all
parts of society and the
environment is safe from all the
negativities that can harm an
individual's mental well-being.

Amaira Bajpai, VIII-A

If we had a wish, it would be
for everyone to become kind
and understanding. It would
instil kindness, humanity and
humility in all the citizens and
solve problems of the world.
The world would be a much
better place.

Roshni Ranjan and
Tejveer Singh, VIII-A

I would choose to end
certain emotions like

jealousy and enmity. Let
us celebrate each other's
victories instead.

Ahaana Singhal, VIII-A

I would make a wish for Al to be
an aid, to be used only when
necessary so that it would make
people independent thinkers.

Priyadarshini Kholia, VIII-A

I would choose to eradicate
every form of human
greed. This bane which
humans are born with,
makes them strive for
more, no matter how much
they have. Greed needs to
be kept in check for a
happier world where
humans are satisfied with
what they have.

Vatsal Singhal, VIII-A

I would make a magical
wish for self realisation. In
order to make a change in
the world, we must first
change ourselves and our
own habits.

Maira Kaur, VIII-A

I would want to create a
sustainable environment. We
should preserve Mother

Nature's beauty and conserve
all our natural resources.

Devanshi _Jain, VIII-A
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MES SOUVENIRS D*UN VOYAGE MEMORABLE

Un voyage mémorable en train est mon voyage
scolaire a Nainital. Pour aller a Nainital, nous avons
pris le train. Dans le train nous, les etudiants, avons
écouté de la musique et nous avons jou¢ beaucoup
de musique et nous avons joué a beaucoup de jeux.
Nous avons mangé un peu de maggi et de glace.
Mes amis et moi, nous nous sommes assis ensemble
dans le train. Aprés un certain temps, je me suis
couchée pendant deux heures parce que j'étais tres
fatiguée. Quand je me suis réveillé, les professeurs
ont chanté des chansons avec les étudiants. Tout le
voyage en train a ¢été tres agréable. Nous nous
sommes aussi beaucoup amusés a Nainital. C'est
une treés belle expérience et je veux retourner dans
les montagnes.

Kimaya Khanna, VIII-A
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Quand j'ai eu environ sept ans, je suis allé a
Amritsar par le Shatabdi Express. J'ai été dans un
grand groupe, qui comprenait ma famille
maternelle: mes oncles, mes tantes, mes cousins,
mes grands-parents, mes parents et ma sceur. Il y
avait sept enfants alors nous avons occupé la
premiere rangée du train qui avait une table devant.
Nous avons commencé par un concours de dessin,
puis nous avons joué a des jeux de société. Enfin,
nous avons joué a la Antakshari ou tous les adultes
ont joué avec nous. J'ai passé beaucoup de temps
avec mes cousines et ma famille donc c'était un
voyage mémorable en train.

Aashna Khanna, VIII-A

pg

A l'année 2018, je suis allé 2 Amritsar avec mes parents.
Amritsar est ma ville favorite parce que ¢’ est tres beau.
J'ai eu juste six ans mais je me souviens de tout. Le
voyage a pris 5 heures en train. En Haryana, la vuede lau
fenétre était tres belle. Il y avait beaucoup de jeunes, de
jolies fleurs de moutarde. Nous avons visité Amritsar
pour une semaine etj'ai eu beaucoup d'amusement.

Le lerjanvier 2019, nous sommes allés a la gare, mais il
y avaitun probléme. Nous étions en retard et nous avons
raté le train! Mais, nous avons pris un autre train et nous
sommes arrivés a Delhi. Mon voyage a Amritsar est le
plus mémorable voyage de ma vie.

Anika Arimbasseri, VIII-A
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L'année derniere, je suis allé dans un lieu appelé
Bandhavgarh avec ma famille et mes cousins.
C'était un voyage d'une nuit et j’étais tres excitée
parce que je n'avais jamais voyagé dans un train de
nuit. Mes cousins et moi sommes restés dans le
méme compartiment avons. Nous étions quatre
personnes et nous avons commencé par jouer a des
jeux amusants comme les charades. Apres, nous
avons diné. Nous avons apporté du biryani fait
maison que nous avons tous partagé et apprécié.
Nous nous sommes couchés tard et nous avons
parlé toute la nuit. C'est le meilleur voyage en train
que j'ai jamais fait.

Kaira Nayyar, VIII-A

Mon voyage vers Nainital a commencé a la gare
alors que ma famille et moi attendions le train. Je
suis monté dans le train a 6 heures et demie avec
mes amis. Notre voyage a commenceé a 7 heures.
Mes amis et moi avions tres sommeil. Je me suis
assis sur mon siege et le train a démarré. J'ai joué au
ludo avec mes amis. A 8 heures, nous avons
déjeuné. J'ai beaucoup aimé le paysage. Certains de
mes amis ont dormi. A 2 heures nous sommes
arrivés a la gare Nainital. C' etait une gare
magnifique avec beaucoup de petits magasins et de
belles fleurs.

Vatsal Singhal, VIII-A

L'année derniére nous sommes allés en train. Je me suis réveillé a huit heures du matin. Nous nous sommes
levés a 9 heures. Nous sommes allés a Shimla. Mon frere a écouté de la musique. Nous avons joué aux cartes
en train. Nous avons mangé de la pizza. J'ai bu du jus en train. Nous avons vu des montagnes et des arbres de la
fenétre du train. Le matin, nous avons pris le petit-déjeuner. Le train était trés grand et long. Nous nous

sommes amusés beaucoup. J'aime voyager en train.

Devanshi Jain, VIII-A
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Pourquoilavie n'est pasenrose?

Tout le monde espere que la vie serait toujours en
rose, qu'on serait la plus heureuse personne, et qu'il
n'y a rien de mauvais dans notre vie, mais ce n'est
pas possible.

Réellement, la vie doit étre difficile. Si la vie n'est
pas difficile, ne serait-elle pas ennuyeuse? Sans
défis, ce n'est pas amusant! Chaque jour est une
nouvelle opportunité, avec de nouveaux défis mais
aussi de nouvelles chances pour agrandir notre
esprit. Les défis dans notre vie sont comme les
niveaux dans un jeu vidéo. Le seul chemin pour
gagner est de passer les niveaux, les défis.

