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‘Cditorial

This year we opened our eyes at dusk
Reached our hands out into the falling shadows
Barely grasping at each other by the fingertips

And we held on for dear life.

In the expanse of our minds, we searched
Trying to see, to hear, to smell, to feel
Trying to explore this new world, to survive in it
Our senses clouded with the fears of inevitable ends.

But as the night lulled itself 1o sleep, we listened
To the sounds of the stream gliding over the rocks
To the sounds of the leaves rustling in the wind
The clouds were lifting, and we were ready to bid farewell.

Qur ideas flowed like streams of water
Endless and refreshing, with the need to do something different
Sometimes our currents collided with one another
But we dove right in.

The waters danced with each other for the upper hand
Like fools who did not redlise that they were actually one
The strong currents scraped at our limbs as we waded across
Souls submerged in pain, for the clouds were long gone.

The task seemed huge and the path uncertain

But there it was, a helping hand, a slight crutch

It guided us over the waters, back to the shores
And we watched as the water flowed in harmony again.

The sky was still fast asleep
Breathing slowly and peacefully like the wind
The darkness had returned our sense of sight

And with hopeful eyes, we watched.

Watched as the air changed, as the path cleared
As the water went still, gleaming under the slivers of moonlight
There was beauty in this darkness
And in our journey throughout the night.

When we opened our eyes, it was dusk again
We reached our hands out into the falling shadows
Fingertips meeting into a beautiful end, and now a new
beginning
We smiled, and we held on for dear life.

Twenty voices, twenty muted audios
Mere boxes on a screen, with just our names
Behind which, brimmed excitement and nervous ideas
For finding light in this darkness was our only aim.

We picked up our pens, our sole weapons
Cleared our minds and let the words flow
These scattered thoughts, they weaved together
To form this florilegium we all know.

We beat the unforeseen circumstance
We couldn't leave this tradition undone
After weeks of thought, and months of work
We present, Navchetna Twenty-Twenty One.
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Students’ Council 2020 - 2021

Post

Boy

Girl

Head Boy / Girl

Hrijul Chauhan

Maanya Kocher

Sports Captain

Swabh Singh Marwah

Vanshika Rajan

Students’ Coordinators

Aditya Pramar
Karan Jain

Manya Ahluwalia
Dhriti Vatsyayan

Cultural Coordinators

Anoushka Dutta Gupta
Rayana Chaudhuri

HOUSE CAPTAINS

House House Captain Sports Captain
Girl Boy Girl Boy

Aspiration | AarushiBansal Eeshan Gupta Anandi Raman Vig Jasraj Singh
Gratitude | ArushiSinghal Srijan Shekhar Abhinav Sharma Ujjwal Dixit
Honesty Mehek Singh Bhavit Chopra AnanyaKalra Ansh Madan
Perfection | Soumya Gulati Ronit Chakraborty | ShambhviRai Achyuta Mahesh
Sincerity Ibtesam Rahman Arhaan Bahadur Ishika Mehra Harshith S. Narayanan
Truth Riddhi Agrawal Siddhayak Goyal LeelaDutta Aditya Pankaj
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2020-
2021

\ THE YEAR THAT WAS

Classes on the Virtual Platform

hen a country wide lockdown was

announced in the last week of March '20,
MIS started to plan and devise ways to ensure
continuum in the teaching-learning process. The
teachers quickly equipped themselves to adapt to
the changed scenario and classes on the virtual
platform commenced in a phased manner.
Collaborative learning among teachers paved the
way forward for all. Classes for 10th and 12th
began from Tst April; for 9th and 11th on 7th
April; and for 6th to 8th on 15th April.
It was a novel experience and new methodologies
were tried out. Through the use of PowerPoint
presentations, videos, the whiteboard, online study material, and so on, the teachers were able to establish
a connect with the students virtually. Terms like ‘Blended Learning’ and ‘Hybrid Learning’ became a part of
common parlance. The students got used to the new methodologies and interactive sessions were carried
out to facilitate and maximise learning for all.
All academic subjects were taken up at all levels. Counselling sessions, once a week, with the Class
Teacher formed an integral part of the time-table for all levels. Students were regularly counselled about
online etiquettes and cyber safety guidelines. These counselling sessions form a medium to understand and
address the pressures faced by the children during the pandemic. Gradually co-curricular activities such as
Art, Music, Physical Education, Yoga, Computers, Work Experience and SEWA were also introduced.
Initially classes were conducted on the Zoom platform but slowly as other platforms were explored, the
classes were shifted to Microsoft Teams. Microsoft Teams is a secure and comprehensive platform for online
teaching with features for conducting assignments, maintaining class notebooks and attendance record of
students.
Special care was taken to ensure that all students were able to attend the classes regularly. The School
made arrangements to provide devices fo students where there was a need. Olabs — Virtual Labs, a project
initiated by the MHRD, has been used effectively to engage students with the practical activities in Science
virtually. Teachers also share live demonstrations or recordings of practical work carried out in the School
Science Labs.
Special assemblies and various Intra-school and Inter-school events are also organised from time to time to
provide opportunities for learning and collective celebrations.
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TALENT FIESTA — ABHIVYAKTI, APRIL 23, 2020

| M|s turned 64 on April 23, 2020. The
School's birthday was celebrated with a
difference this year. In the wake of the complete
lockdown and no regular school, Talent Fiesta:
Abhivyakti 2020 went online.
The preparations for the celebrations started
almost two weeks in advance. The students were
thrilled to receive the news that they would get an
opportunity to showcase their talents despite the
unprecedented circumstances. There were a total
of 44 events divided into four categories.
On April 23, a short video, compiled by the Students' Council to mark this very special day, was shared
with the students. The judges from the Mother's Blossoms joined the meetings from all across the globe.
Members of the 1996 Batch formed the Core Team that helped in the coordination of the event. It was a
new experience for all, one that would be cherished by everyone for years to come.

RABINDRANATH TAGORE'S BIRTHDAY CELEBRATIONS, MAY 8

Gurudev Rabindranath Tagore's birthday E 4 b i
celebrations went online this year as students from b ' [ '
across language sections marked the spirit of the day (- 1 - ! "
through various forms of creative outpourings within the | v .
confines of their screen spaces. Integrated within the
language classrooms on May 8, 2020, the celebrations
branched out into danceper formances based on
Tagore's poems, recitals and rendering of ‘Rabindra
Sangeet’.

f—
Slide shows and documentaries to understand a glimpse F

]
[
|

of the greatness of the life that reshaped the entire
landscape of Indian literature, music, art, dance and
redefined education not only within the country, but also
in the world, were shared in the classrooms.

Students of Class 10-D conducted a special class pt
assembly on Rabindranath Tagore, which began with an

instrumental rendering of Tagore's ‘Aguner porosmoni...'
and included a short presentation on Tagore as an |
educator and humanist in French, along with poems from

‘Gitanjali’ translated in French ‘Offrande Lyrique’ and English. A musical offering was also made on
piano of Tagore's ‘Ekla cholo re’ and the Assembly concluded with Tagore's mellifluous songs.
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STUDENTS' COUNCIL MEETS THE STUDENTS...
MAY 15, 16 AND 18

he Students' Council conducted interactive sessions with Classes 8, 9 and 10 on May 15, 16 and

18 respectively. The sessions were conducted online through Zoom. The main objective of the
sessions was to formally introduce the Council to the students, gather points of concern and
suggestions of the students keeping in view the topics relevant to them and lastly, to create awareness
about social media etiquette and duties of students regarding the same. These sessions served as a
significant means of reaching out to the students and to let them realise that the Students' Council
represents each and every one of them and is always there to help them.

ENIGMA, MAY 29 - 30

nigma by Team Impulse (Physics Club) was a bid to uplift the spirit of the students during the

lockdown and to kindle the flame of knowledge as they solved cryptic questions, working in
groups on May 29 and 30. This year, 310 students spread across 137 teams registered for the event, a
significant jump from last year's number: 193 students. Over the course of the two days for which the
event was held, the students worked tirelessly to try and find clues in the questions designed by the
members of Impulse. The questions had been designed keeping in mind that participants had all the
resources of the internet at their disposal. Thus, the event proved to be the ultimate test of their wits and
their ability to think. It was an initiative to help bring them a step closer to understanding the universe.

WORLD ENVIRONMENT DAY, JUNE 5

To mprk the.celebr.o’{i?n of the Worlc?l Environment Day 2'020, "HAPPINE 55
various online activities were organised. It was an initiative to

I
remind everyone about the necessity of environmental protection PaB); 'L_
and conservation of plants and animal species. 2 s

Various online activities were planned around the theme this year,
‘Celebrate Biodiversity”. Activities were integrated with the faculty
of Fine Arts, languages and Science. This helped in celebrating
the day with enthusiasm amidst the lockdown and the prevailing
pandemic. Awareness message on the world environment was
followed by various online competitions.

1. Essay writing on various environmental issues especially
highlighting the role of plants and animals in our ecosystem (in
collaboration with language teachers)

2. Poster making (in collaboration with Fine Arts' teachers)
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3. Photography Contest (in collaboration with Fine
Arts' teachers)

To ensure maximum participation, competitive
activities were conducted in both junior and senior
categories. A total of 69 students participated in
various categories. The essays, posters and
photographs submitted by the participants echoed the
message of celebrating biodiversity. The participants
were appreciated for their efforts and the two best
entries of each competition were nominated for e-
certificates.

WEBINAR FOR TEACHERS, JUNE 30

A webinar on Microsoft Teams platform was
organised for the Faculty members on the 30th of
June. The virtual meeting was initiated with an
address by the Officiating Principal, Ms Milan Mala ’
Sarin. It was followed by the School's tradition of
gathering one's thoughts while the meditation music
played on. To set the momentum for resuming the
teaching learning process, a movie on the ethos of the
school, made by a student, Nachiket Sharma was
played.

This was followed by a talk by Dr Namita
Ranganathan, Head of the Department, CIE, Delhi University on the Topic 'Evolving Role of Teachers in
the Covid and Post Covid World'. In her talk, Dr Ranganathan demystified the ‘new normal’ and
explained the concept of time and space with the help of anecdotes. She spoke about the role and
work of teachers as professionals. Her session was followed by questions by the teachers which were
answered by the expert.

THE POPULATION DEBATE, JULY 11

I-yceum is the Humanities forum of The Mother's International School. Every year, it hosts a range of
events to encourage creativity and dexterity amongst students in various fields like public speaking,
debates, moot courts, interviews etc. It also provides the children various opportunities to witness
events and interact with accomplished professionals.

The World Population Day is observed annually on 11th July. The day signifies, recognises and re-
establishes the importance of family planning, gender roles, human rights, poverty, demography etc.
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Teaching Methods

The Population Debate is an event, which attempts to shift the focus towards the urgency and relevance
of issues related to the population. During such times of crisis, the debate topics were centred around
the implications of the Corona virus pandemic on the population arrangement. They comprised key
issues like communalism, digital learning, multilateralism, democracy, demography and demand,
labour laws, poverty and power of the population.

The judges were Ms. Natasha Abrol, who joined the event from the United States of America and
Mr.Chandraditya Raj. Former Principal, Ms. Sanghamitra Ghosh, the current Officiating Principal,
Ms. Milan Mala Sarin and Lyceum teachers including Dr Jyoti Hirani, Ms. Malvika Pathak and Ms.
Jayanti Banerjee graced the event with their presence. The participants comprised Humanities students
from Classes 11 and 12.

In total, seven teams made it to the final event, each team comprising two members. Rhea Gupta and
Vamika Aggarwal moderated the event.

The team which received the first position was ‘Team DNA' comprising Ananya lyer (12-F) and
Bhargavi Prakriya (12-A). The team which secured the second position was ‘Team Prove Us Wrong’
comprising Ayonija Rai (12-F) and Janhavi Bhatnagar (12-A). The position of the first Best Speaker
was held by Samhitha Sankar (12-A) and the second position was secured by Dhriti Vatsyayan (12-A).

INTER-HOUSE DEBATE IN HINDI, JULY 13

An online Inter-house Hindi Debate Competition was held on July 23. The programme started with
a short assembly included ‘bhajans’ and recitations. The topic of the debate was “3TTEAMHR YRd
& Ty W<l JMMaegd 2. Two students from each house participated in this competition. All the
participants expressed their views persuasively, while they spoke in favour or against the motion. The
audience highly appreciated the debate. At the end of debate, the Officiating Principal, Ms. Milan
Mala Sarin, announced the results.
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The competition was adjudged by Ms. Simran Katoch and Mr. Harish Chaudhary. Mr. Harish is the
president of the debate society of ARSD College. Ms. Simran, an ex-student of MIS, has actively
participated in various debate competitions.

The Honesty House team consisting of Yashvi Dutt Pant and Siddharth Panda bagged the title of 'Best

Team', while the 'Best Speaker' awards were given to Siddharth Panda, L. Lakshmishree and Aditi
Chauhan.

INTRA-SECTION DECLAMATION COMPETITION,
JULY 15-16

he Department of English conducted an Intra-section Declamation Competition, which provided an

opportunity for almost all the students of Classes 9-12 to express their views on famous quotes
spanning literary genres. While discussing Pablo Neruda's famous lines,”You can possibly cut down
all the flower plants, but you cannot stop spring from coming”, the students emphasised on the
celebration of the irrepressible human spirit. Milton's 'Paradise Lost' was also taken up as a
declamation topic by many as students were naturally drawn to the concept of the pre-eminence of the
mind over matter. The human condition was also touched upon in this context. It was satisfying to see
each student of the class put forward their views in an eloquent manner. The competition provided an
opportunity to many of the shy and silent students to speak up in the class.

SYNAPSE CLUB EVENT, JULY 23

n the words of Marie Curie, 'Nothing in life is to be feared, it is only to be understood. Now is the

time to understand more, so that we may fear less.' Synapse, the Biology Club of The Mother's
International School, aims to instill the love for Science in all. They want to connect each student to
another, to create an eclectic network for sharing of information and knowledge.

On July 23, the Club conducted an online webinar on the topic 'COVID-19 TODAY"'. The team invited
medical practitioners and highly experienced members of the physicians' community from all over the
globe to talk about their expertise specifically highlighting the different methods adopted for the
management of COVID-19 in their respective countries.
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After extending a hearty welcome to the guest speakers,
authorities, faculty members, parents and students, the event
began by the presentation of Dr. Amit Arora, who spoke about
'The UK approach & Role of community in COVID- 19
response (Non-Pharmaceutical Interventions)'. After this
expository lecture, Dr. Avneet Singh gave his presentation on
the topic 'COVID-19 outbreak in the US and current practices
in clinical management'. This was followed by a presentation
by Dr. Arun Bansal, Professor, who spoke about the 'Indian
scenario and potential role of vaccine'. The esteemed panel of
guest speakers readily agreed to address a few questions after that.

The key points to be taken away from the eye opening webinar was to
accept reality and remember that for now, prevention is the only cure to
this disease. It is imperative to stay positive in this time of the pandemic.
Spread of the disease can be prevented if each member of the community
contributes. We must remember the endless sacrifices made by the
'superheroes without capes' in this period. Their immense hard work,
passion and determination to fight the virus is remarkable.

Lastly, in Dr. Avneet's words, we must learn from the mistakes already
committed by others and not commit them again. The event was highly successful with more than 165
participants of Classes 9-12 attending the same along with the teachers.

INFINITY, JULY 24

S’ror’ring on July 18, the School's Physics Club,
Impulse, organised its annual series of events
'Infinity', for high school students. Gauntlets were
thrown to test one's wit and ability to think. And
perhaps, help bring them a step closer to
understanding the universe. This year, given the
limitations of the lockdown, Team Impulse pulled off an
impressive feat by organising three events — Enigma,
Fermi, and Quiz — online.

Enigma was an 18-hour-long gruelling cryptic hunt. This year, over 300 students spread over 137
teams battled it out to win the event by decoding a series of cryptic clues laid out by Team Impulse.

The first position was secured by a team comprising Akshat Jain (11-C), Manan Sarnan (10-C) and
Prashant Hajela (11-C). The second position was secured by a team comprising Achal Gupta (12-B)
and Siddhayak Goyal (12-B). The third position was secured by a team comprising Arnav Bhambri
(12-C), Hrijul Chauhan (12-C) and Trisha Mishra(12-C).
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Fermi is a classic estimation event where participants try to estimate the incalculable. This year too,
interested students raced against time fo solve the problems specially designed by the members of Impulse.

The first position was bagged by Aditya Kadam (9-C) and Eshaan Sharma (9-C). The second position
was bagged by Siddharth Panda (10-B).

The Quiz was the test of a team's combined wits against the clock. This year, Team Impulse planned
and executed a series of fun rounds which promoted the spirit of scientific enquiry in the students. The
cleverly designed Quiz used science, movies and pop-culture references to form the ultimate test of
one's logic and knowledge of Physics concepts.

IMPLICATA, JULY 25

mplicata was an Intra-school event organised —
on July 25, virtually on Zoom, by the 3M Club - i/
My Mind Matters. The event was coordinated by
students of class 12:Anoushka Dutta Gupta, 3
Dhriti Vatsyayan and Rayana Chaudhuri guided L;Wgﬂf,ﬂ}
by Dr. Jayanti Banerjee.

The event aimed at sensitising and raising EHAZE020:4 PHL ORI

awareness regarding significance of mental %%%
health especially during unprecedented times. It <=

also focused on de-stigmatisation of various

mental disorders. The event was open to students of Classes 9— 12 divided
in two categories — A and B.

The students of category A comprising students from Classes 9 and 10
were in teams of two with a mentor from Class 12. The mentor facilitated
the identification of the mental disorder they were to detect from symptoms
in the case studies provided by the 3M Club. Primarily, two case studies
were chosen covering Post Traumatic Stress Disorder and Social Anxiety
respectively. A team was allotted a case study on random basis. Students
were fo then present their findings using an art form of their choice — Art,
Dance, Writing, Acting or Singing.

Category B comprised teams of two students of Classes 11 or 12. Their task was essentially similar to
that of category A, except that the case studies provided to them were either Virginia Woolt's Suicide
Letter or Steve Job's Stanford Speech. Students were to use the allotted psychological approach
(Behavioural, Cognitive, Humanistic, Psychodynamic) to analyse their case study and present it via a
Power Point Presentation. Due to the overwhelming response of the students in category B, a qualifying
round was introduced on 23rd July.

The judges for the semi-final event were Mother's Blossoms: Ms. M. Medha, Ms. Jahnvi Sengupta and
Ms. Aditi Pradhan. Out of 18 teams, 10 teams made it to the final round, after intense deliberation.

Dr. Aruna Broota was the chief guest for the finals. She inaugurated the event by addressing all
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present. Her knowledge and expertise in the field of psychology, her childhood experiences, sensitivity
and wisdom greatly motivated all present.

The proficient panel of judges for the final event included Mrs Neelam Srivastava and Dr Poojashivam
Jaitly. They were extremely interactive and shared valuable knowledge with the participating teams.
They initiated intriguing and thought-provoking discussions with the category B teams while cross-
questioning post presentation.

In Category A, Team ‘Psychonauts’ won the first prize, followed by Team ‘Monumentals’ at second and
Team ‘PJKDAWL' at third. Teams ‘Prism” and ‘Docs’ received Special Mentions from the judges.

In Category B, Team “We-Evolve’ and Team ‘Blue’ tied for the first position, followed by Teams ‘Sunny’
and ‘Bob’ at second and Team ‘Mojo Jojo’ at third. Teams ‘TN’ and ‘Quarencia’ received Special
Mentions from the judges.

The event ended with everyone having a take home message to be a little more sensitive and alert
regarding the people in our surroundings.

KAVYA LEKHAN PRATIYOGITA, JULY 29

he Hindi Department organised a 'Kavya Lekhan Pratiyogita’

for Classes 6-8 on July 29. It was an online event. The
children from each class were asked to write a poem of about16-
20 lines in the given time period. Topics were given one day
before the competition. The children participated enthusiastically
in the competition as they donned their creative hats. They went
on to pen down their imaginative thoughts and ideas. All the
Hindi teachers of Classes 6-8 chose the two best poems from
each section at each level for the School magazine, ‘Navchetna’.

LYCEUM, JUST A MINUTE-2020, AUGUST 1

I-yceum, the Humanities Forum is
named after a peripatetic school
inaugurated by Aristotle himself with the
aim to develop education in its truest
sense. With the same objective in mind,
lyceum often organises proceedings
aimed at developing confidence and
proficiency in students of Classes 11
and 12. 'Just a Minute' was an event
organised on August 1 virtually through
Zoom with the aspiration of achieving
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the same goal by Maanya Kocher and Dhriti Vatsyayan under the guidance of Dr Jyoti Hirani.

The event focused on inculcating within the students the ability to speak extempore for a minute. The
topics provided to the students were primarily quotations pertaining to politics by various personalities
from around the globe. The students were required to speak on the allotted topic in the context of India,
backing their speeches with examples and facts. It was a pleasure to host two discerning Mothers'
Blossoms as the judges for the event, Mr. Vedant Gupta and Mr. Ojas Date.

During the course of the programme, the Lyceum Magazine ~The MIS Gazette 201920 was launched
by Dr Jyoti Hirani.

The event ended with the announcement of the results. The first position was secured by Samhitha
Sankar (12-A), the second position by Vidushi Mohan (11-F) and the third position was secured by
Ananya Kalra (12-F).

LUMINAIRE - 2020, AUGUST 11

Luminoire, the annual Inter-school competition reached The Mother’s internationsl School ¢
out to the students of the school and the capital during ﬂ
the pandemic. It provided them with a platform to narrate LUMINAIRE 2020

their personal stories, poems and present artistic
creations in multifarious ways. The mystery and the magic
of words was celebrated through a series of Inter-school
events on 11th August to commemorate the 148th birth vy
anniversary of the poet, seer, and philosopher — Sri & ety
Aurobindo. The complete relocation of the annual event g

to a virtual platform was a seamless, effortless execution.

It included events such as the 'Arte Poetica’, the French
event 'Raconte moi une historie', 'Kahani Lekhan’, a
Sanskrit Declamation Competition and the Art and
Design Event. This year's rolling trophy was won by Delhi
Public School, Vasant Kunj. Luminaire 2020, provided
the much needed gateway to the land of creative bliss.

Lnl:nur du rrl:lndq

B RACONTE- MOI UNE H'I!'l"ﬂlﬂjﬁ. .
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SHRI SURENDRA NATH JAUHAR FAQUIR'S BIRTHDAY,
AUGUST 13

n times of crisis, humans have a tendency to fall back on stories that draw on truth, valour and

perseverance. What better way to do that than to recreate the saga of our beloved Chachaii, Shri
Surendra Nath Jauhar, Faquir, on August 13. The ages of ardent aspiration that has brought us all
together to do the Divine's work began with a single aspiration which was reignited through an
offering of ‘bhajans’, recitations and stories about his life. A series of his photographs were livened up
with tales highlighting his compassion, contrariness, connect and above all, his sense of surrender.

The annual School magazine, Navchetna 2020 was released by Tara Didi to mark the momentous
occasion. Through an inspiring speech, Tara Didi urged the students to continue the journey towards
‘New Consciousness’ with sincerity and ardour.

VAN MAHOTSAVA, AUGUST 13

VGn-Maho’rscvo was observed on August 13, with
a tree plantation drive. The children participated
in the plantation activities at their respective places
owing to pandemic related restrictions. They were
made aware of the importance of maintaining bio-
diversity and nurturing the plants and trees through
online classes of the Environmental Club.

To mark the day, tree plantation was carried out on
the school campus, wherein beloved Tara Didi,
Officiating Principal, Vice-Principal, teachers and the
staff-members participated enthusiastically while
maintaining social distance. The highlight of the day
was the pitter patter sound of continuous showers.
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The saplings included seven different varieties namely, ‘Apple Ber, Chiku, Litchi, Papri, Chandani,
Kaner and Cut Sagwan’. The saplings were planted in different areas of the school as per their
sun/shade and water requirements. Tree saplings were selected in such a way that they would be able
to play a role in attracting pollinators like butterflies, birds and bees.

SRI AUROBINDQ'S BIRTHDAY AND
INDEPENDENCE DAY, AUGUST 14

'His soul was all in front like a great sea
Flooding the mind and body like waves'

As the waves of the notes created by the flute recitals rendered by the students of MIS floated to fill
the crevices of the mind, it was as though the dawn of independence merged with the birth of the
seer, Sri Aurobindo. It was not a mere coincidence, as Sri Aurobindo has said, but destiny. Sri
Aurobindo's birthday and the Independence Day was marked on August 14 through a Special
Assembly. Students recited poems written by the great poet, nationalist and seer and danced to the
tune of ‘Vande Mataram’. Aditya Pramar and Bhavit Chopra, students of class 12, recounted Sri
Aurobindo's ‘Call to the Youth’ to prepare themselves for the life of the spirit and dedicate themselves
to greater ideals and the work of transformation. Nation building is not just a catchphrase, the students
affirmed, but a sacrifice and a determination.
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| t was once said that instead of worrying about what you cannot control, shift your energy to what you
can create. Going with this thought, on 20th August, The Mother's International School held its first
ever virtual Inter-house Mathematics Quiz for Classes 9 and 10 for the academic session 2020-21.
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Perfection House Team
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The quiz comprised a total of seven rounds, with questions based on logical reasoning, sequences
and series, everyday math, directions and the classic round on famous mathematicians. The rounds
were based on rapid fire, pouncing, bidding and picture association. The questions aimed at
encouraging the students to think uniquely, logically and creatively.

Though all teams made an excellent effort, it was the Perfection House which secured the first position
with Truth House in the second place, followed by Aspiration House in the third place.

ALICE- ONLINE MOOT COURT, AUGUST 21

lice in Wonderland, the well-loved tale was transformed

info a legal case in a sequel where Alice was framed of
a charge and tried in the court. Llegal Studies students of
Class 12 gave life to this legal case of Alice in Wonderland-
Mock Trial written by Heather Gascoigne. It was done in the
form of @ moot court. A moot court is a co-curricular activity
at many law schools where participants take part in
simulated court or arbitration proceedings, usually involving
drafting memorials or memoranda and participating in oral
argument.

In this innovative way of doing an online moot court , Alice
was framed of a charge to have caused
disruption in the Wonderland and of
chewing rotten cookies. All the students
were dressed as various characters such
as Cheshire cat, white rabbit, queen of
hearts, Mad Hatter and of course Alice
herself. The defendants and plaintiffs
questioned the various witnesses and the
judgement was awarded in favour of

Alice and she was proven to be not guilty. Humanities Students of Class 11 and 12 along with many
teachers were present to watch this rather spectacular court proceeding on Zoom.
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INTRA-SECTION POETRY RECITATION FESTIVAL, AUGUST

The Intra-section Poetry Recitation Festival was organised as part of the English Literary Week. This was
held on the 6th and 7th of August in Class 6 and on the 27th and 28th of August in class 7.

Students selected poems of their choice for recitation in class. They chose humorous, meaningful and
narrative poems. A few students preferred to recite self-composed verse. The range of poems covered
varied from R.L.Stevenson to Robert Frost and modern children's writers. After each poem was
presented, the class shared their observations on the poem. While some had a moral lesson, others
were witty or had stories and legends in verse.

Students explored the vocabulary and rhyme in the poems. The students had learnt the poems by heart
and made great effort to liven up their recitation with props and puppets. Feedback was given after
each recitation, based on voice modulation, expressiveness, pronunciation, clarity. The students
enjoyed appreciating poetry and its craft in a delightful manner.

THE ASIAN PARLIAMENTARY DEBATE, AUGUST 28

he Asian Parliamentary Debate was conducted “a

by the lyceum forum, on the motion 'THBT A .
absolute freedom of speech and expression will  SIEEISIRE B FREER ez 6 ol NI
obstruct national security'. The Proposition and the |EEEEREIA -r".--r
Opposition, each consisted of 3 members, from i R

Classes 11 and 12. Both sides advanced powerful
and passionate speeches justifying their stance. The
Proposition highlighted the fact that absolute
freedom will obstruct and harm national security and
lead to societal disharmony, with the misuse and
over exploitation of the rights.

.'.,'.HI

The Opposition, in response, highlighted the importance of freedom for citizens and society as a
whole, the role of freedom in curbing abuse of power by the government and keeping it in check,
encouraging intellectual debate and discussion as well as protecting the security and the voice of the
common man.

The judges for the day included renowned social entrepreneur and research student, Mr. Vibhor
Mathur and Ms. Shravangi Nag Lanka, a 3rd year law student, who has participated in and won
many national and international Moot competitions. They provided insightful critique to the
participants as well as valuable and meaningful advice for their future endeavours.

The event concluded with the Proposition being declared the winner and the title of the best speaker
being awarded to Rhea Rinwa.
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MINET: INTER-SCHOOL COMPUTER FESTIVAL,
SEPTEMBER T & 2

he programming event, organised over Hackerrank — a popular platform for developer

competitions, was conducted on both the days, where participants were given numerous
labyrinthine obstacles, which they overcame through sheer wit and logic. The first prize was secured
by DPS, Mathura Road.

This year's event included several competitions in which students from several school showed
enthusiastic participation. The programming event, 'Hackerrank', was won by DPS, Mathura Road;
'Group Discussion' was won by DPS, RK Puram, who held the same title for the 'CryptX' event, the
Design event (its counterpart, the Pitching event was won by DPS Noida) and the filmmaking event
organised by MINET Lens. A quiz and a crossword event were also held, won by Bal Bharti Public
School and Amity School respectively. DPS, Vasant Kunj emerged victorious in the photography event
and the gaming event. DPS, Dwarka dominated the Surprise event at X, as well as the exclusive event
'Make', in which only a select few teams took part.

INTRA-SECTION STORYTELLING FESTIVAL,
SEPTEMBER 3 & 4

An Intra-section storytelling session for Class 8 was conducted where students narrated stories from
Indian mythology, Jataka Tales, Panchantatra and Akbar and Birbal. Some students even chose
to share self- composed stories. While some stories were reflective, some reinforced moral values.
Feedback was given on the basis of facial expression, voice modulation and overall impact. It was an
interactive session which was thoroughly enjoyed by the students.

INVESTITURE CEREMONY, SEPTEMBER 4

‘Vasudaiva Kutumbakam' was the theme for the
Investiture Ceremony this year. Days of
deliberations and preparations culminated in the
solemn ceremony on this day. The whole school
came together as one family when grandparents
or eldest members of the family invested their
grandchildren with a sense of commitment and
leadership, as they pinned the badges
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symbolising the students' responsibilities as leaders of
the school. House colours were displayed vibrantly on
the screen as House Captains and Vice Captains
represented the qualities of their respective Houses. The
Officiating Principal administered the oath wherein the
students promised to uphold the values of The Mother's
International School and abide by the school's motto,
'More true, forever more true.'

TEACHERS’ DAY CELEBRATIONS, SEPTEMBER 5

A virtual assembly was presented by the students
on September 5 to mark the Teachers' Day. The
day began with a ‘bhajan’, an invocation dance
and recitations. It was after this that the main cultural
event started, which was in the form of a television
special titled “Teachers' Day Live”. The show was
managed by a team of comperes who introduced
and handled transitions between the events. A skit
followed by various dances, instrumental music,
vocal music and numerous speeches expressing
gratitude to the teachers were put up. At the end, a
vote of thanks concluded the show. Following this,
student teachers took virtual classes, engaging the
junior classes through interactive games.

The teachers received e-cards with personalised
messages written for them by the students of Classes
6-12. The messages were sent anonymously, but
each and every one wholly expressed what the
students felt. It is often said that the sense of gratitude
makes every experience a fulfilling one, and as the
students put on their sarees and suits at home to
record themselves while they sang and danced, it
seemed they had grasped the underlying meaning.
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TAQREER BY GIRL UP MIS, SEPTEMBER 6

Girl Up MIS organised ‘Tagreer’, a virtual extempore and turncoat debate competition. Tagreer
aimed at providing a platform for participants to share different opinions, spread awareness on
gender issues and build confidence in the students when it comes to public speaking. The event was
divided into 2 categories:-

Category A: An Extempore Event for Classes 9 and 10
Category B: A Turncoat Debate for Classes 11 and 12

For Category A, each speaker was provided with a quote 15 minutes before his or her speech. These
quotes were centred around feminism, gender, and gender equality. The event was judged by members
from the MIS alumni.- Aparajita Chaudhari and Ishita Phuloria. As the judges deliberated, a moderated
and fruitful discussion took place between the participants on the various topics they spoke about. The
first and second positions were secured by Risha Srinivas (X-D) and L. Lakhmishree (IX-B) respectively.

For Category B, each speaker was provided with their motion 2 days in advance and these motions
were also centered around feminism and gender equality. The judges for the event included Yash
Kumbhat, a student of literature at Harvard College and MIS alumnus, Aparna Shankar, who s
currently studying Public Policy and French at Princeton University. The participants and judges also
indulged in a passionate discussion involving the themes during the event. The first and second
positions were secured by Rima Singh (XII-F) and DevyaniTripathy (XI-A) respectively.

DESIGN WITH A DIFFERENCE, SEPTEMBER 7

design workshop - Design with a Difference was conducted by Ms. Shubhagata Mittal, an
alumna of The Mother's International School and a Design graduate. Select Students from
Classes 10, 12 attended the workshop which was conducted on a virtual platform. The students got an




informative, beautiful insight info pursuing design as a career option. This workshop not only covered
design as a subject but also provided a new perspective to Design through various activities.

It was heartening to see the overwhelming response of the students attending the workshop.
Shubhagata's in-depth knowledge and passion for Design provided a source of inspiration and
encouragement to all the participants of the workshop.

INTER-HOUSE ONLINE GEO- MAP QUIZ,

SEPTEMBER 8 AND 11

his online quiz was hosted for the first time to

encourage map study. This year the theme,
'Biodiversity' was chosen from UNEP. 48
participants took part in the quiz. Quiz masters
Aishi, Ananya, Aditya and Siddharth Kurur
were trained for the day. The map marking
round was made live where participants could
point out the places on the displayed map. This
was a new introduction this year. The logo for
this quiz was selected after holding a
competition. Anoushka Rathee of 10-A
designed the beautiful Ganges Dolphin
(critically endangered).

The quiz was conducted through separate
rounds for the seniors and the juniors. The
former had rounds such as 'Marine and
Freshwater Biodiversity', 'The Green World',
'Wildlife Endangered' and 'Conservation of
Biodiversity. The latter was given rounds such as
'Forest Types', 'Unique Plants', 'Biodiversity
Hotspots' and 'Biodiversity Conservation'.

Maximum student involvement in a joyful
learning process was the purpose of the quiz
and it was well achieved. Senior students were
given a chance to improve their organisational
skills.Truth House consisting of Shiv Arya (9E),
Aryan Goel (10D), and Hana Chopra (10E)
stood first, the Sincerity House team consisting
of Risha Srinivas (10D), L. Lakshmishree (9B),
and Ishaan Suri (9A) stood second.
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WORLD OZONE DAY, SEPTEMBER 16

To mark the celebration of the World Ozone Day 2020, online competitions were organised for the
students of Classes VI-IX. Awareness message was rallied across the students, parents, faculty and
staff on the day to take everyone onboard for contributing toward sprotecting ozone layer for the present
as well as future generations.

Online competitive activities were planned around the theme of this year entitled, “Ozone for Life:
35years of ozone layer protection”. Activities were integrated across the thematic areas exhibiting the
hues of art, language and science. Awareness message on the World Ozone Day was reinforced by the
two online competitions namely, (i) Slogan Writing (English and Hindi) and (ii) Cartoon Making.

The participants were appreciated for their efforts and enthusiasm and the two best entries in each of the
categories were selected for awards. E-certificates were given to the winning students. The message
conveyed through the slogans and cartoons was loud and clear that Ozone is crucial for our life and we
must protect it for our future generations.

CONSTITUTION QUIZ, SEPTEMBER 21

he first edition of The Mother's International School's Constitution Quiz was held on 21st September.

It celebrated the contribution of Gandhiji, the father of our nation, on his 15 1st birth anniversary and
Dr BR Ambedkar, the father of the Indian Constitution towards making of the Constitution of India, which
has been enacted upon since 26th January 1950. The themes for this year were 'The Constitution of
India', 'Revolt of 1857", 'Gandhiji' and 'Current Affairs' based on politics. Our alumni member and
former Cultural Secretary, Megh Mazumdar, was the quizmaster for the event. Five teams from classes 9
and 10 participated in the quiz comprising 24 questions, following an infinite pounce and bounce
format. All participants showed enthusiastic participation and were thorough with the topics given.

The team ‘Hist Quizzers’ comprising Shreeyansh Pujari (10E), Dhara Mittal (9E) and Samanvit Teegela
(9E) emerged as the winners.

Q.6.
* Mahatma Gandhi spent the last 5 months of his life
at the Birla Bhavan as a guest of the Birla family.
He 1.-5{_35 assassinated here after during a prayer
meeting.

» The Birla House, situated at Albuguerque Road
was later purchased by the Government of India
and converted into Gandhi Smriti, a museum
commemorating Mahatma Gandhi's life and
teachings.

- Albuguerque Road was also renamed to a very
specific reference to Mahatma Gandhi's
assassination. What name do we know
Albuquergue Road by today?
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SPECIAL ASSEMBLY: HONESTY HOUSE, SEPTEMBER 23

A special assembly titled 3TcT: 2TTfcT on the theme of 'Peace’ was organised by Honesty House on 23rd
September. It is one of the 12 virtues of The Mother's Symbol. The theme of peace was chosen because
it is becoming more and more relevant in present times as the world continues to unravel countless
complexities with each passing day. The assembly started out with the display of an art piece depicting
'peace’ made by Diva Sarvagya of Xll alongside the Mother's music playing softly in the background
followed by the Shanti Mantra. Samhitha Sankar of Class XII recited 'Nirvana', a poem by Sri
Aurobindo after which the bhajan 'Sur Ki Gati' was sung by four students of Class XI - Prabhnoor Kaur,
Aditi Solanki, Madhushree Singh and Sneha Rao. Students ranging from Classes VIl to Xll indulged the
audience in a variety of recitations in English, Hindi, Sanskrit and French in between each
performance. A soothing Violin recital by Bhavit Chopra (Honesty House Captain Boy) on Vaishnav
Janto was performed to display the serenity that comes with achieving peace from within. A
contemporary solo dance performance was choreographed and performed by Mehek Singh (Honesty
House Captain Girl) depicting the complex process of introspection and the freedom found at the end of
it which is like a light at the end of a tunnel. Next, a documentary made by the students of Honesty
House was shown. It consisted of an introductory video with pictures and short clips of the school
campus along with a voice over by Bhavit Chopra who recited a piece on the ever enchanting
experience of peace written by Dhriti Vatsyayan of Class XlI followed by a few recitations in English and
Hindi. The ending of the introductory film posed a question to the students and teachers of the House on
'what peace meant to them' and was followed by their answers. The documentary was concluded by
displaying powerful and impactful quotes on peace by prominent figures of the world meant to widen
the audience's understanding of this topic. The assembly concluded with a gentle yet impactful group
dance performance to the recitation of 'The Self's Infinity' by Sri Aurobindo which was recited by
Bhavit Chopra. A total of 15 dancers from Classes VI to Xl took part in the captivating performance
choreographed by Mehek Singh and Palakh Khanna of Class Xl depicting the deep wisdom
embedded in the words of Sri Aurobindo in the form of movements from Kathak and Contemporary
Dance. The assembly kept the audience captivated and provided a lot of food for thought.

REMEMBERING THE MAHATMA: GANDHI JAYANT]
CELEBRATIONS, OCTOBER 1

Amids’r the gloom and anxiety of living through a pandemic, we need a source of inspiration to
survive more than ever. Remembering our great leaders is one such way of doing that. In that
tune, MIS celebrated the 151st birth anniversary of Mahatma Gandhi through a virtual assembly on
1st October. The Assembly was put together through a mosaic of performances, all filled with the life
messages of our beloved Bapu.

Students from Classes VI-XIl participated in the programme and enriched it with their talented recitals,
songs, skits and art. The faith prayers underlined the very important message of syncretism and the
oneness of the ultimate reality. It was inspired from Bapu's own prayer meetings in which all religions
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were given equal space and importance. Important events from Bapu's life were narrated through art
highlighting his journey from being Gandhi to becoming the Mahatma. The preparation of the
Assembly leading up to the final performance was an opportunity to re-engage with the life of
Mahatma Gandhi.
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TALK SERIES BY DR ALOK PANDEY, SEPTEMBER-DECEMBER

s a part of faculty enrichment, a series of talk- sessions

by Dr Alok Pandey are organized on a regular basis
through the virtual platform. The talks are followed by a
question-and-answer session.

These highly engaging sessions included discussions on
topics such as 'An aimless life is a miserable life.' and
'How to bring in and sustain an aim in our lives?' on
September 23, 'How can one convert adversity into an
opportunity2' on October 6.

The session on 27th October was organised for parents of Classes 9-12 on the topic 'Strengthening
the world within to face the world outside'. Other topics included 'How to encourage excellence in
students?' on December 1, 'Hope, Peace, Calm and Acceptance are indispensable states of
behaviour and being- How do we sustain them?' on December 15.

SPECIAL ASSEMBLY: TRUTH HOUSE, NOVEMBER 9

he Truth House Assembly for the year 2020 was on the theme of 'Generosity'. The assembly started
with a ‘bhajan’ encapsulating the essence of generosity which was followed by empowering
recitations, including words by The Mother.

A beautiful flute recital by Aditya Pankaj set the tone for the rest of the assembly which was then
followed by a fusion dance- including Indian and Western Classical dance forms.
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Following the dance, a few members of the MIS family, including teachers and students, shared
beautiful instances of generosity that they have witnessed or experienced during their time at school.

The assembly concluded with an emotional note on generosity penned by Ms. Soumi Das and recited
by the House Captain, Siddhayak Goyal.

INTER-HOUSE GK QUIZ, NOVEMBER 11

he Inter-house General Knowledge Quiz for Classes 9 to 12 was held on

11th November. on the Zoom App and live streamed on MS Teams. The
preliminary round was held on 3rd November where in three top scorers
from each House made it to the Finals.
The quiz was organised by four students
of Class 12: Siddhayak Goyal, Achal
Gupta, Kush Pokhariyal and Pratik
Shanker. At the end of 24 challenging
questions, the Truth House team
comprising Aabir Dutt, Shiv Arya and

Nysha Puri were declared the Runners-
up. The Honesty House team comprising
Keshav Saib, Sushmit Gupta and Ansh
Madan emerged as the winning team.
Students of Classes 9 to 12 attended the
event.

CHILDREN'S DAY CELEBRATIONS, NOVEMBER 11

his year, the Mother's Blossoms, the alumni

association of the school, organised online
events for the Children's Day celebrations. The
batch of 1996 came together to give back to its
alma mater. The programme aimed at awakening
the inner child in everyone. The students of Classes
6 to 8 were charmed by a Magic Show and
inferaction with performers on magic tricks
presented by 'Kal-Aakaar Collective', an Indian
collaboration of artists and performers.

Students of Classes 9-12 were equally entertained by a fascinating performance of internationally
acclaimed shadow grapher, Drew Colby, who wove an expansive world with just his hands, a light, and
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a rich imagination. Whether it be rabbits, dogs,
camels, or cowboys — the unique art form kept the
audience engaged and in awe of the artist.
Following his performance, Mr. Colby interacted
with the children by offering insightful answers to
the many questions that arose from the students.

Despite the adverse circumstances we face this
year, the children of the MIS family were able to
come together virtually, and beautifully to recreate
the same atmosphere of joy that they know and
love.

DIWALI CELEBRATIONS, NOVEMBER 12

Special Assembly was conducted on

November 12 to celebrate the festival that not
only marks the victory of good over evil, but also
gives us all an opportunity to celebrate a new light,
one that grows within our hearts. Starting with the
‘bhajans’, the recitations followed, highlighting the ﬂﬂ f
importance of dispelling pollution alongside
dispelling darkness. This was followed by vibrant L_- thi"""' ¥
joyful dance. By the means of a thought-provoking
play and mono-acting, the students reminded the
audience of the alarming consequences of bursting crackers and the urgency to refrain from it. The
programme ended with instrumental music.

MISMUN, NOVEMBER 19-20

ISMUN is the annual student-driven Model

United Nations event that takes place over a
course of two days. It is an event that seeks to ' Ananya Kapoor
simulate various deliberations at the United Secretary General
Nations, and encourages all participants to Chairperson of
debate, write, hone their researching skills and ECOFIN
engage in problem-solving by thinking out of the
box. Awards are given to outstanding participants
and delegates. This year, the conventions simulated were 'The International Press', 'The Economic and
Financial Affairs Council', 'All India Political Parties Meet' and 'The United Nations Security Council'.
Each event had prizes, including Verbal Mentions.
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SIDDHI DAY, DARSHAN DAY, NOVEMBER 24

“For this one moment lived the ages past;
The world now throbs fulfilled in me at last."

November 24 began with soothing instrumental
music and soft melodies. Followed by the familiar
sounds of the school choir, singing 'Namo
Namaste Sri Aurobindo’, the school celebrated
Siddhi Day. A video of students recounting the
events of the day and its significance was played.
A student recited the poem 'Krishna' by Sri
Aurobindo, as Sanghita Das of Class 12 rendered the essence through the free flowing language of
dance. The assembly concluded with the sounds of the prayer ‘Om Namo Bhagawate'. The blissful aura
of Sri Krishna lingered in the hearts of the teachers and the students, as the morning classes resumed.

' ¢ & & A

SANSKRIT QUIZ, NOVEMBER 26

A quiz was organised by the Sanskrit

Department on Sanskrit language and
literature. Eighteen students from Classes 6-8 were
selected after a preliminary test round. There were
six rounds in the final quiz with exciting questions
based on Sanskrit literature, grammar, the Vedas I; Q
and Upanishads. | e

The first position was secured by Team 5 consisting
of Pranav Kapoor (7-E), Shambhavi Saraswat (6-C) and Anjuri Gupta (7-D) while the second position
was secured by ateam comprising Shreeya Sinha (8-E), Soumya Jain (6-D) and Sanchita Suri (7-D).

CONSTITUTION DAY ASSEMBLY, NOVEMBER 26

Seven’ry-one years ago, on November 26, : < i N AT
1949, the lengthiest and the most Bl il
comprehensive document in the world, the Indian -
constitution was adopted by the Constituent (:;Qldé'

Assembly of India. To commemorate this m“lnﬂ

significant day, Humanities students of Classes 11
and 12 put together a Special Assembly. The 45-
minute presentation provided an extremely
enriching experience to the audience.
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Highlighting the role of women leaders who are most often forgotten and confined to the dusty pages of
history in the Constituent Assembly, was an excellent idea to celebrate this day. Each speaker was very
confident and spoke with so much of conviction, that the audience was actually transported to that
historic time in Parliament. It helped us look at our Constitution with renewed respect. The comperes of the
day, Prabhnoor Kaur, Bhasvar Adlakha and Agrani led the entire assembly in a very graceful manner.

The event began with the recitation of the Preamble. It was followed by eight powerful speeches, given
by the students who represented the women members of the Constituent Assembly. The concluding part
included recapitulating the Fundamental Duties.

In the end, the national song, ‘Vande Mataram’, was sung by K Sirisha Sarma, with the National flag
set against the backdrop of the infinite sky, a symbol of tribute to the vastness of this beautiful country.

SPECIAL ASSEMBLY: SINCERITY HOUSE, DECEMBER 3

Sincerity in thoughts
Sincerity of thoughts
Sincerity in purpose
Sincerity in action
The rock that stood solid

The tide that lashed it The students and teachers put together a

The strength beautiful compilation inspired by 'Courage’,

Of the Supreme one of the virtues in the Mother's symbol. The
That stood

virtue of courage was expressed in many ways
and forms, through words, dance and artistic
interpretation.

The courage
To take it forward.
The courage to keep
The courage to believe
Courage to remain resolute
Despite the turbulence
The courage to sustain
The courage to display courage.

SRI AUROBINDO'S MAHASAMADHI DAY, DECEMBER 5

'To Thee who hast been the material envelope of m
our Master, to Thee our infinite gratitude..."

Every year, on the Mahasamadhi Day of Sri
Aurobindo, a special assembly is held in the
Ashram grounds adjoining the Samadhi. It is a

day when each member of the MIS family and its ' - R
extended family sit in the Samadhi grounds in ! 3 3 ﬁ

reflective silence, and absorb the surrounding
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peace and tranquillity. This year was no different.
Even in our homes, the essence and importance of
the occasion was felt by each member of the
extended family through the online platform.