Dans un film, si le héros n'a pas de défis dans sa vie,
nous ne nous amusions pas regarder le film. Dans
un livre, s'il n y a pas de conflit, pourquoi quelqu'un
valire?

En réalité, la vie en rose est une vie inutile, un
¢chec. Donc, soyez content si la vie n'est pas en
rose. C'est a dire vous faites un bon travail!

Riddhima Khanna, IX-B

YU

Pourquoi j'ai sommeil quand je dois
étudier pour I'examen?

“C'est vrai que les études pour l'examen ne sont pas
trés intéressantes mais si tu veux d'une grande
bolide, tu devras étudier”, ma mére me dit. crois-
moi, il n'y a rien dans ce monde que je veux plus
qu'une bolide. MAIS L'ETUDE EST LE PLUS
ENNUYEUX TACHE DANS LE MONDE.
L'ennui commence lentement. Quand j'étudie sur
l'ordinateur, magiquement, je commence a regarder
Youtube ou je commence a jouer au jeu vidéo.
Parfois, je commence a parler a mes amis. Mais...
quand j'écoute les pas de ma mere, j'étudie tres bien
'pour 30 secondes seulement'. Puis, quand j'étudie
sur le lit, il fait treés froid, alors j'étudie dans la
couverture. Lentement, je rompe dans la
couverture. Finalement, dans 20 minutes, tout mon
corps est dans la couverture et je dors. Ce n'est pas
que je n'obtiens pas de bonnes notes mais je crois
que si j'é¢tudie correctement et régulicrement, je
deviendrai meilleur que moi-méme.

Suvir Taneja, IX-B
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Pourquoionreve?

La science explique que les réves sont un phénomene
qui se présente grace au sommeil paradoxal, mais je
pense autrement. A mon avis les réves semblent
comme une porte qui nous joignent a l'autre réalité.
C'est une possibilité, non? Peut-tre que j'y pense car
je regarde beaucoup de films de science-fiction, mais
cette idée semble si intéressante et magique. Surtout
c'est mieux que penser que ces couleurs, ces moments
et ces réves sont seulement la grace d'un phénomene
scientifique.

Donc on doit commencer a réver de devenir un
cordon bleu, un artiste, un scientifique, un acteur, un
juge, ou un astronaute, car dans une autre réalité on
peut I'étre.

Aanya Gupta, IX-C
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Tombe Tombe la Pluie

L'année etait 2021. Le mois d' aott. Il y
avait quinze jours jusqu'a mon
anniversaire, le 21 ao(t. Maintenant,
j'adore mon anniversaire, mais le mois de
ma naissance, pourquoi en aout? Il pleut
toujours pendant mon anniversaire et je
ne peux jamais c€lébrer dehors! Et 2021
n'a pas été différent. Mais ce temps, je
n’avais pas de probleme parce qu'il était
le temps de Covid-19, alors personne
n'est sorti en général.

Contente de 1'idée de passer du temps
avec ma famille a notre maison, je
pensais diner pour mon anniversaire,
quand mon frére m'a téléphoné. Il me dit
quelque chose que je n'ai pas pu croire.

Mon pére a voulu aller a Dehradun pour
mon anniversaire! J'ai été ravie et je lui ai
téléphoné et ai dit merci.

Etapres dix jours, une trés longue attente
de dix jours, nous avons couru vers la
voiture le matin du 16 Aolt et nous
sommes partis pour Dehradun. Oui, nous
sommes allés dans notre voiture et mon
pere a conduit.

Cinq jours ont fini trop vite. Le 21 Aot
est arrivé, et nous sommes partis. Mais
nous avons ¢été dans la voiture et il
pleuvait!

Ramya Bindal, X-B

Tombe tombe la pluie, comme le ciel en train de pleurer. Il
pleut, I'air se mélange avec les émirs de la Terre. Il pleut des
chagrins, des chagrins des gens. Il pleut avec les femmes et
hommes qui ont subi de la peine dans la guerre. Il pleut avec
les enfants qui ont perdu toutes les choses et tout le monde. 11
pleut avec les gens qui sont coincés avec rien qu' ils n'ont
jamais voulu. Etils pleurent avec toi.

Le ciel et la Terre pleurent, la nature pleure avec toi. Il pleut
quand tu as le cafard. Il a plu avec toi quand tu n'as pas su quoi
faire. Mais ils ont aussi souri. I1s ont sourt, ils ont 1 et se sont
amusés avec toi. Lanature ritavec toi.

Avec toi, et avec tout le monde, la nature rit en harmonie avec
le monde. La nature rit parmi les gens, et entre les gens.

Tombe tombe la pluie, elle tombe avec les déchirures sur ton
visage. Tombe tombe la pluie, le crépitement en harmonie
avec nos gémissements.

Shakya Goel, X-B

Reverie

Q

“Un autre monde est possible, mais il est dans celui-ci”

— Paul Eluard

Les fleurs flottaient au vent, le soleil se couchait paresseusement a I'horizon. Rien n'avait changé. J'ai fermé
les yeux et j'ai commencé mon voyage dans le sud, a travers les iles du pacifique, ces trésors vibrants et
cachés. Malgré leur isolement, le commerce reliait leurs iles agricoles fertiles au reste du monde. Ensemble
ils étaient invincibles. Ensemble, ils avaient fait une différence qui avait dépassé leurs frontieres.

J'ai continué a travers I'océan jusqu'en Afrique— le monde lui avait tendu la main et l'avait aidée. Les tribus
s'étaient réunies, elles n'étaient pas divisées, elles étaient unies par la culture et 'amour. Plus au nord, je suis
arrivé en Asie. Pleine de richesse culturelle et de diversité. Les villes avaient appris a s'adapter a la nature, a
planter des arbres et a restaurer les foréts.

La guerre avait détruit le Moyen-Orient, tenu la Syrie et L'Afghanistan et gaspillé de précieuses ressources.
Le monde avait appelé a la paix. Et il avait recu la paix. Le sang ne coulait plus. La paix était 1a tant que les
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gens travaillaient ensemble. Tant qu'ils continuent a apprendre des erreurs de leurs ancétres. J'ai continué
mon exploration du monde. Beaucoup de choses ont changé dans les Amériques. Il régnait un calme étrange.
Aunord, les avancées spatiales et l'exploration avaient permis un meilleur acces au de I'univers. Et en Europe,
alors j'étais assis et observais, j'ai vu qu'ils avaient divers développements concernant I'éducation, la sécurité
etles besoins sociaux, qui avaient fourni un environnement siir a tous les citoyens.

Ce monde n'était pas parfait. Il y avait des défauts, mais les gens travaillent pour un changement significatif.
Tous travaillaient en harmonie pour maintenir le monde en ordre. Ceux qui réclament justice ont été
entendus. Pour la premiére fois, 'humanité avait compris qu'il n'était pas nécessaire d'étre le méme pour avoir
un objectif commun. Je me suis réveillé de ma réverie. Les fleurs flottaient toujours, le ciel toujours d'un bleu
vif. Rien n'avait chang¢. Mais je pourrais envisager un monde parfait.

Reya Kaloya, X-E
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Que peut faire une fleur mais fleurir? Les Montagnes me Parlent
Quand j'étais |
petite, a 5 ou
6 ans, ma
mere a
voyagé pour
la premicre

Je lavois de loin, dansant dans le vent dans sa petite
robe a fleurs. Oh, comment elle ne connait rien
d'autre que la joie et I'amour. Son innocence, aussi
douce que le nectar, est protégée de la chagrine
mondaine, mais pour combien de temps?

Le soleil se leve et se couche alors que I'horloge fois dans les

tourne. La vie, la charge avec responsabilité et montagnes.

d'attentes de la famille. Le tonnerre sécoue sa terre Elle a

avec brutalité, alors qu'elle essaie de se tenir raconté la

debout. Fatiguée mais pas faible, elle persiste, ses journée pour

pétales doux, sont encore tout neufs, sourient a beaucoup de

travers tout. jours apres celle-ci. Depuis ¢a, je commengais a

- les adorer aussi.
veux u
Je veux la rencontrer mais je me rends compte qu'elle

peut tracer son propre chemin, rempli de force et de L'ami de ma mere, il était allé aux montagnes
sagesse. Je souhaite etre elle et chaque femme qui aussi, plus d'elle et avant et apres elle. Dans
s'efforce de s'épanouir malgre les difficultes! quelques jours, ils y voyageront aussi, pour le

weekend du 15 aoft.
Stutee Dawar, X-C L .
Les fables et les histoires que ma meére m'a

racontées sont trés importantes pour moi. A ce
jour, je m’en souviens . Donc, il y a une
impression des montagnes dans m'esprit.

Je pense que les montagnes, ils me parlent. Pour
beaucoup d'années, je voulais y visiter, mais il n'y
a pas le temps ou j'étais trés petite. Donc je n’ai
pas réalis€¢ mon réve

L'altitude, le foliage, les animaux des montagnes,

je veux les voir! Je veux suivre aux pas de ma
mere par monter une montagne.

Mais, la raison qui est plus grande: je veux
prouver a moi que je le peux. Que je peux monter
une montagne avec succes et que je suis capable
de ca.

Sunetra CS, X-C
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A mon avis, les montagnes sont les meilleurs
endroits pour voyager. Je les adore. Je préfere
souvent les vacances aux montagnes pendant la
chaleur d'été. Je pense que les montagnes
m'appellent.

Les montagnes est le meilleur endroit sur la
Terre. Les arbres verts, les terrains de fleurs, sont
trés beaux. La sensation de l'air quand il afflue
par vos cheveux. J'ai beaucoup a m'amuser. Je
m'amuse a regarder le lever du soleil chaque
matin et a regarder les grands terrains de fleurs
chaque soir. Pendant les vacances dans les
montagnes, je me sens chez moi. Il y a beaucoup
d' endroits pour voyager. Mais pourquoi je les
choisis. Ils ont un endroit spécial dans mon ceeur.
Quand je vais en ville, je pense que je n'obtiens
pas de sensation de tranquillité. D'abord vous
pouvez entendre les voitures. Je n'obtiens pas
une opportunité¢ de respecter la nature dans la
ville. Ainsi aprés avoir comparé la ville aux
montagnes, je pense que les montagnes donnent
un peu de silence. D'abord quand je voyage aux
montagnes, je voyage pour regarder les animaux
différents. J'aime regarder les oiseaux et observer
la nature. C'est pourquoi j'apporte un appareil
photo avec moi. Pendant les vacances je voyage
aux montagnes avec ma famille. Pendant le
weekend aussi, je prends des petites vacances.

En conclusion, je pense qu'elles m’appellent
souvent car le réchauffement de la planéte c'est
important que tous les gens aident a conserver
les montagnes. Nous devons respecter la nature
et arréter les constructions des immeubles et les
grands hotels.

Anushka Sachdeva, X-B
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Les premicres vacances de ma vie ont été une
promenade aux montagnes. Ensuite, je les ai
écoutées pour la premicre fois, et je n'ai pas
arrété depuis. Mais de quoi parlent ces
montagnes, grandes et anciennes a moi, qui suis
insignifiant ? Les gens me disent : "Regardez-
moi ! Regardez combien de temps nous avons
vécu ! Les petites créatures viennent, elles
parlent. Mais pas nous." Les montagnes, aussi
belles soient-elles, vous en trouverez bien des
fois, n'est-ce pas ? Elles parlent de beauté et de
force. Et moi, j'écoute toujours.

Mandovi Ray Chaudhuri, X-C

Les montagnes me e -
parlent de ses :
vieillesses.
Comment elles
ont plus de 100
ans. Elles me
parlent des nuages
et comment les
nuages sont tristes
et il pleuvrait. Mais le plus important message que
les montagnes me donnent est la croyance.
Seulement avec la croyance, on peut exister comme
les montagnes. “On peut résoudre les plus difficiles
problémes de la vie”, disent les montagnes.
Croyance dans vous-méme peut invoquer dans vous
le sens d'espoir, et l'espoir est tout ce que vous avez
besoin pour surmonter l'insurmontable. Les
montagnes me les enseignent et peut-Etre elles vous
enseignent aussi. Soyez une personne qui croit ou
bien, soyez comme les montagnes.

Shobhan Acharyya, X-B
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Je trouve toujours la paix et la tranquillité¢ dans les
montagnes. Pendant longtemps, j'habitais dans une
belle vallée en Himachal Pradesh, Inde. J'ai passé
quatre ans considérables l1a-bas avec ma famille et
notre chien.