The students of MIS paid homage to Sri Aurobindo
through various ‘bhajans’, recitations, prayers and
a dance performance dedicated to him. Members
of the Mother's Blossoms also took the initiative to
make an offering through a dance choreography.
The solemn assembly brought together glimpses from Sri Aurobindo's life and literary works. Rare
video clips of Pondicherry were shown and audio recording in the Mother's voice was shared.

The assembly concluded with a prayer. Each one took back with him or her the important message: Let
us seek truth and let that truth guide our lives.

SCIENCE DAY, DECEMBER 9

S cience Day was organised for the students of the :
middle school. The celebrations started with a , >
Virtual Assembly. The highlights included showcasing '
wonders of Science, the achievements of Nobel Prize
winners of the year 2020 and the contributions of
Indian scientists in various fields. The Assembly ended
on a very positive note, conveyed through a song on
the theme of 'Conservation of water'.

The various events were organised keeping in mind

the objectives of integrating fun with learning, innovative thinking, encouraging scientific enquiry,
creative and out of the box idea promotion and a stress-free interactive learning. A large number of
students participated with great enthusiasm.

Students of each class submitted their work through e-mail or the links provided by their respective
teachers in the Zoom meeting. The work of the students was compiled and shared on the day of the
event. During the interactions, the teachers in-charge appreciated the efforts and innovative ideas
displayed by the students.

Events such as 'Science Toons', 'Ad-Zap' and 'Limerick' were organised for students in Classes 6 and
7, while events such as 'Sci-Cons, 'Role-Play' and 'Fun with Science- Different Hands-on Activities' were
organised for students of Class 8.

INTERNATIONAL HUMAN RIGHTS DAY, DECEMBER 10

Special Assembly was organised by the students of Class 11 to mark the significance of the
International Human Rights Day on December 10, on the theme- 'Recover Better- Stand up for
Human Rights.' The assembly began with a song, ‘Only the Young’, helping transition the theme from
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last year to this year. This was followed by recitations and a song, urging the audience to strive towards
the development of the susceptible groups throughout the world by the means of spreading awareness
and the spirit of brotherhood.

The videos and the documentaries shed light on the importance of being aware of our human rights, for
it is only the names, dates and locations that change but the fact that these rights are frequently
violated, remains universal and constant. This was followed by a short yet informative quiz covering the
various aspects of rights. The students then took a pledge to raise their voice against the violation of
others' rights apart from that of their own.

SPECIAL ASSEMBLY: GRATITUDE HOUSE, DECEMBER 11

he Gratitude House celebrated the theme of 'Goodness', one of the virtues depicted in The

Mother's symbol. The assembly highlighted the innate goodness present in each one and how
selfless acts of goodness can create waves of happiness. The songs, recitations, dances and personal
experiences shared by students showcased that acts of benevolence can help transform us from within
and change the winter of our apathy into a glorious spring of goodness.

CHRISTMAS SPECIAL ASSEMBLY, DECEMBER 24

his year's virtual Christmas assembly was put

up amidst the unprecedented and unusual
pandemic situation. The MIS inaugurated ‘The First
Noel” in unclouded resplendence with scenes from
a holiday season that shone incandescent in dark
times. The programme began with the students of
Class 6, singing ‘Heal The World" to set the tenor
of unifying global community with shared love.

Next, a reading of an excerpt from ‘The Old
Testament’, and Maya Angelou's ‘Amazing Peace’
aired Christmas amity and quietude, followed by
Sanghamitra Ma'am's address to the Assembly
encapsulating the spirit of Noel.

A film on the gladdening nature of the festival,
perceptively conceptualised and presented by
'Fitoor' — the Theatre Club of MIS, was much
appreciated. This was interspersed with joyous,
canorous carols.

The programme concluded with Santa's surprise visit to MIS. Santa Claus walking through corridors,
entering the class rooms with gifts in hand, playfully romping in the jungle gym were some of the
enduring visuals.
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SPECIAL ASSEMBLY: ASPIRATION HOUSE, JANUARY 16, 2021

“Courage isn't having the strength to go on — it is going on when you don't have strength.”

A Special Assembly was presented by the students and teachers of Aspiration House on January 16 on
the theme of 'Courage'. It was chosen keeping in mind the situation of global pandemic and
nationwide lockdown, and how we as individuals chose to be courageous by moving on each day
despite daily life being disrupted by countless hurdles. The assembly showcased expressive and
mesmerising pieces of art and dance. The 'bhajans' and instrumental compositions displayed the
brilliance and the proficiency of the members. A new addition, the art-poetry collaborations were truly
magpnificent and very innovative. It ended with an important message: courage can have different
meanings for different people, and no matter the size of the gesture, having courage and giving it to
others is what matters in the end.

The seniors with their wisdom and the juniors with their exuberant enthusiasm made the assembly
beautiful and meaningful. The assembly would not have been as impactful and well-centered without
the hard work of the skillful editors. Lastly, the House teachers served as a constant source of motivation
and support while the performances were digitally compiled.

HINDI KAVITA VAACHAN, JANUARY 19

he Hindi Department organised 'Kavita Vaachan' on

January 19. This activity was held for the students of Class 8.
They participated with enthusiasm and displayed commendable
linguistic skills and poetic appreciation. Recitation of famous
poems composed by well-known Indian poets was also
undertaken.

Some of them picked themes on very sensitive issues -female
foeticide, girl child, child labour etc. Students presented their
poems with appropriate expressions and voice modulation.

SHRI ANIL KUMAR JAUHAR'S BIRTHDAY CELEBRATIONS,
JANUARY 20

n January 20, 2021, our school hosted an assembly celebrating the life of Shri Anil Kumar
Jauhar, who played a fundamental role in the institution's journey as its former Chairman. The
assembly began with gentle but impactful quotes recited by the students, accompanied with soft,
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serene music and pictures of Shri Anilji. The words
were book ended by harmonious melodies of familiar
morning 'bhajans' and an orchestral piece combining
the notes on violin and beats on the tabla.

The Officiating Principal, Ms. Milan Mala Sarin then
took the opportunity to welcome our Chief Guest,
Dr. Pulkit Sharma, renowned clinical psychologist and
spiritual counsellor, who graciously consented to share
his thoughts on the theme 'Giving Wings to your
Dreams'. He spoke eloquently on how students can
give shape to their dreams and realise them. In the next
segment of the session, the audience posed questions
on the topic to Dr. Sharma, who answered them by
giving examples close to the students' lives, which
helped deepen their understanding.

NATIONAL VOTERS' DAY: SHAPING OUR TOMORROW,

JANUARY 25

he students of Class 11 took the

lead to help shape a better future
on January 25, 2021 through a
Special Assembly to celebrate
National Voters' Day and Republic
Day. The students reminded the
audience of the power vested in their
hands and also of their duty to build
the nation that they aspire for, by
making judicious use of the Right to
Vote.

The students took a pledge and promised to uphold the democratic traditions of the country in future by
ensuring maximum participation through informed and ethical voting, while encouraging others to do

the same.

The real significance of the Republic Day was emphasised upon by the students as they highlighted
January 26 as more than just a day of celebration, but also a day that was a result of immense struggle
and countless sacrifices. At the end, the moving lyrics and strains of 'Ae Watan' filled everyone's

hearts with great pride in their beautiful motherland.
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ANNUAL ART EXHIBITION 2020-21, JANUARY 26

he Annual Art Exhibition, a regular feature of the School, was inaugurated virtually this year on
January 26. The exhibition showcased the beautitul diversity of artistic and creative endeavours of
students of Classes 6—12 through the year. Artwork entries of the students were collected through
Google Forms. Photographs of final artworks were selected by the Art teachers for the virtual
exhibition. Under the guidance of the Art Teachers, the exhibition was compiled and designed by a

team of students of Art, Design and MINET Club.

A link to the exhibition was
shared with parents and
students for an enhanced
universal experience.
Everyone who journeyed
through the exhibition,
appreciated the artistic
pursuits of the students. The
exhibition was a veritable
journey through creative
accomplishments.

HOLOCAUST REMEMBRANCE DAY, JANUARY 29

emembrance is an emotional experience but when it involves recall of painful and tragic events of

historical enormity, it also becomes a process of encouraging resilience against intolerance,
invoking awareness through the tool of education, allowing responsiveness to the past, and building a
more inclusive future. One event of such enormity is the Holocaust. To mark the memory of the
Holocaust, the United Nations in India, UNESCO India, Embassy of Israel, Embassy of Germany and
Alliance Francaise de Delhi and other diplomatic missions in India partnered its annual
commemoration through an interactive session with students of the NPSC schools on January 29,. Mr.
Rajiv Chandran, moderator and Officer-in-Charge, United Nations Information Centre, opened the
session with the clear aim and objective of the programme: to educate the future generations about the
horrors of the Holocaust and to ensure that history does not repeat such acts of genocide, ever again.
The event was attended by students of history from senior classes.

SPECIAL ASSEMBLY: PERFECTION HOUSE, FEBRUARY 4

“Be grateful for all ordeals, they are the shortest way to the Divine.” — The Mother

Being grateful for everyday things and towards people is critical to happiness. This difficult time
taught all of us to expand our gratitude manifold. When you have to do more for yourself, you
realise how much you typically rely on those around you—and how meaningful their specialised skills
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and contributions are. The students and teachers of Perfection House put together a beautiful
compilation inspired by this virtue in The Mother's symbol- Gratitude.

The virtue of gratitude was expressed in many ways and forms: through words, thought, dance, music
and artistic interpretation. Students presented 'Ganesh Vandana', 'Bhajan’, 'instrumental music',
recitations in Hindi, English, Sanskrit and French and inputs from students about “What they are
grateful for!”

ASHRAM FOUNDATION DAY, FEBRUARY 12

he MIS celebrated the Foundation Day of Sri Aurobindo Ashram — Delhi Branch, in spiritual

observance that echoed the institution's rich purpose. The day was led off by students singing
'bhajans', lyrically and symbolically encapsulating the significance of the day. Next, a video with
narration chronicled the purpose, history and events that make this a special occasion. Pictures and
messages from The Mother and Sri Aurobindo were contextualized in the trajectory of the Ashram's
tranquil yet munificent journey. A spirited performance by the orchestra formed a part of the vibrant
celebrations.

Finally, the current Students” Council gracefully passed on the responsibility of leading and guiding the
student community to the newly elected Students' Council 2021-22, in a solemn handing-over ceremony.

THE MOTHER'S BIRTHDAY CELEBRATIONS, AN
OFFERING OF DEVOTIONAL SONGS, FEBRUARY 20

he Mother's International School celebrated the 143rd birth anniversary of The Mother virtually

through an offering of devotional songs. The students held the audience spell-bound with soulful
songs interspersed with recitations, instrumental compositions and a dance presentation based on
lines from Sri Aurobindo's epic, 'Savitri'.

Videos of The Mother's balcony ‘Darshan’ and the spiritual significance of flowers along with Her rare
pictures and spiritual paintings were not only a visual treat but also a special way of connecting to Her
intimately and reaffirming Sri Aurobindo's words, 'She is indeed always present...." And that her
loving guidance and grace surround us, always.
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I W(ON AT INTER-SC

HO0L COMPETITIONG

>ENGLISH

Melio Storytelling Challenge

Essay writing competition organised by CMS

Fitvaran, an Environment and Wildhfe
International Film Festival and Fornm

Melio Spelling Bee Challenge

Essay Writing Competition-Technika 2020
Cambridge School, Indirapuram

Goenkan Grandeur Literary Event
G, Goenka, Vasant Kuanj

Times Scholar programme organised by
thie Timies of India

Art Poetica- Inverse Rhapsody
DPFS R.K.Puram

Paricharcha Debate- Ridge Valley School
GEHLU Debate, Dehradun

Vasant Valley Speakers' Forum 2021
Maxploratorium- Battle of Wirnds
Inter-schonl Debate Competition

Maxfort School, Pitampura

Tinkerfest- Article Writing
Apeejay School, Panchsheel Park

Meher Aggarwal- VI A

Yash- VIII B
Vishnuvardhan Batabyal -
XIB

Anva Gupta— VIl B

Sushiana Sondhi- VI E

Shreeva Sinha -VIIE

Aanva Khurana- X111 D

Shambhavi Towan- VI E

Anou=hka Sinha- X1 A
Samhitha Sankar XIT A

Dy Chhgbra- V11 E
Hoshika Gupta- IX A

Abhishek Bhattacharya - VIl
Roshit Chakrabort- VI D

Nitva Gupta- VI €
Shambhast Tiwan- VI E
Shreeva Sinha- VI E
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»FRENCH

Poster Making Contest on ‘Air’
Francophonie 2021

Video making National Level Competition
on Francophonie on Environment in French

‘Mélange’ La publicité - Promouvoir
un produit Birla Vidya Niketan

Grandeur Literary event
G.D. Goenka School

Inaya Majumdar- VI B
Samriddhi Sood- VI C

Suhashini Sanyal- X E
Srijan Soham- X D

Netra Kapoor- VIII C

French Poetry Competition:

Abha Sharma- VI D
Ad- Mad World:
Samaira Kapoor- [X D

Made it to the top 20
posters in the all India
competition

1st Position
2nd Position

2nd Position

2nd Position

1st Position

Smaira




»COMPUTER SCOIENGCE

HAYWIRE-3.0 - Hackathon
Mount Carmel School, Dwarka

Geek @ Hertz
St. Marks Senior Secondary Public
School, Meera Bagh

MIS Team won the
Overall First Position

Annual Computer Symposium CODE
2020- KEYNOTE
Apeejay School, Noida

C.O.R.E - DPS, Dwarka

Byte.I'T- BalBharati Public School,
Pitampura

Arhaan Bahadur -XII C
Aditya Pramar - XII D

Design. APK:
Videep Ekbote - X B
Akshat Jain - XI C

Hackathon:

Siddhayak Goyal - XII B
Arhaan Bahadur - XII C
Hrijul Chauhan - XII C
Riva Sarkar - XII B

Hackathon:

Akshat Jain - XI C
Sagar Gupta - XI C
Dhimaan Prasad - X D
Risha Srinivas - X D
Manan Sarna - X D

Surprise Event:
Siddhayak Goyal- XII B
Achal Gupta - XII B

Akshat Jain- XI C
Sagar Gupta- X D
Manan Sarna- X C
Videep Ekbote - X B
Dhimaan Prasad - X D

Hackathon

Arhaan Bahadur - XII-C
Siddhayak Goyal - XII-B
Akshat Jain - XI-C
Aditya Pramar - XII-D
Riva Sarkar - XII-B

Hackathon

Arhaan BahadurXII C
Akshat Jain XI C
Siddhayak Goyal XII B
Riva Sarkar XII B
Aditya Pramar XII D
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Dynamix - Ramjas School, RKP

XINO- Hackathon- DPS Rohini

ION 2020- Hackathon- Indraprastha
School

Rootronics- Designathon
Amity International School Gurgaon,
Sector 46

Silico Battles
Ahlcon Public School, Mayur Vihar

Techathalon - Cryptic Hunt
Delhi Public School, VasantKunj

Surprise Event- Exun 2020
DPS RKP

Tech Mela- Hackathon
Bharat National Public School

Technolympics

Web Development
Arhaan Bahadur-XII C

Web Design
Siddhayak Goyal-XII B
Vishal Prabhakar-XII A
Dhimaan Prasad-X D

Cryptic Hunt
Team MINET

Overall
Team MINET

Arhaan Bahadur- XII C
Siddhayak Goyal- XII B
Aditya Pramar- XII D

Arhaan Bahadur- XII C
Aditya Pramar- XII D

Siddhayak Goyal- XII B
Arhaan Bahadur- XII C
Riva Sarkar- XII B

Designathon

Manan Sarna- X C
Akshat Jain- XI C
Dhimaan Prasad- X D
Vishal Prabhakar- XII A
Sagar Gupta- X D
Videep Ekbote- X B

Gaming
Arsh Ali Khan- XI F

Overall
Team MINET

Code Warriors
Team MINET

Siddhayak Goyal- XII B
Achal Gupta- XII B

Sagar Gupta- X D
Akshat Jain- XI C

Design
Siddhayak Goyal- XII B
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1st Position
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Quiz
Achal Gupta- XII B
Malhar Mazumdar- IX B Finals

Hardware- DPS Rohini XINO 3rd Position
Manan Sarna- 10 C

Tech Spark Quiz Malhar Mazumdar - [X B 2nd Position
Bharat National Public School, Ram Vihar  Siddhayak Goyal - XII B

| L CHAMPLONS

THE MOTHER'S
INTERNATIONAL

= o
@ SCHOOL

T W, NATEEE i, Jihl
Saprie, Mamm Jona, Fohs’ Frdbasier,
Fidrrp Lhboir

QUIZ

Amity University, Noida Kartik Sai Valluru - XII D 2nd Position
Online Engineering Innovation Quiz

Amity Youth Forum

In-Quiz-itive Shaurya Vardhan - X E Ist Position

Inter-school Quiz Competition
Cambridge Foundation School

CCCC Cryptic Crossword Contest Vijval Ekbote - XI C 3rd Position
Harshul Sagar-XII B

All India Senior Quiz Sushmit Gupta - XTI A Ist Position

Organised by Quizcraft
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>» MATHEMATICS

Anveshan and Mathemania-2020
Inter-school Science and Math

Mathematical
Symphonies

Competition Gyan Bharti School Arnav Gupta- X D

»YOGA

Nioma Chabbra - VIIT A
Madhushree Singh — X D
Himanshu Jha — XIT E

ATF - Mind Quest 2020
Yoga Competition- Fit India
Fr. Agnel School

Online Yoga Competition Sarthak Naruka- VIII E
Amrit Kala Sangam School

@, Fil. oNESTEL SYBTLEL Fil. oNESTEL SYBTLEL

: @ il

3rd Position

Overall Trophy was
won by MIS

2nd Position
2nd Position
2nd Position

1st Position
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» HINDI

Inter-school Hindi Kavita Paath
Pratiyogita - G.D. Goenka Public School

Shreeya Sinha- VIII E
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>»PERFORMING ARTS

‘Shri Utsav’ The Shri Ram School,
Aravali

IRIDESCENCE
Carmel Convent School

VIVANTE 2020, Veda Vyasa DAV
Public School, Vikaspuri

Delhi Public School, Jaipur
‘Taal Tarang’ Dance Competition

Rendezvous 2020 Inter-school music
competition, Air Force Bal Bharti School

Rhythmic Raaga Amity International
School, Gurugram

Columban Fest- Dance Competition
St Columba’s School

Bal Bharti Public School, NTPC,
Khargone

Aroma of India (Recipe Presentation)
AVN Sr Sec. School

Indian Classical Solo Dance
Vrinda Malhotra- IX B

Western Group Dance
Mehek Singh - XIT A
Pranjli Tuli - XII B
Samhitha Sankar- XII A

‘Meraki’- Indian Classical
Solo Dance

Prisha Bansal- [ X —B

‘Meraki’- Western Solo Dance
Priyadarshini Ray-XI A

Classical Dance
Aadya Agarwal- [X A

‘Anugoonj’ Solo Song
Nayanasree Bhattacharya - VII E

Theme : Festival - Holi
Rea Bhandari - IX C
Vrinda Malhotra - IX B
Nysa Bahadur- IX A
Aadya Agarwal - [X A

Sifat Kaur Malik-VIII E
Veer Gupta — VI D

Roshit Chakraborty-VIII D
Mehek Singh- XII A
Amalgamating Steps
Advika Bhambri -VIII B

Taal (Instrumental)
Ihaa Gautam- IX B

Triman Bajaj- VIII A
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1st Position

3rd Position

Judges’ Appreciation
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Classical Solo -
Prisha Bansal-1st position

—ﬂ.-.a-_ 4

e -

ol

Vrinda Malhotra

Western Solo-Priyadarshini Ray-Ist position,
1

»SOCIAL SCIENCE

The Bishop's Model United Nations Samhitha Sankar -XII A Best Delegate in
UNSC
Bhasvar Adlakha -XI F Special Mention in
UNSC
Maanya Kocher - XII F Best Delegate in
ECOFIN
Short Video Competition organised by Aditya Attree - X B Encouragement Prize

Ministry of Environment, Forest and
Climate Change, Government of India

Create-a-Jingle competition organised Nishtha Mehra- [X A Ist Position
by Indian Cancer Society —
World No Tobacco Day Anvi Shandilya- X B 2nd Position

Bhavan'sVidyashram, Jaipur BVJ MUN UN General Assembly
Economic and Financial Committee

Soumya Gualti - XIT A Best Delegate

UN Security Council

Bhasvar Adlakha- XI F Best Delegate

Naomi Sengupta- XI A High Commendation
Inglu Global Suhani Mittal — XII E Ist Position
A Global Youth Community Eeshan Gupta — XII E

Vanshika Rajan- XII F 1st Position

Karan Jain- XII E 2nd Position
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Laissez Faire Eco Online Ist Position
Vasant Valley School Ayonija Rai - XII F

Bhavit Chopra -XII E

Dhriti Vatsyayan- XITA

Karan Jain-XII E

Psynergy
Ananya lyer- XII F 1st Position
Business- Rukmini Devi Public School Digilogous Most Innovative Idea

Arhaan Bahadur - XII C
Siddhayak Goyal - XII B
Achal Gupta - XII B

The Theory Peddle-DPS Dwarka Samhitha Sankar-XII A 3rd Position
Podcast: History Connect — Ibtesam Rahman- XII A 3rd Position
DPS, Dwarka Aaditya Khatwani- XII F

Anoushka Sinha- XI A
Ankita Nandi- XI A

Addressing The Nation - DPS, Dwarka Risha Srinivas- X D 3rd Position

Erstwhile Leaders In The Modern Aradhaya Adlakha- XI A 2nd Position

Times — DPS, Dwarka

Geek-O-Pedias, All India School Quiz Chirag Gupta- VIII C 3rd Position

Competition Bal Bharti Public School, Noida Pushan Banerjee- VIII C

Dive Into The Depths L. Lakshmishree- IX B 2nd Position

DPS, Dwarka

ASN Mayur Vihar Dhriti Vatsayayan - XII A 1st Prize in the
Maanya Kocher- XII F Plenary Session

Classical Meme Making- DPS, Dwarka Arav Vyas- X D 3rd Position

GEEK -0-PEDIA 2021
GENERALLY Q'RIOUS




Erudite (Best out of Waste)
DPS, Dwarka

Comicon- Ionista
DPS, Dwarka

Clandestine- Quiz
DPS, Dwarka
Ignite

DPS, Dwarka

Anveshan and Mathemania-2020
Inter-school Competition
Gyan Bharti School

Robotronics- Amity International
School Gurgaon, Sector 46

3 R Mission (Best out of Waste)
The Foundation School

Ignite- Group Discussion
DPS, Dwarka

KVPY Exam

»SCIENCE

Vaanya Vatsyayan- VIII A
Ronav Singhal- VIII C
Hardik Agrawal- X C

Spin-a-Yarn
Shinjini Banerji - X D

Special Mention

3rd Position

1st Position

2nd Position

Shaurya Subhash Khandpur- X C

Film it
Parth Singla- IX C

Overall Trophy won by MIS

Akshat Jain- XI C
Manan Sarna- X C

Stuti Pande- VII E

Aishi M. Singh- XII D

Amish Kansal- XII D
Rudraksh Mishra- XII C

2nd Position

2nd Position

3rd Position

2nd Position

Cleared the Final Round




» SANSKRIT

Gyan Kaushal Pratiyogita - Sanskrit
Diwas organised by Rachna Sagar
Publishers

‘Bharatasya Gauravam' -
Srimad Bhagwad Gita Shlok recitation
competition, Cambridge School

Sanskrit PPT competition - Subhashitani
Delhi Public School, Dwarka

‘Sanskrit Pratibha Pradarshanam’
Army Public School, Shankar Vihar

‘Ekanki Natakam’ - Sanskrit competition
Amrita Vidyalam

‘Sanskrit Geet Gayan / Shlok Gayan
Pratiyogita’, “Jeevanostav’,
Cambridge School, Noida

'ShlokVachan' Competition
Cambridge School (Technika 2020)

Indian School

'Geeta' Chanting Competition
Chinmaya Vidyalaya

‘Sanskrit Shloka Gyan Pratiyaogita’

Bal Bharti Public School, Khargaon, NTPC

Second Group

Shambhavi Saraswat -VI C
Adiya Keshav -VI E
Abirami Ramesh —VI C

Third group

Aradhya Porwal —VII E
Dhruv Chabbra —VII E

Pankhuri Gupta- VII C

Shreeya Sinha —VIII E

Shambhavi Saraswat -VI C
Adiya Keshav —VI E
RiddhimaWahi- VIII D

Roshit Chakraborty - VIII D

Prisha Bansal - IX E

RidhimaWahi- VIII D

Shambhavi Saraswat — VI C

'Sanskrit Sambhashan’
Prisha Paliwal - X C

'Sanskrit Shlok Gyan'
Shambhavi Saraswat — VI C
Rohan Sadasivan -VI D

Tara Padmanabhan- VIII D
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2nd Position
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1st Position
2nd Position
3rd Position

3rd Position

3rd Position

Ist Position

1st Position

2nd Prize
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3rd Position

Consolation Prize

3rd Position
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Prisha Bansal -IX E - Ist prize Rohan Sadasivan - VI D Consolation Prize




ARTS
>

19th Rotary Online Painting Competition Adrija Paul- IX D Consolation Prize
Caritas 2020 Art Making 1st Position
DPS International, Saket Adrija Paul- IX D
Comic Making 1st Position
Shwaas Dutta — [X C
Graphic Design
Arsh Ali Khan — XI F 1st Position
ICS Calendar 2021 N. Rajareethigha- X C Special Mention-

painting selected for
their Calendar
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THE SPIRIT OF

Physical Fitness is not just important for a healthy body but
also imperative for a healthy mind and emotional well-being...

Shri Surendra Nath Jauhar 'Faquir’
Memorial Football Workshop, August 13

n the occasion of the birth anniversary of
Shri Surendra Nath Jauhar 'Faquir', the
Physical Education Department along
with the help of Sports Club members organised
an online Football workshop for students
enrolled in Morning Games and members of the

School Football team.

Mr Keshav Dutt, an Asian Football Confedration
License Holder and CBSE Observer for National
Championship, was the resource person. He
encouraged the participants to stay active and
healthy through simple exercises that can be
regularly practised at home. He also emphasised on the importance of eating a balanced diet and other
aspects necessary to become a good and healthy sportsperson.

Fit India Freedom Run, 24th August to 24th September 2020 for the
students of Classes 6to 12. Alot of enthusiasm

gjiﬁ gugf 3 LD was shown by the students for participation in the
f EF} emoer event. A total of 92 students covered a distance of

4957 kilometres. Many teachers too participated in
/ ( the event with a lot of zest.
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National Sports Day, August 29

tor the students of Class 6, and a Martial Arts session conducted by Mr Arshad Hashim for

Class 7 students. The session began with a prayer and recitations related to lessons learnt
through sports. Tara Dich shared with the studenis the importance of 2 culture promoting sports
and fitness. The students enpoved the workout sessions and the resource persons were able to
motivatethem to participate with vigour and feel energised in these unprecedented times

! I Yhe event 'Fostering Fitness' comprised an Aerobics session conducted by Mz Alpana Bhatty

o] | Ll
EEEEXXIXX] & '1"““'“

Sports and Fitness Workshop, November 2-3

The Physical Education Department and the Sports Club conducted vanous workshops for the
students of Classes T to 10

Ms. Sadhana Singh conducted a Yoga session for Class 7 on November 2. The session began with the
strains of meditation music followed by “Yognntya® {a confluence of dance and asanas), Ms Singh
highlighted the importance of Yoga and its ethcacy in keeping students physically and mentally ht
She also taught the students important breathing techmiques, including the "Wim Hof method'.

Mr. Manoj Kumar, a teacher experienced in vanous dance forms, conducted a fun-filled Zumba
gegsion for the students of Class 8 on November 3. The students enjoved swaying to the beats of the
peppy music selected by Mr. Kumar. It was ajoy to seethe happy and smiling faces of the students.

Ms. Gayatri Bhushan, an MIS alumni and an acclaimed Sports Psychologist, shared her experiencesas

an athlete to gumde the students of Classes 9 and 0. Ms. Bhushan emphasised on how it 1s imperative to

!Hkﬁ.‘ care of one's mental well-being, along wath one's physical health. She also gave valuable advice to
he students on taking charge of their lives and on managing anxiety

Lakestes ARKIRTY



Sports Festival, December 23-24

ThePhysical Education Departmentorganised a'Sports Festival' for Classes 9 and 8 on23rd and
24thDecemberrespectively. Cardio-Bhangra was conducted by Anoushka Dutta Gupta,

Mehek Singh and Pranjali Tuli of Class 12. Anya Goel and Dhara Mittal of Class 9 taught
Aerobics and Fitness workout to the students of Class 8. Scarf Juggling and Balloon Volleyball
was taken up by Ms Darshana Bhandari on both the days. The students participated with a lot of
interestand enjoyed themselvesasitwasadifferentactivity.
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Khelo MIS, January 22

To foster the spirit of sports and pay a tribute to our former Chairman, late Shri Anil Kumar Jauhar, the
Khelo MIS Workshop was organised by the Physical Education department on the 21st and 22nd of
January '21 for Classes 6 to 9. The workshop was held in four different disciplines: Athletics,
Badminton, Basketball and Football. A vivid platform was provided by the professionals to learn new
skills and the spirit of the students was a sight to behold.

The Athletics sessions were conducted by Mr. Rajeev Sejwal, a national level athlete. He began the
workshop by illustrating the advantages of a healthy diet, and demonstrated exercises which would
enable the students to improve their balance and agility. He also explained the way to do crunches,
planks, sit-ups and push-ups with proper form, which, if performed daily, would enable the students to
be fitter and stronger.

The Football workshops were conducted by coaches from the renowned Bhaichung Bhutia Football

Schools. The sessions helped the students to better understand the game and its nuances, and the
students too participated with a lot of enthusiasm and zeal.

=55



-
=

e

The Badminton event started with a beautiful recitation followed by the introduction of the resource
person who is an alumnus of MIS and an extremely passionate badminton player, Mr Anirudh Kundu.
The training session started with a few words of encouragement to the students and proceeded with the
basics of warm up and skill building specific to the sport. The students learnt to improvise for the lack
of sufficient equipment and space at home. Mr Kundu also suggested strategies that could be used
during competitions for motivation
and cool-down exercises for after a
game. A small interaction in the form
of Q& A between the participants and
the resource person concluded the
session.

———

|.|.

Mr. Pulkit Rawat, our former
Basketball coach, conducted
the basketball workshop and
revived the sports person in us.
He began the workshop with
warm-up exercises for the
students. Then, the students
tried out the workout exercises
and drills after watching Mr.
Pulkit demonstrate them. It was
a new and innovative
experience for the students, but
just as enjoyable as the one on
court.
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Some of the students who
attended the workshops
shared their experiences: ‘

Svha Tiogra B

“Itwas a good workshop and I got to experience playinga
sport again. It was definitely different and a bit difficult
because of the complications of being at home.
Nevertheless, it was exciting and I was glad to play
basketball again.”

Rudrar @mééaém:&

“I used to play football everyday before the lockdown. This workshop helped me to pick up my
football again. We were taught many exercises to help retain our football skills. I will be able to
remain fit by practising these. This workshop really helped me and I hope more such workshops
arealso organised.”

“It was a fabulous experience. I enjoyed playing basketball at home, for the first time without
using actual sports equipment. We used the dining table mats, bottles, but it didn't kill the fun of
playing basketball. It was as fun as it used to be. I had lost the hope of playing basketball this year,
butthe workshop motivated me to play itathome, utilizing things around me.”

Sates St O

“The Khelo MIS workshop for Athletics was a new and different experience as we participated in
it virtually. It was informative and fun. I hope to participate in more such workshops in the future

2
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in the 82nd Cadet and Sub-Junior National Championship held

at Abhay Prashal Indoor Stadium, Indore, Madhya Pradesh
from 26th February to 6th March 2021. He was selected for the Khelo
India Sports Scholarship in 2019 and has been consistently [
performing at the State and National level since then. ' -

S udhanshu Maini of Class 8, a Khelo India athlete, participated

in February 2021 and participated in both the Under 18 singles and doubles events. She

adeitto the Semi-Finals in the doubles event. She also made it to the Semi-Final Round in

the Gurgaon Championship Series U-16 Singles and U-18 Doubles in the Karnal Championship

Series. She also participated in the National Level for Tennis in March 2021 at Indore, and in the
Madurai Tennis Tournament organised by the International Tennis Federation.

I : aavya Nayyar participated in the Noida All India Tennis Association Championship Series

=+ dmem a0 R

CHAMUNDA

PLAY & STaY
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ijval Ekbote of Class 11
participated in the National
Karate Championship organised

by the Karate Association of India in
December2020.

December 12 organised by Apeejay School, Saket. Jasmehar Singh and Triya Basu Roy

participated in the Push-up challenge. Rudra Prabhkar and Netra Kapoor participated in the
Squat Challenge. Aradhya Porwal and Kaustubh Maji represented the school in the Skipping
Challenge. The event provided a valuable exposure to all participants.

Our students participated in 'Spardha’, an online Inter-school sports competition held on

Purvi Sejwal of Class 8 E won the third position in Shot Put, in Delhi State Annual Athletics
Championship held at Jawaharlal Nehru stadium from 12th to 19th January 2021.




.,

(&) MISMUN

N
X2 19th November, 2020

MISMUN is the annual student-driven Model United
Mations event that takes place over a course of two
days in our school. It is an event that seeks to
emulate  various institutional bodies and
organisations of the world, and encourages all
participants to debate, write, hones their
researching skills and helps them in thinking out of
the box. This year, the conventions simulated were
as follows:

The International Press, giving students a chance 1o
experience the true essence of journalism. It is the
Imternational Press' responsibility to report  the
developments of the wvarious committees through
Articles, Editorials as well as Quick Bytes meant for
Social Media. One of the most exciting parts of the
International Press’ proceedings was the Press Crisis.
The Press Crisis this year put the journalists in & situation,
where sensitive phone recordings of calls between the
Government, a famous Industrialist, and prominent Media
Houses wera |leaked to the general public. The media
was facing a crisis of confidence, as its independence
was under question. After a whole session of frenzied
discussion, the journalists finally came out with a Press
Release assuaging the comcems of the public, and
calling out the Government’s role in curbing itz
independance. This concluded the committea. The Bast
Journalist award was bagged by Shreemayi Nainwal of
11-A. The High Commendation was won by Aradhaya
Adlakha of 11-A. Vidushi Mohan of 11-F received &
special Mention

The Economic and Financial Affairs Council, analysing the global econamic slowdown awing ta the
COVID-19 pandemic, with special emphasis on developing countries. Various facets of this issue were
subjected to detailed discussion, in particular, the issue of rising unemployment, and global economic
cooperation. The committes concluded with a unanimous resalution, showing intermational solidarity in
the face of the pandemic. The Best Delegate Award was bapged by Keshav Saib of 10-D, the High
Commendaticns were won by Shreeansh Pujari and Soham Mukherjee of 10-E and 11-F respectively, and
Krisha Taneja of 10-E received a Special Mention.
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All India Political Parties Meet, discussing the
relevance and viability of the Mational Education
Policy 2020. The committee analyzed the pros
and cons of the policy, in particular the fears of
the imposition of Hindi, a less in common ground
for Inter- state communication. The Committes
also wenlt through a crisis, in which protests
against the NEP had broken out in the Southern
States of India, due to fears regarding the
preservation of their linguistic culture, and the
committee came up with a solution wherein
these fears were allaved through clarifications of
the actusl wording of the policy through press
releases and other documents. The Best
Delegate award was bagged by Diya Chaudhry
of 12-A. The High Commendation was won by
Ananya Iyver of 12-F. Ananya Kalra of 12-F and
Aryan Goyval of 10-0D received Special Mentions.

|

Lirsinl PiFrl of Asvwiall LN

This year, MISMUN also simulated an entirely
new and novel committee, the News Panel.
The participants were the prizewinners from
all committees as well as the top 5
journalists from the Intemational Press. The
Committee engaged in an hour long debate
on the topic, "Euthanasia- The Fundamental
Right to Death”, and after a fiery discussion,
Risha Srinivas, representing the USA, was
awarded the title of ‘Premier Delegate’, and
Shreemayi Mainwal was adudged as being
the 'Premier Journalist'.
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The United Mations Security Council, holding
an emergency session for discussion upon the
current crises in Lebanon. Being an extremely
complex and mukifaceted issue, the UNSC
chose to first engage with the Political and

Economic aspects over the others. The
Commitiee ended with a negotiation between
the UNSC and the Hezbollah, regarding its role in
the national instability. The two sides were
unable 1o reach a constructive conclusion, and
the negotiation ended in a deadlock. The Best
Delegate award was bagged by Abhimanyu
Singh of 11=D. The High Commendations were
won by Hisha Srinivas and Ahana Lal of 10-D and
11-F respectively. Adwik Roshan of 11-D and
Agaaz Singhal of 11-C rmeceived Special
Mentions.

Maomi Sengupta XI-A






1

I'- -

. f'{a""fw’ da e~ axiét
o i Ry i dhg JIE e ol . el as G Egiilsetl
L e r nl.l'-'?ﬁr: I ras dochliad 3 Mt e il fm dwesiil. S

AP i _nThanfl. LT JSArl s Saadfs  dntdumeenirudlg




L L L LE N 11

- etk L LA L L]
LL Ll e L e -
i 1] -  eeeew
L1 ] L 1] LL N o] L L
EFEEEE @6 - AERES
LI LTl
- bk L LA L L L L L EE
L 1 ] [ ) e e L 1] L1 & ]
L L J - Ll ] " E @8 8
et L L e e e Bd 88
L arees o9 e o 08

The students of class X took the lead in helping shape a
better future on Janwary 25, 2021 a8 4 Special Assembly was
conducted in recognition of the Mational Voders' Day and the
Republic [ay of India. The students reminded the audience of
the power wested in their hands and also of their duty to build
the natinn that they aspire for, by making judicious uwse of
their Right 1o Vote Ia the fores of a pltdﬁe, they |h.‘-|.‘|l:'|Hh!d (1]
uphold ithe democratic traditions of the couniry by ensuring
ki participation theeugh informed and echical vouing,
while encouraging the same. The neal
significance of the Kepehlic Day was emphasised upon by the
students as they hight'tnhtcd. Janwary 26 as mare than just o
day of celehration, bat also a day that was a result of immense
struggle and coumtbess sacrifices. At the end, the moving lyrics
of ‘ae watan' fAlled everyone’s hearts with greal pride of

athers o <o

belonging t¢ a beautiful motherland. | remember, evocatively,
thiz 20014 Lok Sabha elections. This acho fram the past bears o
tenured distinction in the thematic flow of my sdelescence.
This distincthon arises, not from the emergence of new
political paradigms but from my first real contact with
viotimg. The V-A classrosm was mof wise to the institutions of
piakitics and povernment, bt the idea of marking ane's ballod
piqued the coriosity of many a ten-vear-old. The weeks of
apinion palling and preposterons campaigning in the outside
waorld were met with preast enthusissm within this group of
children. The marches towards the Assembly, the stealls g Gl
the water bottles, and the snimated sprints in the backGeld
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were packed with discussions about the process of going to
the polls. By the end of the day, each student had blotches of
election lnk on thelr fingers. However, we never cared for
casting a vote for someosns, and we never imagined the
implications of casting a vote. In 2315, Gammar Bam and his
team  of  polling officers  travelled across one  lane
maintaineias  roads, unsteady hfidlmu. and Tilly p.nl:l'l.:: i
foir-day journey over 300 miles jusi to reach one voler so
thiat she may participate in the largest electoral exercise in de
wiorld We are, more often than nol, blind o the power of
suffruge. |, svmewhere between the evelulion of Social
Studiez inte Political Science, learned that the success of &
full-blooded republic is percehved in the magnitede of its
people’s enfranchisement. The [ndian Constitution peovided
this right in one swoop. As Constituent Assembly membes
Alladi Krishnaswamy Ayyar observed: “_in spite of the
ignorance and illiterocy of the lorge mass of the Indiam
people, the Assembly has adopted the primciple of adult
franchise with an abundant falth In the common man and the
ultimate success of democeatic rule.,.” My peneration has
been moulded by political unrest and soclo-economis crises,
and dismantled by the worst pandemic in o century. This
political process is the only path of true represenfation and
problem solving, A vote carries the ambitions of our entire
society. In this exchange, this link between the citizens and
the state becomes synonymous with demacracy #5210 [ hape
that the next cohart of pro-leens can mmpn.-hend the I11.'I'F|E"5

of billions that a httle fleck of ink sustains.

Aarurihi Bawn X1-F
Sashmil Gupta XI-F




MINET's anmual IT svmposinm X, was
beld on 15t and Znd September, 2000,
The imterschool event saw enthusiastic
partbeipotion  from vorbous  schools
which helped to maintain the fervoor
und ercative apirit of il evenl, even
through the online medivm. The
clement of surprise & decmed an
essentinl component o captivate an
avideence, The Surprise BEveol at X aaw
an array of participamts enter clucloss
weith regard to whal the cveat might be,
What follvwed were various activities
sech ax Mineceall, which vesiczl how fasi
the participants were able to adapt o,
and  overcome whatever was thrown @t them and a fow roands Latee, DPS, Doarka emerged s the winners, The photograply and
filmmaking events were organized by the MINET Lens veam, where particlpants were given prompts, based on which they subosizued
films and phaotographs. These were critigued by a panel of jodges, who then picked the wineers, DPS, RE Puram and DFS, Vasan
Kunj won the phatography and filmmaking events respectively. A gaming event was organised where participants were masde to
compeie through o gaantbe of gaines where they fought o top the leader-boanl, & (he seoondd day came 10 an end, DPS, Yasanl Kunj
emerged victorious Twenty six Design and Pitching Event necessitated the participants to choose a nation in the worlkl, and had to
design amd profotype & product 1o fesalve an issue that their chosen couniey 8 facing. Afver designing the prodect, the pirchig team
took over and pitched the product to @ panel of judges in a shark tank like scenario. The winners for Design were DPS, BKE Puram
which made an app that helped redace animal creciny, Fitching was won by [HPS, Moida, A sclect Dew Deams wers mads o participate
in an exclusive event titled Make, where the winners received special prizes that contributed towards making their design project into
an aciual product. This event was won by DFS, Dvarka: Apart Trom this, Cryptl the annoal erypaic hunt was organised, which saw
teams hunt through and decipher a trail of cryptic cloes and signs to eventoally reach the soletion. CryptX was won by [FS, RK
Furam. The programming &venl organized over Hackerraak - 3 popolas plform for developer competitions, was condocted on bath
the davs, where participants wese given o labyristhine of obsiacles, which they overcame through sheer wit and logic. The first prize
wig secured by DS, Mathura Hoad, Group Discusdion 19 an event aol many are adept al. I requibres guick thinking. ace problem
silving and above all, o willingness to cooperate. The first prize for this event went to DPFS, Vasant Kunl People (specifically sci-fi
fanatics) speculale thal considering the pace at which technology is evolving, there will soom be a time when humans will be at war
with robats for ultimate supremacy. While thad dday §s far off {if ot all existentl, Xs robaotics event saw some formidable ideas for
muachines which can bend a helping hand boooor society, Participanis deew plans, made business models and built the outline for their
minchines, The event was won by DPS, RK Puram, A good old fashipned quiz was organized on both days of the svent, with a
preliminary round, followed by the finals. Participants were tested on their knowledge on a variety of topics revalving around
technology. Bal Bharti Public School
emerged as the winner. Along with this
was the Crossword event, where the
MINET team curated a select mamber of
top gquality puns, in the format of a
crosswornd, all for the participants to
decipher (and occasiomally laugh ath The
event was won by Amity School, Sector
4h.
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The Mother's Birthday

m

Thereisa uﬂk quality of
hn:-'lnangjugncglu theat settles in the
saclll, ﬂl_ll:rl m:mlq.mmd 'i.l:l.a.u
atmosphere bmJl.!jImil.iﬂ'-ﬁ::d
fresh, as Beautifulis if being
constructed atam by atom
through a simple force -
cnrapturing the senses amd
El-ﬂ]lﬂg a gentle lum within you

i:ﬁ.F: place where the absence of its

rhythm wosn't realived ontil its
return. The 20th nl"l‘:’l_:lrnlry Wik
dedicated to celehiiting The
Mother's 143 birth
analversary, through an offering
of devotional songs that
transcended the barriers of
ph}'sir_ﬂ space and distance, and
united into a collective
manifestation of Jowve, reverence,
and beauty in all 9 foree and all
its guictude. Although
circumstances differed widely
this year, the essence of the
experience remained true to what
forms the core of devotion -
peflection, gratitude, and an
umwivering [aith in the Divine
grace - bhagvad kripa mein abpeni
wishvay, a sign of the presence of

| the Divine Will, an evidence of
what shall b, Every thme the
Liltimg vadces of the vocaliss rose
in prayer and the vielins sang out
their melody, the atmosphere was
brought to life with 2 gentle
nudge ~touching the soul with an
tnexplicable conviction,

“Descend O Happiness,
with thy moon gold feet.
Enter our life Thy
chamber and Thy shrine.”

Visunls of softly unfurling fower
PI!I.I'S. seemed o still any
disturbance in both the cxrernal
amd interzal world with ihe
infentionality of their
murverments, pninr.'d. et unabashed,
delicate but free; the smile of
DMiwine love. The first notes of the
lome flhte reverberated in the air,
a crisp beckoning almost
crystollized in space and time
until a chorus joined in with rich
fullmess, in vibrations that give
sk a certain strength and a
certain énergy. Accompanied by
the tabie, the mussic eurapluced
ane with an overwhelming
Tuminesity, as if hearing colour
and secing sound, as if someone
ww:_q.p:u-dlr_ﬂngt'ht coloars of the
punriss in symphony, A

L=

>

composition of dapce movementy
on lines from Sei Aurobindo's

w " Havitri painted his words with a

: soft, celestial glow, channelling

our offerings through body and

-?f_].l'ﬂﬁ expect at every spirit, in coalescence with the
e - wirrrnth and tenderness of Light
moment to be lifted up cradled within earthen chalices
and pulled towards the held aloft:

How we purselves ore vessels;
liolders of love and Eribaitasies of
grace — & medium for Hght to be
channelled through, elemental in
the sctualization of & prooess so
u]".lli.f'ling. %0 :r:.w.ﬂ.l:l m;i.mpl: in
ith purpose.

Divine, He will come to
lift you and He will be
there, quite close, closer,
ever closer.”