Evidemment, nous avons fini par déménager a New
Delhi, car le systeme éducatif n'était pas optimal. Bien
stir, je suis une fille qui adore 'aventure, les défis et
l'esprit des montagnes. Ils m'ont appris beaucoup de
lecons importantes de ma vie. Je me souviens d'une
fois ou j'avais mis une graine de cerise dans mon nez,
et mes parents m'avaient emmenée chez le médecin!
Maintenant, cela appartient au passé. Les montagnes
sont tres cheres pour ma famille et moi. Nous essayons
de voyager aux montagnes pendant nos vacances. A
I'été 2024, nous avons voyagé sans interruption
pendant vingt jours. Nous avons exploré les vallées de
Pangi, de Zanskar, de Padum et bien plus encore. Il me
donne un sens de la joie, que je leur appartiens.
Aujourd'hui et chaque jour, lorsque je pense a mes
années passées en montagne, je me dis qu'elles me
parlent. Je veux m'améliorer et je m'efforce de bien
faire dans chaque fagon possible.

“Tu as un esprit féroce ma belle Rubani”, “Nous te le
donnons!” disent les montagnes. Merci de me guider.

Rubani Singh Tyagi, X-B
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Comment les adolescents d'aujourd’hui,
envisagent un monde meilleur ?

Quel est le monde parfait pour moi? C'est une question a
laquelle je n'avais jamais pensé. Evidemment, un monde
parfait ne sera jamais possible, car les imperfections du
monde nous donnent une raison d'étre.

Dans mon monde parfait, la paix et I'harmonie entre les
gens regnent. Des systemes comme le CBSE etle NCERT
n'existent plus parce que le systeme éducatif se
transformera pour aider les gens a devenir encore plus
intelligents grace a l'intelligence artificielle. Au plus jeune
age, ils seront capables de développer le pouvoir du
cerveau humain- le futur surhumain. Le monde sera
gouverné par un gouvernement unique, qui ne sera pas
dictatorial. Les humains vivront dans des villes spéciales
pour supprimer toute utilisation de véhicules et de
fossiles. Des projets comme “NEOM: THE LINE”
transformeront les humains qui habitent dans ces villes
linéaires et le reste des villes sera abandonné a la nature.
Des secteurs comme la santé, les transports et 1'économie
seront tres efficaces.

Je sais que mon idée d'un monde meilleur est assez
radicale, parce qu' elle demande trop. Mais, je suis une
amatrice de science-fiction, et j'aimerais la voir prendre
vie. Pour l'instant, je souhaiterais que les devoirs de
vacances soient interdits!

Rubani Singh Tyagi, X-B

Dans un monde parfait, imaginé par les
adolescents d'aujourd'hui, les devoirs seraient
interdits et les vacances éternelles! Les
professeurs seraient remplacés par des robots
qui ne connaissent que le mot “bravo” et la
cantine servirait uniquement des frites et des
pizzas. Les arbres produisent du Wi-Fi gratuit.
Les voitures voleraient, éliminant les
embouteillages, et les glaces ne fondraient
jamais, méme sous le soleil brilant! Enfin,
chaque jour serait un anniversaire, avec des
cadeaux pour tous, parce que dans ce monde
idéal, partager est le nouveau cool

Cyan Arora X-B

M
pg

A mon avis, un monde parfait est un monde ou régnent I'harmonie et 1'égalité. En plus, selon moi, la diversité
des cultures est trés importante. Les cultures diverses sont en fait une richesse du monde. La connaissance des

monde.
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autres cultures et les échanges interculturels sont nécessaires pour
renforcer la paix, le développement et la stabilité dans le monde.

Lajustice sociale est aussi tres importante dans le monde. Quand
ona lajustice sociale, on aI'égalité des droits pour tous les peuples
et la possibilité, pour tous les étres humains, sans discrimination,
de bénéficier du progres €conomique et social partout dans le

Pour assurer la survie et donc l'avenir de l'humanité, il est
indispensable qu'on suit mon idée d'un monde parfait.

Anusha Devagourou X-C



Les adolescents d'aujourd'hui habitent dans un
monde avec trop de technologie et beaucoup
d'opportunités. Nous envisageons un monde
meilleur, écologique avec égalité et
technologiquement avancé. Pour cela, nous avons
besoin d'une société ou on pourrait avoir les énergies
renouvelables pour vivre dans une planéte pure et
verte. Une bonne qualité d'éducation de la santé est
fondamentale. La stabilité économique et des
opportunités d'emploi signifiques sont essentielles
en méme temps. Finalement, nous désirons un
monde sans guerre et aussi un monde pour tout le
monde, surtout ou les femmes se sentent en sécurité.

Anumita Raj X-E
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C'est mon fervent souhait que personne ne se
couche affamé. Que chaque enfant ait acceés a
'éducation. C'est la seule fagcon d'assurer que les
humains deviennent sensibles a tous les problémes
auxquels nous sommes confrontés et qu'ils sont
équipés pour les gérer. Comme dire 'non' a la guerre
et'oui' a la paix.

Imaginez si les millions de dollars dépensés en
avions de guerre, en fusées et en missiles sont
utilisés pour le logement, I'éducation, la santé et
l'eau potable pour chaque personne sur cette planéte.

Les fonds pour la recherche médicale dans la lutte
contre le cancer, SIDA et d'autres maladies.

Ce sera une joie de voir le ciel bleu, les champs
verts avec des plantes en fleurs, les papillons et les
abeilles melliferes.

Je souhaite vraiment que tous se sentent dévoué a
apporter ce changement pour un monde heureux,
ou les gens, la flore et la faune apprennent a vivre en
harmonie!

Stutee Dawar, X-C
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Pour moi, un monde meilleur, ¢'est un monde ou il
n'y a aucune discrimination d'aucune sorte. Un
monde meilleur est un monde sans brimade, sans
viols, sans guerre et sans réchauffement climatique.
Un monde rempli de plantes, d'arbres et d'eau
potable ou tout le monde vit heureux sans avoir a
compromettre I'amour.

Chaquefille ale droit de se sentir en sécurité, a l'aise
avec tout le monde. Chaque personne de couleur a
le droit de se sentir a l'aise avec toutes les autres
races et toute forme de propriété. Le monde ne
connait pas de compromis sur la beauté de la nature,
parce que les personnes la respectent et la
préservent pour les générations futures.