— The Mother
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A, o virtual Christmas
&t the onprecedented
fation. The MIS
in  unclouded
gholiday season
times., The
b of claxs 6.
g tenor of
2 lowe
The ©¥d
iring Peace
Followed by
e Assembly
N her poem
papeak s of the true
i “the halting of hate
pl the conmppassion

Ve Wave,

when hrought together by
eapable of cultivating a vniversal
" she writes, “und spedk the word

an overwhelming feeling of cum}#hnn
sweetness, Angels, and Morrals, BIE‘HH'EI'I-

alowd. Peace.” & film on the gladdening nature of tT:: f#l'hnl p:r'cl:nlwzhr conceptwilised and presented by
‘Fitoor — the Theatee Club of MIS, was much appreciated. Thic was interspersed with pgpons, canoroos
carols. The progrumme concluded with Sonta’s surprise visit to the school. Santa Clows walking throogh
corridors, entering the class rooms with gifts in hand, playfully romping in the jungle gym were some of
e eodearing visuals,
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This year has been very different from what we
anticipated, and yet we did not let  these
unprecedented times dampen our spirit of
celebration, Seventy one vears ago, on the 26th of
MNovember, the lengthiest and the most
comprebensive document in the world, the Indian
constitution was adopted by the Constituent
Azsembly of India,

THE CONSTITUTION 8F INTRA
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Te commemorate this significant day, the students
of class 11 put forth an assembly, The comperes of
the day, Prabhnoor Kaur, Bhasvar Adlakha and
Agrani lead the entire assembly in a very graceful
manner. The event began with the recitation of the
Preamble, which was the perfect beginning,
because as we all konow, the Preamble is the soul of
our Constitution, This was followed by eight
powerful speeches, given by the students, who were
clad in saris and represented the women members
of the Constituent Assembly on  this day. Each
woman member, overcame countless obstacles and
brought forth ideas that are now an important part
of our Constitution. Dakshayvani Velayudan, the
only Dalit woman member in the Assembly was
played by Ahana Lal, Durgabai Deshmukh who was
a strong advocate for a free judiciary wase played by
Vidushi Mohan, Annic Mascarne, who emphasized
on the importance of centralisation of power, was
played by Vanshika Mahipal, Sarejini Naidu, who
plaved an importani role in adoption of the
Mational flag, was played by Janhavi Bhatnagar,
Begum Ajzrar Rasul, who was a ploneer in
promoting the rights of the minoritieswas played
by Aradhaya Adlakha, Hansa Mehta, whose vision
gave shape to many of our principles, was playved by
Aarushi Bawa, Ammu swaminathan, who sought to
strike a balance between the fundamental rights
and directive principles of state policies, was playved
by Maisha Khera, Vijay Laxmi Pandit who, with her
far sighted vision, highlighted the idey of security
and peace, was played by Anvika funeja. On this
day of celebration of the Indian constitution how
can we forget the 11 fundamental dubies that every
citizen of this country strives to fulfil? And so0 11
students recited one duty each with jor and
comviction in their voices. To end this Assembly,
the national song Vande matram, was sung by K
Sirisha Sarma, with our National flag waving in the
background, making each one of our hearts swell
with pride on being a citizen of India.
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Lammumarre, the snoual smter-school 1.1'.!n.'.|.'~|:|::|:'r|rn l\.':kl.'ll:ltiﬂb' thic
i-rnpm'l.-m:r: of creatrmry, wis held oo ommeh .‘nuEu.-.l 0 Cofmednoraie
the hurth annoeriry af it oty ]:varriul:. |.:l'|i|ll:|ll]l|'|l.'-r. aml sexr -
Sri Awmbisdo The anforeeen circumstances unique bo this year
were: cesle wigh hrau!irun:i' - wiath 4 l'llrl'l.]?&:li.' relncatien ol The event
tn & vichml platform - 3 seemingly effortless ewecuton. The
schanl-like, peace laden stmosphers ther we have all grown: oo knaw
and fave was bronsght b life anee agan, every frme the Biltng voices
nf the sncalists rose in praver and a fecling of reverence pervaded
thes air. Arre Postica — the art of pagory — constitutad the English
cvent this year. A chanee for youmg wisces fo mng oet and sty
their words |11.:1:F|Ij|:nl.'|"1.' o Evnke mmn‘hing m che  warld,
Paitscipants were nedairnd oo composs an ongiial piece of poctry —
an ‘ode, o hallad, sonnets, free verse —centred on any one af foor
thenies Ei'.ru_-n i thers, The chemes offeved an infingte Fmtnrinl Foir
|.':|:|!l]-|.l|.-.|.lir.ln and [um hrnitlismmesa, cach |.H.lurn5|.1|_:; a :|ua|i!}' al
msight and a phiksophical crevice, AR contestanes offered
inemitshle valese o the cocasion with rhe recitation of cheir
wll'-l.'-:lmpml.'l.‘l preces, arttully weaving 3 unierse o their own.
Lasceners were hur mmpellud ty he drawn inen the EXperience of
sryliscic deliverses that shone through for the sisccnry they canded,
A remaradbile panel of judges comprised Pr. Saka Mehmaood Bashir
[Auirlei, sssisam prafeonr 8t the Boglish dsparment of Jamis
Millia Ishamia) and M= Namita Farl (assistunt prodessor st e
]':'ngiish {E:parrmrrrr of BEamals MNehre 'I.'.'uﬂlu.-gr:, Ulniversany af
Dethi)y Becping in mind the content, creativiey, recitation, and
orerall impace = A Sharma of Bpringdales School was awarded
the sreond poasitian, while Mohal Bap aF Amity Tntemational arcured
the firet place. The French event hosted chis year wis *Raconte

tnia Liise listaire” or el e a :|I':||.':|-". Fach pd.l-:'l'i-j'mir s n.-quuin-n.l
tn marrate-a story (3 fable, 'I'iirg.' tale, mcident, or chort stary) erther
eelf written o raken Fromoany French o Francophane author.
Dresmite the cvent bang ledd anlme, the particpanes congnbuted
with greas spinie. Ther chear diction and elaborace wage of praps
and costumes traly left the anbience snd judgis mesmermal. The
cvent was pudged |y 3 highly quabified panel comprsmg Dr,
Jarvardhan Singh Rachore and My, Mayuri Assudam, whe enniched
ths pacticpaeats wich cheir  valwable  msphes Afer moch

deliberatson, Famna Fatima of Delhi Public Schoed (Vimane Kunj)
and Risha Srinnas of The Mother™s Internatinnal school bagped
the: firse and second prize respectively.,

They wiser soulful picoes with emotion eed drama, and the asdicnoe
was theilled bop the expressave way i whech the stories were naristed.
The event way & prrrad JusreEs with b= nr]:ql:l.'-d sitriads from aromld
the city participating in the competicion. Mikki Gautam from Birds
Wiclyn Rlvan's Mehea Vidyalaye bagged the fiest prize and Sipona
Pandey from Tagome [nternatsonal School, Yasane Vihar wan the
seroned |'||"t1'r. Far the Samskric Dechinirion E.'nr'np‘-.-nrim. rhe mp-':
was commmen for all = "Ruilding Immuonity Theeogh Aviorveda® The
canmesmanty were nequired o present o speech an Banskne which
highlighead the imporrance of che oaditsesal Hindo svsiem of
medscne especially durmg the current pandemic: COVID-19. The
Four walls &d not confine che particgpanes: from exhibiting their
views and concerns towands the topie which took place wich grea
passinn. Thetr Buency 1n Sarskrit and how well they presented ther
thoughts truly Jeft the sudicnce and the jodpes: charmed, The
DUEARMIN Was Judt;rl! |.'l]-' an r.ﬂ'.ru‘ﬂ.d'_n-' pﬂrﬁ'!!:inrllr |.'nu|.1|.'] |1rj|.l.ihﬂn-.
D= Abhay Bomar Sondilva and Drlaly Shanker ﬂ.l:ﬂ'ﬂ'ﬂ_, whin
enfiched the pasticipants with their perceprions regarding the fopie
and how the Sanskerie language 3 an anciene arework mieself. After
cansiderahle deliberatons, Shreeva Fant of Delhi Pubdic Schoal,
Vasant Kurg, anel Prsha Paliwal of The Miother's ITntemarional
Schanl hagged the frs and second positions respecively. The Ant
and Presign event for chsses i aml 12w godped by & peisl
conaisting of M Somd Gingh and Ma Shachi Gumm Bhamdwag
Al plfricipmm WETE £i'n:n a time slar af 7 howars prepans a 1-1
mudel on amy of the given themes maing ooy eraemment: frisndly
imwrerial The mwodels had Faodres such & solar pasels aleng with
rain water haresting svstema. Each student designed hin or her
artwark in an innovative and creative way, coming ap with different
idein o siilsrdare e codulitionerd sicd heares b avid Er:'l.'ﬁlu"lu“'
emizmons. For their r.vn.-l-:nl::rirn. 'I’ﬂu:r were to describe how their
mndel  would T oused prectecally and  the  jodges were o
criss-guestion them, Al studenes sheoweased caemplary e2lene by
putting up excrairdimary models, exch nne speaking eloguenzly with
the jadgss, When ohe awaited resuls came, anpouced by oor
Prpapal, Ms Milan Mala Sanin, Sanat Chaddha, 2 sudent from
Springdales bagped the second position and our very awn Diva
Barvagya severcd the A pesinon. This year's mlling crophy was
swarded ta Delhr Public School, Vasane Kum, Lumanaare of 2020,
di:.-:pil:: the H:rrm-rdi.nar}l CITTEIMSCANGES, Was & Flllﬁll'rn.g ERpENENe
For anpe and all — & nnech seeded gateway o the land of erearive bliss.

Shrecmayi Manmal X1-A
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Wntenational Human
Reghts Doy

A Special Claszs Assembly was  organized by the
stidents of Class X1 to mark the sipnificance of the
International Human BEights Day on December 10th,
on the theme- Recover Better- Stand up for Human
Righis,” The assembly began with a song, Only the
Young, helping transition the theme from last year to
this year, This was followed by recitations and a song,
urging the audience to strive towards the development
of the susceptible groups throughout the world by the
means of spreading awareness and the spirit of
brotherhood. The videos and the documentaries shed
light on the importance of bedng aware of our human
rights, for it 15 only the names, dates and locations that
change but the fact that these rights are [rﬂ.]uznlh,"
violated, remains universal and static. This was
Followed by & short yet informative quiz covering the
various aspects of rights, The students then took a
pledge to raise their voice against the wiolation of
others’ rights apart from that of their own, Haman
rights are the rights that we all deserve simply because
we're human. They are the basic building blocks of
our character. These rights provide ws with dignity,
respect, equality, without any of which, life would be
incomplete. Man can survive only in g society; he
created the lq:n:'i.c-l:}" for the sustemance of life and
remained in it for the sake of a good life. Naturally,
every society would require certain rules or laws, that
is, rules that ensure that just because one is free to do
whatever they want, they do not restrict vour ability
tor be able to do whatever you wanl bo do. Just inagine
ool being able to say what you want because others do
not like it It would be hard 1o live a life knowing that
somebng is constantly watching vou and on top of
that, can contral you as well, There would be no
security at all and so we would live nnder the constant
fear of being harmed by others. This is exactly where
our rights come in A large number of governments
across the globe commit penocide apainst their own
citizens. Thus, it is not surprising that a need for these
basic rights stems from their absence. One of the most
horrific events 10 h'i.ul:ur}.r, the Germon Holocanst, that
arbitrarily designated human

A7i]. =

beings whose lives were unimportant, became the
primary reasosn for the United Mations to adopt i
Charter on Homan Rights, comprising of 30 anicles
puaranteeing what was deprived for so long. Ower the
vears the topic of human rights
increasingly relevant. The notion of universal human
rights has been used by the ones oppressed all over the

|"|."|.1: I'lE'i.'l:Il.'l'l:

world to oppoese certain laws which segregate them
and demy them of equal epportunitics and rights. The
real guestion, however, is that how can we protect
people from violation of their human rights? 1s the
existing legal system enough to do s0f In the 1980
certain new mechanisms known as Poblic Interest
I.“jﬁﬂl:ii:l:l‘l (PIL) or Social Action Lil.ilq,:h'u-u (SALL
developed for the protection of rights of the poor,
distressed, exploited and the disadvantaged groups of
people, This not only expanded the scope of the rights
that the Supreme Court could protect but also enabled
the public spirted. citizens and the secial activists to
fight for the protecilon and enforcement of the
human rights of these sections who did not have
access to the Courts on their own. Or perhaps it could
also be the positive role plwved by the media in
penerating public swareness and boilding up an alert
and \riEi1an1 |:|-u|1-|i.c q:p'i.ni.n:m as was done rhrnuEh the
media reports regarding the sale of infants by the
tribals in COrissa and Andhra Pradesh that acted as
eye-openers  against violation of human rights
Decades ago, Martin Luther King Jr. talked about a
dreamyy & dream that presched of brotherhood,
eguility, liberly; that of a4 new dawn, Every democratic
country today, shares this dream 1o see all its citizens
al par, helping them lead the best life possible and
making such rights meaningful to all of them. As
Eleanor Roosevelt once said, "Where, after all, do
universal human rights begin? In small places, close to
home = so close and so small that they cannot be seen
on any maps of the world... Unless these rights have
meaning there, they have little meaning amywhere.
Without concerned citizen action to uphold them
I:Ii.'l!-E Lr l']nl'l'LE.. e I-'I'III] II:H:IIZ 'il.'l. '|||'-'|Il1.1| [1.11' [PTiRLMEss LEN |I'IE

larger world,"



THE YEAR THAT
CHANGED THE WORLD...

The year 2020 has seen unprecedented times, leading to a complete shift in the way the world 15.
This shift s giving us an opportunity for accelerated transformation. While we are all evalving in
our own ways, during these challenging times, the alumni community stood together as a strong
support for one another and the society at large

Mother's Blossoms

connect collibarwbe contributs

With Mother's Blossoms' vision to connect = collaborate = contribute, we reached out o thase in
need of Covid Kelief, Treatment & Hospitalisation, During the year, we also ook up EWS
Education, Sanskrit Learning, Skill development, Health and Physicai Development projects and
offered our humble Environment initiatives to the Mother Earth.

We launched the Online Membership Application in Aprit’d] and are also coming up with MB's
Community Interactive Portal. It will be an unparalleled platfoarm enabling interactions amongst
all alumni, teachers and the school community. Praying for the well-being of all

Divya Chaudhary, Fresident, Mother's Blossoms

ME COMMUNLTY CONTRIBUTES
Bhumi Mangalam - Tree Plantation @ AMVM Kechla

Support for Aashirwad Block Furniture, Herbal Garden
@ Sri Aurobindo Ashram, Delhi

el

Aok



Mother's Blossoms
connect collaborate contribute

Support for Kitchen, Vocational Training Sponsoring Education
(@ 5ri Aurcbinda Ashram, Delhi for EWS Children

Support Staff Gifts Tabs for EWS Children

Our Gesture of Gratitude Enabling Online Education

7



Mother's Blossoms
connect collaborate contribute

Greenhouse Sports' Promotion
@ Ramgarh, Uttarakhand @ AMVM, Kechala, Odisha

s B

ME COMMUNLTY COLLABORATES
Abhivyakti - Talent Fiesta on School's Birthday, 23™ April 2020
FEORTN &, B
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Mother's Blossoms
connect collaborate contribute

Surabhi = Our Publication Children’s Day
R e

Teachers’ Day Online Celebrations

M COMMUNLTY CONNECES

Launch of Online Membership Coming Soon MB's

Application - mothersblossoms.org Community Interactive Portal
)
@ () 8
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% Mother's Blossoms #
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Mother's Blossoms

connect collaborate contribute

Last night | dreamt | went to MIS again... | L

I stood in my uniform of white & blue looking up at the school gate, the ]‘j?l Gatch l.g.%.lq-l'lﬂll
very gate through which | had walked out a quarter of a century ago. In "

my mind's eye the vast grounds strewn with courts and CEE TING
buildings look just as how | had left them. | walk past the @W Teatr 25 Yeau
Hall iration reverb i it r iV nd r

tecondary bulding {aking prids n my talented classmate’s artwork | (OF GRADUATION

prominently featured by the Principals’ Office and continue confidently

along the mare of corridors and staircases. Always certain of which

claszroom to enter, of which zeat to take, the young schoolgirl in my dream locks like she belongs in this
labyrinth of grey concrete. | dream often of long-ago school years. In some | am a little girl
playing hopscotch or monkeying about on the Jungle Gym, in others | am a teenager

buying Chocolate cake at Matri service store. Some nights | fret ruefully over a Math problem, on
other nights | am washed with relief at receiving a modest score in Hindi exam. In one dream | see myself
aspiring to represent my house in drama, in another, | find myself making a lame excuse 50 as not to run a lap
around the track under a scorching midday sun.
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These flashes from yesteryears, rich in tapestry, are reminders of an age of lost

innocence. | try to catch my breath running behind the school bus on a foggy winter morning; | whisper
secrets and giggle with my best friend, | plot an escape from a fong-drawn-out special assembly at the Ashram; |
am wrestling classmates over a portion of Chole-kulche in the canteen, | resign after failing to keep pace with
the lightning speed at which History lecture is being delivered, | tumble down a big slide, | bounce around in an
open truck on Madhya Pradesh's bumpy roads on a school trip.

| see many faces in my dreams— of teachers and of students. Some of whom have remained my confidante fill
date, some whose faces | Immediately recognise from fading memory, and some only vaguely famillar through
the web of time; and yet they are all inherantly connected to me, by our shared past, accompanying me on my
journey through bitter-sweet firsts. This &5 where | learnt lessons In friendship, where | had my first crush,
where | first learnt to celebrate successes however small, where | had my heart broken for the first time, where
| learnt to be adventurous and go out to face the world.

Tha alarm on the bed side rings... | wake up poignant from re-living the exuberance of youth,
Amwesha Dutto, Batch of 1996

.



leachers Felicitated 2020-2021

Ms. Pramiti Chatterjee
receiving the
Shri Jaya Bhadra Choudhury Award

for excellence in primary education

Ms. Reema Marwah

receiving the Shri Mani Pillay Award
for exemplary devotion to duty

Ms. Ruchi Phulli

receiving the Shri Mani Pillay Award
for exemplary devotion to duty




Dearest Meera,

Thank you for always guiding
me to be on the right track of
being self -confident and be
fearless to fulfil and follow my
passion in life! I will always
preserve all the fond memories
that we had in Class I D along
with Nisha and Saraswati
during the lunch break. Those
moments are truly invaluable
for me!

You were in deep pain and yet
did not want anyone to know

about it as YOU did not like to

put stress on others. You even

forbid your close friends to
share about your physical state.
Now, Your Soul is liberated
from all the sufferings. May we
always remember your qualities
and learn to belike you.

Meera, we have lost you only
physically but I will always
remember you and celebrate
your liveliness, your enthralling
way of telling stories in the
assembly. I will cherish our true

friendship all my life!

Love and Regards
Namrata Prasad

I met Meera when I joined
school in 1997. We were both
teaching class I. Initially I was a
bit hesitant in approaching her
butasI got to know her, I found
her to be the most genuine
straight forward and authentic
person I had ever known. A very
caring person who cared a lot
for the children, the
underprivileged, animals and
the environment. I also
remember her as one who
would always keep
conversations full of humour
and had us in splits.




My respect for her grew over the
years as I saw her passion and
affection towards our students.
She loved story-telling and her
story sessions in the morning
assembly delighted both adults
and children alike. Her students
respected and loved her and
never forgot her even when they
reached senior school. On
teachers day she had these groups
of seniors hanging around
outside her class with flowers to
give do their favourite teacher-
and she LOVED it(ateacher's
GREATEST REWARD) .

Will miss you Meera, hope you
are still spreading laughter
wherever you are. Thanks for
being a part of my life.

Charu Bandhu

My association with Meera
ma'am goes long back to my
childhood as my mother's
colleague and friend. She would
come for my younger sister's
birthday party with her two
cute daughters. Years later,  had
the good fortune to come back
to my school as a teacher for
Class 1 to be guided and
mentored by Meera ma'am. She
was a fantastic orator and her
story telling sessions were
mesmerizing. | have learnt so
much from Meera ma'am in all
the years that she was here in the
school. I felt blessed when she
became my son's class teacher in

Class 1-D. She gave so much

affection, love and values to him
with so much patience. I have
learnt and grown watching her
in terms of teaching, handling
children, developing their
personalities and making them
inquisitive learners. In my
memory, the Annual Day
performance of class 1 children
using handmade sunflowers is
so vivid. The whole concept of
the prop and the exercises using
them were Meera ma'am's idea.
This show was appreciated by
one and all. She was so creative
in her ways of teaching that each
child enjoyed and loved being
in her class. I have such fond
memories of Meera ma'am that
will always stay with me make
me smile. I wish her happiness
and peace wherever she is.

Shivani Khazanchi

I first met Meera ma'am in
March 2003 when I joined MIS
as the Class teacher of 1 C. She
was the class teacher of Class I D.
As co-teachers of class 1 for five
years, we planned many events
together. During this period, I
got a chance to know her better
and learnt a lot from her. An
excellent orator and full of
wonderful ideas, Meera ma'am
was always there to help and
guide me. She was an amazing
story teller too. I still remember
how the entire Primary Wing,
including the teachers, would
look forward to the days when

she narrated a story during the
morning assembly. It was a sheer
delight! Ma'am loved dogs too
and had a wonderful collection
of books on dogs which she

often shared with me.

Meera ma'am's classroom was
right in front of my classroom.
During break time, I would
often see the senior children,
her ex-students, running down
to meet their favourite maa'm!

Some people spend a short time
in this world but their fragrance
lingers on forever. Meera ma'am
was definitely such a person.

Jyotika R Singh

A mere mention of her name
and I still feel a lump in my
throat. My heart says she is here
only, some here nearby. But
reality hits hard and I know she
is gone. Since I joined the MIS
Family in 1997, she was a
consistent mentor for me and a
role model to the students. She
was the avid gardener who
nurtured so many lives,
including mine and gave us so
many beautiful moments.
Candid, outspoken and
flamboyant, she was way ahead
in her thinking. While her
fragrance lingers in my life, and
I am going to cherish her for the
rest of my life.

Miss you by loads Meera
Ma'am...

Nisha Gupta




4 foril
Talent Fiesta

The Foundation Day of our school is a very special day in
our school calendar, as it was on this day, our school was
ordained to be established, and go on to reach great
heights...

This year, amidst the nationwide lockdown, the
celebrations took a new turn. Activities were
conceptualized and shared with the students through
emails. Links to videos, specially prepared for the occasion
were also shared to keep the memory of the 'Happy Days'
alive.

Using their creativity and imagination, while following the
instructions received online, students came up with their |
creations. Later, they shared pictures of their 'objet d'art'
with the class teacher.

5 %

Rapbindra Jayanti

Rabindra Jayanti or the birth anniversary of 'The Bard of Bengal', Rabindranath Tagore is observed on the

25th day of the month of Baisakh.

Therefore, May 9, was the day we celebrated his 157th birth anniversary in our school. To begin with, the
class teachers narrated one of the well- loved children's stories written by the poet and then briefed them about
the life and times of the bard. A short biopic was shown to the children which ended with the children lending
voice to the rendition of 'Jodi tor daaksune....' a patriotic song written by Gurudeyv.

-80 -
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ID-UL FITR

Id Ul Fitr is a festival which is celebrated throughout the country to rejoice health and fortitude.

To celebrate the spirit of brotherhood as signified by the festival, a special online session was organized by the
teachers. In the session, videos were shown to help the students understand the essence of the celebration as
also the customs and traditions around the festival. Students of the Islamic faith were asked to share with the
class how they planned to celebrate Eid amidst the lockdown.

Maths Day cohifcdicd

Maths Day is celebrated every year to create an awareness
of the presence of Math in our everyday life. Whether using
measurements in a recipe or deciding the next move in a
game, we use math at all times. It is therefore imperative for
the teachers to use real-world examples to kindle a spark of
practical interest in the students.

This year, Math Day was celebrated for two consecutive
days on July 9 and 10. The subject teachers and the activity
teachers of Primary Section got together and worked in co-
ordination to integrate Math with languages, art, dance,
music, physical education, craft, drama and computers. A
treasure trove of well-conceived activities including songs,
stories, puzzles and hands—on activities were devised and
conducted online to enthuse the children and ignite in them a lifelong interest in Mathematics.

English Poetry Festival (Classes 3, 4 And 5)

English Poetry Festival was celebrated for three consecutive days from July 21, 2020 to July 23,2020. The
event began with an offering of a colourful bouquet of poems by the students of Classes 4 and 5.

For the first time, children presented their poems for thls hterary event on a virtual platform. Donning
vibrant costumes and props,
the children recited their
lines with great enthusiasm
and confidence.

SC%W

Patriotic Songs Festival

The Primary Section celebrated its Shri Surendranath Jauhar Faquir Patriotic Festival on August 13. It was
held on a virtual platform, nonetheless it exhibited patriotic fervour in its true spirit. The festival began with
children reciting excerpts from Sri Aurobindo while highlighting passages from Chachaji's life. The festival
included 'desh bhakti' songs, two poems and a beautifully choreographed dance set to a soul stirring and
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inspiring song. The participants exuded confidence and invoked strong patriotic fervour in the audience. The
programme ended with an equally charged 'VandeMataram' our National Song and set the spirit for the
celebration of Independence Day.

Independence Day Celebrations (Class 3)

On the occasion of Swatantra Divas,
activities were planned for the students of
class 3, with the objective to build an
awareness on the significance of August 15
among the students;

o AR WAIAT AT — R DI T
H AT S dTel AT O HITeT UTvs 3,
i1 eRfdg onfe & fawa # Qe |

The children were asked to dress up as a
freedom fighter and speak about any one of the leaders or participate in poster making with a slogan.

Vasant Valley Drama Festival

The Vasant Valley Drama Festival is an annual event in
which The Mother's International School participates
every year. The festival was held on virtual platform =
and the theme for this year was '/Rumours'.

The students of our school performed a Hindi play g
'Senapati ki Jai' based on a popular folk tale. 7

The children who participated in the play worked very
hard to overcome the challenges of performing in the
virtual platform. They created beautiful backgrounds
for the scenes and enacted their roles enthusiastically.
It was a great learning experience for the children as well as the teachers. At the end, there was a question and
answers round with the audience. The children interacted confidently and gave excellent answers. They were
widely appreciated for their performance.

Hindi Day

This year Hindi Day was celebrated on August
27 and 28, with a lot of enthusiasm. On this day
all the subjects were integrated with Hindi so
that children could explore the wonders of the
language. Children discovered during the class
discussions how deeply embedded this
language is in our culture. They watched videos,
listened to stories, spoke in the language and applied the language skills to speaking and writing activities.

To enhance their vocabulary children were asked to solve story problems in Hindi, learnt the names of things
around them that they knew in English, in Hindi too. While using their creativity and imagination in oral
communication, children realized the true essence of the national language.
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Janmashtami Celebrations
(€assi 2%

Janmashtami celebrations on August 11, began with
the rendition of the soulful bhajan 'Achyutam
Keshavam' which was followed by the children
sharing the various names used to address 'Lord
Krishna'. Videos on the 'leelas' of Lord Krishna
brought to light the important lessons of life and the

harmonious and fulfilling life.

9. SQWW
Hindi Diwas (Classes 3, 4 and 5)

Hindi Diwas was celebrated in the Primary Wing for three consecutive days, on Sept 14, 15, 16. The Poetry
Festival held on the occasion commenced with a power-point presentation prepared by the students of class 5,
following which the teachers shared important facts around the celebration.

The students of Classes 3 and 4 recited poems based on nature, while the students of Class 5 recited Dohas.
The Dohas were set to music by the students, in an interesting twist and enjoyed by all.

Diwali Celebrations (Classes | and 2)

The virtual Diwali Assembly by Classes 1 and 2 saw mass participation
by the children. Presented on November 12, it started with Ram Leela,
showing Shree Ram going into exile and finally emerging victorious
after killing Ravana in a war.

The Ram Leela further depicted Shree Ram bringing back Sita to
Ayodhya on Diwali night. Children danced to a Diwali song holding
diyas, emoting the joy that filled the hearts of the people of Ayodhya on
witnessing the return of their Lord. The entire programme was narrated
in aprose by the children, with eye catching graphics and special effects.
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Children’s Day

Mother's Blossoms, the alumni association of the School, organised a special programme on Wednesday,
November 11 for the students of the school on the occasion of Children's Day.

A puppet show was arranged for the students of Classes 1 to 4. The show was followed by a puppet making
workshop in which the children learnt to make a hand puppet using recyclable materials lying at home.

Guru Purab (Class 5)

The Special Assembly put up by the students of Class 5 on Nov 26, on the occasion of Guru Nanak Jayanti
reminded all that love and peace exists within and it is to be shared with everyone. Guru Nanak Devji's
teachings based on 'Ek Onkar' or presence of one God, sharing what we have with the less fortunate, making
an honest living and contemplating upon God's name, were beautifully highlighted by the students through
singing of 'shabad', recitations, computer presentation, play, graceful dance movements and artwork.

The devotion and the involvement with which the programme was presented, left everyone with moments of
quietude and peace.

Crandparent's Day - Class 2

Grandparent's Day was observed by Class 2
on December 2, to celebrate the special bond
shared between grandparents and their |
grandchildren.

The programme started with the rendering of
famous bhajans by the grandparents followed
by a few Brain Gym exercises.

A quiz was conducted to check on how much
the students really knew about their
grandparents, while the virtual 'Antakshari'
provided a platform for the grandparents to
showcase their talent, as they happily sang the

golden era songs and then, shared some life lessons with everyone.

The day was a memorable one for the grandparents who left with pleasant memories and loads of
appreciation for the school.
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Mahasamadhi Day

“To express our gratitude to Sri Aurobindo we can
do nothing better than to be a living demonstration

ofhis teaching” h A
- The Mother

The students and teachers of the school paid homage
to Sri Aurobindo on December 5, the Mahasamadhi
Day of the seer, through a Special Assembly
presented virtually.

'
The presentation of a slide share on his life, ‘ ‘l l
interspersed with soulful bhajans and recitations
made for an austere start to the day as the students and staff of MIS gathered virtually to seek inspiration from
the life and work of the great Rishi.

VVEAVES, Vasant Valley

VVEAVES, which is an inter-school festival to celebrate cross-curricular learning, is organized by Vasant
Valley School every year. This year the festival in its 7th edition was a virtual one and was hosted on Friday
11th and Saturday, 12th December, 2020.

VVeaves brought together students of Class 4 from different schools of the NCR to explore a common theme
integrated across subject domains. Subject experts guided the children through the process. "Winds of
Change' was the theme for this year's festival.

Vveaves was designed to help the children understand and build the skills needed to be able to conduct a
workshop. The skills focused on were collaboration, communication, use of technology as well as the
creative ability to come up with original ideas and execute the idea.

Interschool English Literary Festival

Birla Vidya Niketan organised an online Inter-
school English literary festival on December 7,
for the children of Classes 3, 4and 5. There were
three different activities for each of the classes.
Sixteen schools from Delhi had participated in
the event.

Aavyanshi Rajan of Class 3 A represented MIS
in 'Be Aware- Enactment'. The children in this
category were judged on presentation,
originality, creativity, props used and costume.

Trisha Dutt Pant of Class 4 E represented MIS in
'Jing Along'. The children in this activity were
judged on clarity of speech, content and voice modulation.

Tara Sen of Class 5 A represented MIS in "Twist it a Bit'. The children were judged on presentation, creativity,
innovation, use of tools and storyline.

Aavyanshi Rajan won the second prize in her category
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Pre School Sports Day

Pre-School celebrated Sports Day virtually on
December 14 and 18, 2021. The event started with
'Adoration' music and a power-point presentation on
fitness and sportsmanship, followed by a virtual tour
of'the school campus.

Guided Brain Gym exercises and mass PT were [l
organised in which the parents and their wards | § =~ = ri
participated enthusiastically before the start of the f'__ A L
races. The event culminated with a Move and [l
Freeze' dance and left the parents and the little ones i 1 :d
energized and uplifted. 2

Project Day, Class 2

The virtual Project Day of Class 2 was conducted on December 18, 2020. The theme for this year's Project
Day was 'Shapes' and was named 'Aakar Prakaar'.

An array of activities including Yogasanas and description of interesting shapes and patterns seen around,
brought to light the visible regularities of form found in nature and drove home the fact that Nature also likes
to stay in order.

Students engaged the audience in games involving shapes, such as, Geoboard, Tangram, Shapes Sudoku,
Doodling Around Shapes and Complete the Patterns.

The program ended with a Storigami, where the presenter folded an origami hat while narrating a story
revolving around it. The hat, became a souvenir for the memorable event.

The confidence with which the students explained their projects and interacted with the parents was
commendable and appreciated by all.

Christmas Special Assembly

Christmas is the time of the year when the whole world is filled with the spirit of peace, goodwill and love. To
keep this spirit alive, the students of Class 4 put up a virtual Christmas Assembly, on December 24,2020. The
echoes of Christmas carols and hymns sung melodiously by the choir ushered in the festive season. The
students presented a 'Silhouette Play' based on Tolstoy's short story, which served as a reminder of the true
spirit of Christmas.
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Insightful recitations with the Mother's explanation of why Christmas has been celebrated as the 'Day of
Light', musical presentations, nativity dance in contemporary ballet style and a song in which students
explored what each letter of the word C-H-R-I-S-T-M-A-S stands for, emphasized, that Christmas is more
than just cards and presents. The skit brought forth the true meaning of the Yuletide Spirit which lay in the joy
of giving and helping those who are less fortunate.

The children were filled with joy and excitement as Santa was seen in the school campus dancing to the tune of
Jingle Bells.

The message of the assembly was loud and clear—Let us embrace the spirit of Christmas and celebrate the
Light, as Mother says, by bringing joy and happiness into everyone's life.

TS
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English Poetry Festival

The little children of Class 1 participated in
the English Poetry Festival, held on
December 11, the theme for which was
animals. Children entered the virtual
classroom dressed up as the animal in their
poem and held a prop too. Each child
recited a poem on his/her favourite animal
with a lot of zeal. The poems took the
listeners into the fascinating world of the
denizens of the wild.




English Day

The English Day was celebrated in the Primary Wing
on thel9 and 20 of January with immense zeal and
enthusiasm. All subjects were thoughtfully
integrated with English. It encompassed activities
ranging from reading stories to solving jigsaw
puzzles and even making home-made pizzas, by
following the given directions. Learning in a fun way,
helped engage children in diverse activities, be it
listening to stories in English and answering in Hindi
or even reading stories by Indian authors and writing stories by picking up the Indian ethos. Even the
activities done in Yoga, Dance and Craft helped integrate English, be it choreographing their own dance
moves to Shri Rabindranath Tagore's "Where the mind is without fear' or simply doing asanas, to 'Row, row,
row your boat'. In a nutshell, the day helped, children to understand that language is but a tool which can be
used to unify learning, in an interesting way.

Republic Day Celebrations

The Republic Day special assembly which was held virtually on Jan 25, began with the children of Class 5
explaining the significance of the day, our constitution came into effect and sharing facts about the leaders
and prominent people who were a part of the drafting committee of our constitution. The symbolism inherent
in the colours of our tricolour flag was beautifully depicted through the events which followed. The drill
display, the yogasanas on 'Matri Vandanama' and the vibrant bhangra moves depicting the aspiration for
courage, peace and vitality were creatively woven into the program which drew to a close with "Vande
Mataram'.
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Shri Whiz

The Shri Ram School, Vasant Vihar hosted Shri Wiz, a collaborative technology festival on February 1,2021.
This year the event was themed around 'Stand for What You Stand On!' During the three-day event, ‘enviro-
wizards’ of various schools from across the globe collaboratively used their ICT skills, to create projects
targeted at generating awareness towards environmental issues. It was a non-competitive event, with the
objective to enable the students to interact and share skills with their peers from different schools. The skills
included designing and book publishing, video editing and coding.

Three students from the Primary were selected to represent MIS.

It was anew learning experience, both for the students as well as the teachers.

St 1

m

English Poetry Festival (Class 2)

Poetry is the rhythmical creation of beauty in words. It allows
children to paint sketches of their lives and surroundings using
metaphors, imagery, and symbolic language.

Taking lead from the above thought, the English Poetry Festival was
organised for the children of Class II on February 4, 2021. The
children recited different poems with great zeal and enthusiasm.

They also used props and virtual background to support the theme for
their poem. Few of the students recited their self-composed poems. It
was an enriching experience for the children, as they enjoyed
reciting as well as listening to their friends' poem.



Devotional Songs Festival

The Mother guides us, showers us with immense love and always walks beside us in this journey we call life.

The Devotional Songs Festival was held on February 20, to celebrate the Mother's birthday. The Festival
began with a prayer followed by recitations that were about Her from the time She was a little girl till She
reached Puducherry and made it her home, where, She worked ceaselessly along with Sri Aurobindo. The
songs were beautiful renditions in ode to the Mother and how inner awakening is what leads us to find the
Divine within.

The culmination to this soothing Festival was the dance performance on a prayer by the Mother. The young
dancers brought each word to life through the powerful expression of movement.




Intergrated Project Day - Class |

With great fervour, Class 1 celebrated its Integrated Project Day on February 10, 2021. This year the theme
for the Project Day was “A Rendezvous with Animals™.

The day started with yoga postures and was followed by individual presentations by the children.

They took part in a wide range of activities which included storytelling, sudoku, poems, quiz, presentations
on endangered animals, camouflage and many more.

The children were exuberant and spoke with clarity and confidence, leaving the audience with a sense of
amusement and pride.
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Sports Week

Primary Wing celebrated Sports Week from March 10 to March 16. Students of Classes 3 to 5 participated in
the events held during the week.

The activities that were conceived, were in keeping with Sri Aurobindo's and the Mother's principles on
Physical Education. The day started with silent meditation, followed by brain gym, basics of Zumba and
ended with fun games.

EVS Day

The onset of spring brings us lot of joy. Environmental Science is all about exploring and respecting the
wonders of nature. To celebrate the EVS Day on March 15 and 16, integrated activities were planned out at
every level which aimed at making learning fun for the children.

Class 5 students made use of natural colours (from turmeric and beetroot) to prepare 'gulal' for Holi and
created patterns on cloth applying 'tie and dye' technique. Language integration included learning new words
related to the spring season as part of vocabulary development in Hindi and writing poems on the theme
'colours of spring' in English. Students explored symmetry in nature in the Maths period.

Class 4 students learnt the basic techniques of 'Tkebana' (a meditative art form of flower arrangement) and in
other subjects too, elements from nature were incorporated making the entire exercise holistic.

Class 3 organized their celebrations around the 'Home Sweet Home' theme. Interesting hands-on activities
included making a house using a shoe box and pencil puppets.

Class 2 had 'Habitat' as their central theme. Through a story all the subjects were integrated and the day
culminated with beautiful art work by children.

Class 1 got the students to explore different materials that are found around them.

The EVS Day gave the students of the Primary Wing an opportunity to learn something more about their
environment in a fun-filled and exciting manner.
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THE YEAR GONE BY !

Preschool and Pre-Primary spread their wings!

As we welcomed the little ones into our MIS family, they brought with them in
abundance the gifts of love and hope. Spreading sunshine, joy and laughter, they won
our hearts and rejuvenated our spirits.

In July, the youngest in our school began their virtual journey with the Mother's
blessings. Adapting and embracing the online medium, the Preschool and Pre - Primary
children surprised us all with their enthusiasm and energetic participation.

Every day was a new beginning, an adventure and a reason to explore and learn.
Learning through play, sensorial explorations, stories, Montessori activities, music,
yoga, games, drawing, sculpting, flameless cooking, art and craft were just a few tools of
exploration that the children worked with. Hands-on activities, life skills, creative
expressions and experiences dotted and sparkled their learning trajectory. Methodology
workshop and parent- teacher interactions were organized through the year.

Festivals and celebrations took on a whole new fervor. Festivities brought forth their
hidden talents and the little ones enthralled all with their performances. They dressed
up, sang and danced enthusiastically, embracing the uniqueness and rich diversity of
our nation. From Janamashtmi to Christmas, the children joyously celebrated all. Class

_ Presentations, Show and Tell, and storytelling were other occasions when children

I showcased their speaking skills and creativity. The integrated learning through various
projects, hands-on activities and art kept them excited and happy. The academic year
also saw the little ones being introduced to English Day, Math Day, Hindi Day, EVS
Day, Circle Time sessions and reflective sharing that enriched and enhanced the year
gone by.

The magic of staying fit, healthy and strong in both mind and

body was aptly brought into focus during the online Sports

Day. The little ones thoroughly enjoyed participating in

“ the races, actively played the games and were wonderful

during the mass drill. They loved working and
participating with their parents on the occasion.

The year flew by as the children blossomed and grew.
They filled us with immense pride and joy in our
journey together.
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CREATIVE WRITINGS

I had a
Dream...

One night T saw some
dinosaurs on our earth.
There was one baby
dinosaur. It was so cute. T
gave some food to baby
dinosaur and we became
good friends. Later, I saw
baby dinosaur was getting
bigger and bigger. Then
baby dinosaur and baby
dragon had fight
competition. In the end the
baby dinosaur won the
competition.

Praveer Sejwal, I-B

O
v

I had a dream that all my
cars and monster frucks
came alive. They were
parked outside my house.
I sat in my favourite car
Bugatti Veyron and went
foradrive.

AvyaanWadhera, I-B

O
v

One night T dreamt that
the virus had gone and I
went to the play ground
with my dad. There I
enjoyed riding my bicycle
and looking at the flowers
around me.

Shonilli Nandi, I-B

Ifl hada
magic wand..

... I would have made corona
virus disappear. If I had a
magic wand I would have
made all of the dry flowers
bloom. If I had a magic wand
I would made lot of paper so
the tress are not cut down.

Namasya Gupta, I-D

O
v

... Lwould like to change bad
person to good person. T
would give money to the
poor people. I would gift
trees to my earth.

Vihaan Pravin Jagtap, I-D

O
v

... Lwould do magic with it. I
would furn myself info a
fairy. Then I would fly
around the city and help
people.

Ananyaa Kapoor, I-D

O
v

... Lwill make corona go away
and go and meet all my
friends. I will fly to school
then. I will ask the wand to
give me more dolls and a big
doll house. I will also keep a
unicornasapet.

Tisha Mehra, I-D
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If my bag had wings. T would
tie it with arope and bring it
with me to School. If I left
my bag at home I could call
it, So it would fly and come
to me.

Akshar Agarwal, I-A

D
v

... a magician T would fly in
sky and meet with all birds
and talk to them. I also go to
other planet and have fun.

Aditya Kataria, I-C

A
v

... Minnie Mouse, T would
play hide and seek with
Daisy the whole day. I would
sing the welcome song for all
those who come to my house.
Mickey would bring rose
flower for me. I would give
high five fo ma‘'am and all my
friends for their good work.

Araina Goswami, I-C

D
v

...aflower, I smell very good.
People use me to decorate
their party and offer me to
God.

Taisha Pewal, I-C
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Yhe Iagical Yree ™

Once there was a magical tree because it can't talk.
The tree was sad because the tree do not have any
leaf. One sunny day a girl came to sit under the free -.£
and asked. Why are you sad. Tree said I do not have
any leaf. The girl was sad. She was crying. Her tears
fall on the tree. After some time the leaves came on
the tree. The tree was very happy.

Yriendy Yorever

Once upona time, there were two friends- Mini
the butterfly and Cheenu the lady bug. One day,
they went to the park.Cheenu fell from the
slide and got hurt. Mini helped Cheenu reach
home. They remained friends forever.

Vandita, I-A

Ofisit to the SPark

One day Lily and her brother went to the park with =
their dad. In the park, lily saw the dog. His tail goes
wag! wag! wag! Suddenly the clouds rumble loudly.
ROAR! ROAR! ROAR! Then, dad said lets go home,
anytime it will rain. But Lily and her brother wanted
to play in the rain. Playing in the rain made Lily and
her brother very happy. They both had lots of fun.

Intheend, they go home happy. Hemakshi Gupt




Wy Dream’

'
i
One day I got up to find that world had turned upside s
down. I got up to find that sun was raining and clouds were i
shining. I saw animals were flying in the sky and fish were L \
dancing on the ground. All the people were living in the ‘ .

forest and animals were living in the houses. Oh it was a

dream.

Anmay Garg, I-D

TR,

Magical Fridge

One Day John and his Mother went to the
market. He bought lettuce, Tomatoes and
carrots. When he reached home he kept the
vegetables in the fridge. Later he opened
the fridge's door and ate the cooked
vegetables. It was a magical fridge. The
vegetables cooked themselves magically.

Ayaansh Singh, I-E

ST

One day a king was going to forest sitting on
his horse. After sometime a dragon come in
flying and killed the horse. Later horse died
and king got hurt. Then Magical man came
flying broom. He take out his magical broom
and say a mantra. ABRA KA DABRA. Then
the horse got alive. In the end king thanked
the magical man and gave ten lakh rupees.

Aarav Gupta I-E
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Drogo was a little dragon who lived in the ocean water near an
island. One day Drogo was very hungry. Insearch of food, Drogo
reached near a light house which was made up of wood and
straw. Drogo went inside the light house to find out some food
to eat. But no food was available inside the light house. So, in i
last, Drogo started to eat everything which was available in
that light house. Drogo was so voracious that he ate the whole
light house and trees nearby. After sometime he has stomach
ache and felt uneasiness. So he laid down under the ocean
water. Few small fish came around him and asked about his
wellness. He replied, "please leave me alone. This all due to my
mistake. O God! forgive me. I will never do it again.”

Anvita Dwivedi, II-B

D
v

Drogo was a little dragon who lived in the ocean near an island. He was very intelligent and
strong. One day he thought of making fun by teasing some of his friends. The next day he set
of f up the hill fo meet his friends. All his friends were thrilled to see him there. Then he took
of f all of them far from the ocean . He had no idea that he would meet a monster on his way.
The monster was very scary and powerful. He trapped all of them inametal cage. They got very
scared. Drogo realized that we should not trick anyone at the cost of someone's life.

Aditya Bhandari, II-D

v

Drogo was a very cranky Dragon. He used to cry at small- small things. So all of his friends
teased Drogo. They ate all his food and gave him the leftover. One day Drogo was very sad and
he ran away. He reached an unknown place and lost his way back. He was very hungry. He saw a
hut. Drogo thought that the golden straw on the roof of the hut looked very tasty. He took a
big bite of the roof. But he didn't notice that the straw had lots of dust and twig. He got a bad
stomach ache and he started to cry. He was now missing his mom , dad and little sister. He
realised his mistake. Drogo shouldnot have run away without telling his mom and dad. He
wished they were here. And his wish came true. His family and friends had come looking for
him. His parents hugged him and his friends said "We love you Drogo and we are extremely
sorry!”

They all went home happily. Aarya Malhotra, II-D
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Aadya Mishra, II-C

Drogo was a little Dragon who lived in the
ocean waters near an island. He was green
colour and very large in size. His staple diet
was fish. He got bored by eating fish. So, he
decided that he would eat something other
and fish. Suddenly, he found a house near the
ocean. The roof of the house was made from
hay. He thought that he should try hay. Drogo
took abigbite of a hay. It was good in faste.
Now Drogo decided to go home. When he
reached home, his stomach started aching. He
felt like a ball was bouncing inside his tummy.
The stomach ache kept increasing. Now it was
out of control . He decided to visit Dr Hegwig.
The doctor asked him several questions about
what he had eaten previously. Drogo told the
doctor that he had eaten a group of sharks,
some jellyfishes, a big whale and hay. "Hay!l
The doctor asked "Don't you know that
Dragons are allergic to hay?” "Ummm.... T did
not know about that doctor” said Drogo." A
dragon must never eat hay."Yes I will never
eat here ever again”. Said Drogo. From that
day onwards Drogo never ate hay.

Aadya Mishra, II-C

Aadya Mishra, II-C

Drogo was a little dragon who lived in the ocean
waters near an island with his friends Sily and
Silly. Every evening they met on the beach
where they discussed what all had happened in
the day. Drogo was very lazy but his friends
were very active. One day they decided to go
for picnic. His friends came to his house as per
the plan but found him sleeping and went away.
When he got up he realized his friends had
left him and gone. He also felt very hungry and
looked around for something to eat. Finally, he
saw a thatched hat and had a bite of the hay on
the roof. But when he realized he had
destroyed the shelter of some people, he felt
very bad. As he sat and repented his action, his
friends came back from the picnic. When he
told them everything, they decided to repair
the roof. When the roof was finally repaired
everyone was happy.

The moral of the story is - Think before you
act.
Ayon Singh, II-A

(o4

Drogo was a little dragon who lived in the ocean waters near an island. Drogo was friends with some
fishes. Drogo and the fishes would play everyday. There were some fishermen living on the island.
The fishermen came to catch fish. One day Drogo was angry because they use to catch his friends
who were fishes. So he decided to destroy their huts wich were on the beach. But when he saw
fishermen suffering he realised he had made a big mistake.

Yasha Singh, II-E
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Once upon a time there were so many animals
lived together, like Golu the bear, Tippy the
giraffe, Fluffy the rabbit, eagle, worm, etc. All
the animals were looking for food themselves.
One day an eagle was flying in the sky and he saw
some worms crawling on the tree. Eagle was very
hungry. He came and take one worm and fly away.
Golu the bear feeling very hungry and he saw a
honeycomb on the tree. Golu was very excited.
But the honeycomb is very high. Then Tippy the
Giraffe came there. He saw the Golu bear, he was
very sad. The giraffe started eating the leaves
of that tree on which the honeycomb hanging. So
that the honeycomb camedown and Golu the bear
drank the honeycomb and emptied all the
honeycomb. Fluffy the rabbit is very naughty. He
go to the fields where carrots are grown and
brings carrot from there for his dinner. In this
way all the animals eat there own food and live
happily in the jungle.

Moral of the story: God gives food toall.
Saanvi Bhardwaj, II-B

One day I went to Sundar Nursery with my
grandmother at night. We went to a tomb
for a long walk. There I saw some kind of a
white thing in the air. I told my
grandmother about it. So, she took a lamp
and tried to see in the dark, but there was
nothing in the air. She called a detective to
find out about the white thing. The
detective saw a bright yellow flower in the
middle of the tomb. He followed the flower
and opened a mysterious door with a big
key. Inside there was a ghost. It was red,
black, pink, silver and purple. He saw a
basket wrapped in a cloth under the ghost.
There was a lamp under the basket. The
detective removed the cloth and inside was
my missing doll. T was so surprised and
happy to see her. My grandmother and I
thanked the detective and he said to me
that there are no ghosts in the world. It
was my mommy and daddy who had hidden

my doll in the tomb. -
Shounili, II-A



Magical Lamp

One day my mother asked me to get some cloves.
I went to a forest which was magical. In the
forest I found ared key. Suddenly I saw a castle.
Its door was closed. I opened the door with the
red key. There was a talking dog inside which had
been captured by awitch. I freed the dog and it
became my friend. It took me home and became
my pet forever.

Paridhi Joshi, II-B

One day my grandmother went to the forest. She found a mysterious red lamp. She rubbed the
lamp and genie jumped out of it. Genie showed her two magical keys. One key was of money and the
other of happiness. Genie asked her to take only one key. She took the key of happiness.

Moral: Happiness is more important than money.
Pratham Gulati, II-B

D
v

Chamku's Vacation

One day Chamku landed on the Earth . Then he
saw the beach ,he took out his beach chair and
put on slices of cucumber and his face pack.
Then for two hours he lay on his chair.
Someone was doing Malish for him. He toom
some coconut water . He liked the vacation. He
decided to stay for hisentirelife on Earth.

Nayantara Rajaram, II-D

O
v

In 2021 Chamku decided to spend his vacations on Earth. One day he jumped on his spaceship
and flew to Earth. He landed on a beach which has a beautiful sandcastle. He thought it will be
fun to spend my holidays in a mysterious sandcastle. He knocked on the castle door and was
greeted by ayoung princess.The princess lived with her grandmother. They welcomed Chamku
to their castle and gave him a keyand a lamp for his room.Chamku enjoyed his vacation staying

in his room and the white beach.
Dviti Jain, II-D
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Shekhar's Dream

Onthe night before my sister's birthday, I had a dream that I was flying! I was
flying so high that I was over the clouds. When I was flying I saw
amysterious castle I flew to the castle. I opened the door of the
castle, I was surprised! There were mirrors, pencils, eraser,
stationary boxes and even candies! I took some of the things and

got out of the castle. I flew back to my home. Just then my mom

woke me up. She said “good morning Eshanya. It's your sister's
birthday! Then I quickly got up and said "Happy Birthday didi“! She said

\\T ."
hankyou Eshanya Eshanya Mishra, II-E

One day Shekhar took money from his mother and went to a shop to buy some
candies. He wanted to gift these candies to his cousin Alex for his birthday. He
gave shopkeepr the money and bought 6 candies. Then he went
back home ate his dinner and fucked himself in his bed and went
to sleep. Next morning when he got up, he wanted to go inside
his dream which he saw in the night he had an idea he requested
his mother for some money and went to an ancient shop with his -
sister. Shekhar knocked at the door and a old man .I’
opened the door. He asked who are you, what do you "MJ
want? Shekhar replied I want to go inside my dream
and for that I need an ancient puzzle box. The old man gave him the box and warned him to be
careful with it. Shekhar said thank you and went home. Shekhar told his mother about the puzzle
box and his dream. His mother told him to take sister into his dreams. Shekhar said ok lets go sis!
They chanted the mantra and opened the puzzle box and whoosh, they were inside Shekhar dream.
Shekhar siad fantastic. They saw many rainbows, a big farm with animals, blue sky and lots of
flowers. Shekhar's sister found a magic wand at the bottom of the rainbow. Both of them played
together and had lots of fun. Shekhar also found a super uniform near the wand. Shekhar's sister
called amagical unicorn. Both of them flew together home, this was the best dream ever!

Anvi Dugar, II-E

e
o

DREA M lA N D One day as usual me and my littel brother Mohan were

. sleeping under the stars. But suddenly Mohan told me I
A 9'°"V Of GO spaceSh'p want to go to space and I want a ride in a spaceship. But

how will we get a spaceship? Mohan said we can make one.
Ok we can make it with cardboard, glass and some other
things. Yes lll So we made a big spaceship and we count
downfrom10..10987 6543210 WOOOHOOO and we
: ~ were soon in space. We played for a while it was getting
late so we happily went home.

Aradhana Venkata Mandapaka, II-B
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This is a story of two kids. They lived in a house with a "'_*‘._;I_';:s. E. = 1

5 . L mamm il = 1

garden. One day they were playing in the garden. They were e~ -

jumping around and were enjoying a lot. They played with T ﬁﬁ N —

their own shadows. While playing, they stumbled upon a shell Egi = AT
-ﬂ.‘r ;‘i

that was moving. They had never seen such a thing before ' i =
and it seemed very mysterious to them. Being unable to
understand what it was, they decided to call their
grandmother. As it had turned dark outside, they requested
their grandmother to bring the lamp along with. She said
"The lamp is in my almirah”. She opened the almirah with the
key and too out the lamp. When they had a close look at the
mysterious moving shell, the grandmother told them "There
is nothing mysterious about it! It is a snail in its shell.” So,
the grandmother solved the mystery. The kids were so
happy to learn about anew creature. Aryaman Jagdevan, II-D

One sunny day me and my family was going on a picnic on a castle. When we reached the castle, it
was beautiful from outside. I ate my food as fast as I could eat.After eating the food I wanted to
go inside the castle but the guards didn't allow. There was a window in the castle. I climbed up the
castle and got inside the windows. I saw lots of gold. I clicked some pictures of gold and crowns. I
had fun clicking pictures. It was time to go home and I came back down and showed the pictures to
my mom and dad. They said WOW to me. Then we went home and whispered I love the castle.

Aradhya Gupta, II-C

Mysterious Mom's Birthday
Shadows Surprise

One day after coming home from park I found
there was no electricity. I took the keys from
my grandmother and opened the door to get
some fresh air. As soon as I went to get some
freshair, I saw mysterious shadows dancing. I
thought the Monsters were partying. I
shouted loudly for help. My grandmother
came with the lamp. In the light T could see
clothes hanging on the roof and swinging in the
air. My grandmother and I started to laugh.

One day I went to my grandmother's place. T
forgot my key at home. When I reached
grandmother's house I told that today is
16th march, it is mom's birthday! When mom
was sleeping me and my grandmother
switched off the lamp, then we decorated
the house with balloons and streamers.
When momwoke up then we all wish her
Happy Birthday Mom. She was very excited
she jumped with happiness.

Vaibhav Gupta, II-C Sarbani Chawla, II-D

- 105 -



CU¢onoNA praRies' >

Dear Ayan,

How are you? I am fine. T want to tell you a lockdown
incident. When the lockdown started, me and my friends
started playing tambola. It was very fun. In the evening
me and my friends stood in their balconies. We
connected the phone with the speaker and started
automatic fambola. If one person all the numbers are
called out he won the game. On 25th March it was my
birthday, I celebrated it by cutting the cake in the balcony.

Bhavyam Aswani, II-E

Dear Meerah, Dear Reyansh,

How are you? I hope you are fine. Are you missing How are you? How are Uncle Anuj, Aunt
school. Our biggest problem in lockdown is Zoom Shrutiand Vihaan?

online classes. They were difficult but now it has I enjoyed spending time with my family.
been a year and we are learning more about Zoom. During lockdown I learnd to make ice cream. I

And we are at the state with lockdown but our life also baked cake with my mother. I played
is still not like before- front field, assembly, etc. T cricket, tambola with my family. T also take

hope schools open soon and we meet again, and my care of my grandparents. This was a lovely
birthday is also close. I miss those parties .I am time and I enjoyed a lot. Hope you also have a
really excited to go toschool. great time with your family and friend. Your
with love Ritisha frien
Ritisha Saxena, II-C Advik Jain, II-E
Dear Joslya,

How are you? How are your grandfather, grandmother,
uncle,aunt, brother and Oogy?

I am in my hometown now. In this lockdown, I am very . ...
bore. T can't go outside to play and visit anyone. : =
Whenever I go outside I wore mask. It is very *ﬂ‘ — K

uncomfortable for me. What do you feel? Do you wear a ‘“% Dl

P

Eshanya Mishra, I1-

mask? Do not forget to wash your hands repeatedly.
Take care. See youwhen school reopen. I miss you.
Yourlovely,

Tamphatonbi
amphatonbi Tamphatonbi Sougaijam, II-E
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CovID 19: Ry i
The Start To Ui
An [nnovative Beginhing

Everybody's life was going on smoothly when suddenly
Covid-19 came into our lives. All the shops, malls, offices
and schools were shut. People were locked in their houses.
In India, where people love to meet each other and
celebrate festivals, happiness and sorrows together,
Covid-19 had completely changed their way of thinking
and doing daily operations. Everybody started thinking about how to deal with the situation. Work from home
became a new normal. Online classes started for children. Children in cities and towns started attending classes
using laptops and smart phones. But, the children who were poor or lived in villages could not attend the online
classes because they did not have the device or the signal was not reaching their place. Many people became
unemployed because of closing of shops, offices etc. Watchman, postman, maids lost their jobs.

Seepsd S TC

To overcome the problem, a new idea was implemented by the teachers of private schools. The teachers thought to
give their students an assignment — to teach ten poor students. These students were to send recordings and
assignments to the students in villages. The problem of sending the assignments was solved by taking help of the
postman. This way, the postman who had lost his job also earned some money. Village students could clear their
doubts using a landline or a mobile phone. Certificates were given to the students who completed their worksheets
and those who helped were given appreciation letters.

So, the problem was solved with this innovative idea and marked the beginning of a fresh start.

Avyaanshi Rajan, ITI-A

my mother. She sat with me, holding a copy and
pencil. I was happy and surprised to see her new look.
She was sitting with me as my friend. I was very
happy that she had filled my friends' shortage to a
great extent.

MOM

I love superhuman movies, know why, because in my
life too there is a superwoman and she is my
mother...IPROUD OF MY MOTHER....

.Now its evening time. ... my mom became a tutor...

Yes....in every aspect she that education is important
and it gives purpose to life. She has taught me to keep

I remember the first day of my online class. [ was lazy hope alive tought

in waking up, but then the sound of music came from
somewhere. Yes, she was my mother. My tough time
Warrior. she was standing in a new style and with a
new dress to show me this new format of online class.
I was impressed. Dressed in Indian clothes every day,
my mother was ready to do yoga with me in a track

I realise how my mother taught me an important
lesson that day, like nobody else could have.

My mother has always been a guide and friend to me
throughout my life

suit today. This was the first lesson of my online class.
Not shy, she did a yoga class with me so that I could
get positive energy in this difficult time of the
pandemic. Now it was the turn of my other subjects.
This time I had a new student in my class and that was

Super humans, we read about them, watch them and
admire them in the virtual world - but I live with a
superhuman. She is my mother.

Iloveumom
Aleeza, I11-A
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My Corona Warrior

Zohra Aunty was a sincere worker. She use to wash and
iron our clothes. One morning my mother told me that
because of Corona Virus I would not be going to school
but,  would have to attend school through online classes.
My father immediately got me a new laptop. The
following day when Zohra Aunty came home to wash
our clothes and iron them, she came late. When my
mother asked her the reason for being late, she said her
daughter was using her phone for her online class. She
worked very hard and said she will go and work in a few
more houses and earn more money to buy a better phone
with camera and good network plan for her daughter as
her phone was old and not of a good quality. She wanted
her daughter to attend classes without any difficulty. She
worked very hard for two- three months. One day when
she came to work, she was looking very happy. She asked
my mother which phone should she buy as she had saved
enough money to buy the new phone for her daughter.
My mother narrated her story to me and we were very
proud of her. So she is my Corona Hero of the year 2020.

Aahana Chakraborty, I11-B

A boy called Preston lived with his family.
Preston was taking his online classes. He thought
being at home was vacation time. 'Fun, fun fun !
Online classes are fun!', said Preston. One fine
Monday morning his teacher said to the class —
“On Wednesday, we will have our mental maths
test. You have two days to study.” But Preston
was not listening. He was waiting for his online
class to end. He decided to study that afternoon.
But then he thought he had the whole evening to
study. So he spent the whole day trying to climb
his bedroom wall! When the evening rolled in,
some guests came to their house. Preston played
with guests' children, but he thought he had
another whole day to study the next day!

He decided to study in the afternoon again, but
thought he had the whole evening to study. So, he
played games. In the evening, his mother
reminded him to study. But he said, 'T have the
entire night to study.' He finally did sit down to
study. After a few minutes he thought, 'This is so

The year 2020 was challenging for me as we were not
allowed to go out. My mother and father see patients
with the virus. We go outside with mask. I did not
even get a chance to met my 3-C teachers. We were
only having online classes. | want that the virus to be
gone. My mother is an eye specialist. She checks eyes
and attends emergencies. If anything is wrong with
the eye, she fixes it in 5 minutes. My father is a child
specialist if something is wrong with the child he will
tell what to do and which medicine to take. Both of
them treated corona patients amid the pandemic,
working so hard, I hope I can also be a doctor to help
people. [ think the year 2021 will be much better than
2020. Lots of people are sick so doctors help just like
my mother and father. I will be very happy after
corona virus completely disappears.

Mischa Raj, III-C

easy, | will surely pass.' Saying so, he wentto play.
The next day was the day of the test. The ones he
had revised were easy, but other ones were hard.
He did very poorly. His best friend, Briana did not
like this as he felt sad that Preston got bad marks.
His teacher said, “Preston you have got bad marks.
You will give a re-test,” Preston was sad and
thinking what would happen now. But Briana
planned daily meetings with him to help him. She
helped him with every thing he got wrong. She
revised everything with him for the re-test. He got
good marks in this test. The question that was hard
Wwere now easy.

Preston thanked his friend Briana for helping him
without asking for anything in return. Preston also
promised her that he will study at the time of study
and play at the time to play.

Advik, ITI-E
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BhartiMy
Covid Warrior

Charvi Taneja, I1I-B

There was once a little girl named Bharti who saw
on T.V that Corona Virus is spreading all over
India. She learnt that to prevent it from spreading
quickly, everyone had to wear a mask and wash
their hands regularly. Every time Bharti went out,
she wore a mask but realized no one in her area did
the same. She got worried. She wanted to know
why people of her area were not wearing a mask?
When she asked the people, they said that they did
not have money to buy masks.

Hearing this, Bharti decided to help her
neighbours. She decided to make masks for
everybody and gift it to them. However, she failed
in her first try as the masks she made did not fit well
and were too thick. So, she asked her mother who
stitched. Her mother asked Bharti to learn making
a mask from Youtube. Bharti started to learn how
to make a mask from old pieces of cloth. She
distributed these cloth masks to her neighbours to
save them from Corona Virus. Each and ever
person in her area had a mask thanks to Bharti. Her
determination of learning to make masks for
people of her locality and protecting them from
Corona Virus turned fruitful. A few weeks later a
newspaper published the story of the amazing
work done by the young girl Bharti for the people
ofherarea. She is an inspiring Covid Warrior.

Adya Singh, I1I-B

y
Experiences

ot 2020

Oh God, another problem has fallen on the head!
Everybody around is talking about a disease called
Corona Virus. Today on the television the Prime
Minister gave a speech that everybody have to stay
locked in their homes. We can not go to school. We
have to stay in our homes for a long time.

One month has passed but still we can't go to school.
Today we received a mail that the classes will happen
online sitting at home. I was surprised, How could
classes happen sitting at home??

It is 1st May today. I will have my first online class and
I am very excited. I am enjoying the online class! Oh
no!! the power went out and I got disconnected.
Mummy and papa are not at home what should I do? I
am calling mummy but she can't help me. I can not join.

Two months have passed and we are having online
classes. From today, our tests have started. We have to
study for our tests. We will have tests regularly. We
will have online test.

It is September 5 today. I have my first online special
assembly. This time it's more interesting. I have to
participate in the Gandhi Jayanti online special
assembly. [ am happy.

It is Diwali time now. In the craft class we made dias
out of atta. | have painted them red and green. They are
looking really beautiful. I have enjoyed lighting dias
and making rangoli with my grandparents.

Online classes are still going on. Its December and its
really cold. It is 12th of December. Today is my
birthday. I like to call my friends in the party. But this
time we will not call anyone. Its going to be very
boring. I am wearing a beautiful gown and I am
playing at home. Chachu-chachi have come. They are
wearing masks.

It is January 13 and it is Lori. I am having lots of fun
throwing popcorns, peanuts and revaris in the fire. I
am enjoying music. It is February, In the craft class, |
am making flowers for Mother's birthday and in tha art
class we are making lotus for the Mother's Birthday.
Our online Classes are fun still  am missing school.

Reya Madan, I1I-A
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The School Santa

Amodhinee Sharma, II1-D

Suniti Ma'am had been teaching biology to class 10th
students in senior secondary school in Pune for the
past 10 years. She had been a dedicated teacher and
loved her class. She tried many ways to interact with
the children and to make them study.

When the lockdown continued during the pandemic,
online classes began for all classes. Many children
could not attend online school and were missing the
lessons. They were missing important lessons which
could affect their exams. She was very worried.

One day a thought came to her mind that we can
collect old laptops/tabs to help the children to study
online. The next day she called the other teachers to
discuss the idea. They called the principal and told her
the idea. Suniti said, “Ma'am, I have been thinking
about the students who have not attended the online
classes. Maybe some of them do not have devices to
connect to the class. If we can get some old laptops or
tabs from people around us it would be very helpful
and every child will be able to attend the online class.”
The principal agreed and made Suniti the in charge for
managing the idea.

All the teachers called their family members and their
family friends for donating of old devices which were
working or which were not working.

Suniti's brother had a mover and packer company. She
convinced her brother to help out. She asked him,
“Sunil can you help me collect devices from different
location for my school children?” They made a plan
on how to collect devices from different places. After
they got all the devices they sanitized them. They
started to check each one of them one by one. They
separated the ones that were working and those that
were not working.

They contacted some repair companies and told them
the idea. Only two of them agreed to help without
money. Both the companies repaired the old devices
and send them back to Suniti. She made a list with the
help of school office staff. Then the school office
called the children who were not attending the
classes.

They asked the reason from the parents and made a
list of children who did not have devices. After they
made a list, they started giving the devices to each
student. Suniti's brother arranged their delivery.

Suniti attached a chit to each device and the chit had a
message “Enjoy online classes, love School Santa”.

Kush Saib, I11-B

My Alien Friend

I was fast asleep one night when I heard a loud
sound of a vehicle crashing on my terrace and
some strange sounds of someone talking in a
strange language. At first, [ got scared but my
inquisitive nature pushed me to reach out to the
terrace. Oh my God! It was an alien spaceship.
When I came closer to it, I found a small pretty
green coloured creature with an antennae on its
head. She touched my forehead for few seconds
and suddenly she became my look-a-like of me,
speaking in my language. Her name was Ziza
and she had run away from her planet because
she did not like to go to school. I told her that
going to school is so much fun especially if it is
MIS! I allowed her to attend our online classes
and she really loved it. Teachers say that I
performed well in Class II1. Well, well, well! Are
they sure it was me?

Nishka Sharma, I11-B

Parinavya Kumar I11-C




Treasure Hunt

Alizia, Sam & I were walking on a beach. There we found a bottle.
We quickly opened it and it was a map! We searched on google and
found out that it was a map of an island in Arabian Sea. We grabbed
aboat and rowed towards the island.

e
5
S
3
A

We landed on the island and quickly got off. There was a tunnel but
it was guarded by wolves. There was some food in our bag. I threw
some food at the other side to distract the wolves. Then we quickly
went through the tunnel. We saw that there was another clue in the
map - the key and the treasure were at different islands. So to to go
the other island we did a higgggghhhh jump and reached.

Sam felt something cold in his hand so we dug the sand and found §
the key. We were sooo happyyyy! Through a bridge, we reached the
third island. The map showed the treasure was beneath a white
hoisted flag. We walked towards it but it was guarded by angry
eagles. Alizia took out her trumpet and started playing it loudly. The
birds flew away.

We dug it and yipeee there was gold and jewels! We all thought what to do with the treasure. Then I said,
maybe we can buy laptops for kids who can't attend online classes. That was our best day ever!

Naisha Bansal, I1I-C

Uncle “0” :

Life was usual , brushing my teeth , a bath and going to school was fun. But suddenly it was declared
that we have to stay indoors because of the Covid-19 Situation. Few weeks later it got more intense. |
was fell inside bored. it wasn't fun anymore . But my Uncle “V “got out of his routine and decided to
make a change. He created a series of online competitions which required research and practice
before we challenged each other through our zoom calls , while my “maasi “was the judge.

First was the singing competition where we had to sing 5 songs back to back and I won that . Then was
the House works competition which ended up in a tie. Then was the healthy eating competition where
we had to share the images of our daily diet, it was a tie too . Next was the story telling which I won. I
also won the yoga competition and dance my uncle won. There were many such planned activities
back to back every weekend keeping our minds busy and active. The grand Finale was the ‘Fashion
Show’ “which I won too . [ won a Lego set for wining the overall show.

These activities kept me going during the lockdown. Uncle V reached out to me and made me happy
each day . The lockdown was something I had never experienced before. [ was grateful and thankful
thatuncle V arranged some learning activities for us and our families.

Kaynah Mishra, I11-C
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Home Sweet Home

Built of stick or wood or bricks or loom,
Where the whole family is I call home,
We love and care for each other,

We are never alone but always stick together,
We have rules that keeps us busy,
Some are difficult while some are easy,
We clean our house every day,

And keep it tidy all through the day,

It protects us from bad weather,
Keeps us safe and sound in all weather,
We celebrate lot of festivals traditionally,
With everyone in the family,

My Home Is Very Special Friends, relatives all day long,
Its Walls are White And the bell goes ding dong,
Its Full of Light Keep your family in your heart,
My Home Is Very Special And you will never fall apart
Its Clean and Neat A happy family can make a home,
I Love to Dance to its Beat A home Sweet Home.
My Home Is Very Special N A. Tejesvini, I1I-D
I have my own Room
I Clean it daily with a Broom
My Home Is Very Special
My Pet Hachi lives with Me
He Comes Running at the Count of Three
My Home Is Very Special
It's Always the People who make it Special
Its my Grandparents and Parents
Who make my Home so Special

Tania Singh, II1I-D

My Dream House

My dream house is my home only. Since last one year, my house is not my home only, it has also become
my classroom, my playground, my TT center etc. Come and visit my home with me. When you enter my
home, there is a big drawing room. It has seven-seaters sofa and a center table. Then there is a large dining
hall where we have kept the dining table and a refrigerator. Do you know, this dining area is my favorite
place. In the morning, half of the dining table becomes my 3A class, and in the evening I convert it into
TT table by attaching the TT net in middle. Then there is my room. I share it with my sister. There are
separate almirahs for both of us where we keep our clothes, books and toys. There is a big balcony where
we planted so many plants. In evening, we all sit here and enjoy. I love my home.

Japesh Bansal, I11-A

Aanya Garg, I1I-D

Meemansha Mishra, I11-B




Importance of
Education

Rishi was a very good boy. He would always be the
first to complete his work in class, he would play
whenever he could, he would crack excellent jokes,
and was great fun to be with. He had a friend called
Raju. Raju was very shy, but he would laugh at Rishi's
jokes. Raju was very good at Maths. Both the boys
after school would play in the school lawns. One day,
when “The Evil Coronavirus” came to India. The
schools were open for a bit, but soon they shut down.
The online classes started to take over. A month later
Rishi was discussing with his parents as to why Raju
was not attending online classes. Rishi had spoken to
Raju and found that Raju's parents had only one
laptop and that was given to his older brother, who is
in class X and since Raju could not get a laptop, he
could not attend the classes.

Raju was sad. He wanted to become a mathematician
but as he was unable to attend classes, he could feel
his dreams being shattered .He felt depressed, sad and
disheartened.

Rishi's parents told Rishi's Maths teacher, Madhuri
ma'am. Madhuri ma'am was an amazing teacher.
Everybody liked her. She was a little strict, but she did
Maths in a fun way. All the children looked forward to
her classes. On Madhuri ma'am's suggestion, Rishi's
parents asked Raju to come to their house and join
online classes from there with Rishi. That is what
Raju did. He took all his books and notebooks to
Rishi's house. Raju studied with Rishi as long as
online classes went on. The two had a wonderful time
learning new things together.

Kaushik, I1I-D
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Aadya Sharma, I1I-D
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I was fast asleep one night when [ heard a loud sound
of'a vehicle crashing on my terrace and some strange
sounds of someone talking. I went to the terrace to
check and saw that there was a Spaceship full of
Aliens on the terrace. One of the aliens came down
from the space ship and started looking around. I got
really scared. I could not think of anything so, [ gota
white sheet, cut out space for eyes and covered
myself with it, pretending to be a ghost. The alien
kept staring at me and I got a little scared. At that
moment | remembered that my grandmother had
once said that our mind is like a computer and it does
whatever we want it to do. So, I told my mind that I
was not scared, and shouted loudly “BOO”! As
soon as the Alien heard me , it got really scared. It
ran towards its space ship making a strange sound. It
was quickly pulled inside the spaceship and it
immediately tookoff. I was very proud of myself for
being so brave as had the aliens stayed on, no one
knows what trouble they would have caused on the
planet Earth.

Fatima Shuaib, I11-B

W My OuTDOR. ACTITy — RO




Vedansh, III-D

Aadi Porwal, III-C

The Wonderful
Teacher

Once there was a little school in Rajasthan. There was only
one teacher there and her name was Mrs. Shanti. She was a
brilliant teacher. Her students would always attend the
class happily chattering with a smile on their faces. But all
of this changed when Corona began. The children could not come to school. This made Mrs. Shanti really sad. The
reason that they could not do online classes was because they did not have computers and the internet connection was
poor in the locality. Mrs. Shanti with all her savings tried to buy computers for her students, but alas! she could only buy
two computers. Two computers amongst thirty children were far from enough to teach online classes. “What can 1 do?”
Mrs. Shanti was perplexed and distraught, but when there is a will there is a way. Some children in Mrs. Shanti's class
were good painters, some had pottery skills and others were good with crafts. Mrs. Shanti asked them to contribute as
many pieces as they could. She then went to the district authorities for help to sell those pieces and collect money. The
authorities were very supportive of the idea but could not do much as movement and gathering of people was not
allowed. The district collector was impressed by Mrs. Shanti's dedication towards her students. He suggested Mrs.
Shanti to go online with her exhibition and pledged full support in form of good internet and arranging delivery of the
sold goods. The idea was a ray of hope for Mrs. Shanti. With a few educated young men of the village, she was able to
put up an online auction exhibition with a passionate appeal to help children in their studies. As they say “A good deed
never goes waste” the auction was a big success, and people made sure that the requirement of computers was fulfilled.
Mrs. Shanti was overwhelmed by this response and the icing on the cake was the sparkle in the eyes of the children
when online classes started. Change is always brought about by one person's determination. Mrs. Shanti proved this to
the world thus emphasizing the fact that we should all believe in our abilities to stay strong in the face of adversities and
do good to the society.

Sauravi Misra, I1I-D

s The Story of Mr. Shvam

Mr. Shyam was a Maths teacher, he was 56 years old. He had been teaching
in his school for 31 years. But Covid-19 he had changed his life, as he had
to start teaching online. His problem was he did not know how to use a
computer. He asked his grandson to teach him the various applications of
the computer, but his grandson had to attend his own online classes.
Mr.Shyam's grandson loved his a lot so whenever he had free time, he
taught his grandfather to use a computer slowly

For Mr. Shyam, Covid-19 was a disaster. When the school announced that
classes would be online, he told he principal about his problem. She heard him and said he could learn. Mr. Shyam went
back home and sat on the couch. He was very sad but he could not do anything about it. After five days online classes
had to start. He was worried as he did not know how to use zoom on phone or the computer as he never needed to use it
ever before. He knew that five days were not enough to learn. Within five days all he learnt was how to switch on the
computer, open zoom and schedule the classes. When there was a connectivity issue, he would get upset. As he was still
learning, sometimes he forgot how to disable chat or forgot how to use the share screen. He has to call his grandson who
helped him most of the time. Mr. Shyam sometimes got unhappy with the children when they did not want to listen to
him but he was determined to make his online classes interesting .

Mr. Shyam practised using the computer alone and soon learnt how to create a word documents, disable chat, mute the
children, share screen and now he knew how to teach through his phone and computer. Mr Shyam learnt everything so
well that he was happy and taught the children confidently. So, Mr. Shyam began to be called not only a Maths teacher

butalso a computer science teacher too.
Anaya Bahri, I1I-D
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A SCAOOL
IN THE

MOUNTAINS

Let me introduce you to Parth Phalke. A simple,
humble person who loves playing ukulele.

We met him when, I and my family visited a small
village named Tirthan in remote part of Himachal
Pradesh, in Oct last year. We stayed in 'Sunshine
Cottage', where there is unique school by the name
of'Sunshine Learning Centre'.

While the whole world had locked themselves
inside their home, Parth decided to leave his own,
to run this small school where online education
was not an option for the village kids. He left his
regular teaching job at a prestigious school in Pune
and followed his heart to be with the children from
the area.

You may imagine this to be school with
classrooms, blackboard and benches but let me
give you a sneak-peak into Parth's school.

There are no classrooms, no benches and no
subjects. All the students are divided into small
groups. Some do role play in English, some go up
and down the stairs to learn Maths, some learn to
make chairs out of wood logs while others just sit
in the corner singing to a guitar.

Parth believes that this is real education and
learning has to be filled with fun for us. He spends
all his time in following his passion to help
children learn in a fun way.

That week after finishing my Zoom classes, |
would run to Parth's School and spend my day
having fun and doing new activiities.

Avana Mathur, ITI-E
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Learning Bhangra

in
In the year of Covid when all our sports
activities had stopped, my teachers helped me
learn a new dance which is Bhangra. There were
10 students of class three who were selected to

present 'Bhangra' for online special assembly on
Republic Day.

It would have been easier for the teachers to
teach all of us together in school, but since the
school were closed due to Covid our teachers
worked hard to take out time from their busy
timetable after school to teach us. It was a very
different feeling for us to learn dance online but
our teachers were really helpful and they did so
many things to help us learn the steps.

The teacher shared all the dance steps with us in
a video, arranged for our dance costumes, made
us practice, and made sure everything matched
including the background. They then made a
great video where dance of all of our students
was shared with our school.

Our teachers made us do this fun activity in
Covid times and did not scold us even if some of
us were slow in learning. They had put lot of
effort to prepare special assembly for Republic
Day.

I would like to say thank you to my teachers for
teaching Bhangra in a fun way and working so
hard with us. I now love to do Bhangra steps
every day athome.

Yug Agarwal, III-E
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arriors -
Hero W :

COVID-19 period was a difficult time for
everybody.

Our everyday life had changed, but with the
help of my family we managed to bear this
pandemic.

The day used to end in no time because of
the support of my family.

My father is a scientist and teaches in the
Jawaharlal Nehru University. The campus
has several PhD students who had to stay in
the hostel during the pandemic and could
not leave to be with their families. The
students had eat in the hostel mess and
nowhere else. So, the hostel mess workers
had to stay in the hostel only to be safe from
the Corona virus during the lockdown.
They also had to stay away from their
families to give food to the students every
day.

One day I asked Vinod Bhaiya, who works
in the hostel if he wanted to visit his family
and be with them during this difficult time.
Vinod Bhaiya replied that the hostel
members were like his family members and
it was his duty to take care of their food. I
have learnt so much that day and I have so
much respect for him.

I want to thank all the hostel mess workers
for providing not only food but also for
showing us how to be hero warriors.

Thank you Mess Bhaiyas ) !
Manansh Gupta, I1I-E

- 116 -




Patience and Experience !!

March 2020, I was in Shimla celebrating Holi. When we came
back to celebrate my Nani's 70th birthday, Covid 19 struck,
schools shut down and my Dad was at home!! Then online
classes started through something called Zoom. I had no idea
what Zoom was but now everybody knows about Zoom. My
Dad got me a lot of snacks. [ put on a lot of weight and then my
mom and I started running in the park. Tom Brady has taught
me to always get better.

Agastya Parmar, 1V-A

Corona has taught us a lot of things. My bedroom became my classroom. My Didi cleaned up and got my room
ready in ajiffy and helped me put on my uniform. My Mom and Dad got me a 'Big Boy' study table and it has a light
on it so my eyes would not hurt. I got my breakfast but only during my 2nd break because my Mom was too busy
doing yoga in the morning!! If that was not crazy enough, all my family members got covid but thankfully God is
kind, all of them recovered well.

[ am truly thankful to God for the roof above my head, food to eat and clothes to wear.
Cheers to a great past and hoping for a great future. Above all, [ love my family ! LOVE
Arjun Sharma, III-E

TEACHER'S DAY | M o — &
POEM aju's'[Jream

On this special day my dear Teacher, Once thers was & boy named Raju. He loved learning

I want to thank you for the way you help me about the space and was always thinking about the
build my future. wonderdul objects in space. Moon, planets, stars and

I could not get a chance to meet you this year, many more. One day, he dreamt that he was gliding

past the clouds up m space! Raju kept ghding 01l hemet
the Moon! Shaking hands, the Moon said, "Hi, niy

name is Milky. Are you Raju, from Earth?”” He nodded

But I still feel that you are very near.
One thing that I really wanted to share,

That you always give me lots of love and care. his head in awe! “I have a huge family and many
I am always excited to attend your classes, friends in space, Raju. Would you like to meet them?”’
Don't even realize when half an hour passes. the Moon said. Raju was overjoyed!

No matter how much we shout and scream, Milky led Raju to his family and friends who were all

You're always patient, even your scolding is as friendly planets and stars. They shared their stori.es and
. played the games that Raju enjoyed. After a while, the
tired and hungry friends sat down on the clouds. They

Ayana Mathur, I1I-E had a hearty meal of chips and fries in space!

Suddenlv, Raju heard lns mother's voice. "Raju. Wake
up! Ti's 8300 al and yvour class wall startat 900
Get up fast!” Alas, his dream had miz to an end!
Bayu ot up i bed, rubbing has & ;

met his friends at [

he had. His fnends enjoved Raju's

e -

Fribripps FRAL BEST

Adini Gupta, 1V-E




Teacher's Making a Difference

Beep! Beep! Beep! the alarm went off and mom
hollered, “Get up, Mona it's time for your online
classes!” “Ugh! Another day of online classes,” Mona
grumbled and pulled her quilt over her head. “What's
that I am hearing young lady? No more excuses, get
up and get dressed! Your classes will start in 15
minutes,” said her mom.

Just then the door bell rang. It was their maid, Madhu.
Mona's mom let her in and asked her angrily, "Madhu
you took an off yesterday and did not bother to inform
me, that is so irresponsible.” Right then Mona entered
the living room in her school jacket and pajamas. She
too got a scolding from her mom, “What are you
doing here, why aren't you attending your classes?”
Mona replied, “Oh Ma, just chill! The teacher
cancelled the class as she was unwell.” Mona's mom
rolled her eyes and went back to questioning her
maid, “So, what's the excuse this time, Madhu?”
Madhu made a sorry face and replied, “Madam, I had
to go to my village in Haryana to check on my son and
his studies.He is a bright student and to the pandemic,
his studies have got affected.”

Mona's mom calmed down and then Mona
interrupted, “Madhu aunty, Ravi is in the same class
as I am, doesn't he have online classes like I do?”
Madhu replied, “No, beta, even though we have a
phone, the internet connection is very poor but [ was
happy to see that his studies have not totally stopped.
The teachers have used an innovative way to
encourage their students and continue with their
lessons.” “Really? What is that Madhu aunty?” Mona
asked. Madhu replied, “Even I was surprised that the
teachers of my small Jhamri village in Haryana, are
putting so much effort! They have arranged for a loud
speaker system on a cart. The teachers are asked to go
turn-wise with the cart and park it at a location and
give lessons from there. The children too, get excited
at the sight of the cart and are eager to open their
textbooks. It was started by Satyanarayan Sharma
who runs a school in the village. This has greatly
helped our children.” “Wow, that's wonderful” said
Mona impressed. Her mom said, “Isn't that inspiring,
Mona? Why don't you find out more such stories!.”
Since Mona had some free time, she thought it would
not hurt to take a look. Half an hour later, she called
out for her mom, “Ma, come upstairs, [ want to show
you something really interesting”. Her mom went

upstairs and Mona showed her research. “Like
Madhu aunty's village, other villages in India too
have tried innovative ways to teach children”.

“There is Ghanshyambhai, a teacher in Janan village,
Gujarat. He uses the public announcement system of
the village panchayat to share stories, songs,
guidelines for parents etc. He announces when he will
be at the Panchayat so that students can meet him and
clear doubts while following social distancing. He
believes more than covering syllabus, students should
stay interested, so that there are no dropouts.”

“Shano Devi, one of the teachers of Maharashtra's,
Bhadole village, has identified students with smart
phone access and have formed groups, clubbing them
with those without any access. The teachers send
lessons on that student's phone and the other students
note down from their friend's phone and upload their
work using the same device. Teachers have pooled
their money to get data recharges for parents who are
sharing their phones for studies, so that they are not
discouraged because of the expense”.

Mona's mom was impressed with her research on
these extraordinary people and said, “Do you know
that good teachers teach from their hearts and not
from the books?”’

Mona answered, “Yes Ma, I really appreciate all those
teachers, who make a difference in our lives every
day.”

(Names and places of teachers in the story are real and
have been taken from an article published in the
Hindustan Times.)

Trisha Dutt Pant, IV-E

Kaustubh Gupta I1I C
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Going beyond
The

Call Of Duty

Books are dreams that you can't lose, until you
sleep and dream about it again! You guessed it
right! It was Covid time and I was surely
missing my friends. Since I missed chatting
with my friends, we started a weekly quiz. The
quiz was held not only amongst my classmates
but also amongst friends from my previous
years. Every week, all of us would brush up on
our GK and get ready for the quiz. This helped
my friends to work together, to get along, and
me, having fun and learning new things.

It was going very well when my mom wanted
to make it better. Thus, came the idea of the
awesome book club! I suggested that every
week we would meet up online, create fun
games to play, read books and ask questions
about them. Our first book was the 'Magic
Drum' by Sudha Murthy. We moved to our
next author, Roald Dahl. His books connected
all of us together. We enjoyed his stories of fun,
drama, action and horror and it was clearly the
group's choice. Even, the friends who did not
like reading, have now started to enjoy reading
and dreaming about books! This book club
happens once a week on Saturdays and
spending each minute immersed in stories is
worth it. | am inspired by my mom who helped
me to create this book club so that I can meet
my friends! Now, this is not just an ordinary
book club! It's special to us and we all look
forward to Saturday's meet-ups! Our dream, in
future, is to make this into a blog so that
everyone can share their stories and poems.

I hope my mother continues to support our
book club and help us learn more. So, friends,
let's share our thoughts and ideas and dream
together!

Abhyuday Ghosh, IV-D
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My Father,
My Hero

My father, a hardworking and dedicated doctor,
works in a big Central government hospital. Last
year in January, Covid-19 started spreading all
over the world from Wuhan, China and arrived
in India too. All around the world, international
travel was halted and Indians were stranded
andCovid-19 was a big scare among the
passengers coming back from various countries.
It is a horrible disease and everybody wants to
stay far away from it! My father was among the
first to be posted to the Chhawla camp where
people, who were brought back from Wuhan,
were quarantined. There was a big risk of
contacting coronavirus infection from them. He,
then faced a bigger challenge of bringing back
the Indians stranded on the Diamond Princess
Ship in Japan. This ship was full of Covid
positive passengers. We were scared but my dad
was brave! When he was about to leave, we all
prayed to God for his safety. He reached Japan
with his team, did the medical check-up of
passengers and brought them back. My father
came back home but he had to be quarantined!
We longed to meet and hug him! My brother and
I had to wait for 14 days as he isolated himself
for the well-being of everyone. We could talk to
him by video calling only. My mother, also a
doctor, would sanitize his room with a big
machine every single day. We were overjoyed to
meet him in person after fourteen days and ran to
his open arms! Then, we all decided to celebrate
this happy occasion. My mama made cholay-
kulchay, paobhaji and corn-cheese garlic bread
and lemonade! We also got a celebration cake
for my father who came out victorious and safe
from Covid -19. What a wonderful a party we
had!! I still remember my dad's smile of
satisfaction on fulfiling his duty his duty inspite
of all the challenges. My father is a real hero
because he performed his duty fearlessly! I am
so proud of him!

Riya Aggarwal, IV-B



My Happy ochool

Aditi De, V-D

My Happy School
I will soon be going to school
It will be cool
Finally the quarantine
will come to an end
Everyone will be content.

Studies and muddy puddles
Will be back again
Playing in the front field and back field
With our coaches we will train.

Brush awayTV shows,
Video games, zoom sessions
Welcome nature walks.
Yoga and dance sessions.

We will sing Bhajans
in the during assembly time
Move the chairs and get ready
for the Circle Time.

Will meet our teachers
[Mluminating the prism of life
Celebrating special assemblies
Thrilled to be back in our happy zone.

L
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Faliksha Talwar, IV-A

Nischay Nishit, V-B

My Happy School
My school is a bundle
Of happiness and joy
With lots of books,
Swings and toys.

With the sweetest of teachers
The best of friends,
I wish this journey

Doesn't come to an end.

Like a free bird

I soar high up in the sky,

Enjoying every moment smoothly gliding by.

Studies, fun activities,
Canteen and more,
Endless are the possibilities

To enjoy and explore!

With this pandemic setting in,

While the classroom has changed,

The joy of being together still remains!

Aashna Khanna, IV-B
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Last night I had an
adventurous dream,where I

was in the world of soft toys. In the
cartoon 'We Bare Bears,' Grizzly bear,
Panda and Icey bear (which was me) were
detectives. Grizzly was a foody, Panda was
N\ addicted to his phone and me, Icey bear loved
\) rummaging about in the fridge and cooking. We got a call

on Panda's phone from Richard our unicorn client.

“Hello I am Richard calling. My precious necklace has been
stolen. Please come to my house,” she wailed loudly.

I drove the car to her house. We knocked at her door. She opened the
door and asked us to sit. She served us a cup of hot cocoa.

She told us the story and also showed us an image of her necklace. It was
made up of tiny pieces of emerald jewels. We told her, “We will try finding it
within 3 days.” I checked my backpack and found a UV ray light in it. I asked
her to switch off all the lights. We went into all the rooms. I started checking for
footprints with my UV lights. We saw footprints leading to a window.

We looked out of the window and found the same muddy footprints outside. First,
it led us to the market and then to Mickey and Minnie Mouse's house, who had
gone for a vacation. We peeped in through a window and saw the thief had the
necklace and was hiding in their house. The thief saw us. Before he could cover his
face and run, Panda clicked a picture of his face.

There was a new feature to add a GPS tracker. So, Grizzly clicked on it. The next
morning, we all decided to split our ways. Grizzly would go to the market, I would
follow the thief and Panda would stay with Ms Unicorn, to keep her abreast about
the latest happenings. Grizzly and I disguised ourselves. We tracked the thief down,
trailed him and ultimately seized him red-handed.

By the evening, the necklace went back to its rightful owner!

Siddhani Maurya, IV-A
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The Haunted Castle

Once there was a girl who lived in a very nice
town, perhaps the nicest there was. The town
had a fixed schedule for every day, week and
season. Nothing ever changed every year,

so the girl, whose name was Willow had

a very boring life. Every Monday she

had at least a slightly interesting day

because she went to the house of the

oldest man in the town. Now, you

must be wondering, “How is it fun or
interesting to go to an old man's house?
Ifanything, it must be boring.” But if you
thought that, then you would be WRONG,
because every time Willow went to the old
man [called Aviator by everyone in the town| he
told her stories about magical happenings. It
would be different each time and interesting
in its own way. On Monday, Aviator told
Willow a story about a castle called Mazeley
Manor, on the outskirts of the village. The
place may sound boring by its name, but once
you hear the local legend flying around about
it, you'll wish you never heard about Mazeley
Manor in the first place. The legend was about
the death of the previous owner of Mazeley
Manor and how his spirit still haunted the
Manor. But when the Aviator finished the
story, Willow just laughed and said,
“You're just pulling my leg, aren't you.

I'm old enough to know that ghosts

aren't real.” Then the Aviator said,

“This one is as real as the blood in my

veins.” Willow was shocked to hear

this and said,” Well, if you're so sure

then I'll go and check it out, just for your
pleasure.” The Aviator expressed his
displeasure and kept dissuading Willow but
he knew that she wouldn't change her mind. So
he said, “Well, if you must go then

why don't you take your two best

friends with you. It'll give you

some backup, though

something tells

me you won't

R c Ul i (Ao

Willow

smiled and
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said, “I'm glad you have faith in me.” Then she
went back home. That night she asked her
mother, “Can [ go to June's house for a
sleepover? Felicity is coming too.” Her mother
agreed and Willow was excited because in truth
she was making plans to visit Mazeley Manor
with her friends, the following night. The day
finally arrived. Willow went to June's house at 4
pm and told June and Felicity the story about the
Manor and her plan to sneak out at night and
check out Mazeley Manor. At first, June thought
Willow was joking but when she realized
Willow was serious, she said, “Felicity and I are
out, so you can go alone because right now I'm
pretty sure you've lost your mind.” Felicity had
a disgusted expression on her face and she said,
“Actually, I think the decision is mine to make
and I'm all in.” June gave Felicity a sarcastic
look which made Felicity say, “What? Don't
give me one of your looks. You know I've been
longing for an adventure. We never get any
excitement around here.” June got angry at
Felicity's statement and said, “I'm not going
anywhere.” So Willow said, “This is the first
I've ever heard of a 12 year old who is scared of
an imaginary ghost.” June got annoyed and said
that it was settled and that they all would leave at
9 pm and reach Mazeley Manor at 11 pm. After
they settled their game plan, Willow said it was
time for some HAUNTED SLEEPOVER FUN!
They had fun till they dropped dead which was
at 7:50 pm. They were having a pillow fight
until they were exhausted ,collapsed onto the
bed and fell asleep. Felicity was the first one to
wake up at 8:47 pm and woke everyone up and
said, “We have T-minus 13 minutes to get ready
to go to Mazeley Manor. So, let's hurry it up,
people.” Willow packed a bag with 3 blankets, a
few snacks,3 flashlights, and 3 pepper sprays.
They got onto June's three seater cycle and
started riding towards Mazeley Manor. They
arrived at 10:58 pm. When they arrived, they
saw a castle behind a large iron gate with a MM
engraved on it, in bold letters. June figured it
was the short form for Mazeley Manor. A strong
breeze eerily threw open the large iron gate. The
three went inside. A booming voice asked, “Did



the Aviator send you?” Willow trembled and
said, “Yes, but are you the owner of Mazeley
Manor?” The booming voice replied, “Well if
Edmond has sent you then you and I are friends.
My name is Ethan and yes | am the previous
owner of Mazeley Manor. If you are wondering
why I haunt this place then it's because I became
an angel when I died and my duty was to guard
this Manor against those who would do it harm.
And if you are also wondering why the Aviator
didn't want you to come here is because he
thought that you would get scared when I first
spoke to you and run away and tell everyone in
town about what you saw. Then the Manor and [
would be in danger.” June was exhausted from
the bike ride just like everyone else so she asked
the spirit, “May we spend the night here? It will
take us hours to cycle back to town and we'll
drop dead halfway.” The others nodded in
agreement, so Ethan said, “Of course, go inside
and make yourselves comfortable.” And that
was exactly what the girls did. They went in and
lay on the bed with their blankets over them and
quickly fell asleep. In the morning, they bid
goodbye to Ethan, thanked him for his
hospitality and cycled back to town. They never
told anyone about their little adventure. Now
they visit Ethan every week, with the Aviator
and they always play games and have fun.