Anshika Kumar, X-C
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Un monde meilleur est un
monde dans lequel tous les
individus ont la

possibilité d'atteindre y.
leur plein potentiel. @

Les adolescents o
d'aujourd'hui, comme
moi, croient qu'un

monde meilleur est un
endroit ou chacun peut
vivre en paix et en
harmonie, un endroit ou il =
n'y a ni pauvrete ni faim. Dans ce monde, il n'y
aurait ni guerre ni violence. Ce serait un monde
ou tout le monde vivrait en paix. Les gens
vivraient en harmonie, avec des relations basées
sur le respect, la coopération et la compréhension
mutuelle. Le réve d'un environnement propre et
sain, avec des mesures pour protéger la nature, est
aussi un élément trés important dans la vision
d'un monde meilleur. En plus, tout le monde
pourrait recevoir et avoir acces a une éducation
de bonne qualité dans laquelle la technologie
jouerait un réle important en facilitant les
innovations.La santé serait aussi une priorité, qui
serait facilement disponible et accessible a tous
dans le monde.

En tout, pour nous, un monde meilleur est un lieu
ou regne 1'égalité, la justice, la paix et le respect de
l'environnement, ou la nature et les gens ont
harmonie, permettant a chacun de vivre
harmonieusement.

Dia Soni, X-E
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Un monde meilleur
pour moi est ou tout le
monde lit beaucoup
de livres plutdt que de
regarder la télévision ou
d'utiliser les réseaux
sociaux. Tout le monde

a une grande
bibliothéque dans sa
maison. L'éducation .
se concentre sur
I'exploration et les
¢tudiants ont beaucoup de possibilités a
pour résoudre des problémes.

rechercher

La médecine serait tres avancée, rendant la vie plus
facile. Nous respectons la nature et notre
environnement au lieu de le gaspiller.

Plut6t que de se remplir de haine et de négativité, nous
nous efforcerons de bien faire et de répondre la
gentillesse, inspirés par la tendresse des livres. Au
lieu de regarder les autres avec colere regarderons nos
problémes de maniére constructive, transformer ce
qui peut sembler idéaliste et une réalité différente
mais possible.

Anushka Sachdeva, X-B
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A l'adolescence, je
choisis de ne pas
croire en <un monde
meilleur> Mais s'il y
avait un monde
meilleur, pour
moi ce serait un
monde de choix.
On se réveille a
I'heure préférée,
et apres ¢a, notre
robot personnel
nous aidera a
nous préparer pour I'école. A 1'école, on pourrait
choisir quelles maticres on voulait étudier, et les
examens seraient sur ces matieres. A l'extérieur de
I'école, les jeunes de moins de 18 ans pourraient
aller ou ils veulent et n'auraient besoin que d'une
surveillance parentale virtuelle. Aussi, les enfants
pourraient imprimer de l'argent.

Ce serait un monde merveilleux parce que tout le
monde pourrait choisir comment ils voudraient
vivre leur vie.

Rudransh Gupta, X-B

Un monde meilleur est un monde dans lequel j'ai la
liberté. Je peux sortir avec mes amis quand je veux et
m'amuser, je peux voyager dans le monde et voir la
beauté. Dans ce monde. je ne m'inquicte pas d'argent
et je peux dépenser ou je veux, quand je veux. Un
monde dans lequel les enfants et les adolescents
passent du temps avec leurs parents et leur disent tout.
Ou je peux regarder la télé pendant des heures sans
m'inquiéter de rien, je n'ai pas le stress d'études et je
peux faire ce que je veux.

Devinaa Batra, X-C
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J'envisage un monde meilleur
ou tout le monde est heureux.
Les pays fuient leurs problémes
i RO pacifiquement parce que la
& guerre est la raison pour beaucoup
de mort. J'envisage un monde ou
tous les enfants peuvent habiter
avec les parents qui aiment leurs
enfants, et qui prennent soin
d'eux. J'envisage un monde

ou nous n'habitons pas avec la
peur des armes qui peuvent
nous tuer. Mais, nous tous devrons travailler pour
cette vision transformer la réalité. Je pense que si nous
pouvons faire de ce monde, une vérité non seulement
unréve, nos générations futures seront trés heureuses.

Vedant Savara, X-C
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L'idée d'un monde parfait
est trés subjective.
Certains diraient que les
étudiants n'auraient pas
de devoirs de vacances
( nous ne devrions
vraiment pas ), d'autres
parleront de pollution. _
Selon moi, le monde g T

meilleur serait composé de

personnes meilleures. Depuis que I'univers a été créé,
il a évolué uniquement grace a I'humanité. Ainsi,
j'envisage le monde meilleur comme un lieu ou tout le
monde vit ensemble en harmonie. Aussi cliché soit-il,
nous sommes tous des étres vivant sur la méme
plan¢te en fin de compte. Je crois que si chacun de
nous était juste un peu plus solidaire, tolérant,
compréhensif et abandonnait toutes nos différences,
nous commencerions a vivre dans le 'monde meilleur'
que moi et tous les autres adolescents envisageons.

Ramya Bindal, X-B
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Dans mon monde parfait, il n'y aurait pas de discrimination inutile contre la
race et le sexe, mais un jugement juste et une justice envers et pour les gens. Il
y aurait un air d'excellente qualité dans chaque pays. La lumiere du soleil sera
visible pendant la journée dans toutes les régions du monde. Il y aurait
I'élimination de la négativité a travers le monde, ce qui en ferait un endroit
meilleur pour tous ses habitants. Il n'y aurait ni guerres ni personnes affamées
ou sans abri. La santé ne serait plus une préoccupation pour aucune ame sur la
planete. Cependant, avec une technologie extrémement performante et
avancée, il n'y aurait pas de paix absolue pour provoquer l'inertie dans le
monde.

Il y aurait encore de 1égers événements chaotiques gérables a travers le
monde que ne prendraient pas trop de temps a étre résolus, il y aurait
toujours la fiesta de tous les gens et toutes les autres émotions. Luminaires,
sauflajalousie et I'animosité. La gentillesse s'épanouit dans ce monde et il ¢
n'y aurait aucune hiérarchie socio-économique dans aucune région.