Navya Rinwa, IV-C

Once upon a time, there was a haunted castle
perched on the edge of an Irish peak. It was a
very scary sight, and often there were people
who went in and never came out. No one knew
what happened to them. No one wanted to
know. They had all been warned! One day,
there was a woman named Gladys who
announced that she would go inside the
haunted castle and come out! The villagers in
her village immediately made an outcry at this!
Already the village bad lost many men, but not
a woman! It was outrageous! Women were not
supposed to be adventurous and go inside the
haunted castle, of all places! Gladys seethed.
She was even more determined to go! She flew
from Britain to Ireland. “What a perfect place

to live,” thought Gladys, looking at the lush
green and yellow fields as she rode past in a
coach. At last, she made it to the Irish peak.
On the top she saw a gloomy, abandoned
castle. Well! This is it! She had finally
made it! She couldn't wait to start her
adventure! Warily, she opened the

door, and swallowed a whole lot of

dust. Gladys took a couple of steps

inside, before turning into to a big
hallway. It was huge! She walked on

the dusty carpet slowly, all the time
looking around for anything queer.
When she turned to go right, there was no
right! Instead of the stairs that Gladys had
seen a few moments ago, there was a door with
a griffon knocker. What was strange about it
was that unlike the other doors in the castle,
this one was not covered in dust. “Hmm,
someone has been here! Should I go in?”
thought Gladys. She made up her mind to go
inside and then, slowly opened the door.

There were treasures and gems and much
more! Suddenly, she knew why so many people
were caught in the castle! It was pure greed!
The people who were stuck there, admired the
treasures so much that they never returned!
Gladys thought hard. Did she want to be

rich or did she want to enjoy life as it

was and be happy? She smiled and

thought, “Maybe I can live here, on

this very peak itself!” She decided to

break down the haunted castle, and

make her own house on the peak.

And now, the peak had a beautiful

cottage and a potato field. Lush vines
entwined the cottage and flower pots dotted
the front porch. As Gladys went out to tend to
the potato field, she thought how lucky she was
to visit the haunted castle! She

gazed at the beautiful view which

was once, known as the scariest

peakin Ireland.

Trisha Banerjee Basak, IV-B
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My Inspiration,
Doctor Grandma

COVID time has been a very difficult time for all of us
— full of struggle to make both ends meet and stay
strong.

Education is one aspect which had affected the
younger generation. While the schools had started
online classes, this system was of little help for
children who did not have access to technologies, like
smart phone and internet.

One of the inspiring persons in my neighborhood, was
a Doctor Grandma who, at the age of 66 having three
grand children, was quick to forgo her clinical
practice and help the children cope up with their
online studies. Though, for doing this, she had to
brush up her technological skills. Her efforts not only
helped the children but also their mothers who were
already overworked. Dr. Grandma gradually started
helping children of maids, drivers and economically
weak parents. She provided them free educational
kits and coaching classes. This was a very satisfying
experience for her.

Being a doctor, Grandma was fully conscious of
social distancing and hygiene. She advised children
about the pandemic details, health precautions and
early signs of infection. Thus, she was able to help the
society by providing comprehensive quality
education. The best part was that children after going
back to their homes, were able to talk about various
health issues, pollution and technology.

Providing help to the underprivileged children in the
time of need and pandemic, I am sure Grandma
deserves full credit for her tireless efforts and noble
service. This story has inspired me to notice that
people from all walks of life, irrespective of their age,
can do wonders by being sensitive and resourceful in
times of crisis.

Taruvar Jain, IV-B

GIFT

from
The Swan Fairy

There was a knock at the door, I opened it
and saw a huge egg with a note pasted on it
that said, “take care of it”.

At first I thought it was an eagle's egg , It
looked like a big bird's egg so I looked up
the Wikipedia and all Encyclopaedias at
home but I couldn't find the egg that
matched it. So I went to my brother's
science teacher with the egg in a basket and
gently placed a baby blanket underneath it
to keep it safe. She started examining the
egg, stared at it and wondered. Finally,
almost losing her voice, she managed to
stammer, “Th-tha that is a dr-dr-dr dragon's
egg!!! Where did you find it!? I said in a
rather surprised voice. “I found it on my
doorstep. It had a note pasted on it that said
to take care of'it. She replied in a happy and
soft voice, “The swan fairy from an
enchanted forest faraway has brought this
egg because she thinks that you are brave
enough to take care of a dragon!”

I was very excited, but at the same time, |
was anxious to keep a dragon at home for it
could outgrow my house or could blow up
my house by accident!

Now, I had started imagining the fun I
would have with a dragon as a pet! Maybe,
I could train it and when he grows, we can
find a home for it in the forest... and also
we could meet every weekend to see how
each one was doing!

I trusted the swan fairy and have placed the
egg in my backyard and I look at it
everyday, waiting for it to hatch!

Arissa Tanwir IV-B
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My Magic Plate

Once there was a girl named Saanvi. She always wished that she would never be sad, even though she had a great
life, a beautiful house, an adorable puppy, a lot of stationery, a room for herself....and a lot of other luxuries to
make her life perfect. But one thing was missing! It was that Saanvi knew that her parents loved her but never
spent time with her. In the morning they would leave her alone in the house and all she had was Pogo (her puppy)
as company. Even though Pogo was very affectionate and loved Saanvi more than anyone else, Saanvi still felt
that she would only blossom if her parents would be with her. She used to cry and weep every day, waiting for her
parents. One day, while she was washing the dishes, a plate just slipped out of her hands. She held onto it tightly
and continued with her washing. But it slipped out again and said, “STOP IT!” She was stunned and ran into the
bedroom. The plate followed her. Saanvi said, “I don't believe in ghosts! Get away!” The plate said calmly, “I
won't hurt you. Don't worry!”” Saanvi said, “How can I believe a talking plate! It has no life! Plus, how on earth
can a plate even hurt me. See, you don't think before you say anything. Wait.... why am I talking to you anyway?
Whatever, let me just finish cleaning the dishes, including you.” The plate said, “Oh really, you don't believe
me...and you are making fun of me? Hah, let's see....hm... can you tell me why are you always sad and gloomy?”
Ugh do [ have to liste- Saanvi was stunned again! “Wa-i-tt-t-tt b-bu-t how do you know?” The plate calmly said,
“See, I told you, you can trust me!” Saanvi still did not believe the plate and said, “Umm, but that doesn't prove
anything. Hmph whatever,” and she just caught the plate and washed it. After sometime Saanvi went for a nap, as
she had finished doing the dishes. Guess what! The plate reappeared in her dreams and asked her to wish for
something. Trusting the plate this time, she asked for the most precious gift- time with her parents. Could it ever
happen? She got up with a jerk and waited for the miracle to happen. The very next day, she was in for a surprise.
She found a note on her table, written by her parents. It said,

Dear Saanvi,
We feel that we need to spend a lot more time with you. We are always so busy in our work. Wait for a lovely
surprise !
-Love mumma and papa
Saanvi wept tears of joy and ran to hug the plate. She learnt that day that miracles and magic can happen. You
have to be open to receive it!

Saanvi Thakur, IV-C

My Extraordinary Pet

Once I found a big blue egg on my doorstep! I got curious and took it to my room. I was wondering
what to do when suddenly, my mother called, “Reeshu, come down quickly! Have dinner, it's
already late!” “Yes, mummy! Coming,” I replied. Hurriedly, I took out an empty box and put some
cotton wool in it. Then, I placed the egg gently in the box and covered it with my sweater to keep it
cozy and warm.

After dinner, [ went off to sleep. At midnight, I sprang up on my bed as I heard some strange noise in
my room. When I switched on the light, [ was shocked to see a baby penguin in my school uniform,
reading one of my fairy tales! “Hey little one, have you come out of the big egg?”’ I asked. Nodding
his head, the baby penguin said, “Caucu!” My parents heard my voice and came rushing to my room.
They were also, shocked to find a baby penguin in the room! Now came the biggest surprise! The
little penguin could write! It wrote on a paper, 'l am a special penguin. I can read and write. |
understand humans well and can communicate with them. I can live on land and water, in extreme
hot or cold climate! I lost my parents. Need a loving home.’

Seeing this, my parents felt sad and allowed me to keep him. Since that day, the penguin has become

) S ,
my companion and an extraordinarily adorable pet! Reeshu Ritisha Pati IV-E
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The Land of
Doodles

Once upon a time a colourful, cloudy portal with
Doodles in it opened up in front of my house. I
hesitatingly entered it. It was really the portal to the
land of Doodles! No one knew how to get there!
And here I was, in it. Just then, the evil king of
monsters, who looked more like a pig than a
monster, challenged me. I drew a flying monster
army and attacked it! Their monsters tried to climb
up but I pushed them down. The war lasted two
hours and guess what,  won! I went to the evil king
and jabbed him with my pen. He became good! He
was my friend now. We doodled on my castle
together. Just then a rocket hustled doum and broke
into a million pieces. It just told me to pick a piece.
I picked a piece. It turned into a BURGER Doodle!
I feltlike I needed to eat it.

I ate it and wo0000000000000000sh! I was home.

Neil Singh, IV-A
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One day, I woke up to see,
I was in a castle,
Yet, couldn't see a bee!
I got up from my comfy bed,

A fairy appeared and said,
“Saina, come! Let's go to the room of toys!”
With a flick of her wand,

We went down.

In a new dress and many toys,

I was too full of joy!

The fairy said, “Pick one thing that impresses you.”
I chose a doll that looked like a princess.
I asked the fairy, “What's your name?”
She replied, “My name is Jess.”
“Oh, Jess! How I wish it would snow!”
And Yes! I could see and touch snow!
After all the fun,

Jess said, “It's time for bed.”

Alas! The day is over.

Good night, my friends
And my fish, Rover!

Saina Sahni IV-D



Jhat an Encounter!

Once upon a time, there was a place called Wellington. It had once been a lovely place but ever since ghosts
had come and begun staying in the castle, which was abandoned and empty, as the king and his family stayed
in another castle of theirs, the villagers had been scared out of their wits. Just one villager, named Stephen,
did not believe any stories about the castle. To prove to all the villagers that there was nothing to be scared of,
he went into the castle. Now, who did he meet there but Mr. Jordan, the ghost who loved to chase anyone,
until they gave up. Then, of course, Stephen had to run all around the castle twice, until he gave up. Mr.
Jordan then went on to chase someone else. He (Stephen) then went further
ahead into the kitchen and met Mrs. Ammy who insisted that he ate

something. But what did she make, Ghost Food- UGGH. Pretending
to eat it all, Stephen got away from her. He then went into the
ballroom and had to dance with the many ghosts who were dancing
there. Unfortunately, when he went into the field, he found that a
party was going on. But what else? A Ghost Game called Splat was
on and so his shiny new coat was covered with paint. The next thing
Stephen did was to get out of the castle. He immediately went
home, changed and told the villagers everything, to warn them
never to take a step into the castle, unless they wanted to be chased,

Bani Gupta IV-A

Qur Misadventure

Everyone says that the old house at the end of the road is
haunted. It used to be the residence of a rich family but now none
of them stay there. So the house is vacant and unkept for and the
compound is filled with over-grown grass and weeds.

One evening, my friend Varun and I bravely entered the house
and prepared to spend the night there. We brought along a
powerful torchlight, two sleeping-bags, some food, drinks and a
portable stereo-set. We sat on our sleeping-bags and listened to
our favourite music. The darkness was oppressive and there was
astrange soft whining sound coming from upstairs.

Suddenly, we heard a loud crash from upstairs and the moans
turned to horrifying screams!!! We screamed too and ran out of
the house. The hair on the back of my head stood on end for hours
afterwards. After that day, we never dared to go back into the
house. Not even during the daytime. The next day, my uncle had
to go get the things we had left behind there.

The creepy feeling still haunts me when I think about that fateful
night.
Avirav Kapoor, IV-C
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My
Dream
School

A School with Wings,
So it would fly,
A School on Clouds,
Sailing High!

A School with Giants,
And Golden Hens,
A School with free

Books and Pens!
A little Studying ,
And lots of Play,
A Chit-Chat Room
To enjoy the Day!
Studying out,

In the open Air,
Practical Lessons
Would not be Rare!
Calculating the Area
Of the Backfield,
Speed and Distance,
Of the Track Field!

Where Mythology Theatre,

Would replace the History Book,

Fun and Exciting,
In every Look!
And that's how I Picture,
Mother's to be,
And I'm Sure, My Friends,
That You'll Agree!

Ruhan Kalra, IV-E



Online School

When I first heard the schools were shutting down,
I thought no student would have a frown.
Soon the days were nothing but a bore,
Sitting at home I had nothing more to explore.

Running out of games to play,
Every day was a replay.
Got a message on the phone,
And my mind was blown.

Online school got my hopes up high,
I finally felt like a wise guy.
Zoom is the new classroom,
Attending online classes from the bedroom.

Online learning seemed fine,
Until uploading assignments had a deadline.
PowerPoint has replaced the blackboard,
There is no chance to now get bored.

We are all stuck in a Zoom academy,
All T want to do is flee.
Hoping I don't pass my teens,
Stuck at home in Covid-19 !

Dhairya Sood, IV-C

Eb God's

Creation

When I gaze at the blue sky,
I really wish I could fly.
So many stars twinkle every night,
And shine so bright!

As the night time ends,
Earth welcomes the sun.
I see shades of orange and red,
It empowers me to start my day,
And with joy, I smile away!

It rains and I love the water droplets
on fresh green leaves!
Here comes the rainbow with so many colours,
I wonder how God painted our beautiful Earth!

Devanshi Jain, IV-C

Nature Poem

Five little seeds will make the world so bright;
If looked after with care and pride.
Swaying in the air left and right;

Sun shining on it nice and bright;

With base on land, standing upright;
Giving us fresh air day and night.

We keep littering our land, allowing it to spoil;
But these seeds provide shelter to us,
Growing straight from the soil.
Beauty of growing seeds we must share
To always breathe clean, fresh and healthy air.

Kimaya Khanna, IV-A

—————y

My Dream Worla

Houses made of clouds,
Sleeping in marshmallow beds,
Flying across the sky,
Fairy's with magical wands,
Unicorns with magic horns,
It's Christmas, it's Christmas...
Thank you Santa Claus for gifts.
Buses fly in the sky,
Schools made of clouds,
Dogs have magic carpets,
Cats have Disney dresses,
Trees are blue coloured,
Hot chocolate rain,

Junk food is healthy,

My house is made of...
Gummy bears, chocolate,
Gingerbread, ice cream, nutties.
Oh what a wonderful world!!!

Meera Bahl, IV-A




z'\
Overcommg

Ajji and kids were playing cricket in the park. Vishnu
was bating and was overconfident. He said now you
all see I will hit a six. But he got clean bold and then
ajji said he was behaving like Sharma family. Vishnu
was confused. Ajji started the story. There was a
family who celebrated Ganesh Chaturthi every year
with all the families in the building. They all lived like
they were one family. They called a meeting for the
preparations and the kids of the building always did
the preparation so this time also they were asked to do.
All the building members were over confident that the
children would do the decorations so they too did not
check. But that year the children bicked amongst
themselves and everyone thought their idea was the
best. They started making fun of each others ideas and
when the mandapam was made it looked very untidy.
The elders wanted to check on what they had done but
the children wanted to surprise them. Each one
wanted to show that their design was better. But that
night it rained heavily and the mandapam was
destroyed. The next morning all the children and
elders gathered around and saw the damage the rain
had caused. The children set aside their anger for each
other and worked as a team. A beautiful mandapam
was set up soon all because of the children's hard
work. The ladies dressed up in new silk sarees and
welcomed Ganpati Bappa in the beautifull mandap

made by the children.
Saanvi Vashishtha,

Rajveer, Vaneyh, V-B
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“Hooray! We are going on a trip to Ajmer”
exclaimed Keshav. I have already visited it
more than a thousand times” said Poorna. The
teacher told the students to keep quiet.
“Everyone pack your bags and don't forget
anything.” The children followed the orders
of the teacher. Everyone sat in the train
excitedly. The class reached Ajmer within 8-9
hours. Their camp was on the edge of a forest.

The Journey begins.

When the children finished their food, their
teacher took them for a trek. The teacher
warned them not to run through the jungle as
there was a steep cliff with a river running
through it. But Keshav was really excited and
didn't obey the orders. Because of that, he
slipped and fell into the river.

When his eyes opened, he saw that he was in a
cottage!! He went outside the cottage and saw
two villagers. He asked them for help. They
told him the whole story. Keshav was just
asking something when a boat came. In
which, there was his teacher and the guards t.
The teacher thanked the villagers and took
Keshav back to their camping area.

Now, Keshav had learnt his lesson and never
repeated his mistake. Next year he was
declared THE STUDENT OF THE YEAR
because of his sincerity and observing the
school rules.

Devansh, Divij, Dhruv, Garvit,
Hemangi, Ishita and Kanishka, V-C



e Quest at Foancherjunga

Mr.Fengthang and Mrs. Fengthang were
at the Pang Lhabsol Festival near the
Gangtok Palace. They decided to buy a
treasure map.A man named Dawa was
walking around with rolls of maps on his
back, whispering around, “Maps, maps.
Cheap Treasure Maps! Want one?”” Mr.
Fengthang noticed Dawa and walked up
to him, “Give me a treasure map.” The
Fengthangs took the map and walked
back home.

Mr. Fengthang and his wife arrived
home. He told his three children —
Dolma, Namgyal, Tsering - to change
into their fitness Kho (Sikkimese
traditional dressDolma was a girl aged 9.
She had dark black hair like her mother
and was always in a rush. Namgyal was a
boy aged 12. He was very naughty and
loved irritating Dolma. Tsering was the
oldest child of the Fengthangs. He was
15 years old. He was always well
behaved but he too loved teasing his
sister.

After the archery lessons, Mr. Fengthang
told his children that they were going on
an odyssey to the summit of Mount
Kanchenjunga. He was teaching them
archery because in this odyssey, they'd
require it a lot. Once they understood the
objective, they started on their archery
lessons with deep passion.

Mr. Fengthang called all his children to
his study and said, “My dear children, it
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is time now that you start your
expedition. Here is the map to the
treasure chest. Let me explain it to you.
To reach the summit of Mt.
Kanchenjunga, you must go through the
Valley of Peril. It is very dangerous to
travel without experience(which you
don't have), so remember to go by the
Hednan village path. If monsters attack,
don't worry and just stick to the path.
Also, the Hednan villagers will provide
you with supplies for your journey. You
will see apples on trees along your
journey, but don't try to pluck them with
your hands. The moment you touch the
tree you will lose the ability to move for
at least the next hour. You should fire
arrows at the apples so that once they fall
to the ground, you can pick and eat them.

The Expedition Starts

The next day, Dolma, Namgyal and
Tsering set off for Mt. Kanchenjunga.
They reached the Valley of Peril in a
couple of hours without any issues. They
walked by the borders of the Valley of
Peril looking for a path. Suddenly,
Namgyal spotted some stones arranged
neatly in rows and told his siblings, “I
think I have found the path”. Tsering and
Dolma rushed there and Tsering patted
Namgyal on the back, “Great job,
brother!” They moved onto the path and
it wasn't long before Tsering spotted the
untouchable tree and shot 30 arrows. He



fired them so well with his amazing
archery talent that 40 apples came
raining down from the tree.

Soon, they reached Hednan village and
stayed in a small cottage.

Trouble Strikes

After a few days of rigorous climbing,
they set up camp at Jigme pass. One day,
Namgyal was walking along the cliff,
when he stepped on a loose rock and fell
down. Dolma wailed and Tsering came
running hearing her loud crying. He said,
“Don't worry, I'll find him and will be
back soon.” He carefully went down the
cliff and carried him on his back to the
point where he had left Dolma. Now,
they all were very cautious.

A few days later, there was a strong
blizzard, just at the time they were setting
up the tent. Dolma got caught up in the
strong wind and got lost. After the
blizzard stopped,
Tsering cried out
Dolma's but couldn't
find her anywhere.

Finding Dolma

They looked for her
everywhere. They
followed the map and
instead of finding
Dolma, they found a
treasure chest in a
cave. They opened it
and saw Dolma inside
it instead of jewels.
Tsering was surprised

when he saw Dolma inside the treasure
chest and immediately asked her,
“Dolma, how come are you in this
treasure chest instead of the jewels we
expected to see?” Dolma replied, “I am
inside this treasure chest because I'm
your real treasure.”

Tsering said to Dolma “I didn't get it. Can
you please explain?” Just that moment, a
magician who wore extremely dark blue
coloured robes and who called himself
‘Duke Mountain Magic’ appeared, and
told Tsering and Namgyal, “Dolma is
your real treasure. She is more valuable
than the jewels. Your father and I are
friends. We have been watching you and
decided to teach you a lesson. There is
nothing more precious than sibling love,
so enjoy this moment.” From that day
onwards the boys stopped teasing their
little sister.

Suvir, Rishita, Charvi and
Aanya, V-C
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Grandfather began his tale. He
said, “Once upon a time, there
was a demon called Urvashi. She
roamed the slopes of Mt.
Kanchenjunga to find Beyul
Demoshong, the beautiful valley.
In the valley was a special artifact
called the Ehemacron that takes
away youth. So, Urvashi swore
to find Demoshong where the
artifact was first so that nobody
could take away her youth.

Hundreds of years went by and
nobody could find it. I too was on
the quest and found it. By it I
mean Demoshong. But, I
couldn't find Ehemacron. I could
not make her disappear.
Tomorrow, on PhangLhabsol
Urvashi will wake up from her
slumber and spread her wrath yet
again.”

“That's so exciting!” said Cahya.
Zerdanwasn't interested. The
other kids started shaking
Zerdan. “Hey! Did you even pay
attention?” Mingxia said. She
was angry with Zerdan. Zerdan
still didn't pay attention.
“Grandfather just told us a really
cool story, Zerdan! I'm
disappointed in you!” Cahya said
jokingly. Zerdan scowled and
went outside.

The next day the children went to
Gangtok to see the PhangLhabsol
festival. They were awe struck by
the masks, dancing dragons and
the crowd. Zerdan moved away
from the crowd and sat on a ledge
far away from the hullaballoo.

e Spvats

Later on, when all the children
were at Cahya's house again,
Zerdan said, “The festival was
just boring.” “But you weren't
even there to watch!” Cahya
replied. Zerdan said, “Oh,
whatever! It would be much more
fun if he could climb to the base
camp of Mt. Kanchenjunga!”

Mingxia's eyes brightened. “Oh
my God! Can we go? Now?
Now?” even Cahya was
overwhelmed but she also later
agreed.

They both persuaded Tashi and
Namgyal so they also agreed.
“Oh, you got to be kidding me! I
was being sarcastic!” Zerdan
said. But the damage was already
done. They all agreed. They
packed their stuff and headed off
to Lachen base camp. They also
packed a rope and a strong piece
of wood, along with their other
things. It took three days to get
there.

“Hey that was actually fun!” said
Tashi. “And I feel dizzy!”
Namgyal added. As they were
heading towards their tent,
Namgyal saw a rock which had a
scroll o sticking out. He told
everyone else, and they came to
the strange rock. “I say we should
break it,” said Cahya. Tashi and
Namgyal went and took a sharp
and sturdy rock, their rope and
the sturdy stick and tied them
together tomakesome kind of
pickaxe. They all gathered to hit
the rock and it broke.
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“Hey, look! It's an old map.”
Zerdan said. “It was inside that
rock the whole time.” he said

Tashi took a closer look at the
map. He was the best at navigator
in the whole group. Tashi figured
they would have to reach a cave
where the Ehemacron was
hidden. Urvashi saw the children
in the valley and screamed, “You
have walked into my territory,
puny mortals. You shall meet
your demise. This is a warning.
Go back or you know what will
happen.”

“Huh. That's weird. Who 1s it?
Come out, I want to see you.”
said Cahya.

But Namgyal, the historian of the
group said “Cahya I don't think
this is your average prank. This
must be Urvashi. Remember
grandpa's story?”

“Urvashi roams the slopes of
Mount Kanchenjunga.” Zerdan
remembered.

“Wait. Zerry, you weren't even
interested in the story. How did
you know?” Cahya said,
suspicious of Zerdan. “Y-Yeah
but I did listen a-a bit?”” Zerdan
replied, very nervous because his
secret was getting leaked.

“Okay...” Cahya said finally. She
found it hard to. “Anyway, let's
stick together. Nobody should be
caught by Urvashi.”

“Got it?” Namgyal continued.



of Lemoshong

“Why would I listen to you?”
Zerdan scoffed.

“Maybe, it is because I know
more than you?” Namgyal
remarked but Zerdan ran away
that moment.

The others ran to find Zerdan. It
was a bad idea to run away,
especially there. After an hour of
searching for Zerdan, they found
him climbing up a snow capped
mountain. Mingxia saw him first
so of course she screamed
“ZERDAN OVER HERE!” Her
scream startled him and he fell
down on the snow. She pulled
him towards her. Suddenly, a
thick mist formed. They were all
confused when they heard an
avalanche crashing down.

“Over here, everyone! There's a
hole here! We can find shelter
here! Mingxia, take out the
beacon! Ok, inside everyone,”
said Cahya. Mingxia took the
beacon and quickly went in the
hole.

After some time they got their
pickaxe and started digging
through the snow. “Sorry [ was so
moody. I got you guys stuck.”
Zerdan apologized.

“Woah! Zerdan is actually
showing softness? No way!” said
Tashi. They all laughed and went
on.

“Okay. The cave should be...
here?” Tashi said. They went to
the area but there was nothing.

Just then, Urvashi appeared. But
she looked like an angel! Snow
white skin, brown eyes, red lips.
“How could she be a demon?”
They all asked themselves. Well,
Urvashi changes her form to
catch them off guard and attacks
them!

“Who are y-you?” Mingxia
whimpered. Just then, Urvashi
changed her form. She caught
everyone off guard and became
an ugly, horrid demon! “Ohh,
yeah! We are not scared of you,”
Cahya scoffed. She got many
weird looks from everyone. Even
Urvashi! “Uhh anyway, I see you
have found Demoshong. Now, if
you give me the scroll right away,
I'll make it easy for you!”
Urvashi said. “Never,” the
children shouted.

“Oh well, I didn't want to harm
children, though.” Urvashi said.
Just then, she cried out. “Are you
in pain?” asked Mingxia
innocently. “Uh, No I'm just
summoning my evil army.”

Just then, an army of a thousand
cute bunnies came. “Awww!
Little cute bunnies!” Cahya said.
But these bunnies were no joke.
They immediately attacked. The
children got knocked down.

“What!? Why are bunnies hitting
us?” shrieked Mingxia. “Ok
guys, formation 7H! The one I
had taught you” Cahya cried.
“We don't have time for
formation 7H!” the other
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children cried. They knocked
down the bunnies and made them
fall into the abyss. Then, nothing
was left. No bunny army. You
kids are strong!” Urvashi said,
impressed. “Okay, anyway my
turn! You guys can't beat me!”

And so, Zerdan just came up to
her and flicked her on the nose
and she collapsed. “Wow! That
was easy. Come on, let's go.”
Zerdan said. His granddad had
told him that Urvashi's nose was
her weak spot. Zerdan ran up to
the cave.

Cahya took out the scroll. She
saw there were some words. A
spell. She recited the words and
they saw the cave. They all went
inand it was paradise.

They saw a small statue.
'Ehemacron' was written on a
plaque .Below the name was a
spell. “I think we should take
this.” Tashi said. They took the
artifact and said the words on the
Ehemacron. “Whoever this may
be used on, the young, to old,
may they turn.” And then
Urvashi's youth drained from
her. Hundred years of youth went
away in a second and Urvashi
disappeared forever.

From then on the children were
known as heroes of their village.

Aadya, Arohan, Arnav,
Shweta, Suryansh, V-D



She uth Fuma Chose

Suma was a wonderful and innocent
fourteen year old girl. She was
intelligent and always at the top of her
class. She lived in a village, right outside
Kolkata. Yes, even though, she had so
much of good inside her, she nurtured
the bad. The bad was not naughty stuff -
like being disobedient [which she never
was] or talk rudely, [which she also did
not do],but evil, beyond limits. Her goal
was to become a cyber-hacker, like her
hero—Anonymous!

Her parents never really realized this and
so she was pampered to a great extent
which was harmful for her. She first
found the love of hacking when she
caught hold of her father's laptop. Suma
accidentally opened a site which, as she
first thought would be fun. She started to
hack into small stuff like email accounts,
traffic lights, whatsapp and other
devices, but she started getting hungry
for power, hungry for money, hungry for
more.

Her victimless crime was starting to fade
and the victims started to fill. This might
have gone the wrong way, but for the
household God, Vishnu saving the day.
Suma had a friend called K.A.K.A.
K.A K.A. was so dear to her. However,
as darkness took over her brain, her soul
became numb. It was like she had
suffered a dementor's kiss. She no longer
found any need for friends. Slowly, she
became prejudiced against everyone but
herself and pity she mustered up for her
dog.

Those days were lonely without
everyone else .She abandoned her
education and cared for nothing but
hacking. One of her most prized
valuables was her shining silk saree and
duppata given to her by her grand mom
she loved dearly.

No matter, however much anger you
may have inside you, you always have
one unchangeable kind, gentle side to
you.

Life became lonely. She felt sad. She
wanted to hug her parents, laugh with
them but she was so caught in the world
of cyber hacking. She missed her
friends. Then something happened as if
by Divine intervention. She started
feeling miserable, shut in the world of
computers and one day she fainted.

The next time she opened her eyes, her
family had made a large crowd around
her. She was in her home amongst those
whom she loved. It was now time for
merry making. After this she dropped
hacking forever and vowed to help the
CBI(Central Bureau of Investigation)
when she grew up. Which she did and
good luck helped her live a healthy life.
You will nowadays see her pottering
about in the garden, tending flowers and
plants with her pet dog always by her
side. She also now has a lot of friends in
the neighbourhood who now often go to
her when they need advice.

Averi, Arnav, Arunoday, Armish
And Arivaan, V-B
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It was a Diwali night and lots of people had
gathered in Aahana Ajji's house. Even
though there were a lot of people, no one
expected a separate bedroom or a special
dish.

Everybody had prepared a special dish like
bhajias, halwa, biryani, chole etc. Vishnu
and Ayesha were very excited. “Aaji looks
gorgeous in her new saree!” said Ayesha
while twisting her dupatta.

Everyone ate the meal and went to sleep on
mattresses in the living room itself.
However, Ayesha and Vishnu, being from
the city, could not sleep on such
uncomfortable floors.

They just lay there when suddenly they
heard voices- “Come, lets rob the house
quickly, while they are still asleep!”. They
got scared.

“What shall we do?” said Vishnu. “We
should follow them.” saidAyesha. They got
up quickly and followed the robbers.

The robbers were stuffing Aahana Ajji's
jewels into a sack. “What shall we do now?”
asked Vishnu. But Ayesha was not there as
she had already gone and called the police.

They arrived shortly and immediately
arrested the robbers. Thank you for helping
us catch these robbers!” said the police to
Ayesha and Vishnu. It was indeed a special
Diwali for both of them!

Pranali, Shagun, Kaustav, Pratishtha,
Parth, Ridhima, Megha, V-D
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CHA «enie
CHAsCA CBoach *

It was 5.40 PM, Chhaya Ahuja a 10 -year- old
girl was getting ready to meet her school club
friends.
She arrived at the beach at exactly 6 PM. Chhaya
was new to this town, she had made friends with
two people- Tara Nitramuni and Lavya Sen.
Chhaya had black curly hair which she loved,
her skin was bright like the sun.
Tara had a very- big heart.
Lavya had chocolate brown eyes, pale skin and a
heart- warming smile.
Chhaya was scared but she was excited as well.
Her friends had already gone indoors but she just
stared at the sunset wondering about her new
adventures. She thought about the sun, her pet
parrot, her family and she felt a huge smile on
her face.
She was marveled beyond thoughts. She made a
promise to herself that she would go down the
cliffs one day.

Naisha Mitra, V-C

Better than the rest,
They are always happy to lend,

And will be there with you till the end,
They don't get angry when you change the plans,
Somehow, they are never out of second
chance!!!

They look out for you,

And can't miss a clue.

I am so lucky to have them around,

And when they are near it's like safety surrounds,
They fight with you but our friendship still
stays like a special brew
They are like what water does to sand!!
THEY ARE THE BEST BFF'S KNOWN ON

Nivedita Gupta,V-E
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I will miss everyone, in this class,
Our range of talents is so vast.
About each person, let me tell you a bit,
So, get your snacks and comfortably sit.

Aadya, the sporty girl,
And Ariana, prettier than a pearl.
Being with Aayushi is so much fun,
And same with happy Aditi and sporty Aarohan.

Then we have Jai and Akshaya, the sincere kids,
And goodbye to Daivik's musical welcome
everyone bids.

Anika and Arnav, the born leaders,

And also such superb readers.

Shivang, Gagan, Jayant, the courageous kings of
the wild,
And then kids like Nitin who are a little naughty
but mild.
Joshua, Nilotpal and Shreya fit in so well despite
being new,
Into this class they so totally grew.

Shagun, Pranali, Yukti, they are the fun girls,
And then our Mandala Maker Megha with her
patterns and curls.
Devansh, Gurmehar, Tayen, the ones who
silently speculate,
Suryansh and Suryanshu, who in Maths are great!

Pratishtha, Vyoma, Shubhika, Such sincere
workers,
Shweta dances so well and is totally not a shirker.
Kaustava and Kanishka, so fast they run,
I think that they can even dodge bullets from a
gun!
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This year was very memorable and fun,

Even though, in the backfield, we were not
able to run.

Everyone worked hard and still enjoyed,

At least that's what I felt, and I know others
are also overjoyed.

With all the colours in class 5-D,
This year we were as good as can be.
That's the most important thing,
So many joys to us, this year will surely bring.

Ridhima V-D

The pandemic of Corona saw the world
locked down.
Life stood still, transport, markets and towns.
With schools shut a new learning dawned ...

We connected online with computers and
phones.

Subjects were taught, skills were honed.
Our teachers and we soldered through,
sports, dramatics, exams there was nothing
we didn't do.

MS teams, the Zoom app
made sure in class, no child could nap !.
With our innovation, the virus could never
compete.

The spirit of learning and school, it could
never defeat !.

Arivaan Thakur, V-B




It was 22nd August and it was the month of Pang Lhabsol festival in Sikkim. Pang
Lhabsol Festivals was just round the corner. Tevy and Mayuree belonged to the
Lepcha tribe. They were very excited to go on a trek to Mount Kanchenjunga with
their parents.

The next day they dressed in their traditional dress — Dumvum (Dumvum traditional
dress of Lepcha tribe worn by women). They saw valleys, villages and state animals
like Red panda and Blood pheasant on their way to Mt Kanchenjunga.

They reached Mount Kanchenjunga Camp. From the camp they could see the snow
capped mountains. It was beautiful. Tevy, who was standing on the edge of a cliff
when she slipped and fell. Thankfully Tevy got hold of a huge rock that jutted out of
the cliff.

Mayuree ran as soon as she saw Tevy falling. She started thinking of way to get Tevy
out. Just then she came up with an idea. She quickly called her parents and they
agreed. The idea was that the three of them will act like a rope.

The rope would be formed with their mother leading the chain. It was decided that
Mayuree will hold her mother's leg and her father would hold hers. The plan worked
and they were able to rescue Tevy in no time.

Because of Mayuree's patience and confidence she saved her sister Tevy.
The lesson we got from this story is-
Ifyou have patience and confidence you will always succeed

Divij Jain, Saanvi Goel, Yash Kataria,
Garvit Kadiyan, Tanishq Gulia, V-C
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It was mid March, it was nearing Sports Day,
I had to be outside, marching away
But then a virus outbreak happened,
We were all baffled.
School went out, it was fun.

But still, Covid was on a stampede and away from it
everyone tried to run.

It was mid April, we were still new,
To Zoom and computers, but some people knew!
It was hard at first for me,
But in the end it was easy.
Later in May, when my mom was returning from work,
She went to the park.
My mom saw little puppies.
When she came back and told me, I asked
“Can we have one of them please???”
My mother initially disagreed,
But later, I did succeed.
In one month to my delight a pup was adopted.

Many a days I finished my homework on the roof in
the evening sun,

It was a little fun and my life was fine,
My parents were home all the time!
“It's changed now, we do classwork at home!” I thought,
These have become a routine,

And the online exams were like experimenting with
a new cuisine.

We made new ways of communicating,
On the screen which was always illuminating.

I made it class 5 amid corona protocol of not
meeting comrades

But Oreo the puppy grew one year with me.
Shweta, V-D

Rida Jawahir, IV-A
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Aria a 10-year-old girl came to a village
festival to celebrate Durga Puja with her
parents and 7-year-old brother, Advik.
The village was Gazna, Nadia, West
Bengal. While playing with his clay toys
Advik saw a strange light.

He rushed out while his parents were
busy talking to their cousins, but his
sister immediately noticed his absence
and ran along with him.

‘Addi, please stop. Mum is going to be
very upset.’

Ariawarned her little brother.

'Oh, didi !You keep on saying not to do
anything. I'm going to go and inspect the
strange light.'Addi replied adamantly.

Little did he know that a robber was
sitting there waiting for a victim to steal
from.

Both of them saw the robber. Addi was
surprised to see a boy roughly around 11
standing beside the robber. Aria felt bad
for the boy.

‘Ah, no! Why did they have to come
here? Now I have to steal from them or
dad will surely kill me.” The small boy
thought. He didn't want to rob anybody.

Addi told the boy to run away and asked
him to talk some sense into his dad and
tell his dad to stop robbing others. The
siblings were kind and didn't want the
boy to get caught.

They quickly went to the festival and told
the villagers about their adventure.
Everyone was proud of them.

N. Aisha Mitra, Naisha Singh,
Rajasva Bharadwaj, Prithvi Basu,
Raghav Kataria, Khanak, V-C
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This is the story about Lucas who lives in Tsuklakhang Palace also known as Gangtok
Palace, located in Gangtok, in Sikkim and his first adventurous hike to Mt.
Kanchenjunga, the third highest mountain in the world.

On the night before the famous Pang Lhabsol festival, Lucas was very excited.
According to the ritual, on this day, first everyone pays homage to Mt. Kanchenjunga.
After paying his homage, Lucas would take part in game carnivals, archery contests to
show his archery skills and Lama warrior dances which was his favourite dance
performed on this day. He had prepared a bright red costume with a warlike mask for the
dance. After playing and performing he would be served famous Sikkimese cuisines like
momos, phagshapa and chhurpi, his favourite. On the day of the festival, Lucas payed his
homage to Mt. Kanchenjunga. He took part in lots of carnivals and scored a bullseye in
the archery contest. He looked very handsome in his red costume and performed
magnificently in the warrior Lama dance. Now it was time for him and his friends to set
off on their hike. They packed tents, water bottles and matchsticks with them and set off.
On the way they saw many beautiful sights like a flock of blood pheasants soaring in the
sky, the rarest of rare, the red panda, and some rhododendron trees. In some time they
reached the foothills. Now it was time to climb. Lucas loved the pure, fresh air.He ran in
the plains having great fun. The mountains were steep and rocky so it was fairly hard to
climb them. Things were bad in itself but to make matters a lot worse, it started snowing.

place but it was useless because the winds were blowing at 60 km per hour. When
everything seemed hopeless, something caught Lucas's eyes. It looked like a cave which
was carved out in the mountain. Just then Lucas had an idea which could not fail. He told
his friends to go to the cave and use the tents to make a door. Once they were safely inside
the cave, they lita fire to warm themselves. Since it was starting to get dark, they all slept.
Even after the snow storm Lucas did not give up. The next morning was a very sunny and
pleasant day. In an hour and a half ,they had reached the top of Mt. Kanchenjunga. They
planted their flag and started returning to the castle. Lucas may not remember all the
details, but he will remember one thing for sure. It was an adventurous trek! They were
really proud that Sikkim's flag waved in the air.

Aamogh and Devansh, V-E
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Once upon time Oregano the explorer
travelled to many places like Sweden,
Brazil, Mexico and New Zealand. For the
first time he came to Asia, by Asia [ mean
India. One day, when he was walking along a
beach, he saw some wirchies (woman +
mirchies) going to a nearby pond. Then he
saw Chat Masala near the bus stand. He was
selling free tickets to a place called
Masalagarh. This village was famous for its
Diwali celebrations.

Oregano asked Chat Masala why he was
distributing free tickets. So, Chat Masala
answered, “This bus is going to an Indian
village so that all who go there can
participate in the Diwali celebrations.”
Oregano wanted to explore India more so he
asked Chat Masala if he could go too. Chat
Masala agreed and gave him the ticket. The
journey was of around two hours and
Oregano was really tired. But when he saw
the beautiful fields in Masalagarh he got
really excited.

He saw a lot of stalls and joy knew no
bounds. He was super excited to see
everything. First, he went to a food stall
where Mr. Turmeric was selling bhajjiyas
for 100 rupees per kg. He took half kg, He
went ahead. After that he saw Cinnamon Jr.
selling colourfulduppatas. He saw Mrs.
Cuminwearing a silk sari. She was telling the
young children about the history of their
village, how the brave spices had discovered
their village and how it became famous
because of the Diwali celebrations.

Then Oregano sat down and started listening
to Mrs. Cumin tale about the brave spices
and thought about his father who was also
very brave but how he was very scared of
him, so scared that he woke up with a start.
That's right. It was all a dream and he wasn't
Oregano he was a 10 ten-year-old boy. He
thought, “That was a really crazy dream but
still it was great being Oregano.

Jai, Yukti, Tayen, Shreya, V-D

CHeass \

I really miss my class 5 school days,
those moments of pleasure and sways.
Whenever we were late for the class,
we used to think of excuses to take entry
into the class.

I really miss those scolding's of our class
teacher,
when she asked for homework and we
had nothing but blank faces to show her.
I miss those talks, laughs and moments of
happiness,
we used to share with our friends.

I miss those fun activities done by our
teachers,
and the EVS lessons about landforms
and Earth's many features.
I miss those lecture hours,
And talking about if I had a super power.

Happy were those moments when we
were together,
wish I could bring those memories back
to life further.
Life changes with time,
but memories still remain the same
anytime

Nischay, V-B
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Once upon a time, there was a girl called Vanya
and she lived in Mumbai. She was a very
happy go lucky girl until an incident happened.
Once her family had planned to travel to
Bangalore on a train. As soon as the train
stopped at midnight on a station, she saw a
puppy cowering and bleeding as its leg was
stuck to a rope which was tied to a pole. As her
parents were sleeping they did not notice that
she had stepped out of the train and was trying
to help the little puppy. While she was doing it,
she did not notice that the train had moved
away. A grumpy woman came to her and
Vanya told her what had happened. The
woman took her to an orphanage. The
orphanage had a dull golden plate ~MOTHER
TERESA CHILDREN'S ORPHANGE just
above the front door. After a few weeks of
staying in the orphanage, a cruel looking lady
adopted her. All her friends were jealous that
she finally got to have a guardian.

The cruel woman used to illtreat her by making
her do the chores, but she never allowed her to
go and see the world outside the house. Once,
when the cruel lady was not at home, Vanya
decided to explore the city. While exploring
the city, she came across a bazaar. She saw a
bullock cart on which were bits and bobs,
sarees and colourful bangles too! She saw a
woman buying a dupatta with a Warli art
design. She noticed something odd. The
woman, who was buying the dupatta before,
resembled her mother and staring at the girl.
She wanted to believe that the woman was her
mother, but she could not. She felt why didn't
her parents come looking for her. The woman
muttered something under her breath- “M-My
d-daughter...!” She ran towards Vanya and
told her how the police was looking for her
everywhere. Vanya was over the moon! She
had found her parents. The family swore never
to leave each other and they became the
happiest family in the world.

Aayushi, Anika, Akshaya, Ariana,
Jayant, Aadya and Aditi, V-D

One day a star knocked at my window
It called my name like a willow
I rubbed my eyes astonished
It was still there and hadn't vanished

It called me into its world, to have a look
I just had to pull a hook
Whoosh! I went into the world so dear
With green all around and sky so clear

The birds and the animals, all extinct
Are now there roaming with natural instinct
The world that was, was so beautiful
The world that is, is so merciful

The fun I had cannot be defined
Fresh air and green trees all lined
Wish I could stay there for my lifetime
But the star said, I can come here any time

The lesson I learned that we should treasure
What we have, so as not to lose all the pleasure
Save the world and save the trees
The animals, the birds and the bees.

Aavir Singh, V-E

N Hanen

How can I imagine a place as cool?

A place happier than Mother's International School.
A place where teachers and students connect so well,
My favourite heaven, my place to dwell.

In the lap of nature, it's so airy and green,
Birds chirp, peacocks dance, it's all so serene.
Like a garden with pretty flowers with their
beautiful fragrance,

My school works in complete balance.
Where education is not just about studies,

It includes moral values and responsibilities.
Studies, friends, fun and activities,

These are some qualities, my school guarantees.

I am a happy person, when at school,

Where 'Happy-Go-Lucky' teachers and students is a
RULE.

Chaitanya Katyal, V-E
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Once upon a time, the village Kolhapur was
rumoured to have a haunted market named
Janpath.

Shanaya and Aakash were going to their Kaka's
house as he didn't know much about the village.
He had shifted to that village ten days ago.

Chowpati, the guard of the market, told the
children that there was a haunted shop in the
market. The children were terrified and told
Kaka about it. Chowpati saw Kaka going
towards the shop and warned him. Kaka asked,
“Why shouldn't1 go?”

Chowpatireplied, “There is a ghost”.
Kaka said, “I don't believe it”, and went inside.

In the evening, when Aakash and Shanaya went
to the market, they asked Chowpati about Kaka.
He told them that he had not seen Kaka. Then
Aakash said, "Let's go inside the shop and find
Kaka”.

Shanaya replied, “Yes, let's go”. They saw
Nafeesa, who asked, “Why are you looking so
scared?”

Aakash replied, “I think Kaka has been
kidnapped by a ghost.”

Nafeesa asked, “When did this happen and how?”’

Aakash told her everything and asked her to join
them to find Kaka. Suddenly Chowpati came
and said, “Can I also help you? I know a lot about
the shop as well”. They all agreed.

Shanaya and Chowpati Bhaiya went from the
front door and Nafeesa and Aakash went from
the back door. They decided to meet after 30
minutes.

Shanaya suddenly screamed and fainted,
Aakash immediately texted Shanaya to enquire.
Chowpati took Shanaya's smart watch and
answered. Aakash went to their location and
sprinkled water on Shanaya's face.

After a while, Shanaya got up and said that she
had seen a ghost. Everyone was scared. Nafeesa
suggested that everyone should move together
now. Out of nowhere, a little boy appeared.
Nobody knew him. He asked them to follow him.

He took them to a mysterious underground room
where Kaka was tied with a rope. They rushed
towards Kaka, when somebody screamed,
“Don't you dare go near him otherwise you all
will be in the same condition.”

They could not see any one. “First answer three
questions. If you give the right answers, you can
take Kaka back with you.” They agreed, as they
had no choice.

The first question was:

I have cities, but no houses. I have mountains,
butno trees. I have water, but no fish. What am I?
Ans: MAP

The second question was:

What word in the English language does the
following: the first two letters signify a male, the
first three letters signify a female, the first four
letters signify a great person, while the entire
word signifies a great woman. What is the word?
Ans: HE, HER, HERO AND HEROINE

The third question was:

What are the two words that people like to listen
to the most?

Ans: CD (Compact Disc)

As soon as they answered the three questions,
the “ghost” appeared. The children were
surprised and then they started laughing. It was
Ramu, Kaka's friend, who ran the shop.

It was Kaka's idea to teach the children a lesson
that there is no such thing as ghosts.

Devanshi Pahwa, Kanav Seth, Mansha
Rathee, Karan Sharma, Myraa Jauhari and
Nakshatra Kaushik, V-A
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I was walking down a road when I heard a scream from
the abandoned cottage. A shiver ran down my spine. No
one had been in that cottage for years. The owner of the
cottage died thirty six years ago. A butcher was the owner
and used to kill animals but a sudden accident took place
which lead to his death. I stepped into the cottage and the
door behind me closed! I felt goose-bumps on my back
and heard... the sharpening of knives! I turned around
and there was no one, or was there someone? I could not

see because it was pitch dark. I explored around and saw
many scrolls and... pig -meat, gross !

It was so stuffy and so dark but an object caught my
attention. I gulped. It was a huge butcher's knife ! At that
moment, [ heard someone call my name. I spun around
and grabbed the butcher knife but saw no one. I then
snooped around and found a phone. It was dusty but had
one recording on it. I played it, this is how it went:
“Thump, Thump. If you're hearing this I may not make
itoutalive, [ am trapped in here !”

Suddenly I heard the swing of a butcher knife and
something slicing. I gulped and looked around, [ had no
idea what this place was capable of.

My heart was pumping , my chest was screaming [ was
so scared. I turned the phone around and saw a piece of
paper with something written on it. Here's what it said ,
“Fiddlysticks.” Ilaughed at the name not realizing that
it was a big mistake. I looked at all the pictures hung
around. Some were of the butcher and some were of his
family, but one caught my attention. It was a picture of
his house. Just as I moved closer to it [ heard a thump
and a balloon flying. I tried to catch it but as soon as [
touched it, it burst ! I groaned and fell to the ground. My
vision blacked outand so did I.

I woke up with a sore head and numb legs, but heard
someone walking. I quickly ran and hid under a table.
To my surprise | saw the butcher, he looked normal
except that he had red bloodshot eyes and a huge knife
in his hand. He sniffed the air and growled, “Someone is
going to die today.” He lifted the table and looked at me
maliciously. I ran and ran as he chased me. We ran
around in circles for a long time when suddenly the door
flew open! I threw myself out of the cottage and vowed
never to go in there ever again.

Divansh Paliwa, 1V-E
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I went to buy popcorn,
From the nearest stall,
But that was also 3 km away,
And I had to walk it all!
I passedby houses,

I passed by a park,

I passed by a street dog,
Who really loved to bark.
I heard people talking,

I heard car horns,

I heard children playing,

I even heard the bellowing sound of,
Bulls with large horns.
Finally I reached the stall,
Which had buttery popcorns,

A sweet woman was selling them,
Who had a frock with that was torn.
I ate the popcorns,

And gave the woman money,
And she gave me a smile,

Which was very sunny!

Anika Goyal V-D




As we all know that Covid-19 has caused many
difficulties, but the only way to cope up with this situation
is by clinging on to hope.

There was a boy named Rahul. He was 13 years old, who
faced a challenge of studying online during the time of the pandemic. He was very eager to study but he did
not have any device to study online. Then one day, his parents surprised him with a brand-new smartphone.
He was very happy and thanked shisparents. The next day he went to meet his friends, “Hey friends! How are
your online classes going?”” He asked his friends. “Well, we are not able to study as we don't have any device
to study online,” replied Raj, Neena and Manu. Rahul went home that day thinking of a way to help his
friends. Then it occurred to him, he could make a home-made projector that he had learnt to make in his
science class and use it to for the online classes for all his friends who are not able to study. It took a whole
day's hard work when he finally exclaimed coming out his room, “I did it !!”’. He then called all his friends to
gather around his house where he had arranged the projector in such a way that everyone was able to view the
screen. All his friends could easily study that day. “Thank you, Rahul,” all the friends spoke together.

We should all look at the brighter side of the situation like Rahul and find solutions.

Npniniynieiininiuiyynyyaniseypy

SFveet Fhwing

Beautiful flowers and trees are growing
Gentle and cool winds are blowing
With perfect temperatures
And new born cute creatures
Spring is plants' future.

My favourite is spring season
To prove it, | have many reasons
It is the king of all seasons
With vibrant colours
And flowers so attractive,

In spring everyone is active.

Really!! Spring is the best
No one takes rest
Every creature and plants bloom,
My favourite is the spring's full moon
It is the season of new beginnings
Where life gets new wings.

Vedansh Joshi, V-A

She Lorfect Trring

Spring is coming, Spring is coming
Do you see the jumping deer?
Spring is here, Spring is here

And the summers are almost near.

Perfect temperatures
More sunny hours in a day
The cutest of baby animals
And butterflies everyway.

All the animals
Including all mammals
Wake up from their nests
And enjoy the best.

My plants are finally growing
And the wind is gently blowing
I love spring season
And playing games around colourful blossoms.

Avantika Agarwal, V-A
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were enjoying their treat,
the Duke of Hampshire
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friends all got what ~_ & 7/
they most desired. What |

do you wish for yourself,
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I hesitated and then said, "Well you see,
['ve always wished that I could live in
your palace for just one day!”

‘One day?!” cried the Duke laughing,
“Why, you can live in my palace FOREVER!
with me!”

I was flabbergasted! What would it be
like to LIVE with the Duke FOREVER? My
mouth was opening and closing like a
codfish.
“Oh-oh-oh | -] - | am - you-you don't
mean it?" | sputtered.

“Of course | mean it. |
would love to have you,
Billy. So, will you?” said
the Duke eagerly.

"Oh Sir, it would be a
dream come true to live
with you in the palace!” |
replied, feeling

- absolutely marvellous.




“So what are we waiting for?"

The Duke put all his twenty four
porters to work at once and had my
meagre belongings brought to the
palace. I got a lovely room with
twelve windows - my little piece of
heaven on earth!
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Delphinium

Under our storm - clouds
delphiniums rain down on me
still bound at the seams

Adrija Paul



HAPPY MOTHERS” DAY!!I

n this occasion, | would love to share an incident that | witnessed. It displays
how incredible each and every mother’s love, affection and instinct is, even in

nature. In this case, the mother squirrel did not give up in frying to retrieve her
baby. Squirrels commonly found in Indio, known as Indian palm squirrels, are small animals
you can see just about everywhere. Living in Delhi, you can commonly see these three-
striped furry animals in parks, on the road, or even coming to your house. On the sunny
afternoon of February 10th, | learned that a mother squirrel had given birth to two
babies in an air conditioning vent of the house in front of mine, and she was nowhere to
be found. They had not opened their eyes yet. Being animal lovers, the immediate
reaction of me and my family was to adopt and take care of the newborn baby squirrels.
However, on second thought, we decided that we would wait till evening for the mother
to come and collect them, as it would get dangerous for them to be alone dark at night.
So the babies were placed in a bucket along with their nest and hanged from the
branch of a tree. Around lunchtime, we saw that the mother had come looking for her
babies, found the bucket, and carried one of them up to her nest. We were thrilled to find
out that one of the babies had been carried safely. However, when carrying the second
baby up, a dog had run out to follow her and the path to her nest had been derailed.
With the mother in a state of panic, the baby slipped and was left on the door of @
house. That was wildly unsafe for the newborn as many dogs and other squirrel
predators were usually seen there. The mother came back to get her second baby. She
made a lot of effort to pick it up from the door but she was unable to do that after trying
again and again for about an hour. | decided to give her a helping hand and the
second baby was put back into the bucket, so as to make it easier for the mother to
retrieve it. When the mother came back down to get her second child, she could not find
it on the door. But after looking around the area, she found it kept in the bucket again. |
saw her looking around the area again and again, as if she
was checking out the territory. This was all filmed by me. Aftar
standing for an hour holding the camera, the moment
came. She carefully climbed ug the tree, and went up
to the bucket. She entered the Bucket and laoked
for her baby. She carefully held it between her
teeth and rolled it up to carry it in a way that it
wouldnt hurt. She carried it down the free very
cautiously. After coming down the free, she
rolled up her baby and cleaned i
poroperly, and then took it up.
to her nest. This was a truly
touching moment.

Vanya Savara, 1X-E
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¢ looked at her with fear in his eyes,
unable to form sentences or make any
sound. If she hadn't snapped at him, he
would've probably continued looking at her.

"Excuse me?"
She snapped her fingers in the air.

"My friends pointed out that you've been
staring at me."

He followed her gaze to a bunch of people
wearing baggy clothes covered in paint.

'Who are they?” He whispered to himself.
Canvases were stacked on the table. "Artists?
No, that can't be. You hate art, you only love
music."

"Hello!" She snapped again, he knew she could
act very stern with people she didn't like.

'But you were never like this with me" he
whispered to himself

She was a mess of a gorgeous chaos. You
could see it in her eyes. Her hair was like lovely
whiskey, it was the colour of the fallen leaves,
browned and soft like the first heap of leaves
of autumn. But those leaves had dried a long
time ago, yet here they were, full of life, right in
front of him.

Earlier that day...

The sun had peaked again in the sky. Ruhaan
finally got a chance to escape his office
building and enter the coffee house. The bells
jingled upon his arrival. His favourite time of the
day was herel The sun shone through the big
window that faced the skyline of Mumbai, and
it danced in front of his eyes.

The golden glow was rare. There were more
cafes down the street but this was lucky
enough with an incredible view.

Double Choco-Chip

CHD‘Lﬂ"' CHI Fs
FRAPPU CCIND

Ruhaaon as always went to the counter, and
without skipping a beat, the barista asked "The
usual?"

"Woah! The best barista check?" he beamed.
"Ah hahal That would be -"

250 rupees! Yes, | know," Ruhaan interrupted, and
handed out the money, "Keep the change.

"This is new," the barista chimed.
"What can | say? Today is a good day.”

Ruhaan took off towards the red, high chairs
facing the outdoors. This was his moment, he
would look out at the traffic, look at the people
going on with their lives.

While he waited in a daydream, he heard a
familiar laugh which made him sit up straight. He
couldn't hear that voice. He was probably just
hallucinating.

Yes, that was itl' he assured himself.

But there it was againl He turned so fast that his
neck cracked and a piercing pain traced his
spine. He didn't care, because what he was

- 162 -



seeing, more like who he was seeing made him
feel as if his heart was on fire. It flared up in his
chest.

The soft music playing in the background died
along with sounds of the people talking, and
the spotlight fell on her. Her laugh was amplified
in his ears, he felt like he was dissolving. Losing
all control, his vision blurred until it was black.

Ruhaan found himself in front of his -their home.

A frustrated girl sat in the front seat of the car.
'Ruhaan!" she shouted, 'l will have to find
another job!" she said impatiently.

"'m here!"

Then appeared a stumbling Ruhaan. "You
know you can get free coffee from that coffee
shop in your office building." he said sitting in
the car. "For once you can miss the Chocolate
Frappuccino and be on time. It tastes like a
sugar bomb exploding in water anyway."

Aisha looked at him hurt "Why should | miss my
golden moment of the day? You should stop
showering instead!" she scoffed.

They were memories. The scene started to fade,
as they drove off into the distance.

Once again, he found himself in the dark unfil
the light blinded him again. This memory did
not consist of an extraordinary incident, yet he
remembered it so vividly.

Ruhaan saw himself entering the house late at
night. He flinched at the memory, leaning back
as if knowing what was to come. Out of
nowhere, Aisha smacked him with an iron pan
right in the face.

This resulted in Ruhaan being knocked out for
several minutes. A broken nose, his wife freaking
out and splashes of coffee all over the wall.
Coffee that Ruhaan had brought as an I-am-
sorry-I'm-home-late gift.

Ruhaan watched, smiling at Aisha, who was
frantically trying to wake him up, knowing that it
would be a story that would be told at
numerous parties and bonfires. He touched his
twitching nose, which triggered the darkness
again. The fading sensation overpowered him.

Time flew by to a few months later.

‘Are you going somewhere?" Aisha asked, looking
up from her magazine.

"Yes...I'm sorry | told the boys | would meet them at
the restaurant, and I'm taking the carl" Ruhaan
said while making his way out the door.

'NO TODAY IS MY TURNI CET ME A FRAPPE
ATLEAST" Aisha shouted.

"IF | GET TIME, LOVE YOU" he replied already out
the door.

He lost track of time and stayed longer than he
was supposed to. After he got a call from the
aunty living next door, telling him that Aisha had
been in an accident. She had taken a taxi to go
to the coffee house and the driver was drunk. The
driver faced minor injuries, but Aisha was critical,
she was in a coma.

Ruhaan was forced to decide, let her live on a
ventilator forever, or let her go from this pain. Was
living like this even living? They were so young
they never had a chance to talk about this
situation. Would she be mad at him for letting her
go?

In reality, he knew he had to let her go because
every day was getting more and more expensive.
Ruhaan saw his past self sitting by her side -numb.
The sound of the constant ringing in the
background that declared that she wasn't here
anymore.

Ruhaan seated by the bed looked up at his
future self. In his eyes was anger and guilt when he
mouthed the words to him, "lt's all your fault.”

He was thrown back into the void, and then the
light expanded, blinding him momentarily yet
again.

Now he saw her walking back to a group of
strangers, whom he was sure she didn't know.

The ringing in his ears was as loud as ever, he was
still staring at her. As she walked back, he heard a
faint voice calling his name. She stopped dead in
her tracks, as if she knew something. The barista
called out for an order of a “Double Choco-chip
Frappuccinol’

Aditi Solanki, XI-F
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Bonding
with pets
at homei

have always been fond of pets, especially
dogs. One of my first memories is of our Lhasa
Apso breed, black male dog, named Ninja.

Ninja was so playful and cute, but once during
our winter vacation, we had gone to Guwahati,
leaving him in the care of our guard. But the
guard carelessly left him out in the cold at night,
and poor Ninja passed away.

Everyone was so upset to hear that, and my
father decided to never have a pet dog at
home again. Time passed, and | kept asking my
father to get a new pet, but he was very
reluctant.

Then four years ago, during the summer break,
when | went with my Grandma or ‘Nani' to her
sister's place in Bareilly.

Their female, white Pomeranian Shiba became
so friendly with me. | was so in love with her and |
wanted to bring her home to Delhi, but no one
allowed that. | got emotional and asked my
father 1o get me a pet soon. He finally agreed,

and on my birthday in August 2017, | got this
small, cute, two-month-old Labrador, whom my
mum instantly named JoJo.

JoJo is so dear to me. He is my all-time
companion at home, silently walking beside me.
He loves to play with a ball and play hide and
seek. | love to feed him, pet him and play with
him. He wants all the attention. He loves festivals
and is more excited than usual during the hustle
bustle of Holi and Diwali.

The cute thing about him is that whenever we
are sitting in the lawn, he always puts a ball in
his mouth asking me to play with him. He doesn't
understand that unlike him, we have homework
and studies. All things said, | love JoJo and | try
to understand more and more of what he wanfts
to convey. His love is unconditional and | wish
JoJo along and healthy life.

Chinmayi Pande, VI-E
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They meet in the fading lights,
Of twilight and dawning skies.
Never were, never will be,
Maybes of eternity.

United undercurrents of time,
History repeats itself,
Painting the canvas of the
universe.

War is red and so is love,
Serene blue; also a sombre hue,
And the yellow hope that seeps

through.
Love wars for love,

And war sets like the sinking sun.
In fading lights, they meet,
Pearls of Ishtar shine,

And reveal secrets they keep.

Time bends, stops and folds over,
Paradoxes; they unite,
Under the pale sky.

The blue moon,

Witness to every sigh.

Forgotten moments in passing time,
Insatiable desires put in rhyme,
Bursting nebulae and dying suns,
Two stars that shot through,
Broke to realise their own truths.

All is fair in love and war,

But the universe has some rules,
Two sides of the same coin never meet,
Depths of the blue sea and heights of

the blue sky,
And so, they unite in fading lights.

Tavishi Sharan, XI-B
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GOLDEN

Footsteps slowly creaked on every step of the stairs. The bedroom door handle turned
slowly. It was him. | could see him | smiled feebly.

His golden locks glistened in the sun as if to symbolise my only ray of hope. His black
eyes gave me the reassurance that this was for the best. | could hear mom calling him.
He stayed. Like always.

| knew losing me was his biggest fear, yet he stood beside me as my biggest source of
strength. He slammed the door shut. The room was dark. | looked at the brown ceiling. It
had been my 'sky' for over a year now. | had survived longer than the doctors had said.
As | tried to lower my gaze, unable to see him eye to eye, he stared right into mine and |
knew he was telling me that the truth could not be denied, | had to face it. | was going
O QO soon.

| could hardly move to reach out to him. | lifted my hand with a lot of effort but it fell. |
sighed in frustration.

| wanted to shut the window, “There is no hope,” | murmured.

| remember that one day in particular as | slid into my bed. |
had come back from the hospital with the news of my few
days to live. | was shattered. | knew | wouldn't be ever able
to dance now, that | loved to do the most. He offered me
my dancing shoes as if to say, “One last time, huh?” |
danced fill noon and went up to my room, now my prison.
He followed me and looked me in the eye with a
reassurance of support. | cried the night through. He
never questioned me. He left by morning, but that night |
found more than just a friend in him; | found a will to live.
Maybe that's why | am still alive today, battling.

The throbbing pain in my body brings me back to
the present. He is sitting beside me still. The sun is
setting. As the rays disappear, so does my

hope. As | close my eyes for one last time,
his golden fur rubbs against my feet.
He licks my face for a final time.

‘Goodbye, Max,”| whisper.
Aishi M Singh, XI-D
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My Book, My Frlend

s | glance back and move through &=
the memory lanes of my childhood __*"“":;"
the only things which were {# .
constantly with me were my books. That
tiny book rack in my room seems to have
grown with me. | moved on from 'Pepper' to
'Enid Blyton' to 'JK .Rowling'. Gradually, the
empty bookshelf was filled with so many
DOOKS.

| have never felt lonely after that first |
encounter. That moment when my mother j,_
sat down with me one evening and 'y
brought to life all those characters the \\

ook portrayed. | had never been an avid \-."':-""""*
reader before this, but since it was raining __
heavily that evening, | was not able to go _
out to play. | was frustrated and upset. —— ' d

— B
] ;
A other read out the book Iw .
S my m rr U o !ﬁ_f#"’f _-'ll:‘ -

gradually gained interest and a delightful
sensation replaced my agony.

That day changed me forever and | started reading more often. My interest grew
stronger day by day. | never felt lonely again. Many a times, when my friends and |
had fights, books replaced them. When | read books | think we can experience a
plethora of emotions. Some stories make you sad, some make your stomach ache
with laughter, while others just leave you wondering what actually happened.

It is strange how books managed to replace human presence on days when | was
lonely. It's true that books cannot talk to you like your friends can, but they can
express themselves freely as they are not hesitant of being ridiculed, and end up
connecting you to the story they narrate.

As | sit down on my desk writing this essay in these times where the world is fighting @
pandemic, | wonder whether | would ever be able to meet my friends. The lonely
streets of my locality make me feel separated from the world but still we have
respite in the form of books.

Yadhuvir Sood, VI-E
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&% Teenage Woes
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‘| just can't help it anymore Moml! It's all over
my face, by next week you won't be able to
see my normal skin at alll’complained Josh.

“Honey it's normal, at this age everybody has
it, you are nothing different...”

Josh, a |4-year-old adolescent who just
started experiencing the changes of puberty
had just pointed out the most prominent
problem experienced by probably all the
teenagers around the world. Acne. Well,
maybe not all teenagers but most of them at
least. Maya internally sighed and looked at
Josh firmly.

‘Son, they will go away on their own, don't
worry.”

‘Don't worry? Don't worryl My dearest mother
who doesn't seem to understand my life's
biggest problem, how am | going to attend
Robin's party without getting shunned at least
ten times? Oh God I'm destroyed, I'm finished,
there is nothing left for me to do nouw!” he
wailed.

‘What party are you talking about Josh?”
inquired Maya with the sternest motherly tone.
“Well, duh, his birthday party mom.”
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‘Umm, isn't it next year? He just turned 14 last
week, didn't he?”

“Yes!”

“Well, that proves it - you are hyperventilating
son-"

Josh looked at his mother incredulously,
unable to form proper sentences he decided
to finish his dinner. Maya looked relieved,
thinking that she had been able to bring
some sense to her son's mind. But soon her
bubble popped as Josh spoke up.

‘From tomorrow, | am only going to have
carrots, apricots, sweet potatoes and water
for all my diets.

He continued before Maya could speak up,
‘I've heard that they help in reducing these
ooze bombs which are growing on my face.”
Saying this, he got up and went to bed as
from the next day, a highly classified mission
was to be carried out and he couldn't risk
getting tired the day before.

Next Morning

Maya woke up with serenity. She was feeling
fresh but she could always feel fresher by
brushing her teeth with the new toothpaste
which she bought from an e-store for the first
time. It was the first and the last time she did so
because the cost was simply outrageous. but
as she walked into her washroom, she noticed
that every single thing was present there
except the paste.

Josh have you seen my toothpaste?!” she
called out impulsively

In return all she could hear was a whimper from
the room next to hers. With immense curiosity
she went to check the room, only to find it
empty and the veranda door open. Maya
was already wishing that what she dreaded
would not come true but sadly today was not
her day. She walked out to the veranda.



In front of her stood Josh with his face covered
up in a white cream and his hands holding the
expensive tube of toothpaste which already
appeared half finished. And she knew exactly
what had happened. The only thing which
was preventing Maya from going into shock
was the boiling rage in her.

She exploded, “What- happened - here?!l”

Her son casually shrugged, “Oh mornin' Mom.
Nothing much. You know all these days of
hardships and struggle got me to do some
'scientific’ research and | found out that
applying toothpaste on these acne actually
helps in reducing them...”

“Wha-"

But he didn't let his mother finish, “... And |
thought 'Why don't I try it out'. So here | am.”

Maya couldn't believe her son's extent of
reasoning, First of you are going crazy and
secondly why couldn't you use your own
toothpaste. This is a very expensive one which
made me spend a quarter of my earnings.”

‘Well that thought did cross my mind when |
was expertly applying it on my face but you
see, | figured that since yours is expensive, it
might work better than the cheap one which |
own.

‘Oh God, Joshua Dylan you are so in trouble.
And why are you standing outside, huh?!” the
woman asked.

‘Good guestion Mom, you see, another source
namely Parker who has the clearest skin told me
that applying bird droppings on the pimples
which fall exactly on a penny really helps in
curing the bubbles along with removing the
spots, so | am waiting for the birds.”

Maya stood there gaping at her | 4-year-old
son, ‘Isn't Parker the 4-year-old brother of
Robin?”

“Precisely.”

‘Oh wouw! He is just a kid Josh who hasn't
reached adolescence and after alll”

Maya cleared her throat uncomfortably, “Yep.
Never mind son. Come on let's go and have
breakfast”

This made Josh calm down. But it lasted only for
a few minutes. After having a hearty breakfast,
he again started fidgeting nervously. This made
Maya's concern grow further for her son. She
carefully approached him and reassuringly
touched her son's shoulder.

“Hey, what's wrong Joseph?”

“Mom, will you stop changing my name every 10
minutes. | am Josh, not Joshua, not Joseph. And
what makes you think that anything is wrong?”

‘Well, you always fidget with your pinkie finger
when something's wrong...”‘Fair enough...”

So...7"

‘Cah, | don't know mom. It's just- it's just that |
keep having this feeling that | will not be
accepted by my friends just because my face is
filed with disgusting pimples. | have kept myself
perfect since the beginning and | just don't
want these acne coming into the way.”

‘Oh, | see. Well, tell me one thing Josh, who are
your true friends? The ones who are your friend
because of your looks or the ones who support
you because of your personality and the
person you are?”

‘I guess the latter..”

‘Don't guess honey. It is the latter. Good friends
are those who love and support you because
of the heart which you have in there,” she said
as she lightly poked his chest and a smile
started forming on Josh's face.

“Honey you are perfect just the way you are
and all your true friends, me, your dad, everyone
who knows you would want you to remain just
the same and grow and learn naturally. And |
am not only saying this for your pimples, | am
saying this for your whole life. | love you son. Oh
gosh, | hate it when | start giving long speeches.”

By now, Josh was grinning widely, ‘It's okay mom, |
love you more” and he hugged her tightly. She
hugged him back as she whispered, “Not
possible, | love you most”

Shinjini Banerji, X-D
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THE CALL

“If I am not home by 8 p.m. Monday you
should start to worry, he said. Jennifer
laughed. It was so typical of him.

His job as a forensic psychologist often put
him in a lot of danger but no one had tried
to murder or strangle him so Jennifer was not
too worried but it was better to be safe
than sorry.

“You better come back in one piece then
Keith. | am not paying the rent all by myself;
Jennifer replied, hugging him as he went out
of the door.

That was the last time she had heard from
him in two days. He had gone to Los
Angeles because they needed a
psychological evaluation from the experts
but there were not many so Keith was flown
there from home.

He had promised to send texts, at the very
least, to Jennifer but there had been no
contact from him in the past few days so
Jennifer thought that he might be busy and
brushed her concern off without a second
thought.

Monday evening, exactly at 19:57, she got
a call. "Hello, this is the doctor from LA
General Hospital speaking. You have been
listed as Mr. Keith Kogane's emergency
contact’”

Jennifer's heart stopped. A call from the
hospital was not good. She sat down on the
couch to brace herself for bad news.

"Miss Jennifer, are you still on the line?” The
voice rang out from the other end.

“Yes, | am there. What has happened to
Keith?” Jennifer's voice trembled as she
asked the question.

“You do not have to worry much Miss. He is
out of immediate danger. He got strangled
by one of the criminals he was evaluating
but he is currently out of danger. He should
be clear for discharge by tomorrow” the
doctor said.

Jennifer heaved a sigh of relief and then
she said, “Thank you doctor. May | speak to
him?”

The doctor replied in the affirmative and
then the phone was handed to Keith.

“Keith, | told you to come back in one piece.
That means no getting strangled also,
Jennifer said.

Keith gave a hearty laugh at the other end
and said, ‘l will be back by tomorrow but
now do | get I-told-you-so rights?”

‘Of course you do not but come back safe. |
will be expecting you by evening Mister,”
Jennifer said, ending the call.

All'turned out to be well and Keith was home
by the next evening.

Triya Basuroy, IX-D
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Cold Gaze of the

Camera

A tiny drop of sweat trickled down my neck,
as | stood there in front of the class,
Arriving exactly four minutes late as everyone's
eyes stared at me from head to toe
And the teacher's harsh glare made me shake in
my shoes as | put my late slip on her table.
| gulped,

This was just like me, on the first day of school -only |
could arrive late.

| slowly took a step forward and went towards an
empty seat, Wishing desperately | would get sucked
in a hole so deep that | won't be able to see those
36 pairs of empty eyes staring at me.

| felt like an outsider, who was pretending to be
someone they are not, just so | could blend in and
not be under the spotlight, be the same as everyone
else and avoid the camera as | merged into the
symphony of colors that flourished from everyone's
laughter and happiness while | sat forlorn constantly
feeling as if people were judging me.

Suddenly, the class doors opened and in came @
girl who unlike me didn't cower but smiled at those
emotionless 36 pairs of eyes, as she went to the
teacher and handed her alate slip.

lgnoring all the staring and the whispers, it was like
she knew that they were watching her, judging her,
but here she looked as if she didn't care,
Class went by in a blur as this girl, the total opposite
of me, sat beside me and talked to me as if | wasn't
an outsider, she talked to me as if | were just me and |
for the first time felt what it was like to not be judged,
now in a snap | didn't care about everyone else
aond the feeling of being under the constant gaze of
36 pairs of eyes, 36 pairs of camerad's just vanished.

I've always lived in the fear of being judged and
made fun of, always afraid of making friends in the
fear of being betrayed, anxious to be in the
spotlight and not wanting to be stared down af.

The change came as fast as the flash of a camera,
in just a single 30-minute-long class, | learnt what it's
like to be free, not from the cameras, they will always
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be there, No, | became free from the confines
of my own mind.

| have her to thank for this after all,
the person who was the total opposite of me,
My best friend, who taught to look at the
cold gaze of the camera and just smile.

Hoshika Gupta, IX-A

Bookworm's

Nook
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The library is fun,
We can learn, everyone,
We can read like a worm,
And be quiet or get a churn.

Just a moment | am reading,”

‘| want to find this word's meaning,”
The children say this everyday,
And the parents say go out to play,
Play? Why play today?

When | can go to the library.

| want to read about ouls,
Rather than clean mud off me,
With a thousand towels,
The library is fun,
We can learn, everyone.

Rhea bishnoi, VI-b



Save the Stardust

‘ here was obviously something wrong with her

One could feel how she held everything
tied up with a strong thread, protecting
people from her feelings. | could see it when
| soaw her sitting alone in class when she
took off the heavy mask she had made for
herself.

So | went up to her one time and asked, she
was surprised, "You think I'm upset? Have yaou
not seen the things | do to be fun?"

But that was what was bothering me, was she
doing all of these hilarious things to keep
herself happy? Or the others?

So | asked again, she shut me out once mare.
had to try a new way, but if she was goineg te
shut me out again. | wouldn't stop trying. | waan't
going to ignore my gut. Surprisingly, this time the
smile faded, the eyes washed away the mask she
was wearing for God knows how long!

She told me everything -from how she felt this burden on her shoulders. She felt
scarred from her anxiety, that was only increasing. How she never wanted anyone to
be affected by her petty problems, how she cried thinking she wasn't important
enough. She cried about how she was tired of the easygoing, fun-to-be-around
mould that she had created for herself. She talked more about the little things that
she held so close to her and big things she had a hard time letting go of. She spoke
of the universe, and she actually listened to me when | talked about my theories. In
the end, she said "Thank you'.

"For what?" | asked,

"For asking me how | was doing,” she replied with the same incredible smile on her
face and the sparkle in her eyes, which was most definitely genuine this time.

Imagine if | hadn't asked her. Imagine if these feelings that she had bottled up
escalated, could she have done things she would have regretted. But thank God |
did.

S0, ask people how it's going. Talk to them one on one. Do not be afraid or shy, you
never know if you have accidentally saved someone, saved the stardust in their eyes.

Aditi Solanki, XI-F
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Richness in Diversity

ndia is a diverse country, a fact that is visibly
prominent in its people, culture and climate. From
the eternal snows of the Himalayas to the
cultivated peninsula of far South, from the deserts
of the West to the humid deltas of the East, from the
dry heat and cold of the Central Plateau to the
cool forest foothills, India has a diverse
topography.

Indian culture varies like its vast geography. From
the ancient erg, people have spoken different
languages, dressed differently, followed
different religions and eaten different cuisines.
This variety in race, culture, or religion,
accounts for the existence of different ethnic
groups who while living within the boundaries
of one single nation, display different social
habits and characteristics.

iy |Pe B

Regional territories in India play an important
role in differentiating amongst these ethnic
groups, with their own social and cultural
identities. The religions that are prevalent in the
country are Hinduism, Christianity, Islam, Sikhism,
Buddhism, and Jainism, with the freedom for citizens to
practice any religion they want to.

<D

In Indio, a festival or a celebration is never restricted to a family or a home. The whole
community or neighborhood is involved in bringing liveliness to an occasion. Likewise,
an Indian wedding is a celebration of union, not only of the bride and groom, but also
of two families, maybe cultures or religion tool Similarly, in times of sorrow, neighbours
and friends play an important part in easing out the pain.

The culture of India itself can thus be defined as a prime example of “unity in diversity.”
Indians are rooted to their rich culture in a variety of ways, but are still united on the
front at all times.

The beauty of the Indian people lies in their spirit of tolerance and a composite
culture that can be compared to a garden of flowers of various colours and shades
of which, while maintaining their own entity, lend harmony, grace and beauty to the
garden - Indial

L. Lakshmishree, IX-b

-173 -



UNFORGETTABLE

' 'F_-:-;"ﬁx_ﬁ he memories flooded back as she flipped
ﬁ;‘f—_ﬂ ; through the photo alobum. The glassy eyes of
= % the people she loved stared back at her, their
i smiles frozen in time. Her own eyes flitted from photo

to photo like a butterfly relishing the sweet nectar
of an array of flowers.

This precious bouqguet of memories was all
she had left. Like the colours of the
photographs, she too was now fading
away. Her fingers slowly caressed the
smooth laminated surface of that one
ohoto which she had hidden from
everyone and revisited over the years. It
was a photograph of 'him'.
She could still remember that perfect
Sunday afternoon. It flashed before her
eyes, the final replay. .. her ultimatum.

| have to go. You don't understand, | can't
spend my life shut in abox!”he cried angrily.

‘But you don't even have any plans for the future or any prospects. Ambition without
direction is the perfect recipe for disaster. You have a future here... with me.” She tried
to reason with him.

“There are no opportunities for people like me left in this small town! | want to see the
world, find the meaning of life... " his voice droned on and on.

The other day, he had called himself 'a citizen of the world'. He had turned into @
complete lunatic, she was convinced of that fact. He was leaving tomorrow.

‘What about us then?”

She tried to talk past the lump that had formed in her throat. Tears were stinging her
eyes and sweat had dewed on her skin, making her glow in the warm afternoon sun. His
heart had swelled upon seeing her that way, one last time.

Twilight was approaching now; they had reached an impasse. She sighed, they had
both known it was not to be. He had always wanted to explore and spread his
branches, believing that the sky was the limit. She wanted to set down roots and stay
rooted to the same place. but they had promised each other that they would make it in
the end ... together.

The time had come to fulfil her part of the promise. She closed the alobum and shut her
eyes. A beautiful smile was etched on her age-old face. The silent beep of the heart
monitor only meant one thing, she was reunited with him at last.

Agrani, XI-F
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Then comes family, you need to look after,
Maintaining a balance, and standing by,
in fimes of disaster.

Share happy moments, and sad feelings
as well,

That's what families are for, to support
and to dwell.

Another important aspect is our friends,
With whom we share our grievances,
Spend happy times and on whom we

B ﬁ I ﬁ N C E depend, to a large extent.

Not to forget the environment, without
which we may fall,

The balance in life, in which we all thrive, That's an important aspect that got
Seems true for some, for others far sight. missed by all.
lt's a kind of repercussion, of all our
It's about maintaining a life, deeds,

Not just family and friends cure is what we need.

But time for self-digging.
To nourish oneself to grow and develop,
So inner satisfaction can also erupt.

Balancing is the key
Be it studies, co-curriculars or family
The culmination is that our doings
revolve,

Studying for some, jobs for rest,
vaying : Lend o hand, and see the world evolve.

What we need to do,

Is pause, grow and introspect.
Palakh Khanna, XII-F
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ABANDONED CASTLE

ver since | was a little girl, | was fascinated
— by castles. They were structures of
magnificent beauty, and it took all of my
effort to comprehend the intricacies of a castle.
Every story that resonated with me had a
castle. No matter what kind, colour, shape, or
type of castle it was; it was first and foremost, a
castle. The concept of high walls baited me,
fuelling my fascination further. How people were
unable to penetrate the walls of a structure, so
cleverly made. | often wondered what ensued
within the walls of the structure that had
captured my amazement all those years ago.

| still do.

The castles in the stories seem more distant now.
| don't think they are made of ice, or chocolate,
or even bricks now. They are made of
metaphors.

Every heart beats profusely within, braving the
weather, the rain and the days when only
silence is its neighbour. | no longer wonder what
kind of people live within.

Why?
Because | know.

| know that every castle is abandoned. Tucked
away from the forest floor where the insects
crauwl at peace. Peaceful are the ones who do
not expect. Is that bad? Abandoned castles lie
in solitude under the moonlit sky. With
penetrating silence all around, chaos ensues
inside. There is a reason why abandoned
castles make the most interesting stories. They
aren't made up of finer emotions that can pass
away with the flurries of the wind. They have
structure and Intricate carvings by the
architect. Feelings that are tucked so deep
inside, that one gets lost roaming the
passageway.

Apologies to you. When | said nobody lives
inside the castle, | was not really telling you the
absolute truth. Two people may, may just show
themselves occasionally. The beauty and the
Beast. Only the Beast is the most beautiful
person you will ever encounter in your life.
Would you ever bother to climb the walls of the
castle ? But every heart protects its own. So, the
castle remains abandoned, and | remain
fascinated.

Vidushi Mohan, XI-F
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FORGOTTEN

The epilogue of Kabuliwala by
Rabindranath Tagore

Mini's father

| couldn't decide whether it was the fire,
through which Mini would proclaim herself a
bengali wife and move away. | also thought
of my recent act of 'kindness' towards
Rahman which made my heart warm.

| stood there, gazing at Mini's innocence
being extinguished in the fire as the man -
her husband now - applied vermillion on her
forehead. That streak of red was a gateway
to a new world she would now step into.

A woman's journey of life, away from her nest,
begins from here. The hands with white and
red bangles would move to raise a family
and win over a household with her
devotion. Even though | knew my Mini would
love to discuss and question every existing
topic in the world, my heart would always
ache to listen to her naive questions about
Ramdayalor the elephant on the clouds. As
those questions swirled in my kind, | noticed
Mini's face glowing like a rose receiving the
light of dawn.

Rahman

The mountains of Afghanistan are where he
would be heading now. With probably a
bundle on his head, his scarred face would
have eyes of flickering hope. The light
extinguished was here when an old ally was
forgotten by Mini, but his love hadn't
dimmed. Igniting hope in his heart, was my
act of gratitude even though the scar of
truth had already been carved in Rahman's
heart. Far away, another young bride would
be waiting to enter a new stage in life,
blessed by all. Except him. A father lost in
time. One less hand to be kept on her head,

but the northern winds of the valleyand the
cruel time would fade him away as if he was
mere imagination of one's mind.

| 2th September 1878. Kabul bus stop
Rahman

The heart is a brittle cup which we tend to
overflow every fime. | cupped my mouth to blow
it warm. The hands never obeyed and trembled
cold..

My daughter, Farah. It means joy and that joy
ran through every bone in my body when | held
her in my rough hands, years ago. | don't know
how to count but | sensed several springs had
passed and the Kash flowers had bloomed and
fallen innumerable times.

| remember. Her snow-white face had a touch of
beauty that no snowflake in Kuwat valley could
ever possess. She had her mother's nose, as
Ammi Jaan had exclaimed and my eyes had
quivered in happiness. | murmured, and | do
every day, a prayer of gratitude to my wife,
resting peacefully with white flowers and our
tears. If Farah was a rose petal, | was always her
stem and gladly accepted all her thorns.

The rose and the stem had to detach when
money went in the diminishing direction. The
snow did not fall peacefully like in a dream
where the heavens would bow down to the
snowfalls of Afghanistan. That year the snow
was accompanied by the frost of wrath,
destroying the grains and soon the containers
turned transparent, filled with air.

They said the money was gushing like water in
the cities. So my faded coat was put on and @
sack over my spine. | looked like | was to start for
the city, but | wasn't ready. | laughed in pain
when | thought about it. My life was here, my
angel and my little devil of joy.
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In a world of possessions, humans fall into either
rich or poor. The worst was the man who
staggered in between.

Farah was oblivious of this fact. For her, the
world was a merry-go-round with flowers and
snow as companions. The birds soaring up, and
the big reindeer with big scary horns but a calm
face; Farah treasured them all.

‘Abba when these butterflies fly around you, you
should close your mouth!”

‘Goodnessl and why so? *, and my eyes used to
shine with amusement and absolute curiosity

‘Because’, her laugh knew no bounds, “then they
will get inside you and you will have butterflies
in your stomach.”

It was as if thousands of bells tinkled in
innocence and my heart would feel warm with
love as | used to watch Farah's face glowing
with happiness and shine just like her mother.

| put on my shoes. Farrah was standing there. |
remember. Vividly. Standing with a curious face
but with doubting eyes. Neither spoke. | took out
a small piece of paper and put it out. Instantly,
Farrah screamed in delight as she took out the
ink bottle, smeared the black liquid all over her
hands. She came back and placed her hands
on her paper, with the greatest precision, and
with each impatient twitch in her eyes and
cagerness to see how her hand impression
would come out, my heart broke into pieces no
human can ever count. Soon those two black
handprints were in my sack: my worldly
possession costlier than money which | was
heading towards to hunt.

‘Bhai sahibs get in or move.” Impatient scorn
came from behind.

| moved and looked up. A big rusty bus with
infense commotion at the door stood probably
for a minute more. Twelve years ago, was it this
bus? Was it? Was it this very thing that bought
me? | blamed the bus. My guilt was burning my
insides and the bus made my neck sore, and my

eyes blurred. The conductor had all the time
in his life, yet frantically waved at the
passengers 1o squeeze in.

| hesitated.

If this bus took me back, | would walk a
kilometre to reach my house. Since the day |
had departed, | had been waiting for this
moment. Yet, | hesitated.

The conductor looked at me, paused for a
second, and then the door closed. The bus
drove away, snorting like a broken machine,
till it's only legacy left behind was a pile of
smoke and dust. There was silence and then
| heard time laugh, mercilessly.

Sampreeti Kar, X-D
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SPRING DAY

When spring surprised us, it sang us out of our
slumber.
Blooming flowers filled the air with the
honeyed scent of sweet relief.
You and |, we sat under the falling blossoms
and thought about life.

We thought about changing seasons, how
they come and go.
How winter left us, and spring appeared,
We wondered if it paused to say goodbye.
We wondered if anyone heard it.

The winter curled into wisps of smoke around
our feet.
It still lingered, the slight traces of if.
The occasional frigid blast sent chills down
our spines,

But it didn't matter, for spring was here now.
Spring was beautiful and it was all we needed.
Nothing could dampen our spirits,

Not even the regret of the words unsaid.
Not even the regret of incomplete farewells.

But the thoughts trickled back in.
The chill stripping the trees bare, devoid of
their leaves.

Everyone bustling about, clinging to each
other in attempts to keep warm.
Looking back at everyone hiding from the
winter,

Maybe that's why it was cold, and alone.
Everyone lets the sun inside,

But for winter, no one opens their doors.

Left out and cold shouldered,
With everyone just waiting for it to pass,
longing for just one day of spring.
Maybe, winter was misunderstood.

We thought of the people on the streets,
Bundled up in their warmest clothes.
The tips of their noses flushed red.
And then, there was the falling snow.
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For winter was beautiful, it was raw and
breathtaking.

But in this ignorant world, how was it to know?
For if you don't tell anyone how beautiful they
are,

They spend their lives believing that they
were invisible.

Sitting under the falling blossoms, you and |,
We wondered if it would have been different,
Had someone heard winter say goodbye.

Binati Arora, XI-b




The Right to Rule

Have you ever wondered why only men ruled the world?
Well, that was along time ago.

| was born in a kingdom that was
matriarchal. My kingdom had a
peculiar system of ruling as only
women were allowed to rule. The
boys born in the royal family were
not allowed to rule and were sent
to prison as soon as they turned
thirteen.

My brother, Archie grew up
believing that one day he is going
to be the ruler of the kingdom. The truth was that as soon as he turned thirteen, he would
be sent to prison. He realised that this was not the right custom. He discussed this idea with
the other members of the royal family. All my cousins and my uncles agreed. Soon, they
devised a plan to revolt. But, it would not be easy.

So, during lunchtime, they would pass chits among themselves in which the plan would be
written. The plan would be executed only after all of them agreed.

After weeks and weeks of planning, the day to execute the plan had come. At night, one of
my uncles released a gas which apparently made all of them fall asleep. Uell, some of them
had tied a piece of cloth around their faces. After that, my uncle managed to grab the
keys to the locks of the prison. One by one, he freed all of them. With Archie and Ryan, one
of my other brothers, in the lead, they started going towards Queen Sheila's room. They
tip-toed as quietly as a mouse, and barged into mom's room. She screamed, tried calling
out to the guards but it was of no use as the guards had fallen asleep. Ryan told my mom,
‘No matter how hard you try, there's no one to rescue you. You are our hostage. You should
be lucky that Archie did not want to kidnap you, otherwise you don't even know what
would have happened to you." Archie scolded Ryan for being so rude with mom. Then
Archie asked mom, “‘Mom, this is not the end of it. All of us have a question to ask you.”

After the confrontation, Archie asked mom, “Why are only women allowed to rule and not
men?” Mom replied, “In the kingdom where my great-great-great grandmother was born, only
men ruled there. They never took the women's point of view into consideration, they would
torture us to no end. My great-great-great grandmother had no choice but to gather a
few women and flee from the kingdom. Ever since, we could never, ever trust men.” Archie
thought about it, and then said, ‘Mom, | am sorry. | had no clue that this had happened’”
Mom forgave him. Ryan proposed to mom his idea. Ryan said, “From now onwards, both men
and women will allowed to rule. Those who torture women or do not let them voice their point
of view, would be sent to jail” All my family members agreed to this idea.

The next day, Mom gave up her throne to her first born son, Archie. Since that day, all my
family members and the people of the kingdom lived happily ever after.

Parni Dasgupta, VII-C
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What is glory?

ask thee, my friend.
|z it killing many men,
And proclaiming
thyself king, no

{
| j =
| N7
! O s it being greater stil,

Creoter vet,
\ Of godly scale?

| ask hze,
My friend.
| Would'st It not hath been better
| IF there were those slain
were to be with thou?

Perhaps it is thy brain that spoke,
Not thy heart,
So,
My friend,
| forgive you nouw,
For false is that facade of yours,
| know of what lies underneath,
You are corrupted,
| believe.

Wake up,
Brother!

Mater is gone.
Pater is old,
Leprosy hath broken out.
Come back to us,
From this killing spree.
You are not king,
And you uill never be.

Anirban Mishra, VIII-B

THE STORY

A story, now,
| shall tell you today,
Of castles so grand,
And kings so great,
Of wizards so powerfull

Yet now has our story just begun,
For there is a universe.
Together to be strungl

Stars and galaxies, far apart,
Yet a cosmos grand,
There is to traversel!

Nebulae denser formed the stars,
Those ones that we see in our night sky.
Yet hushl
And let us go further back,

When all was matter,

Hot and dense.

The lord had planned,
For a universe (great).
His mind then struck,
A dot to be welded!
Then it expanded,
Astounding its creator.

Rocks,
Asteroids,
Galaxies formed,
Earth,

Made life,

Then its life made Earth.

Now look at our planet,
So green and diverse,
And forget for a moment,
How minor you are,
In the Lord's great scheme of things.

Anirban Mishra, VIII-B




NOURISHMENT

t was his twelfth summer. He was slenderizing, becoming more angular and awkward, but the
jollity, the jester-like zestfulness, kept him lively, ageless and exposed. His humour, flourished and
animated with clowning since he was a small child, always let you know that he was in
existence.

He always seemed to be the focus of attention, so it was no surprise to his friends to hear Aman
say: ‘I'm taking a tent and running away from school for the day, and | won't come back for
anything, not even lunch. Okay?”

This had been the marker of their friendship-lunch. The settings of the canteen area, and the
aroma of every ingredient in the ambience, had been the backdrop of their companionship.

He observed them now, expecting panic and discouragement, but he was received with
captivation.“Where will you lay your tent?” Aman was asked.

His friends did not trust him to be cautious or caring of his surroundings. They had to know.

Il rest only at the foot of the hills. Near the apple orchards.”

The spot belonged to a remote, faraway land. The woods do that-they absorb time and smell
and direction like distant whereabouts. An outlying market was hustling and bustling nearby. The
glitz and glamour of the setup was different than that of his favourite supermarket.

Metal columns overflowed with ripe apples and painstakingly arranged oranges. Stands of
packaged fruits and vegetables stood in the company of tall shelves as citizens well practised
to the impositions of such contemporary establishments zigzagged through marbled aisles. His
mother appreciated the onerous pattern of modern shopping.

This was poles apart. The affair spread across vast, prosperous expanses. The precision of
previously packaged items contrasted against raw grains being measured in old-fashioned
balances. It was noisy here-an intemperate barrage of animal and human noises. Stacked side
by side, the barrels of live shellfish and broken chariots filled with leafy greens.

Aman had seen his mother scrupulously move through the kitchen at night, looking into
uncountable pots, listening to them. He knew she loved to see the
bubbles emerging out of still water. She had pointed it out to him
once when they cooked together, her face full of delight. It had
been along time since he had cooked in that house.

Each vendor shouted the prices of their goods. It felt as if .
they were all speaking to him, and in that moment, he was {
lost in his admiration of this spectacle. A habitat of
culinary exchange set against the miasma of his inner
affliction.

It had been a year since the accident. He hobbled
from corner to corner breathing in this experience. A
feeling of unbridled joy washed over him. Ever since 7
he had mildly convalesced, he decamped to the o .
woods every now and then, but the silent

communion between the trees could not match the ‘,—_.______‘__.-—--—"
gratification of human pandemonium. The notion of & irsran
his self-observed defectiveness was slowly erased. —d
He began his journey back home, but on this
instance, he felt complete.

Sushmit Gupta, XI-A
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a towering, willowy figure heading out of

the house. He strode towards the figure
who he recognised as his friend Sherlock
Holmes.

From a distance, Dr. John Watson noticed

‘What's it this time, Watson?” enquired Holmes,
with surprise in his voice.

‘Ah Holmes! The situation is a solemn one.
There has been a theft including a priceless
Chinese Teapot which once belonged to the
empress of China in 7th CE. | am here to
interrogate the auction attendant who may
have witnessed it” explained Watson.

“Unfortunately, your witness was killed last
night at around &:30 p.m and | am here to
inquire about his whereabouts with his wife,”
informed the cop.

‘Ohl That's very unfortunate and quite @
setback for us, replied Watson.

“We must work together on this because | see @
link between both the cases. After conversing
with his wife, | have come to realize that the
only place to get some evidence is the
warehouse where he was killed,” said Holmes.