Avyakt Mohan, X-B

Un monde meilleur sera trés différent du monde actuel. Pour un monde parfait,
l'inégalité ne peut pas exister. Toutes formes de discrimination et la haine entre
nous seront de temps passé. La guerre cessera, nous serons en paix. Se
débarrasser de la pauvreté et on a les idées essentielles pour un monde
meilleur. Mais, je pense qu'il faut que quelques mesures strictes existent afin
qu'un tel monde existe. Tout crime grave sera puni; idéalement, dans un
monde parfait, personne ne veut engager dans des crimes. Un monde meilleur

peut étre mené par des dirigeants compétents et favorables, seulement.

Finalement, le monde parfait ne peut pas étre tres sérieux! Il faut que les gens
aient la liberté pour 'amusement et que personne ne sent le stress si on ne veut
pas!

Mandovi Ray Chaudhuri, X-C

Depuis toujours, dans les écritures, la philosophie et l'art, "parfait" est un
mot qui est défini comme sans imperfections. Etre parfait, c'est étre dans
I'état idéal de bonheur. Mais je vois la définition de "parfait" comme &
l'acceptation des imperfections.

Je crois qu'un monde ou tout le monde est content, sécurisé et satisfait est
parfait. Quand personne n'est privé d'argent, d'opportunités et d'égalité,
nous créerons de fortes communautés dans lesquelles nous encourageons *
I'un I'autre. Dans ce monde meilleur, les ressources devront étre utilisées
durablement et étre partagées. La disponibilité d'une bonne santé, de
1'éducation et de la justice sera la fondation de cette forte communauté, que
nous appelons parfaite.

Mais apres tout, ce sont les simplicités de la vie qui apportent la perfection.
La pollution, le changement climatique et la pauvreté doivent changer. En §
réalité, un monde meilleur signifie de la bonne nourriture, du beau temps, des
gens heureux et assez d'argent. "Parfait" peut signifier différentes choses
pour différentes personnes, mais enfin, avec paix, harmonie et amour, nous cherchons un monde meilleur.

Meher Aggarwal, X-B
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Pour moi,
un monde
meilleur
est un
monde ou
ilyala
paix et
I'amour.
Dans ce
monde, la
haine n'existe pas, il n'y a pas de jalousie, de guerre
ou de colére et tout le monde vit en harmonie.

C'est un monde lumineux et coloré dans lequel il y
a une magie. Il y a juste quelque chose dans l'air qui
vous fait illuminer. Ici, tout le monde parle en
chanson et danse dans les villes et les campagnes.

C'est comme un grand film musical ou peut-&tre un
vieux film ou tout le monde connait tout le monde.
Les choses flattent magiquement. Et bien sir,
quelquefois la musique est douce, mais
certainement, ¢a revient a la fin.

Poorna Dutta, X-B

En tant
qu'adolescent
d'aujourd'hui,
pour moi, un
monde
meilleur est
un monde ou
nous pourrons
apprécier les
petites
choses,
comme des
fleurs, des paysages, des arbres. Si nous trouvons le
bonheur en tout ou en compagnie de nos réves,
alors nous pouvons créer un monde meilleur ou plus
de gens sont heureux. Nous devrions développer
plus de compétences et consacrer du temps a nos
loisirs, parce que dans un monde meilleur, tout le
monde a de nombreuses compétences et talents.
Aussi, dans un monde meilleur, tout le monde vit
une vie heureuse et épanouissante. Ils se réveillent
avec enthousiasme pour le nouveau jour et tout le
monde prend soin les uns des autres. Car ce n'est
que lorsque tous les humains vivront une vie
heureuse que nous pourrons réaliser un monde
parfait

Saanvi Sharma, X-E

Les personnes disputent maintenant et il y a des
guerres entre la Russie et I'Ukraine, Palestine et
Israél. Dans mon meilleur monde, je voudrais
terminer les guerres. Je veux que tout le monde vit
ensemble paisiblement. Il faut étre honnéte dans
mon meilleur monde. Il n'y a pas de corruption,
haine, racisme et agression. Il n'y a pas de peines de
misere pour personne. Il faut traiter également
parmi nous. La nature nous a donné beaucoup de
ressources. Il faut respecter la nature afin qu'il ne
faille pas avoir le réchauffement clinique nucléaire
rafale, eau souterraine vide etc.

Tout le monde doit vivre en harmonie et
paisiblement dans mon meilleur monde.

Shiren Jain, X-C
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Oscar Wilde a dit,”
La véritable
perfection de
I'humanité ne se
trouve pas dans ce
qu'il a, mais dans ce
que qu'il est.” A
mon avis, un monde
parfait est grice a
des gens parfaits.
Les gens qui
peuvent prendre
soin de leur planéte
le font parfaitement.
Nous avons un
monde créé par
Dieu. C'était une beauté incomparable de la
nature, sans les pays des guerres, trés magnifique,
ou tout le monde partage les ressources! Mais,
I'humanité détruit leur monde parfait pour le
progres. Nous devons la garder avec
responsabilité pour retrouver sa beauté. Un
monde ou tout devient comme Dieu I'a fait, ou
nous ne faisons ni face a une pandémie comme du
covid ni nous inquiétons de l'impact dévastateur
du changement climatique.

Si, nous prenons soin de la nature et vivrons
ensemble avec amour, nous recréeons un monde
parfait!

Samriddhi Sood, X-C
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Dans un monde parfait, chaque enfant a le droit de réver. Un enfant qui ramasse du
cacao a goiit au chocolat, celui qui coud des ballons de football jouerait au soleil, et
qui travaille dans une factorie de poppies lirait le livre fantastique.

Je ferais des étoiles avec les enfants de Gaza et les disperserai dans le ciel. Ainsi,
chaque fois que des bombes tombaient, nous imaginerions qu'elles éclairent la nuit.
Dans ce monde, les gens choisissent la paix plutot que la guerre.

Seulement nous pouvons choisir plus d'amour et moins de haine, si seulement nous
décidons de faire preuve de compassion et d'aider ceux qui en ont besoin. Si
seulement nous pouvons privilégier la compréhension au jugement et considérer

ces gens et ce monde comme les notres.

Si seulement nous pouvons faire de ce réve un monde parfait une réalité.