‘Well, it's getting quite late. May we continue
tomorrow morning?” requested Watson.

“Sure, meet me at the warehouse near
Gretson's Field at 9:00 a.m. tomorrow.”

Xk %

From his car, Watson spotted the rundown
warehouse. On entering, he choked on his breath
as the air inside the void smelled musty and
ancient. Holmes was already inside, waiting for
Watson.

‘Watson!l I'm glad to see you're on time,” greeted
Holmes.

‘Cood morning. Have you found any clue yet,
Holmes?” questioned Watson.

‘Well, from the five beer cans lying in that corner, it
seems as though five of them were here. From the
rope right there and the traces of what seems like
blood on it, | feel as though one must have been
tied up, that too very tightly. Possibly the auction
attendant. There was a pocket knife kept near the
cans. It had nothing distinguishing about it. That's
all l figured,” finished Holmes.

But Watson, seemingly disturbed by something on
the wall, flashed his torch towards it.

‘Ah but what's that? There is lettering on the wall,
Holmes!”

‘What?!"

The numbering was minute, hidden in a dark
corner behind the rope. It seemed to have been
written using the victim's blood.

203-X48-2YZI Hmm, it could be the number plate
of the taxi they arrived by, seems like a solid lead.”
muttered Holmes.

“We can try visiting the local taxi service to obtain
some more information.” suggested Watson.

Holmes and Watson visited the local taxi stand
that evening and with the help of the owner,
managed to locate the taxi which had taken the
five people to the warehouse. Holmes immediately
began questioning the driver but to no avail.
They then decided to inspect the taxi itself.
Looking bewildered, the driver opened the taxi
and Holmes began to examine each nook and
cranny of the taxi.

‘Found something Holmes?” commented Watson
on seeing Sherlock give a satisfied nod.

‘Nothing in the front but ahl Look at this!”

Watson, merely stared at Holmes in surprise, who
was looking quite interested in a tiny piece of torn
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paper. From a few feet away, it had no distinctive
look about it.

“Uh, it's just a piece of paper Holmes.”

“Thisl Look at it closely. The texture and pattern of
the paper seemed familiar to me, it's a notepad
sheet and here at the bottom there is a tear,
however | think | can make out which hotel it spells-"

B-E-L-L
‘Wait- It's Bellagio Hotell”

‘And here the digits '04', 1 think they refer to the last
two digits of the room number the notepad was
from,” said Holmes.

Finishing their examination of the taxi, Watson and
Holmes proceeded to the famous bellagio hotel,
to continue their investigation.

Xk %

The pair arrived at the grand hotel and Holmes
questioned the receptionist, who confirmed his
theory about the digits and told him the group
had left the hotel at 7pm on the day of the murder.

In order to derive more concrete proof about the
identity of the murderers, Watson suggested
logging on to the server system of the hotel as he
felt sure the thieves would have tried to extract
some information about the auction on the net.

Doing so, they found that the people of room 104
had searched extensively about the Chinese
Teapot in particular. They proceeded to room
number 104 and meticulously began examining
the room.

Holmes found a mud stain and upon closer
examination he discovered it was a type of red
soil found only near the auction house. This
backed up Holmes' deduction that these people
had indeed been the murderers and the mud had
clung to their boots as it had been arainy day.

As they still didn't know where the teapot was,
Holmes concocted a plan to retrieve it. He asked
the police to alert the local cops and seal the
town so that the criminals couldn't escape. They
were going to act as pawn dealers as they
expected them to sell the precious artifact as
soon as possible.

On the other hand, the thieves went to many
places to try and sell the teapot but were
unsuccessful because of the alarm raised by
the police about the its theft .

“This is a futile attempt, Amelia” commented
Bob, a seemingly experienced member, in
despair.

“Well, we don't really have a choice, do we?”
replied Amelia angrily.

‘I know of a place near the railway station
that is popular for such things. We should try
to sell it there tomorrow,” commanded Mark,
the leader of the gang.

* %k

The next morning, the thieves proceeded to
sell the teapot in a shady little market. They
visited the most famous pawn shop and
started haggling..

“This is the teapot of the Empress of Chinal
This is worth at least five million euros!”
exclaimed Cilio, a gang member.

“Ah, alright miss, we'll give you four million for it”

Desperation and circumstances did not
permit them to bargain and they readily
agreed. The pawn dealer sealed the deall.

The artifact was handed over to the pawn
dealer but Mark, who had raised his hand
expectantly for the money, only succeeded in
getting his hands in cuffs by a police officer,
who on Holmes' instructions had laid a trap on
nearly all the popular pawn shops in the area.

X X %

The case ended with the teapot returned
and sold at the auction and the busting of
the famous gang, 'The Spiders, who had
carried out many successful thefts before this
but were stumped by Holmes' wit. Holmes also
deduced that the auction attendant was
kiled as he had threatened to expose them
after gaining knowledge of their plan to steal
the artifact.
Aarushi Aggarwal, Advika Bhambri,
Anya Gupta and Saisha Gupta, VIII-b
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Sherlock's Twin

Re-imagining a Sherlock Holmes story

| called upon my friend Sherlock Holmes two
days after returning home from India.  Upon
reaching, | found that Holmes was sitting on his
study table with a cup of coffee as usual,
examining a spotted and holed boot. Without
further provocation, Holmes told me that the
boot belonged to an infamous lion hunter
called Mr Artemas, said to have been in the
hospital due to an accident with a lion. It may
have been the work of his arch nemesis, Mr Poe.

Holmes said, ‘I received the monthly bill from my
restaurant just yesterday, and am rather
surprised to note that my bill is much higher than
what it usually is, especially counting the fact
that | ate at home most of the time this month.”

At this moment, | suddenly recalled a man that |
had seen on the street.

“Say, Holmes, | do recall seeing a man who
looked just like you, and was of approximately

the same height. | could not see his face though;
it was obscured by a deep hood. Only a pipe,
and the reddish tinge of his lips was visible.”

‘Do you recall seeing anything strange about
him? Perhaps, was he walking with a gait
different from mine?”

‘Uh... Holmes, | could not observe the man that
far and make a note of how he walks!”

‘Ah, but that information would have been
crucial to the case, Watsonl Perhaps someone is
impersonating me, and, God forbid, trying to
bring my reputation downl!”

After some discussion, the local newspaper
came in with the headlines exclaiming, “Once
more, Holmes has done itl He has solved the
difficult Artemas case!l” The whole article
summarised that Poe's allies had attempted to
shoot Artemas, accidentally aiming at the
shoes, thus making  holes.

We both read the article silently together.
Slowly, an idea started to develop in my head,
but, as usual, Sherlock Holmes beat me to it.

‘It seems to me, Watson, that this man, whoever
he may be, is not here to play with my
reputation. There seems to be something else at
play here”

‘Let us go for a walk, my friend, perhaps our
question shall be answered then,”| said.

‘lagree. Let us go.

Whilst walking past an old, prestigious
restaurant to which we had never been, |
looked through the glass pane, and saw a man
wearing a coat with the same markings as the
mysterious man in the morning. However, now
even his face, which looked nothing like Holmes',
was also visible. He seemed to be bargaining
with the waiter.

| tugged at Sherlock's coat, and pointed
towards the man. | said, “There Sherlockl That is
the man | saw this morning!”
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‘s it? Oh, yes, he does seem a lot like me, except
that his face is not at all like mine, and that he
has recently been on a country wide tour, which
is a time consuming thing | would never do”

"How?"

Holmes flashed that mischievous smile that had
always annoyed me to a great extent. Finding
out that | had slept on a sofa through the night
was one thing, but knowing someone had been
on a country wide tour? That was something
else altogether.

“So, how do we catch him? Going up to him and
saying, 'Hi, please come with me so | can turn
you in'is out of the question,” | said.

‘I have an idea. Let us quickly go to the
newspaper office, and post an advertisement
about a mysterious house theft, and call for
Sherlock Holmes.”

‘And where would this house theft be?”
‘At your house, of course!”
‘Ah. Of course,” was all | could say.

The trap was set. We went to my house, and
waited for the impersonator to turn up. And he
did turn up. He was wearing a face mask, which
made him look exactly like Holmes. The real
Sherlock was sitting beside me, wearing a hood
which made him look ordinary at first glance.
The man turned towards me and greeted me
with a polite “Good evening, Dr Watson.”

He then turned towards my friend and said,
‘Cood evening, Mr—"

‘Holmes,” said Sherlock, and he removed his
hood.

The man's eyes widened, and he started to
back away to the door slowly.

Sherlock pointed his gun at the man and said,
‘Not so fast, Moriarty. | am not letting you go so
easily.”

‘Oh, | think you are,” The imposter glanced at
Holmes' chest. Sherlock looked down. Two lasers
were pointed right at his chest.

“It turns out you will have to let me go, then.”
“Very well, then!

No more words were spoken as the criminal
mastermind walked away. Holmes looked down
again, and the lasers were gone. He owed me
an explanation.

Anirban Mishra & Rudra Prabhakar, VIII-b

Impressions

First impressions can be duplicitous,
First impressions can be veracious,
But how can we judge?

How can we know him all at once?

He may be outlandish,
He may be faithful,
He may be brutish,
He may be truthful,

But how can we judge?

He may be lonely yet jolly,
He may be weary yet lively,
He may be guilty yet prissy,
But how can we judge?
How can we know him all at once?

Naysha Jain, XI-C
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Tasnim Rahman, XI-F

The conflict between the antagonist and
the protagonist is the primary focus in any
media be it movies, books, graphic novels,
or even video games. Il be analyzing the
antagonists of Lord of The Flies (1954), The
Godfather and Godfather: Part Il and
Watchmen (1986-87).

If you plan to see or read these comics,
books and movies, I'd suggest that you do
not read this article or discount certain
parts from it.

The Lord of the Flies initially begins with @
plane carrying schoolboys crashing to a
remote island. The protagonist, Ralph,
manages to get elected as leader and
attempts to create a civilised society on
the island.

The antagonist, a boy named Jack,
believes that he is the obvious choice for a
chief, as he is the leader of the choir boys
on the island. Ralph gives Jack the
responsibility of keeping the fire alive and
hunting pigs for food to appease him.

The primary focus in the first half of the novel
is the power struggle going on between
Jack and Ralph. Jack represents the
savagery in the boys and resorts to fear
tactics and bullying to get what he wants
while Ralph represents democracy,
civilization and morality. When Jack's

The World

from the
Antagonist's
Point of View

uprising fails, he separates from the group and
forms his own tribe, inviting everyone to join it.
Ralph's indecisiveness results in most of the boys
joining Jack's tribe. By the end, Jack has turned
into a tyrant, corrupt and ready to murder
Ralph and the others with his sadistic licutenant,
Robert. Going so far as to torture on of the
smaller boys on the island to solidify his regime
and to warn against what would happen to
anyone who sided with Ralph.

Did Jack act ethically? Of course notWere his
actions justifiable on an objective scale? Of

course not. But were his actions justifiable to
him? Indeed.

Jack sees how Ralph failed as a leader and
turns into the exact antithesis of Ralph. Even
being a tyrant, as well as a savage by the end,
he is able to provide for his tribe with his hunting
skills and is effective in assigning and
motivating people to work, something that
Ralph terribly failed at. Jack desired power
above all else,and was wiling to go to all
extremes to achieve his goal, which he did. Jack
acted as he did because of ambition, self
righteousness and most important of all,
savagery. by the end of the novel, each of the
boys except Ralph, has given in to savagery, as
they only felt pressured to act civilized within
society, where there were consequences to
acting savagely. The only reasons why Jack
gave in to savagery, was because it made him
more dangerous to his subordinates and
because Jack did not believe in morality.
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Michael Corleone in the Godfather trilogy
doubles as the protagonist and antagonist,
being the primary character and also serving
as the only long staying villain. As an
antagonist, he is a cold blooded, ruthless, smart
and determined mafia. Unlike his father, Vito,
Michael never appears at ease in the role of
Codfather. He can almost be seen as a
sacrificial figure, constantly slaving away to his
work to ensure the well-being of those around
him. At the same time, he is also a tragic figure,
constantly undone by his flaws. His insatiable
desire for vengeance, which creates a web of
violence that he is unable to escape, and his
illusions of omnipotence, which blind him to the
fact that making his criminal family, 'legitimate’, is
impossible. Michael's motto, 'it's not personal, it's
businegss, also leads him to cold heartedly
murder his elder brother Fredo, who seecked
forgiveness after conspiring with one of
Michael's enemies. Even then it is clearly evident
that the killing is nothing but personal, as he
can not tolerate treachery. His vengeance
becomes emotional instead of strategic and
results in a never-ending cycle of violence.
Michael's life is tragic, with him becoming the
Godfather after his father is shot and his brother
murdered. His sister distances herself from him as
much as possible, with his wife leaving him at the
end of the second installment due to Michael's
lack of warmth. The last antagonist that I'm
going to talk about is Ozymandiaz, the primary
antagonist of the Watchmen series. A self-made
pillionaire who operated as a masked vigilante
during the Vietnam war along with his vigilante
group known as Watchmen. Due to a growing
fear against vigilantes, Ozymandias, Adrian
Veidt, reveals his identity to the public and
retires, becoming a businessman. The story
forwards to the days of the cold war next, where
the United States and Soviet Union are on the
brink of nuclear war. To put it plainly, the cold
war was developing into a 'hot' war. Throughout
the comiche is seen idolizing Alexander the
GCreat, with Adrian thinking that his sole failure
was not being able to unify people around the
world. Adrian sees what the reader knows,that

the cold war will turn into an actual war with
billions of possible casualties. Adrian
devises a plan to engineer a being which
could cause mass destruction, but which
could also unify the world against a
greater threat than to fight against
themselves. The plan succeeds, with the war
being averted and billions of lives being
saved, but does it at the cost of destroying
half of New York. For the final time, were
Adrian's actions unethical? Only in this
case, they were not. Adrian is possibly the
only antagonist who's plan succeeded,
and was ethical. Given that he caused
genocide doing it, was unethical, but in this
particular case, he saved tenfold more lives
than had he done nothing. The protagonist,
Rorshach, disagrees with his methods and
wants to report Adrian's plan to the medig,
but gets killed by another hero, as the net
result would be a World War where nuclear
weapons could be used. Adrian's actions
were completely justified and ethical, even
if the protagonist disagreed with it. In the
end, Adrian achieved his goal: uniting the
entire world and averting a war.

The conclusion I've come through writing
and reading and seeing these books and
movies again is that every antagonist has
a certain reason and justification for their
actions, but most importantly are willing to
do everything to achieve their goals. Most
of the antagonists failbut a few succeed,
like Jack and Adrian. And each antagonist
is not necessarily evil, but always ambitious.
Adrian, Jack, Michael, Napoleon from
Animal Farm or the Emperor from Star Wars.

No antagonist ever sees himself as evil ,but
only ambitious and willing to do whatever it
takes to achieve his goals.

Sukrrit Bhardwaj, VIII-D
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THE VILLAIN

Villain they called me,

So a villain | became,

Learnt to embrace it,
Malevolent is now my middle name.

My laughter haunts them,
My presence makes them tremble,
In front of me,
Even the mightiest warriors crumble.

| had a vision,
To rule the universe,
Wanted to make a change,
Before things got even worse.

But they see me as the cause of it,
Blame me for all things bad,
| wanted what they wanted,
Only a different vision | had.

If | am blind with pride,
Then so are they,
They want theirs,

And | want my own way.

Shades of grey are aplenty,
It's not just black and white,
Don't we all hide behind these drab veils,
With intentions never seeing the light?

The crown professes love for the kingdom,
Benevolence galore,
But deep down he craves for power,
Why stop when you can have more?

You may call me cruel,
| see me fearless,
You think you are moral
| think you're cowards, nothing less.

Cowards not because you fear my name,
But because you don't have the courage to see,
There may be more to someone,

Then the surface may reveal.
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What makes a villain, a villain after all?
Murderous eyes, wicked lies,
Or black clothes and crooked smiles,
Well, | think otherwise.

They say a villain is the opposite of a hero,
But is it really?
Because a few chapters in a book may not
be enough,
To tell the whole story.

Perhaps | was once a princess or a fairy,
| could have been pure as snow,
But because of those few chapters,
You will never know.

Villain they called me,
To them, a villain | became,
But | have a story of my own,
It will remain hidden forever. .. oh, what a shame.

Aarushi Bawa, XI-F
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In the poem 'Amanda’ by Robin Klein, little
Amanda is subjected to ftrivial sermons
and nagging masquerading as healthy
advice which in reality suppresses her
individualism and ideation. This poem
bears a resemblance to the story titled
The Little Girl' by Katherine Mansfield.
Out-of-box thinking, being deviant from
paternalistic herd bechaviour, are the
traits that are to be nurtured for holistic
grooming and the empowerment of
young minds.

Freedom is the incubator and uninhibited
thinking is the catalyst for breeding
human-ness and compassion. Inculcating
the virtues of empathy among younger
ones will fransform them to be considerate
humans on whose minds always liberal
and progressive ideas thrive.

John F Kennedy the former President of the
USA said, “The great revolution jn the
history of man, past, present, and future is
the revolutien of those determined to be
free. Hence, all of ws should awaken and
be dlways mindful of the saying ‘geedom.

.cannot be bestoweds#= it must be
Qchieved’, = o 5/

?'r Arundhathi SHankar, X-D
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Fight For Freedom

Our fight for freedom,
ls beyond heroisml
We made this discovery,
As an unknown virus crept into our country.

We decided to fight back,
But it started to unpack;
Everything was shut,
There was no time to say "But’.

We were all confined to our homes,
And stuck to our phones,
Now we are having online school,
And it's the opposite of the rule.

We can't meet our friends,
And that isn't where it ends,
We are having virtual birthdays,
And we are trying to adjust with its ways.

The adjustments were quite odd,
And we had to pray to god;
Slowly we started doing the things we enjoyed,
And found happiness within us that the
virus couldn't destroy.

We learned to do more with less,
And stop our ways of excess,
Now we are feeling that bad gave way to
go0d,
And how strong in the hard times we stood.

We have learnt not to upset nature,
As it will put us in danger!

Jiya Ahujq, VI-B




DIAMANTE
POEM

War and Peace

War,

Destructive, devastating,
Battling, conflicting, struggling,
Bloodshed, force, truce, friendship,
Calming, quieting, soothing,
Tranquil, serene,

Peace

Fire and Ice

Fire,
Hof, fierce,
Roaring, blazing, frightening,
Flame, smoke, frost, crystals,
Cooling, numbing, soothing,
Sparkly, frozen,
lce

Silence and Noise

Silence,

Peaceful, untroubled,
Calming, unsettling, pacifying,
Spiritual, still, commotion, uproar,
Piercing, deafening, echoing,
Intense, shrill,

Noise

Ananya Banerjee, X-B

Vaanya Vatsyayan, VIII-A ** e

Au Revoir

MIS

As | sit pale in my chair,
Thunder and lightning filling up the air,
Never thought this would be our fate
as we grew,
The emerald we cherished,
Would no longer be true.

Birds clapping those words for me,
Fly away, chase your destiny,
Voice trembling with emotions,

Legs giving way...
Holding on to our breath,
Praying the time would just stayl

Today we'll move to our new horizons,
With some teachers, dancers and
some designers,

Time won't wait, neither would we,
There's no stopping us, as we are on
our spree.

Palakh Khanna, XII-F



When the
MIND

is still. %

editation. It
is a very
uniqgque

word. It means

something different
to every being on the physical plane. Each
and every person has a different interpretation
of the word and everyone has their own style of
meditating. To some, it may be complete
silence, while to others, it may be in the middle
of chaos. but what really is meditation? It is to
look deep within ourselves. To let go of all our
worries and thoughts, and enter an entirely
spiritual plane, where we realise and learn the
true meaning of everything and find out who
we really are. It helps us become mindful of
ourselves. We can focus our attention and
achieve a mentally, physically and emotionally
stable state. It helps us love ourselves and
others around us. It reduces stress and
encourages self-awareness. Our minds
become still.

This painting depicts how a man enters an
entirely spiritual plane while he meditates. He
does not focus on the external, materialistic
world around him and gets distracted but
looks deep into himself He senses the Divine
grace upon him and meditating makes him a
more calm being. We should all aspire to know
the true meaning of our existence and | truly
believe that. Our lives should be meaningful as |
believe that we all have a higher purpose.

Sri Aurobindo once said, “When the mind s still,
then truth gets her chance to be heard in the
purity of the silence.”

Vanya Savara, IX-E
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SAYONARA

Some leaves rustling,
Some pearls falling,
Midst of everything,
Memories struck us.

A soft whistling tune rises within,
An unexplained emotion yet to sink in,
'Kusum kali sa' croons every cell of our heart.

Years go by, this feeling remains,
We drift apart but we'll meet again,
Amidst the chaos, canteen keeps us hungry,
You'll be missed, no matter in whichever
countryl

After 12 years, far away we tread,
Life lessons learnt- we shall spread,
In many a language, we've confessed,
The Mother's International School will
remain our beloved.

4383 days,

Thousands of friends for life,
Countless exams,

Infinite memories.

Vidushi Jain, XII-C
Vrinda Shah, XII-B



JUST

How is it just being?
Not striving not stressing,
But just being.
No deadlines, no shouts
No commitments,
But just being.
Just waiting,
Waiting for an outcome,
Waiting naturally for the natural,

How to unwind?
How to pick up from where you left?
How to comprehend the
incomprehensible?
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BEING

How to read the unreadable?
How to predict the unpredictable?
When to eat, pray, love and trust?

Or to just adjust?
Or to fight and win?
Why do we have to be like everyone
else?
Be calm, be quiet.

Or learn to be loud and learn to be
showy,

Else be wiped out in a tizzy;
The inner struggle remains
When to be loud or be quiet?
No, don't be frenzied,
Life's not to be hurried,
Life is for life's sake,

It ought to be celebrated.
Living in moments,

Not ruining one for the other.

It's important,
Not fretting over trivialities,

But to observe the pain come and go,
The pleasures coming in and out.
Living within each,

Living without them too,

Just being.

Abhirup Chakraborty, IX-D



The hardest
challenge brought
out the best in me

| sometimes look outside my windouw,
And see the whole street drowned in sorrow,
Though | try to look optimistic and bright,
It seems as if reality has drained me of my might.

The reality my world is in, is not a lie,
Nor is it a trivial reason over which babies cry,
It is indeed a sordid case,

Being controlled by the microbe race.

It is a miscreant called Corong,
With a very bad aurg,
And anyone who comes near it,
Would catch it and have a fit.

People are now stuck at home,
With nowhere to run, nowhere to roam,
They are forced to stay in and mop,
With the lonely company of sanitisers and soap.

But as time will never stop,
It is time to step up and start working,
After all, we are the human race,
And have we ever given up on a situation we
have had to face?

People are slowly returning to their normal
lives,

One step at a time, with a thought in mind,
Of not lagging in their safety and work,
And to also tell their kids about fighting the
disease.

| too have settled down as much as | could,
| have started living the way that | should,
But much as | call my friends and peers,
| have almost forgotten what it's like to have
your loved ones near.

Nevertheless, | have accepted this,
As the new normal,

Though it is a little hard to give online tests,
| must admit, we do it with a lot of zest.

It has not been easy for any of us,
In changing our entire life without a fuss,
But now on seeing the state of the planet,
| feel grateful and will try not to lament.

This lockdown has taught me so much stuff,
From being humble to preventing a cough,
And even though my childhood is passing away,
And every moment is not going to come again.

| think that | am blessed,
To have a family that has a place for me in
their heart.

And now as | sit by that windouw,
| see people laughing and having fun,
With almost the same nature as when there
were viruses none.

And though for the next few years, all places
will not be open and free,

| don't have a problem, as this pandemic truly
brought out the best in me.

Shreeya Sinha, VIII-A
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THINKING

Perhaps a quote from my history book sums it all: “Till when will we be allowed to think?”

This quote isn't just a part of history, it is a part of the perennial. It appears interesting, for
most believe that thinking is an uncontrollable process, a process so intricate that it makes it
possible for everyone to have a slightly different idea of the same aspect.

Something which may seem perfectly normal to one, will be unacceptable by another. For
that is what our environment does to us - it manipulates our thinking process in such a way
that we form a perception of right and wrong, and the extent of these words is, of course,
defined by the society.

That is where stereotypes come in, and the formation of judgement takes place. When the
word ‘judging’ comes into people's minds, often people create a negative image
associated with it. However, it is not necessarily negative - often, it is an essential part of our
daily lives, something which helps us survive. The problem arises when one thinks that my
thinking, and judgement is superior to that of others, and that others should follow my way of
thinking, for that is the right one. It may seem like an absolutely ridiculous idea - for as said
earlier, thinking cannot be controlled in the first place.

Yet, there have been many leaders who were able to lead the movements by being able to
make people visualise the same aspect, and fight for it. The difference here is that the first
case is applicable for a dictator - who cannot tolerate other viewpoints, going up to the
extent of eliminating the other ones. The second case however, is not binding - it makes
space for other viewpoints, and therefore garners support from all, for they may be following
the same thought, but may have a different interpretation of it.

When we consider the first case, another related issue develops - that of censorship.
Censorship, if existing, should be tailored to the requirements of the society, not to - the
requirements of an individual/or group of people. However, tailoring it to the requirement of
the society does not mean that something not acceptable by the society at the moment
should not be brought out in the public eye - for if that happens, then the society will never
develop. Thus, a balance should always be maintained. | cannot define the limits of
censorship, non the identity of the person who has the right balance, as | am not a@
representative of the society. but then, who can? Who can define how open a person
should be? You define it on the basis of your understanding - but how will you know if that is
the understanding of others? That is the
conflict of interest. In other words, the negative
effect of different ways of thinking. | will now
lecave you with a final thought - think about
how great leaders are able to capture
peoples' thoughts, and make them support
them, even though they all have a different
meaning of the same idea.

Sharanya Patnaik, X-C
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Blue Dabhlia

=

Change

Change is hard for us we all
try to build bridges where
time has built walls
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| crawl in this colourless desert,
the skies painted in grey.

The synthetically bleached fibres of this cloth,

Piercing my bare neck, choking me day by
day.
This uninhabited island of my mind remains
unfamiliar - unknown,
From which agonising arcane voids
incessantly grow.

Lost, the word resonates in the crevices of
my mind.

| hear it's dementia that made me this blind.

But ungraspable Delphic terms are all
that are left behind,
Because each day | stare
at the walls - white and cold,
Silently begging for someone to hold.

Someone who can help me find,
My emotions, my feelings, free me from this
ceaseless bind.
My eyes shut tight in desperation,
As my hands reach out to grasp,
Even the smallest remains of warmth,
of ecstasy and elation.

But | am stray, adrift,
In this distorted mist of memories.
Absent as | float about,
In this world of nothingness,

This world of doubt.
| drift in the middle of this ocean,
The gelid waves of insanity
slowly washing my body.
Where my tears seem to form the ripples,
And hopelessness in its depths,
Which deem me broken.

| dunk my head,

In an attempt to wake up from this slumber,
Yet again, | find myself imbued.
Can't you see it too?

How | now drown in this unending hue of blue.

Kangana Yadav, X-D

Big crunch

Spread out throughout,

Thin, thinner, slimmer yet.
Thus all shall not end in a great bang,
But suffocated with a minuscule whimper.

Stars, photons, far apart,
Not able to touch,
The universe shall be so great and fastl

Thus shall all break,
Alone and lonely,
Dead forever.




One Step Away

Like a blue mirage in the desert,
| wish | could touch;
| had never seen it before,
A priori deep inside me,
| had lost my emotions, even myself,
the time was such,
But that creature lifted me up,
| could feel it, | could see.

My brightest fantasy was in front of me,
Had just a few steps to take,

=y

Iniverse:”

It will be sad,
Yes.
It will be dark,
Tenfold.

Yet what a glorious sight it shalt be,
To see it die before theel
Bathed shalt the space around be,
The final light one shall ever see,
Made of hundreds of thousands of colours.

The destructive supernova,
The last of its kind,
Shalt be.

Anirban Mishraq, VIII-b

A small breeze, bluebird,
Had taken over my imagination,
| couldn't breathe for a moment, my
passion was finally awake,
The path was getting clearer nouw,
The path to an ideal destination.

One step, | took in front,
And the gleam became stranger;

It shuddered and looked at me,
Bending the living knot of pain,
Trying to rest itself as if it were to stay @
little longer,

As if it wanted my buoyancy to remain.

One step further, | took, hesitantly,
For it could have flown away,
And it spread both of its beautiful wings
as evenly as it could,
And a beautifully balanced figure
emerged on a lonely day,
My soul was in a rush,
And the reason was certainly
understood.

One step further, | took
As | gained new strength to carry on,
But this time, it flew away,
Across the sky, over the horizon
And even beyond,
And | was left only with loneliness and dismay.

Abhinav Bhatt, XI-D



Broken Music

he sat and began to play. Her bow flew on
the violin; her fingers danced over the strings

She tapped her foot in rhythm and closed her
eyes as the notes swelled, enveloping her in waves = music. i
As the world ceased to move, she ceased to breathes; the music |

breathed for her. She stood and moved around the soom, pacing
furiously as her fingers quickened. Tears brushed her cheeke as they el in
tune with the melody. They mingled with her hair and darkened it

She played faster, willing her pain through the strings into the wiolin Her
pain became concrete. The music was relentless |t carigd her and
screamed for her to keep going. She was running through the notes now
desperately sprinting through woods that couldri't cantoin her The biow
singed her. It burned her with a need to be played, She bumed with the
need to fulfil it. She waltzed alone in the room, chasing every note befor
hunting it down. She was hurt, and resilience embadied. She was mist and
solid. The music pressured her from inside; it pushed o the walls of her skin
until they were rounded outward.

At that very moment, everything stopped. She stayed where she was, without making any movement
or sound.

Slowly, she opened her eyes and came back to the world. She slowly went towards the small table
on which her violin case was resting and waiting for her reddish-brown violin and bouw.

She bent down to keep her instrument and closed her case. When she turned around to go, she saw
a young man around her age.

" listen to your music every single day at the same time. It is so beautiful but, why do you always
play the same song?" he asked without hesitation.

His hazel eyes were eager to know and waiting patiently.

That woman standing opposite to him just stood there in silence. There was no expression on her
diamond-shaped face.

"Thirteen years ago, there was a man. A man who was mad for music. Violin was his instrument, and
he used to play it every single day. He was so passionate and eager to master the art that he left
his family and friends." she started softly, as she knew that the man standing in front of her wanted
an answer.

'Whenever he used to play, the world around him would vanish. The music he played would pull him
in his violin. His music was mellifluous." she continues.

"Iistened to his music every single day. He knew that | wanted to learn and saw the potential in me.
He used to teach me every single day and would ask me to practice it every hour.

'| soon realised that | was not doing anything except playing the violin. | was not allowed to play
outside, study or even meet my family or friends. | became alone and sad." she paused for a few
seconds.

Tears were in her eyes and she just couldn't forget that moment.
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"I talked to him about this. He was infuriated and told me that if you want to become famous, you
have to do this.He became harsh and brutal. | got fed up and, one night, | decided to run away."

"l didn't know where to go. | didn't know where my parents and friends were. Ue lost touch, and | was
helpless. After all these years, after pursuing so much in life, | regret that day when | ran away. That
he wasn't there to support me. The last music piece he composed is what | play every day. He
intentionally made this song for me. | feel ashamed and will regret this for my whole life. He loved me
so much but; I never realised it."

She ended her story with a small smile. Tears filled her beautiful black eyes.

"' know who you are. You are Emma Gruber, Mr Barnabas Gruber's grand-daughter, aren't you?" He
suddenly said after along silence between them.

She stopped crying and just sniffled. She wiped her tears and just gave a smile. Quietly, she left the
room.

The Blues J

Sometime in the future. ..

Saanvi Maurya, VIII-b

| am so lonely, so sad, so depressed. It seems yeors since | gl
the warmth of the sun or ran in the open. Even the shouts and
laughter of children have faded away in the distance. It's
so quiet and eerie. | feel like a captive serving a prizon
sentence.

Ohl'When will | bounce out of this dark hole, fzel the breeze,
hear the laughing, cheering children of M5 rusiring cnd
playing in the grounds?

God please make everything alright once again so that | can
escape from this hell hole.

Suddenly the door bursts open and two kids come running to pick me up. “Ohl Here's our
basketballl”shouts one of them. It's deflated,” comments the
other,“Let's pump some air into it he continues.

Once again | am fat and round. They rush me outside to
the basketball court where the other boys and girls of MIS
come running and screaming with joy. | am dribbled, | score
and thank God from the bottom of my heart that the awful
Covid-19 is over. | also send up a fervent prayer that we
may never have to face such a pandemic ever again.

| am sure you must have guessed by now who was feeling
this way during quarantine. Yes, it is Mr Basketboall.

Stutee Dawar, VI-E
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Grandmother

Did Not Want to Go to

FLORIDA

“You are acting like a child, Mal" Arya sat still in
her chair, hearing her mother explain to her
Nani, and Arya's mother looked tired.

There were only two days left for their flight to
Florida for her Maasi's wedding.

Just yesterday, her grandma had refused to go
for no apparent reason (or at least Arya wasn't
being told the reason).

Her parents tried to convince their best to
change Nani's decision - they said that the
tickets were booked, and cancelling them
would cause a lot of trouble and money. She
couldn't be left alone at home, and it was her
youngest daughter's weddingl!

I have made up my mind. | will not go, and
neither should you. Niti can come back home
and have her wedding."

Grandma said.

‘Ohl So this is what all this drama is albout? Niti
having her wedding abroad!" Arya's mother
replied infuriated.

"No, it's not about that.." the words barely left
Nani's mouth, and the air got very tense. Arya
watched for a very long time, until her mother
noticed her sitting in the shadows and told her
to go to bed.

That night was a rough one, even closed doors
couldn't stop the raging fight in the living room.

The next evening, Arya was told to see if
everything was packed and ready, as they
were to leave in a few hours. Nani was not
coming. She was staying with Radha didi, who
usually worked as a day helper. She would stay
at night with Nani until they returned. With a few
minutes left, Arya decided to spend them with
her grandma.

'Knock-Knockl" she said, already peeping into
the room.

"Ahl Look who's here."

Nani's face lit up.
'Come sit" she patted ] _
on the chair next to her, A4
and Arya went and sat.
After a few casual
conversations, Arya built up
enough courage to ask,

"Nani...Nani, why won't you
come with us? Maasi would be
ecstatic Grandma let out a sigh
and said, 'Did Ashish send you?"

"No, no, Papa didn't say anything," Arya quickly
replied.

After a minute, which felt like eternity for Aryaq,
grandma continued, "Okay, | will tell you, hope
you understand it better than your mother -
"Aryal Come it's time," her father called from
downstairs. "Just a minute!" Arya replied, "Quick,
Nani, finish it quickly."

"So as | was saying, whenever you get a strong
feeling about anything in life, you listen to it, as it
is your heart speaking to you. | have lived that
way for 80 long years and will continue to do
so. About a week ago after talking to your Ma..”

"The plane will have to fly without you, Arya,"
interrupted her father again. Arya stood up to
leave.

"I'm so sorry | should go, Nani. | will call you once
we land," she said her goodbyes and saw that
a tear trickled down her grandma's eye. This
caught her by surprise. 'l love you," is all Nani
said to her.

In all this mess, all Arya could do was smile, and
she left.

Now she was in the plane regretting not saying 'l
love you' back, with panic in her heart while the
air hostess shouted ‘Brace.

Aditi Solanki, XI-F
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For somewhere in the world right now,
There is someone who regrets.
A regret so harsh that it tears at their
seams.
So unforgiving, as it prods at the cracks,
In their broken screams.
The human mind, the greatest of all time,
It dreams big, but thinks small.
For the world that you picture,
Is not the real world at all.

The world in your head does not circle the
Sun.
It bounces off the walls in your mind,
And only cares about what it'll become.

So when | say, your world is small,
It does not stray any further,
From where you belong.
And somewhere in your world right nouw,
There is someone who regrets.

The human mind, the greatest of all time,
Cannot resist asking itself,
What would it have been like?
Had it chosen,

Th e A different route instead.

It's ironic, that it fails to realize,

The choice it discarded,
Can do nothing to change,

The present before its eyes.

M I nd Would you believe me if | said,

That each and every one of you,

In the real world, one is rarely content, Right now, regrefs?
Happiness is fleeting, momentary. But has your pretty Iiﬁl@' mind,
The senses of satisfaction, ruined, Ever STOIOD?d screaming,
By endless 'What Ifs' of the past. To think why?
The human mind, the greatest of all time, The human mind, the greatest of all fime,
Cannot wrap itself around a single fact, Regrets the paths it did not choose,
That the present you own, cannot be And forgets the reality it has.
defined, When will it realize,
By the one that you do not have. That the untrodden paths are noft its own?
Humans, the only beings with a conscience, Binati Aroraq, XI-B

The ones who make intelligent choices,
Interestingly, also the only ones,
Who regret them.
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Black or White

Oh Whiteman, how privileged are you to
Have the white skin, while we the
Blacks and browns have had to be
enslaved by you for our skins.

The hurt, pain and torture that we have
felt
Cannot be described in words.

The slurs and the lies, and the action
Taken by you to subjugate us has
Till date not died.

What started as slavery has today led
to the
Kiling of Blacks by Whites.

Oh God! If we were so bad
Why did you give us this life?

For we thought you had made man
Black or UWhite
As your reflection.

How long do we have to bear this
unbearable pain and subjugation?
For what sins we have to pay?
There have been great souls but
Why judge us by colour?

Why has man become such a sadist that
The melanin on my skin determines my
abilities, my position in society, my calibre,
my character or my right to live?

| am waiting in anficipation for the day
when we all shall be equal,
Whether black or white and where there
is no discrimination.

When we shall be free of these shackles
of bondage and rise above them.

Divyani Tripathy, XI-b



Blue Iris

=

Tendprils grasp the sky
rainbows glisten in the dew

and I hope for growth
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ot Hope

welve-year-old Charlie's day began very
carly at 5 am. He waited for the first rays of

the sun and said to himself, “Far away in the
sunshine are my highest aspirations.”

When he had first gone to school he wanted to
be a doctor, to art class, an art teacher.
Whenever someone asked him he would say,
want to be a doctor who teaches art to his
patients,” but whenever he said this to someone,
they would laugh at him, pull his cheeks and
walk away. His dream was the reason why he
never had any friends, why his teachers talked a
little longer to his parents every time they visited
him, but he never tried to make new friends until
today.

Charlie quickly got dressed and went to school,
and before anyone could call him mean names
he went and sat in front of the teacher's desk.
Mrs. Nigulas was the strictest teacher he kneuw,
but she had never scolded him, not even when
he dropped a pot of paint which oozed over
her shoes and another boy's painting. Then the
class finally started, Mrs. Nigulas made an
announcement, a new Qirl was coming to the
class, everybody was really excited unftil she
came, she had frizzy hair, glasses and worst of
all, o book in her hands, everyone immediately
looked away, but Charlie was interested.

The girl walked over to his seat and asked him
his name. He replied, “Charlie” She said, "My

name is Olive.” Olive started a long rant about
a book she had just read. Charlie was bored,
Charlie was very bored, Charlie was almost
asleep, when she stopped and suddenly asked
him, “What is your dream?” Charlie said, ‘Mine? |
want to become a doctor who teaches art to
his patients” Charlie expected Olive to laugh,
he expected her to call him dream-boy, Dr.
Charlie, etc. He had heard them all, but she
didn't say any of those. Olive looked interested,
she looked very interested. Then she finally
spoke, ‘My father is a neurosurgeon and
attends to stroke patients. | can talk to him and
maybe he will agree for you to get an
internship.” Now Charlie looked interested, he
looked very interested.

Charlie looked at Olive and said, “For real? |
don't think your father will allow a 12 year old
an internship.” But Olive just said, ‘When | was 7,
my father offered me an internship.” Charlie was
sO excited, he let out an exclamation of joy. And
then when everyone was staring at him he
remembered he was still in class.

The next day when Olive came to school, she
was surrounded by Charlie's question, “Did your
father give me an internship? Wil you be
working with me? What kind of art am | allowed
to teach?” Olive answered each and every
question and turns out Olive's father had
allowed him to work. He was going to Daisy
Country Hospital every Saturday with Olive
and her father and teaching patients who
suffered brain strokes, art. Every Saturday he
went to the hospital and soon enough,
teaching art to patients who suffered from
cerebral attacks was his hobby.

~ 19 years later~
(Reporter speaking)

‘Breaking news, the 31 year old, Dr. Charlie, the
doctor who has cured over 100 patients who
suffered a brain stroke by teaching them art, will
start his own television show, 'The Artzilla', from
tomorrow evening, hoping every kid out there will
be watching tomorrow at Spm. (Reporter out.)

Charlie got what he had aspired to be.
Advika Malik, VII-E
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Faith implies possibility,
belief defines humanity,
Life can be our canvas and we can be
the artists,
If we have faith in life, we can be our own
protagonists.

It's because | believe in my dreams and in
my aspirations,
It's in this unwavering belief and this
self-conviction,
Life in its deepest sense is our own creation,
And so reality is about my thoughts, words
and actions.

We humans are adaptive creatures with
the ability to define fate itself,
This extraordinary power is the strongest
emotion | ever felt,
One day, | will look back and realise how
it's always been about believing in myself,
How faith has been my beacon of hope
with every problem I've ever dealt.

So now | know that nothing is beyond my
capability,

Only my belief can truly decide my destiny,
Life can be our canvas and we can be
the artists,

If we have faith in life, we can be our own
protagonists.

Hridayansh Kheraq, IX-D

It Is All
About Hope

When the hatchling first spreads her wings,
When the baby stands on his feet for the first
fime,

When the sapling opens into a bud,

It is all about hope.

Hope, that one day they will soar high in the
winds.
Hope, that one day they will open new doors
and explore.
Hope, that one day they will bloom like the
other flowers.
It is all about hope.

Dismay is not bad when it is backed up by
hope,

Fear is opulent, but hope is prevalent.
Even the darkest of nights open with sunshine,
Every moment is about hope,

And decisions on how to cope,

It is all about hope.

Every problem has hope,

Every solution has hope,

Every relation has hope,
Our current situation has hope.
In the end, it is all about hope.

Viren Wadehraq, IX-E
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My Musings

s the morning sunrise brings hope to the
darkest of the days with the promise of
perseverance and strength, | often lie in
my bed and think of the people around me.
The hopes of a young school kid who wishes

to play all day, to the smile of the old milkman
when he visits his first customer of the day.

It reinforces my faith in mornings and new
hopes that we build every day.

My bedroom has a window overlooking @
farmland that gives a spectacular view of the
sunrise. | am awakened by the chirpy birds
and scarlet hues. The uncertainty that crept
in during the initial lockdown attenuated the
hopes of rising from the bed. The vermillion
skies and my dog running around with glee
sparkling through his eyes made my heart fill
with joy and gratitude.

Nature reminded us of the poetry and prose
written in awe of it as the skies turned into
hues of lilac in the evenings.

Some days were heavy and often, fabricated
a sense of despair.

In those moments, | remembered that Ralph
Emerson once said "Nature is beautiful
because it is alive, moving, reproductive. In
nature, we observe growth and development
in living things, contrasted with the static or
deteriorating state of the vast majority of
that which is man-made. In nature one doesn't
come across individuals that are robustly
independent of their environment; rather
things are intimately interconnected with their
surroundings in ways that we don't fully
understand." What a thought to behold!
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The clear night skies were
something that | longed for.
Admiring the night sky, | am
welcomed by countless stars,
constellations, and the moon.
For me, the starry night sky is a
time of comfort and peace.
Away from the city, | am greeted
by a sight | usually do not get to
view quite often. The serenity
and quietness of the nearby
trees swaying in the gentle
breeze, and the sound of
crickets and ouwls in the night.
The packing away of the day's
work that was now being done
from home had its own sense of
tiredness.

These precious moments that |
got to steal away from the city
adllowed me time to think. From
the terrace one can see as the
night falls, the blue sky is dotted
with countless small stars. One
by one, as if to invite people to
the vast space. The chaste
moon sails like a silvery boat in
the deep blue sea.

We experienced the power of
nature to calm a precarious
world. The beautiful stars that
shine in the sky, although not as
brilliant as the sun, are not as
clear as the moon, but they
sprinkle the dreamy light into the
world, turning the earth into a
strange world, inducing people
to explore the starry sky.

And this is how, | understood
and felt my peace.

Kimaya Bhatara, XI-A

THE PLATFORM

woke up to the sound of the six-thirty Shatabdi
arriving from Lucknow. Rising from my battered
mattress at the foot of Pillar 6, | dusted my torn,
faded clothes, stood up and started walking towards
the public washroom in the fancy waiting room near
Platform 3. It was usually reserved for fancy first class
passengers, but the kind guard let me use its facilities
cach morning. The platform was bustling with people
from all spheres of society and a myriad of colourful
figures floated about it in a frenzy.

| reached Salim Bhai's tea stall. It was a small kiosk with
a metallic table supported by four poles and a red
fabric shed with the words 'New India Tea and Snacks'
in bright yellow lettering. One could get a whiff of the
invigorating tea and spicy snacks from far away and
any child with a heart in his body would waft towards
the bottles of colourful cold drinks and vibrant
packets of chips from every brand lining the stall's
shelves.

“Salam, Mohan! How did you sleep?’, asked the stall's
manager and owner, Salim Bhai - a handsome but
rough, worn-out but hard working man in his late thirties.
He was the perfect amalgamation of a loving brother
and a caring father for me, yet was neither one of these
by society's standards of blood and birth.

| answered politely, “The usual. No dreams. And no
nightmares as well. Anyways, what could a poor boy
like me dream about?”

With his usual reassuring smile, he said, "“Okay beta.
Here is a glass of water. Go freshen up and | will give
you the snacks to be sold for today.”

Walking through the scores of people rushing towards
the Platform, | reached the waiting room. | greeted the
guard, Ramu Kaka with a namaste. “Salam, Kakal How
are you today? Thanks again.”
‘Don't mention it. Go and come quickly before
Manager Sahib sees you."

| walked into the spacious waiting room, feeling the
rush of the cool airconditioned air on my face. |
longingly gawked at the comfortable plush sofas, and
the refreshing glasses of cold coffee lined up on the
counter. After entering the grey washroom, | brushed
my teeth using the thickened toothpaste and rough
toothbrush | had found six months ago in this very
place. Standing in front of the large floor length mirror,
| stared at my reflection - a lean, tall dark figure
adorned by a thin scarred face; not particularly

-211 -



attractive, but never failed to charm the
occasional donation from a generous
passer-by. A seventeen-year-old boy
trying to make meet on the dusty platforms
of the mighty Indian Railways' New Delhi
Station.

Not wasting any more time, | took a short
shower and changed into my sole other
set of clothes that the good-natured
auntie from the NGO had given me once.
After pursing my lips into a smile, exposing
my crooked teeth, and once again
looking into the mirror, | walked out with @
sense of purpose and determination to
face the day ahead.

On seeing my beaming face, Salim Bhai,
suppressing a laugh, said, ‘Now that you
are ready, go and pick up one samosa
from that shelf, and one kachori from that
basket. Wrap each of the two in
newspapers and go sell them. Each

packet is thirty rupees each. Pick up the crate of
Colas as well. Eachis ten... no make it fifteen.” | closely
listened to the instructions and executed them. |
placed the newly packed snacks in a crate held in my
right hand and using the other, set the crate of Colas
on the crown of my head.

‘Cola for fifteen! Cold, refreshing cola for fifteen!
Samosa and kachori for thirtyl Hot, steaming samosa
and kachori...”, | shouted, as | passed by the windows
of bogies their passengers like devotees waiting to
receive prasad. A stout, elderly lady in a saree
embarking on a pilgrimage. A bunch of students
returning from their school trip. A newly married couple
on their first vacation together. A family of four playing
chess. All these people had nothing in common but
their presence on the Platform, and a fondness for hot
kachoris and steaming samosas and cold colas.

| made Salim Bhai a sale of one hundred packets of
snacks and a hundred and fifty colas that day, adding
up to... five thousand, two hundred, ... and fiftyl

This was one of my better qualities: calculating. Three
and a half years ago, | had attended my last Maths
class at the neighbourhood school. Up till then, | had
lecarnt o great deal: adding, dividing, fractions,
decimals, lines, circles and more. However, my
eagerness to learn more, especially in the subject of
mathematics, was not satiated. Thus began my tryst
with the old books of my friend Sonu' s brother, who
was now a college student. Since Salim Bhai could not
afford to pay the fees of the secondary school, |
dropped out and started working at his tea stall.
English, Hindi, SST, Science - these subjects bored me
to death and | utterly dreaded studying them. (I was
happy, to some extent, that | dropped out, as the lack
of studying these subjects pleased mel) But Maths -
Maths was my one true love. | used maths to do Salim’s
books every night and helped him calculate his profit
and loss. Over the last three years | had developed a
keen interest for higher level concepts and over time,
practiced and learnt to solve problems in college
level topics like Multivariable Calculus, Algebrao, and
Infinite Series.