Le monde de
mes réves serait
sans l'invention

LE MONDE DE MES REVES
du béton. Il n'y
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batiments, pas _,-
de centres fh\,
commerciaux , =

et seulement
des couleurs
naturelles. La
beauté de la
nature
s'épanouit.
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habiterons dans
les foréts et nos
maisons seront en bois. Nous dormirons
dehors et regarderons les étoiles. Le ciel sera
bleu avec des nuages blancs 1'été, et gris avec
des nuages sombres pendant la mousson. Le
monde sera vivant avec les sons des oiseaux
et des animaux.

Toutes les créatures seront égales. Nous
apprendrons a communiquer avec les
oiseaux, les animaux et les arbres. Les
humains seront indépendants et chacun fera
son travail honnétement. Nous coexistons. Il
n'y aura pas de racisme, pas besoin de
féminisme. Les gens feront de leur mieux. Et
la meilleure partie dans mon monde, tout
serait libre et la corruption abolie. De la voie
lactée, notre monde serait visible clairement
et finalement, tout le monde serait heureux.

Eshita Rakesh, X-C
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Un réve éveillé est
quelque chose
qu’on perd, et le
bruit du monde
brise la stupeur.
Un réve éveillé est
quelque chose a
oublier. De méme,
I'idée d'un monde parfait est juste un fantasme.
Certaines personnes donnent leur vie pour atteindre ce
“monde parfait”. Malheureusement, leurs efforts ne
suffisent jamais. Un monde parfait est irréalisable.
Pourquoi? Parce que, pour un monde parfait, un accord
devrait €tre atteint entre tous les genres, races, castes,
pays et religions. C'est impossible. Il est dans la nature
humaine de vouloir plus et de protéger. Un homme ou
un femme serait plus content de rien plutot que de tout.

Nous faisons beaucoup de choix autant d'adolescents qui
définissent le cours de nos vies. Si un parfait monde
existait, je serais libre de faire des choix sans la peur de
I'échec. L'argent ne sera pas un probléme et il y aura
assez de possibilités d'emploi pour les jeunes. On ne
s'inquiétait pas d'étre heureux.

Saisha Kumar, X-E

N
pg

En tant qu'adolescent aujourd'hui je vois un monde meilleur
ou chacun est égal, libre et ensemble. Je veux une société ou
chacun est respecté. Il n'y a ni pauvreté ni pollution. Les
animaux, les humains, et les plantes vivent en paix et se
respectent. [1 n'y a pas de frontiéres entre les nations etiln'y a
pas de conflits. Les femmes et les minorités sont respectées.
IIn'y a qu'une seule religion. La religion de Dieu. Quand les
gens progressent dans la science et la technologie, ils
prennent soin de l'environnement aussi. J'espére qu'un jour
le monde sera comme ¢a.

Raghav Davar, X-B
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How fast time fligs! I joinegd School on 1st Wpril 2011 and
this journgy formally got over on the 1ith of February
2025. In this span of 14 gears, The Mother's International
School has imparted to meg a lot of valugs, manners,
¢thies and most importantly diseipling. It's funng how I
used to fuss over going to school during my primary
dags, foregfully Igaving my bed at 6:30 am but now | am
gearning for thosg moments. It is trug that we always
anderstand the valug of something after it has gong.
Thank gou MIS for making childhood fun, intgrgsting
and productive.

~ Peep Nandi, XII-€

School was filled with littlg joys: chegeking the arrangegment
chart, waiting for freg periods, and sgeretly packing bags
beforg the last bell. The wholg class gehogd "Gooooood
Morrrrrnnnnnning Fa'am”, classrooms turnegd into fish
markgts occasionally, and food alwagys tasted better in free
periods. We waited gagerly for sports, gathered in
corridors, and gxcitedly wished teachers "Happy Birthdag
Ma'am!"

Completing the homework at the last-minute became
routing, ong frignd's notgs saved the gntirg class beforg the
grams, wg sgeretly whispered in the library, decorated
class boards, and gnjoyed raing daygs that madg School
feel magical. ¥nd then, ong fing dagy, it all gnded. The
uniforms that oneg hung ready gach morning now rest in
cupboards, bat the mgmorigs livg on forgver.

- Rritika Singh, Xll-{

Thrge months back, when it dawned apon me that
school lifg, as [ Rnegw it, was coming to an gnd, mg first
reaction was an angasingss aboat not knowing what
ligs ahead.

Howgver, as we sat in the Bleditation Hall on Blgssings
Pay, Milan Ma'am told us this story of a Igaf which
drifted away from its parent trege, full of hope and the
convietion that it would always carrg a part of the tree
wherever it went. {Ind a few days later, our primary
school tgachers gave us a heartfelt send-off with the
song Raheg Na Rahe tlum' playing in the background. It
was a tgar-jerking moment for us all- it was our
teachers reassaring us of their gnduring presegnce in
our livgs.

It was then that [ finally realised how privilgged | am,
not just to have begen a part of the MIS family, bat to
know that | always will bg, no matter wherg [ go. Thank
gou, dear MIS, for gverything.

- Shambhavi Tiwari, XI[-®

“We stepped in as strangers, and now going
back as a family, the MIS 2025 family."

For the last 12 years, KIS has begn my sgecond
homg - where [ Igarned, laughed and
occasionally panicked over grams. €very
corngr of this beautiful placg holds a mgmory,
gvery Igsson has shaped my journgy and
gvery teacher helped me guide through my
mistakes. [ will forgver be grateful for the
foundation that MIS has provided to mg and
my fellow bateh matgs. Thank you my beloved
MIS for the lgssons, the mgmorigs and the
patigneeg gou had with me. You will always
have a special placg in my heart.

- dhrutiparna, XII-




Blug - the colour that will forgver be ¢tehed in my
heart. The blug peacocks that graced our campus,
never failing to bring smilgs to our facegs. The blug
railings of the staircasg that guided us through the
many stages of lifg, gach stgp a negw chapter. The blug
aniform we proudly worg, that becamg a sgeond skin
as wg grew up. The blug of the team we passionately
chgered for during the gxhilarating Jauhar Cup sgason,
wherg gach victory felt likg our own.

MIS taught me the power of being unafraid - unafraid
to speak without kKnowing the lings, unafraid to colour
outsidg thg boundarigs, unafraid to write and make
mistakes. MIS gncouraged me to question, to gxplorg
and to challgnge. But above all, it shaped me into the
happigst version of myself, and for that [ will forgver
be grateful.

rom standing in the ling to grab as many soya chips
as possiblg, to sngaking a glaneg at the arrangegment
charts whilg taking a stroll to jumping in the puddligs
across the Track Figld in monsoons, to gazing at the
lush vings whilg the periodic tablg was being taught,
MIS opegned the door to ong of the greatest journgys of
my life.

The littlg girl who oneg clung to her parents, hesitant
to enter the school gates along, would now give
angthing to relive just ong morg dag at my safg haven.
Ong last dag to start with Thaan Singh Bhaiya's
cheerful 'Good Morning'; ong last timg performing on
the stage that became my comfort zong; ong last
assgmbly to comperge; ong last period to bunk whilg
dgsigning boards; and ong last dash across the
school, dgsperately trging to makg it to class on time.

Ms [ stgp out of the school, | carry the colour blug with
mg Knowing no matter where [ end up, I'll alwags have a
placg to retarn to.

- dnya Gupta, XII-B

This journgy has beegn magical filled with a multitudg of
gmotions and gxpgrignegs which have moulded mg into
the person | am today. lsooking back, it is definitely the
brigf moments of joking around with frignds during
arrangements, getting a smiley face in my notgbook,
singing songs with the class or just aimlgssly roaming
around the school campus which [ will bg missing the
most. This school dgfinitely taught me a lot and gave me
a lot. Thank gou MIS...

~ dnum Farooqug, XII-F

How surreal it shall feel, to not sit cross legged on the
cool floor of the Hall of Gracg, or walk through the
hustlg bustlg of the corridors, kegp aside the blugs
(thg uniform and feelings alike) gvery Sunday night,
all the whilg dreading the test the next dag - a warm
blanket of familiarity and comfort, folded cargfully
and Regpt as a ngw dag begins.

~ fnantinge Mishra, XII-F

The negxt timeg gou'rg in the school premises, and if
gou'rg reading this you probably will be: lsook
around. [ think that magbeg, in the course of school
life, | forgot to do that ong thing. Our school is
beautiful. The trees, the life, and the occasional
peacock feather on the ground. You don't nged to be
grateful right now. Or gver. Bat just ook at the beauty,
the gregnery, and sometimes the solitude. lsook
around and smilg.

~ Anirban Mishra, XII-C
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CLASS XII (2024-2025)

Row 1 : Pranav Vivekanandan, Jannat Singhal, Trisha Bhar, Somedatta Sengupta, Josya Dada, Charu Lata, Nitisha Kumari, Pranika Singh, Aadya Hudda, Saisha Gupta, Bhaskar Raut,
Aarushi Agarwal, Arushi Kashiramka, Aarushi Grover, Nikita Sharma, Kritika Purbey, Devanshi Negi, Aaliya Sharma, Saanvi Sasmal

Row 2 : Manya Singh, Piyush Panwar, Sarthak Naruka, Manavi Rai, Shreeya, Aastha Sejwal, Prapti Singh, Navya Agarwal, Bhavna Jain, Ananya Bajaj, Anya Gupta, Kritika Singh,
Riddhi Agrawal, Deeksha Arora, Devyani Sharma, Naisha Kalra, Saanchi Tandon, Anveksha Jaira, Sanvi Gupta, Gurghazal Kaur Sokhi, Sifat Kaur Malik, Prashant Jha

Row 3 : Dhruv Sejwal, Pratham Sejwal, Sidhharth Kumar, Ishan Pandey, Himanshu Prasad, Rushaan Basak, Sanskriti Gaur, Shalvi Singh, Twinkle, Diya Verma, Somya Ray, Sneha Dogra,
Kashvi Kapoor, Avni Singh, Ridhima Maggon, Anantinee Mishra, Sushiana Sondhi, Anubhav Mukherjee, Vani Joshi, Rhea Bhushan, Rakhi, Deepali Kumari, Tina, Harsh Goyal

Row 4 : Gul Tomar, Keshav Narayan Agrawal, Bhavishya, Manowar Hussain Ansari, Pranav Raveeswaran, Riya Kalyan, Parni Dasgupta, Alayna Rizwan, Arnesh Biswas, Vanshika Aneja,
Sanchita, Srishti Chakraborty, Kamakshi Krishan, Ishitta Bhatnagar, Mayookha Hari, Saanvi Maurya, Abhiishek Bhattacharya, Netra Kapoor, Anum Farooque, Nitya Gupta, Aarit Bakshi,
Aaditya Rawat, Kavya Sejwal

Row 5 : Anirban Mishra, Aarav Mehta, Anishka Balyan, Vanshika Nautiyal, Vebhha Garg, Anoushka Nair, Mihika Sinha, Vani Warwal, Shrutiparna Shit, Tara Padmanabhan, L Shruti,
Kumar Ojas, Shambhavi Tiwari, Siddharth Jain Narayan, Anya Singhal, Rayan Nasim Rahi, Shanvi Tanisha, Rudra Prabhakar, Pushan Banerjee, Aadit Jain Rajnayak, Mohd. Arsh,
Ojes T.S., Aarush Uday Khanna, Vivaan Ahuja

Row 6 : Mohit, Pranay Dixit, Devank, Shasvat Sagar, Ronav Singhal, Kshitij Sharma, Sanskar Raj Gaur, Dhruv Gupta, Karan Majumdar, Anant Singh Bhullar, Vinamra Doneria,
Inesh Singh, Pranav Madaan, Atharv Viyas, Raddhika Sahni, Ridhima Wahi, Gunneka Dutta, Raddhika Garg, Advika Bhambri, Aavriti Sharma, Yuvraaj Celly, Sameer Sahu, Krishna Sarda,
Kartik Dagar, Shreeyam Lakhotia, Udhav Jaipuria, Shaurya Singh Tomer

Row 7 : Jagrav Rampal, Siddhant Sejwal, Chaitanya Guliya, Sukrrit Bhardwaj, Aanand Prakash Bagga, Advay Bansal, Mudit Pandey, Aditya Ray, Ishaan Jolly, Aryavir Singh Solanki,
Arjun Abrol, Reyansh Ambekar, Chirag Gupta, Parth Porwal, Deep Nandi, Saksham Gupta, Aditya Joshi, Vivaswan Shukla