At around seven, Salim Bhai gave me a glass of water
and some kachoris for dinner, after which | sat down
and did his books. At nine, | proceeded towards my
home, my mattress, and squatted on the ground.
Lifting the mattress, | felt for the book | had been
reading, titled 'Differential Equations: An Overview of
its Applications'. Opening it to Page 110, | lay down
and started reading. Soon, | fell asleep with the book
rising and falling on my chest with every breath.
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Three days later, | was occupied by my usual
work, selling snacks and Colas to the
passengers aboard the three-fifty to Mumbai,
when a curious incident occurred. There was @
group of students in their late teens
accompanied by a middle aged, short, and thin
man, wearing round gold rimmed glasses. They
were chattering away in English, when |
suddenly recognised a familiar language, the
language of mathematics, which transcended
the barriers of language or dialect. A feeling of
warmth and joy coursed through my body, and
my face lit up at the sight of someone discussing
my beloved Calculus.

The middle-aged man, whom | had now
established as their teacher, asked them
encouragingly, “For the function f(x) equals to x
minus... 7"

My mind started racing... | knew the answer, and
without giving it much thought, | shouted out,“/I".
Twenty heads turned and forty eyes stared at
me, but quickly turned away as they probably
had something better to do than observe the
crazy Chaiwallah.

But one person's gaze never lifted off me, and
that was the gaze of the teacher. He paused, and
then asked me, “Chaiwallah, What did you say?”
‘Umm... seven, Sir. The answer, to your question,” |
answered, now frightened, and preparing my
face for a tight slap for my insolence. His
quizzical look turned into one of admiration
and respect.

"How do you know this?”, he enquired.

“Sir, | used to attend the neighbourhood school
tilll was fourteen. Now, | work at the tea stall and
study these mathematical concepts at night
using my friend's brother's old books.”

‘Okayy, fine. Can | get ten packets of snacks and
eleven bottles of cola?”. | handed his order over
and walked into the next bogie. | forgot about
this incident and life went on.

Two weeks later, | was passing around snacks in
the seven-thirty express which had arrived from
Mumbai. | saw the same group of students and
their teacher. The students were laughing over
some joke, while their teacher's eyes wandered up
and down the platform, as if looking for something.
When he tilted his head in my direction and
noticed me, his face twinkled with a sense of
satisfaction. Calling me closer, he said,
‘Chaiwallah, same order please. Ten Snacks,

eleven colas” | gave them the order and held my
hand out for the money. He handed me an
envelope, saying that he had put some money in
there. Suspecting an act of con, | opened the
envelope to examine its contents, and saw «
thick bundle of notes in it.

| thought, “This man must have been truly
impressed by my maths skills, as he was paying
me much more than required” | folded my hands
intfo a quick 'namaste’ and my heart beamed
with a sense of joy. Skipping the other
passengers in the bogie, | ran out of the train,
towards my mattress. | sat down on it and
opened the envelope to count its contents and
celebrate my good luck. What astonished me
was, that instead of a huge tip, there was a
piece of paper folded into a thick square,
tucked away between the notes. My heart sank,
realising that there were exactly four hundred
and sixty-five rupees in it, the amount which was
due. | proceeded to open the paper up and in
a rough Hindi handwriting, the following words
that changed my life were written:

Dear Chaiwallah,

| am impressed that you have taken out the
effort to read and study college level
Mathematical concepts such as Calculus from
your busy life. | have decided to invite you to
attend the three-year bachelor of Science in
mathematics program at the university at which |
am the head of department. | look forward to
seeing you at the aforementioned address this
July. Moreover, do not worry about the money. |
will be funding your education and living costs
for these three years.

Best of Luck for your future endeavours.
Love,
Professor Ramanathan

My thoughts were confirmed: This man truly was
impressed by my efforts to learn Mathematics.
However, he had decided to not treat me like
some circus monkey by handing me a treat for
my tricks. Rather, he gave me the gift of
education, treating me like an academic peer. |
ran back to the platform where his train was, but
it was already in motion. | ran along the bogies,
scanning all the windows. Just as the train left
the platform, | caught a glimpse of his smile, and |
beamed back at him too.

Keshav Saib, X-C




COVID-19

Corona Warriors

Dear Grandfather

| hope you are doing well in these
challenging times. | hope you are staying
indoors and staying safe. | am writing this
letter to tell you that you are not alone even
though you are staying away, | am
concerned about your health and well-
being, grandfather, | still remember all the
wisdom and life lessons that you have taught
me. Most importantly, you have taught me to
enjoy the little things in life and be grateful
for them. One day we may look back and
realize they were the big things. | still
remember you talking about how we hardly
realize that we receive more than we give
and that it is only with gratitude that life
becomes rich. Cratitude indeed is the fairest
blossom which purifies our soul. Today, |
remember those inspirational words of yours
and truly feel gratitude towards the heroic
warriors of Coronavirus.

As you are aware, this global Coronavirus
pandemic has had us all relearning how to
live our lives. There is at present no certainty,
there is also no previous experience to draw
and learn from. This is all new and this is our
new reality.

We owe it to the fearless people who are
working for the safety of humanity. The
sacrifices that they are making every day for
the safety and welfare of humanity, is
priceless and deserves our heartfelt lifelong
gratitude, respect and compassion. The first
to lead the fight against this pandemic are
doctors, nurses, healthcare workers,
ambulance drivers etc.. who were
particularly vulnerable to the highly
infectious disease. The medical researchers
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and the scientists were in the lab day and
night working on developing the vaccine.

The policemen also have been working very
hard while they were deployed in
containment zones at bus stops, hospitals
etc. The resources available may be
minuscule, despite the handicaps and
limitations, they rose to the challenge by
enforcing the lockdown and promoting
public health. Police officers are also at the
front of India's Public Health Campaign
providing information and essential supplies
like rations. medicines, food etc.

These Corona Warriors have a much bigger
fight than the pandemic itself. They have to
fight against their own fears. Many of these
warriors have lost lives in the line of duty. We
have clapped, clanged utensils, lit diyas to
salute their bravery. We sincerely applaud
the heroic efforts of courageous and
inspiring warriors across the globe.

Nobody can predict how long this battle
would last. The need of the hour therefore is
to utilize this crisis as an opportunity. The
times are tough, crucial and challenging but
the era belongs to the toughest.

| hope to see you and grandmother very
soon. Hope this pandemic situation calms
down. | pray for your and grandmother's
good health. Stay healthy and safe. My
regards.

Yours lovingly

Ananya Baijaij, VIII-E
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Solidarity

as a Silver Lining

Not a single soul ever saw it coming.

The times are legendary. Terrible, but
legendary, similar to how the soldiers were
caught unaware just before the final battle of
the Trojan War was fought.

It is a blow to how very egocentric humanity
has always been. A mark that is so
unbelievably ethereal that it will take all of
eternity to heal. We consider ourselves the
rulers and wear our crowns proudly, flaunting
it in front of the very person who allowed the
first life to bbreathe: mother earth.

Time changes. | would call it cruel but who am
| to judge, really? Mankind cannot possibly
call anybody else short of giving. Time
changed, and here we are, confined to our
homes, devoid of physical interaction with the
outside over the past several months. The
novel coronavirus has arrived. It is ruthless, its
wrath dangerous enough for us to keep our
eyes on the ground, our ears and mouths
covered with masks.

Colossal tears have been wept by those who
plead for respite. And in these strange times,
humanity glimpses out from behind the
curtains, ducking back behind the stage
curtains the second anybody notices it. |
would say it almost likes to play this game of
hide-and-seek. And it loves to win. That is why
it so strongly seeks another and equally well
hides, when others need it.

There is a force that can battle with the
everlasting manyfold effects. Something rare.
Something...strange.

A surprise element.
Solidarity.

Solidarity is all that we have. All is fair in love
and war they say. but aren't the two words
complementary? The only thing that can
conquer war is love. It is compassion, the
fortitude and equanimity to understand one's
own follies, to acknowledge them, and to
point out those of another person. When we
hold hands, and hold our chins up high and
smile together like we weep together, there is
an inkling that this too shall pass. Humanity
must come out stronger than ever before.
Gossamer threads can't be relied upon to
bind something so fragile and yet so
important. Instead, it's us.

We have always been stronger together.

Vidushi Mohan, XI- F
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The Girl Who Couldn't Eat Cake

&th May 201 1.1 was 3 years old when | got
diagnosed with Celiac disease (intolerance
to gluten).As | started getting older, | started
learning more and more about my condition.
Birthday parties were especially troubling.
Many times, when | would go to these parties,
like any other child | would be very excited to
have fun, play and enjoy with my friends but
reality would strike when | would realise that |
could not eat anything at the party. | had to
either wait to go home and eat food or eat
food before the party. The main attraction of
any party is always the cake, which | could
look at, admire, maybe even smell it... but |
could never eat it. Sometimes, | used to think
of sneaking in a piece and eating it to my
heart's content. But | never dared.

Avoiding gluten might be a way to lead a
healthy life, but | was not very accepting of
my condition in the beginning. Like | wished
to eat this and wished to eat that, but | was
always left out. | recall this incident. When |
was around S years old, my friends decided
to have a pasta party and | felt completely
out of place. | went to the rooftop and cried
a lot, kept thinking to myself “Why can't | eat
gluten?” or "How bad could it get if | took a
small bite?”. | am still to this day, trying to find
the exact answer to this. It has been a
couple of years since this incident
happened and | have now learnt to control
myself in a much better way. Sometimes | do
get annoyed but | have made peace with it.
| now actually feel grateful to Cod for
putting me on a path to eating healthy
(though not an easy oneD).

Cradually life started sprouting beautiful
surprises along the way. Amongst a lot of
people, my dad who is like my go-to person
for food is also my beacon for life. He keeps
making a lot of gluten-free food for me which
is very yummy. Like just the other day, he
made guacamole along with gluten free

almond bread and it was delicious. He is
constantly trying to make new things for me to
eat, so much so that there are times | need to
give my taste buds a break from it.

| think | take after my father when it comes to
passion for food. | have many hobbies but
experimenting with cooking tops my list just like
my dad's. You could call me a-chef-in-the-
making (or the chef who is always making) as |
keep trying silly recipes with unique
combinations but | try them nevertheless and
also love naming all my unique dishes. Over the
years cooking has become my passion because
| want to show to the world the pool of options
that are available for people with my kind of
condition and then, they never have to feel left
out ever again.

My family offers very big support to me as they
encourage me in my art. | have many relatives
who live in different parts of the world and they
love to explore markets for gluten free stuff and
get it for me. My maternal grandparents who live
in UAE, never lose an opportunity to discover
new things for me to eat. My paternal
grandmother who lives with us tries to make
everything gluten-free for me. My aunt and uncle
who live in Birmingham enjoy shopping for food
items for me and are extremely sensitive to my
needs whenever | visit them.

| can never forget this one incident when | was
around 7 years old and | was visiting them. The
airline surprisingly offered gluten-free food and
along with the food came small square shaped
chocolate, which | saved so that | could eat it
later. Once we were at my aunt's place, my uncle
who was equally fond of chocolates without
realising ate the chocolate. | turned the house
upside down crying and screaming. My uncle
just planted me in his big car and took me to a
nice shop full of gluten-free chocolates. (What a
wonderland that was for mel) | walked around
inspecting the shop and obediently picked up
one chocolate. That's when the real show began.
We started picking one sample of each variety
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that was there in the shop, got it
billed and got the entire bag of
chocolates to the car. Then we sat
and tasted each chocolate and |
had to tell my uncle which one |
liked and which one | didn't. After
the sorting ceremony of likable
chocolates, we went back to the
shop and bought many more of the
type of chocolates | liked. Needless
to say, the look on my mom's face
was indescribable when she saw us
walk back in with chocolate bags.
This was totally crazy but also so
loving.

| feel blessed as | have also had
incidents where complete
strangers have turned out to be
angels for me. This one time when
we were in Goa and the chef got
to know that a child in his dining
hall was gluten allergic (that was
me). He came to me and asked me
what | wanted to eat and | just out
of the blue said - Donuts
(absolutely sure in my heart that he
was asking out of courtesy and | will
never get to see any). And next
day on the breakfast table while
everyone was busy fussing over the
breakfast he appeared with a tray
full of freshly made gluten-free
chocolate donuts. When | took the
first bite | did not like it, but on the
bus during that day | don't
remember when, but | ate all the
donuts. | now think he must have
made them with a lot of love, along
with all the other ingredients, that is
why they tasted so nice.

| am 12 years old now. While there
might have been many birthday
cakes that | haven't eaten or will
never get to eat, in my heart | know
that there are and will be many
more things that will be bought or
made with much more love for me
than | could have asked for.

Sushiana Sondhi, VIII-E

Rays of Hope

First shone the rosy rays,

Upon the darkened land
lluminating the many ways,
Engraved into the golden sand.

They stretched on to the frothy seq,
The waters, dark and deep.
Where crashing waves run free,

And the world's greatest treasures sleep.

The rays moved on their slow ascent,
And the tides grew higher and higher.
The waves, farther on they went,

Unfil they engulfed the print of foot and tyre.

The next day, the beach was pristine,
Waiting for men to mark their way.
To etch their paths upon the sands of time,
Only to be washed away.

Pranika Singh, IX-E
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UTOPIA

| close my eyes and dream,

Of an undivided world,
Where standing out is not a sin,
Where society does not pressure us,
To try and blend in.

No judgements and snide remarks.
Walking on the path of solitude,
That we paved for ourselves,

Is not such a Herculean task.
Survival of the fittest,

Mr. Darwin's theory is put to a test.

| dream of a world,

Where peace and harmony go hand in hand.

For humanity we all take a stand,

Where our future is not tainted by our past,

With no divisions on the basis of caste.

No need to change what is already
flowless.
No one looks twice at a so-called defect,
This acceptance will make insecurities go

away,
Progress taking baby steps every day.
Fire and Ice,
Yin and Yang,
Dark and Light,
We know we are powerful.
We do not crave a fight,
To showcase our might.
This place cannot be seen in plain sight,
Gazing at the starry sky,
This is the world | disappear into,

A place where people finally understand, Every night.

All our personalities are unique and perfect, Agrani, XI-F
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WILD ANIMALS
ARE MY

-

The queen of warmth,
Thinking of others even in the windiest storm;

As the dawn breaks, the peacock screams, | wonder, if you ever feel hot or cold,
The life in the jungle awakens from a dream, Scared of what summer and winter might hold?
From cattle to deer, all start their chore,
Clinging to their little ones, whom they adore. You crackle all night,
Giving heat, light, shooing away fright,
As the day passes, the jungle comes alive, The sky would look dark,
With chattering monkeys and chirping birds So, there you are too, prominent as a mark.
striving 1o survive,
Herds of elephants and sambars arrive, A mysterious element,
For the green pasture and water to revive. On dry leaves, slowly augment.
Camping won't exist without you,
From dusk fill down, the jungle's aura Along with the smoked s'mores to cheuw.
refashions,
The lazy, relaxing predator suddenly goes Sister to the “great flame tree’,
intfo action, Teach us your selflessness | plea,
The whole jungle festooned with owls and Often thought of the element of fireflies,
bats thrills, Burning so bright, never letting your spark die.

The scavengers have their own fill.
You change raw to useful,

Let us revive our jungles with their true | wish humans could mould to truthful,
inhabitants, Sometimes in rage or calmly dancing with
Else we will be left only with their memories to the breeze,
pass on to the descendants. Oh fire, the best teacher to appease.
Aditya Nandan, VII-A Nitya Gupta, VIII-C
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ature has always been our greatest
solace and human beings have found

companionship and camaraderie in
multifarious natural objects. The post-Covid
world is fraught with severe repercussions
particularly psychological where human beings
have been severely impacted both on the
personal and professional fronts. But
nevertheless, when we look back at the past
year, we can fathom the lessons that we have
learnt from Nature. Nature has created an
opportunity for herself to heal and to repair the
damages wrought by the selfishness of human
beings. Nature has taught me to be patient and
tranquil taking each day as a new beginning.
She has taught me to be grateful for each new
day in my life.
Two years back | had undertaken a short trip to
Lansdowne in the company of my parents and
some colleagues of my mother who are family
friends too. We drove down from Delhi and as we
approached the foothills the landscape on
both the sides underwent a transformation.
Undulating lush green mountains unfolded their
hidden splendor and the fresh fragrance of the
conifers wafting around scintillated my senses.
We put up in a picturesque homestay on a
ledge edging out into open space. It was as if
we were enveloped in a cocoon of clouds. The
pristine beauty mesmerized me. We took long
walks along the trails exploring, unearthing
hidden secrets kept safe for centuries in the lap
of Nature. Tranquility seeped into our tired
visages and the din and bustle of city life
started oozing out. | felt relaxed and
rejuvenated, almost ready to break out into a
song or a laughter at the slightest provocation. |

recalized my entire personality was becoming
more tolerant and patient as if the placidity and
stolidity of the Dhauladhar range was gradually
providing me with a sense of security. | was
becoming used to the magic of the mountains in
a couple of days.

As | established communication with the local
people | was taken aback by their simple lifestyle
and their naivete. A sense of satisfaction
pervaded their outlook towards life. The
vibrancy and riot of colours provided by the
flora enthralled my senses and | marveled at the
uniqueness of creation. The night before we were
scheduled to leave the place it rained all
through the night. | looked at the darkened skies
and the rains as it created music on the
asbestos rooftop punctuated by the
occasional deafening roar of the
thunderclouds. | witnessed the cloudburst and it
gave me a sneak peek into the ferocity which
can be unleashed by Nature. | sat up in bed
embracing my parents wondering if the world
would come to an end? Were we staring at an
apocalypse? The winds lashed the
windowpanes and the howling sound deafened
me. Is this how we were going 1o be punished for
all the wounds we had inflicted on Mother
Nature? The deluge seemed to continue, and |
don't know when | fell asleep. The next day | woke
up to a fresh, sunny and chirpy morning.

| propose to visit a hill station as soon as the
pandemic is over as the time spent in the
proximity of Nature creates memories which |
know will remain etched in my heart forever.

Anubhav Mukherjee, IX-D
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In Awe of
BIRDS

The wind sways the trees to
and fro,

And the birds seem to come
and go,

Raising their kids is a tough

job for them,
Making ends meet for their
little gems.

Building their nests with twigs
and stem,

With endless patience for them,
Guarding young ones from
predators,

A big challenge for their
protectors.

Tweeting and chirping, it's a
wonderful sight,

Which fills me with immense joy
and delight,
Preparing for a higher flight,
Shows us their fight with plight.

Seeing them locked up in a
cage,
Fills me with utter rage,
But do we all have the wisdom,
To play with another's freedom?

Aditya Nandan, VII-A
I= -;E

Living with
NATURE

Nature is something humankind
needs to survive. Nature also
needs us to preserve it. It is an
important factor that helps us
live. Yet, some people don't
understand its value. Man
destroys nature without
thought. Trees provide us with
air to breathe, wood, paper,
fruit and so many other things,
but every day hundreds of
trees are cut down and forests
are destroyed. We need water
to sustain ourselves, but our
waters are polluted by us.
Animals are creatures who
deserve to live just like us, but
they are hunted and captured
for money and greed. There are
more situations like this where
humans take what they want
and do what they want without
thinking about what it's doing
to nature. We need nature and
urban life to exist side by side. If
nature is wiped out humans will
also not last anymore. If we take
from nature, we also need to
appreciate and take care of it.
We need to learn to live with
nature in harmony. It is a
beautiful gift of earth that is
meant to be treasured.

Mandovi Ray Chaudhuri, VI-b
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The Silent
WOQODS

Turn away to the forest still,
In a little cabin of wood,

With me, my piano, and the
listening trees,

The test of time, who have
withstood.

Nothing to break the music's
flow,

Nothing to make it stop,

In the silent sunshine sits my
piano,

And out the melody hops.
Carried by the winds,
heard by the trees,

Heard by the birds, the
flowers and the bees,

Nobody to say - "You played
that wrong!”,

Just me, my piano,
and my very own songs.
Of the troubles of life,
there will be no trace,

This is how | imagine, my
dream place.

Srijan Soham, X-D
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* Dusk

r * . The nightingale sang and the little bird
- chirped,

In the ocean of the sky, the ship of the
Oem moon sailed high.

Cliding in the rising waves of clouds,

_[_'O r _l_he r Bolstered by the forest of stars all around.

The stars danced merrily in the sky and

' twinkled brightly,
P LAN ET Emitting illumination like the sun,

delightfully.

=  Winsome

The night blooming cereus flourished,
Circles around the sun, so many miles to tread, And the exotic fragrance was once
Circles around you, some blue, yellow and red, again cherished.
A hundred thoughts cross my mind.
What must it take, The leader of the mossy stones slept in
For every star and asteroid, the calm,
To float in space and not break, Followed by the rest of the cushiony
To stay put and not fall into the void, green farm.

Ninety nine fears ply my mind. Fruitful cherries were held by the trees in @
charming mood,

What if you fall and crash, As in the quiet grove they stood.

You take everyone else along,
You turn to grit and ash,
Everything will just feel wrong,
and still fifty concerns sail my mind.

That vibrant hue,
Your rings that are red, yellow and blue,
A million years old still look as good as new,
Made of dust, what really are you?
Now a last wringer cuts across my mind,
How do you do it?
About me,
| could not hold myself together,
with every nerve and every feather,
| could not shine so bright, |
So far yet still in sight.

Gouri Shandilyaq, VII-D

And so | ask you, e
How do you do it? k5% _\_ f:*’ | ———
Ariiita Aggarwal, XI-C ‘!h s ‘n.m‘p" J
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pale blue sky near the horizon seems to steal

the mind. As the coconut trees sway their
large leaves in the sea breeze, the twinkling sands
on the beach play hide-and-seek with their
shadows. At daybreak, the fishermen leave the
island, with the hope of a very big catch; while the
women during the day weave new nets for fishing
- purse nets, seine nets. When the sun climbs to the
zenith, fishes are salted and hung on long rows of
wooden stands to dry. While some will engage
themselves in crushing coral skeletons to make
cement-like building material for tombs or houses.
Their homes are never permanent on the island. As
the sea water encroaches, their coastal address
keeps receding. Elderly women prefer to weave
coir ropes or make copra at home till the sun casts
long shadows and it's time to rest .

‘ he vast aquamarine blue ocean kissing the

Like any other day Tuarupi and Taurupu made a
big castle in the sand and decorated it with sea
shells. Broken arms of dead corals stood as
guards before the castle to stop anyone from
entering. They planned to make a fortress around
it the next day. As the sun drifted to the other
hemisphere waving goodnight to the children,
they returned home to listen to the interesting
tales from their grandpa, an old wise man. He was
the oldest in Funafuti, the capital city of Tuvalu. He

P

had seen many changes in life. He loved to
narrate those experiences to prepare the
children for life. Though there is no formal
schooling as such, some basic numericals and
language are taught by Crandpa to the island
children. The fury of the wild waters was something
he dreaded. He often narrated how the sea once
got angry and engulfed a whole islet like a big
monster. Funafuti was then called Ellice Islands,
named after a british ship. He driffed to this
faraway island by the long shore waves. He
remembered giant waves grabbing islands in
moments to hide them deep beneath in the
abyssal plains. They were never to be seen again.
Tuarupi wonders whether they are stories or a
reality!

One night when they were fast asleep, tagged to
their mother, their playground in the ecastern
beach along the fringing reef got completely
washed away only to find the sea much closer at
doorstep next morning.

It was a King tide, a giant tide. All low lying areas
were submerged. Water surged up from
underground through the coral reef on which the
islands were built. Frequent storm surges, cyclones
and coastal flooding have already submerged
several islands in the last decade. Tepuka
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Savilivili has already been reduced to a rock due
to the cyclone Keli in 1997. Tropical cyclone Tina
last year damaged Nicolaelae uprooting
banana crops and tearing away every roof. This
is a grim reminder of the fate of other islands.

King tides are also getting higher nowadays. The
Funafuti airport often has puddles of water
oozing from underground . Homes are inundated
frequently. The only asphalt road about 10 km
long that runs like a life line along the elongated
island of Funafuti often lies under water. Children
brave the waters to play but the ocean maybe
nastyl Sometimes people in the island are lost
forever to the sea never to return home.

Rising waters are slowly creeping into the heart of
the ecologically fragile 4th smallest island nation
in the world. Tuvaly, with a population of 11,/92
(2020) is a part of the Polynesian archipelago in
the South Pacific ocean. Nine low lying coral atolls
just below the Equator, is all that makes this
beautiful island nation. Some of the islands are
barely a metre high ASL ,though the average
height is 4m ASL. Islands are merely composed of
mobile sands and sediments therefore more
susceptible to typhoons and tsunamis. South
Pacific Islands are nothing but summits of
subterranean mountains near the Pacific ocean
plate boundaries. As the two plates converge
sediments below the sea are warped and raised
up to form fold mountains at the plate boundaries.

These islands are today vulnerable to sea level
rise which is a consequence of rich nations
warming the atmosphere to escalate the
temperature of the earth. The relative sea level
change at Funafuti is a rate of rise of 0:8 to 1:9
mm/year. Funafuti being only 1.5 m ASL makes it
very insecure and finally uninhabitable.

Sea level variations are also due to various
reasons like tides, storms, cyclones, El Nino and
catastrophic events like volcanic eruptions,
earthquakes and subsidence of land due to
plate movements. These variations are often
referred to as ' noise ' . These are all short term
variabilities and the extent of variability reduces
over time. These islands suffer from problems of
remoteness, limited land resources, population
pressure and stress caused by waste disposal
and pollution. A record of 20 years at least is
required before any trend in sea level can be
detected with certainty. Clobal sea level has
fluctuated throughout earth's history. lts not new.

Long term changes are known as 'eustatic
changes' which are due to thermal expansion of
water in the ocean, exchange of water stored on
lands by glaciers and ice sheets and regional
subsidence due to tectonic displacements. With
the increase in the atmospheric temperatures the
warm waters of the ocean increase in volume
which inundates or submerges lowlying islands.

Inundation of such islands mean reduction of
territorial seas and Exclusive Economic Zones.
These Polynesian islands are a treasure of
biodiversity for our earth. Already so many plant
and animal endemic species have been
threatened. As there are no streams or rivers ,
collection of rainwater is most essential.
Inundation of coastal lowlands can lead to
salinisation of groundwater which will reduce land
availability for agriculture. As the densely
populated lowlonds are washed away large
areas of arable lands are lost. This induces food
crises. With islands drowning people are migrating
to other local islands in the neighbourhood.
Handling population pressure is also getting
difficult . Fishing, agriculture and tourism is badly
offected. Mostly the men in these islands have
gone to Australia, Tasmania or New Zealand to
work. The plight of the people dwelling in these
coastal areas need serious considerations.

But it's not the people of these islands who are to
be blamed for the situation. Tuvaluans use very
little fossil fuel and have very little industry and
contribute no carbon emission yet had to be the
first among the casualties of climate change. The
intensity can be understood when Asst. Secy. for
Foreign Affairs, Tuvalu, MrPaani Laupepa said,
'Our whole culture will have to be transplanted.
With only 20C temperature rise scientists have
predicted about 88cm. rise in sea level in the next
decade and if that be true Tuvalu will be
underwater by another 40yrs. That process might
have already started . Many of the islets of
Funafuti are already under the threat of erosion
.This concern is compounded with the effects of
tectonic subsidence -both naturally and due to
non natural land use caused compaction.

There is no tomorrow for Tuarupi and Taurupu's
family . Faith in Christ and hope in their minds keep
them going.

-Mrs Ananya Roy,
Faculty, Social Science Department, MIS
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The

Ocean

The ocean is like two sides
of a coin,
Calming yet so volatile,
The creatures within, free in
this deep void,

From the biggest whale to
the smallest fish.

It houses magnificent
corals,

That serve as gardens,
The ethereal waters,
Reflect the endless sky
above.

The radiant moon brings
forth the tides of life,
Washing the dazzling

shells ashore,
Only to return with the
sands of time.

Anoushka Nair, VIII-C

FIRE

Invincible and strong,
Needed for our survival,
Giving us warmth,
Stoking our lives.

When man discovered fire,
It changed our lives forever,
Being a ray of hope,

In the darkest of the jungles
and our days,

By cooking food,

And so much more.

Yet, it is so strange,
That humanity has turned
this gift
Into a weapon,

Using it to destroy,
vandalise and spread terror.
This same gift that had once
lgnited our lives.

'Tis my believe that you
should be an inspiration
For those who are scared

everyday,
To be strong and as
invincible as you.

Parni Dasgupta, VII-C
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Soaring gems of the sky,
Orange hued and black,
How elegantly you roam
about,
My garden, front and back.

You seem so fragile and
delicate,
As if one breeze could
blow you away,
| know one day you will
leave me,
Till then, O sweet butterfly, in
my garden, you are
welcome to stay.

During the day, you flutter
and play,

At night you laze on the trees,
| don't know where you
were born or where you

grew up,
You're full of mysteries.

Here one moment, gone the
next,
| hope one day on my palm
you rest,
Until the day that you return,
Forever for you, | shall yearn.

Anya Singhal and
Srishti Chakraborty, VIII-C



T

.

.

i : Y
{

fb

Some books are to be tasted,
Others to be swallowed,
And few to be chewed and digested

~Francis Bacon ’ ’
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Becoming:

Michelle Obama

compelling memoir, this book has one
mesmerized in a world that is not initially
one's own, but somehow soon becomes.
What stands out is the humbling honesty in the
emotions that seeps through the pages like gold
lacquer. One is happy, consumed with frustration
at the crumbling realities of society and battling
with emotional turmoil, all within the span of a
single book, aniconic rollercoaster of aride.

The former First Lady of the United States, strikes a
chord in the hearts of a plethora of readers with
her honesty of the mundane happenings of an
early life, and this very fact is bound to resonate
with many who read this book. but most of all she
offers glimpses into so much more- being a lawyer,
a director of a nonprofit, and vice president at a
hospital; of being singled out under penetrating
scrutiny due to the colour of her skin; from being a
little girl who bossed her brother around 1o being
amother.

Starting out in a cramped apartment on the
South Side of Chicago, where she wore pigtails
and wanted a dog, this story progresses, battling
gender, race, and many other forms of
stereotypes that leave huge impacts. There was
so much happening beyond the elegance and
power that met one's eye. The brutality of politics,
the effort she had to put in to balance her
personal life, how she refused to comply with
social norms that tried to tframple on her ambition
are all systematically navigated through in
chapters and pages separated by themes.

This book teaches you lessons that you are
receptive to though it not once preaches them. All
it puts forth are opinions that resonate with you
long after you read those words printed on
paper. It teaches you ambition, dreams, the infinity
of growing up, compassion, days that are glorious
and days that evoke hurt. It teaches you what
your heart wants to learn.

A stunning must read, this book will stay with one
long after one reads it

Vidushi Mohan, XI-F

Eleanor Oliphant
is Completely
Fine:

Gail Honeyman

he story is about Eleanor Oliphant, a 29-

year-old woman, who leads a monotonous

life, following the same routine every day. She
has no social circle and her only interaction is with
her mother once every week.
At first one might find Eleanor very strange with an
unusual attitude, but glimpses of her traumatic
past make the readers understand her
personality and perspective of the world a little
better, and how that offects her in the present. A
series of events takes place, and you can witness
Eleanor taking gradual steps towards her moral
development, she starts making friends, helping
others, and doing things which may seem normal
to us but for her they are something new.
She is not all perfect, and the author highlights her
imperfections which make her a relatable
character. Eleanor is like every other person, she
has insecurities, troubles, coping issues, and
dreams and fantasies too.
If you ask me the genre of this book, | cannot give
you any one, as this book cannot really be
categorized into one genre. Yes, it is humorous,
thought provoking, and emotional too but it is
also a lot more than that It tackles two very
important and relevant issues in today's times,
loneliness and being an outcast in society. The
author touches upon both of these serious issues
with humour and sensitivity.
This book is about self-love, how Eleanor through
the course of the story begins to love herself and
her life. Seeing her transform into someone who is
living her life rather than just being alive is truly
heartwarming. This book makes us stop and reflect
on the small moments of life that bring us joy which
we often take for granted. It makes us realise the
importance of being grateful for everything that
we have. Overall, it was a very interesting read
and once you actually get into the story, you
cannot put the book down before devouring it.

Ahana Lal, XI-F
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kigai:

The Japanese secret to a Long and pmson  mesion
Happy lite — Hector Garcia s g@ X~

and Francesc Miralles

| recently completed reading lkigai - The
Japanese secret to a Long and Happy Life
by Hector Garcia and Francesc Miralles .

Ever wondered how the Japanese get so
much energy to put into their work that they
doit fill their last breath?

The Japanese people strongly believe that
everyone has an lkigai. Meaning, engaging
in such work that you feel so deeply and
passionately about it that you lose track of
time. It is your flow. The book provides the
essentials for finding your own lkigai or flow
to live amore meaningful life.

Basic Plot Summary:

Data is heavily gathered from the lifestyle of
people living in Okinawa, an Island in Japan.
The place is known for people living long
and happy lives.

The book talks about logotherapy, lifestyle of
people living in Okinawa, exercises of
people living in the east (yes, that includes
India too) including activities like Yoga,
martial arts and so on.

| would recommend this book to those who
feel lost in life or those who want to bring
more meaning to their lives, especially to
those who still are not sure of what to pursue
and struggle to find flow in life.

This book is a good read. Getting to know
about Japanese culture is a good reminder
of what is important in life. Work and living
with mindfulness is key. The part | loved about
this book was finding your Ikigai. Living in an
age where it is important to know what
career to choose, this book is a good
guideline to fall back upon.

Vanshika Mahipal, XI-A

The Silent Patient —
ALEX MICHAELIDES

had heard a lot about the silent patient and

what an enthralling plot it had. After giving it

aread, | can say that all the hype about this
ook was totally worth it. | finished this book in
one afternoon, directly after my classes. The
reason why | read this psychological thriller was
because of the description at the back which
drew me in.

The story is about a talented and famous couple,
Alicia and Gabriel who were living the good life.
Until one fine day, the wife shot her husband and
never spoke another word about it. Then entered
a psychologist, Theo, who was oddly very
determined to hear Alicia's side of the story.

This plot is simple enough, with two characters,
Alicia and Theo at its centre, but the narrative is
what makes the book complex. The way it goes
back and forth between the point of views of
Alicia and Theo and the way we discover their
overlapping stories is what sets this book apart
from the other psychological thrillers. | do not
want to go deep into the plot for the fear that |
might give too much away.

However, | would highly recommend this book to
those who want a riveting plot, a fast-paced
narrative and complicated characters. | must
warn you, once you pick this book, you would
not be able to stop turning the pages till you
reach the very last word.

Ahana Lal, XI-F
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The Fountainhead: Ayn Rand

Ayn Rand's unique brand of thinking and

philosophy. Widely considered
controversial, most people who have read it
can be sorted into tfwo categories: those who
find themselves completely enamoured by the
story or those who are critical of its every
aspect. Regardless, it has long established
itself as a work of literary genius due to the
level of thought and intellect needed to
understand it.
It is a novel celebrating those that dare to be
different, the manifestation of whom we see in
Howard Roark, a stoic, innovative (and often
stubborn) architect who firmly refuses to
conform to the norms of the field. It explores his
career in parallel to that of his much more
conventional as well as objectively less
talented peer, Peter Keating, and how both
stories infertwine and cross with common
characters.
Rand's ability to write complex characters is in
full display here, especially in the case of @
layered persona such as Ellsworth Toohey (the
supposed villain of the story), a journalist who
designs a personality suiting that of «
humanitarian, while in reality, all he craves is
power and conftrol, a desire to which his niece
purportedly falls victim. Hers, however, is a
character arc that is thoroughly interesting.
First infroduced as the sweet girl who caught
Peter Keating's eye due to her charming clarity
regarding her emotions towards him, Catherine
Halsey was later transformed into a ruthless
bureaucrat with an attitude reminiscent of her
uncle's due to Toohey's manipulation of the
casily-led Keating after he convinced Keating
to woo Dominique Francon in lieu of his niece,
to whom Keating had been engaged.
Keating reaped the consequences of this
particular choice much later, when he
unexpectedly ran aground of his former
fiancée and was struck by how they had
seemingly exchanged places, with her being
confident and uncaring of him, while he was
lost, and in need of an anchor.
Because of this, many are divided on whether
Catherine was indeed a victim of her uncle's

‘ he Fountainhead is a prime example of

wiles so much as she was provided an
opportunity to escape the all-encompassing
passion of her love for Keating.
Another character who may in fact be the most
complicated of all, and therefore extremely
hard to understand is that of Dominique
Francon. Despite being the possessor of a
strong personality, she seems to lack will and
direction, allowing other people to take the
reins of her life. Furthermore, she seems to lose
all free volition as soon as she comes into
contact with Roark. Perhaps it takes a more
trained mind to make sense of her
unfathomable nature.
The main theme of the book is a cynical
mockery of society's easily malleable hivemind,
of which the fourth estate often acts as
shepherd. Roark's buildings and designs are
widely ridiculed by the public, but when his
sketches are taken by Keating and lauded by
newspapers, they are seen as revolutionary
and a 'game-changer' in the field. However, as
soon as Ellsworth Toohey makes up his mind to
turn his praise toward Roark instead of Keating,
we see Roark's career blossom and
consequentially, Keating experiences a
downward spiral. This is simply one example of
Rand's obvious criticism of the masses that is
present in this book, although others may be a
bit more obscure.
Turning the last page of the novel, one finds
their mind anything but empty- that is, if it has
been perused properly, for this is not a book
you can simply read. It has to be scrutinized
and interpreted, understood and explained.
To conclude, | leave you with one of my
personal favourite quotes from the novel:
"Most people build as they live-as a matter of
routine and senseless accident. But a few
understand that building is a great symbol. We
live in our minds, and existence is the afttempt
to bring that life into physical reality, to state it
in gesture and form. For the man who
understands this, a house he owns is a
statement of his life. If he doesn't build when he
has the means, it is because his life has not
been what he wanted”

Anohita Dutta, XI-A
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Ou est mon portable?!

La semaine derniere, Mme Lavigne est montée dans un bus.
Elle est allée chez son fils. Mais apres elle a atteint chez son fils,
clle n'a pas pu trouver son portable
Elle a ¢té tres inquicte. Elle est allée & la police avec son fils.

Elle a dit & la police, « J'ai laissé mon portable dans le bus!
Puis-je chercher le bus, s'il vous plait?>>.
Mais son portable n'a pas ¢t¢ dans le bus.
Mme Lavigne a ¢té triste et elle est retournée chez clle.
Son portable était sur son lit.

Shanvi, Tanisha, VIII-B

L ¢te et
COVID-19

En ¢t¢ il fait tres chaud Et on boit

beaucoup d'eau On prefere aussi

la glace et le café froid dans une tasse.
Les enfants allaient & I'école Et

rencontraient leurs amis dréles Mais
cefte année c'est difféerent Parce que
COVID-19 tue les gens.
De COVID-19, on a peur
Assis & la maison, je mange des tartines avec du beurre
Je ne vois personne dans les rues avec mes yeux
Et c'est tres ennuyeux.

Tanmay Yadav, X-E
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Vd

-coute

cetie
VOIX

Fcoute cette voix qui n'est pas entendue

D'un enfant maltraité, assassing et battu
Fcoute cette voix de reveur

D'un monde qui est doux et devient plus doux

Mais malheureusement celui-ld a ¢été
confronté par la vérification de la realite

D'un pays déchiré par la guerre et d'un
monde plein l'infortune

Je peux juste voir et entendre si loin mais
incapable de faire, quoi que ce soit pour
cette voix perdue dans la guerre vous et
moi pouvons faire tellement plus, juste
besoin de quelques voix de plus pour
monter en fleche

Joignons nos mains et sensibilisons
et apportons du bonheur & ces personnes,
perdue dans la guerre
laissons venir ceux qui veulent nous
terroriser

Mais nous ne les laisserons pas nous secouer

Aidons & raviver un lendemain réjouissant
et ne laissons aucune place & l'affliction ne
laissons aucune frontiere nous diviser mais
que l'amour et la solidarité nous unissent |

Suhasini Sanyal, X-E
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Lapluie

C'¢tait une journée chaude et humide,
Et la sueur brillait sur nos visages,
Le soleil n'est pas visible,

Il ¢tait caché derriere les nuages.

L'air ¢tait empli du parfum de
petrichor,

Et les oiseaux gazouillaient en
synchronisation

Comme s'ils chantaient dans une
chorale d'¢glise

lls ¢taient dans un grand état
d'excitationl

Soudain, le ciel s'est illuminé d'une
lumiere aveuglante,

Et un « boom » tres fort a reveille tout
le monde dans la nuit,

C'¢tait la foudre et le tonnerre bien sdr,

Accueillir les Pluies!

Samaira Kapoor, IX-D




Les aventures

Avez - vous lu la BD Tintin ?
Je 'ai lu ce matin
Menée par le gangster Al Capone
Et son petit chien, Milou

Tintin a un visage ovale
Et aussi souriant
Ses cheveux sont blonds
At aussi un peu bruns
s¢s yeux sont noirs
Il est beauy, c'est difficile & croire |

Un vieux garcon Américain
Tintin est tres malin
Il est fort et souriant
Et aussi tres tres content

Milou : le chien blanc
Est mignon ou rien
Le chien est plus actif
Et parfois plus gentil

Capitaine Haddock est en colere
Parfois il est difficile de tolérer
Il a éte tres utile
Thomson et Thompson étaient les deux
jumeaux détective,
ils sont maladroits mais tres intelligents

la bande dessinée par Herge est
intéressante et drole
de sorte que vous deviez lire |l

Aarna Sareen, |IX-D

Je suis Hridayansh et j'aime chanter,
Je recherche surtout quelque chose de
délicieux & manger;
Je suis un petit ¢tudiant dans une grande
¢cole,
Je pense que je suis gentil et un peu drole;

J'ai un grand visage et mes yeux sont bleus,
Mes cheveux sont longs et mon nez est
pointy; Je
suis assez timide et je ne suis pas tres
sociable,

Bien que mes amis soient incroyables;

Jhabite & New Delhi qui est une ville
magnifique,

Les gens sont gentils et sympathiques;
Mon endroit préféeré doit etre le jardin Lodhi,
C'est un beau jardin avec une grande
histoire;

Ma vie est tres compliquée,
Mais j'essaie d'etre sympathique;
J'espere que je serai un bon auteur a lavenir,
Donc je travaille dur pour ce jour & venir;

Je suis defini par les choix que j'ai pris,
Ma vie peut etre un peu difficile mais j'aime
ma vie.

Hridayansh Khera, IX-D




e

mendiant

Il est le 25 décembre. Demain c'est
No¢l. Le ciel est gris mais les gens
de Paris sont tres contents. Pres de
'hopital est chez Rita. Elle a vingt
et un ans. Tous ses amis  allaient
chez ses parents mais Rita est ici.
Seul. Ses parents ont annoncé
divorce hier : << Désolée chere>>
a dit la mere de Rita. Son pere n'a
pas dit, il est parti de la maison.
Pour Ritq, elle n'a pas une maison
ou clle peut aller et célebrer Noél.
Aujourd' hui, elle s'est réveillee &
dix heures et a regarde la télé.
Intérieurement elle a été tres triste.
A midi elle a entendu quelgu'un
frapper a la porte. || a été un
mendiant < bonne No¢l Madame
< Que veux-tu ?> Rita a ¢te
ennuyée. << eh... oui madame mon
fils->, << tu veux de l'argent ?
Attends ici>>. Rita a ¢té¢ ennuyée
mais elle savait gu' il n'est pas de
bon augure de refuser quelqu'un
aNoel.

Sampreeti Kar, X-D

Ne soyons
nas bete!

De la lune, un ¢tranger est venu,
Sans le savoir, notre ami, il est deveny;
Il ¢tait comme nous, joyeux et amusant,
Ici et &, nous courons et nous jouons.

Mais il est plus heureuy, il ne regrette pas
la moindre des choses, Nous
devons apprendre de lui, pour etre
heureux et l'amour des roses;
Soyons meilleurs que nous ne I'avons
jamais ete,

Travaillons dur et ne soyons pas betes!

Hridayansh Kheraq, IX-D
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Quand j'ai
oerdu

quelgu'un qui u
¢tait aimable

Le sentiment est insupportable

J'ai senti comme je ne pourrais pas plus vivre |_O n O -I- U r@

Je me sentais brisé

Et le ciel est devenu gris & i avells 2 el
Tout tourne & rien Quand, le soleil réveille ses yeux.
Et celui j'ai adoré ¢tait pres de moi, le mien Je dis au revoir au lapin,
Avec toi, c'est comme ressentir je suis dans Qui vit sur la lune.

paradis Je cours vers les arbres,
de mon jardin.
Je nage dans la mer,
Avec dix dauphins,

Mais quand tu n'es pas, c'est comme |a
Terre a cessé

de tourner et ma vie n'a pas de but

Tous les jours je veux te voir de nouveau Qui murmure & mes oreilles:
Se souvenir de vieux jours, quand nous "Viens avec nous,
avons ri G mes au fond de la mer".

blagues boiteuses, juste nous, deux

QU es-tu ? Je ne peux pas voir ton visage,
C'est tout fonce

Difficile d'affronter la realite,
car maintenant je suis tout déprimé
Tu as ¢t¢ vraiment un aubaine
Je ne savais pas que tu partirais si tot

Et j'espere toujours qu'un jour nous serons
ensemble de

nouveau, unis

Adrija Paul, IX-D

Aarav Mehta, VIII-A
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LES EMOTIONS

BPE

Qul'est -ce que c'est la peur? La peur est quelque chose que tout
le monde peut avoir. Néanmoins, tout le monde a peur de choses

differentes comme une araignée, les hauteurs ou faire quelque
chose de nouveau par exemple. La peur est une émotion qui
nous domineg dans une situation. Ca met un sentiment
d'insécurite.

Dans nos vies, nos peurs changent tout comme comment nous
parlons. Quand nous sommes dans une situation dans laguelle
NOUS AVONS PeUr, NOUS Ne POUVONSs PAas penser rationnellement.
Normalement quand nous avons peur, nous essayons de nous
¢chapper mais seulement quelques personnes essaient de
surmonter leur peur.

Nous devons comprendre qu' il n'y a pas une seule personne dans ce monde qui n'ait pas
peur.Nous devons essayer de faire des choses differentes pour surmonter la peur.

Personne n'est parfait. Alors, pour surmonter la peur, nous devons essayer, essayer et essayer.
On peut aussi demander de l'aide d'une personne peut-etre. Mais la realité, c'est seulement
NOUSs- m&me qui pouvons vraiment nous aider & surmonter la peur.

Charvie Singla, X-D

La Joie

‘La joie' fait beaucoup de sens differents, pour moi 'la joie' veut dire moi, je joue au foot. Pour
vous, la joie a un sens different. Je me rappelle d'une histoire. Autrefois, j'‘avais 8 ans & ce
moment-1d.

Je voulais un miniature, alors j'ai demandé un jouet @ ma mere. Mais, ma mere refusait
d'acheter le jouet parce que j'avais déjd acheté deux jouets. Enfin, j'¢tais triste. Mais j'ai vu un
garcon. |l a été tres heureux parce qu'il a de la nourriture.

Nous pouvons etre heureux, mais nous demandons encore plus. Si nous comprenons notre
besoin, nous serons toujours heureux et on voudra ¢prouver de lajoie.

Shashwat Sinha, X-D
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L'Espoir

L'espoir est de pouvoir trouver la lumiere dans les temps tres sombres. L'espoir nous aide de faire
face & des situations tres stressantes et negatives d' une maniere positive..c'est généralement
tres difficile de faire face & la fin de bonnes choses. Dire au revoir & des amis est souvent tres
difficile. Mais nous devons rappeler que cela nous donne une chance de se faire de nouvelles
amies. Il y a toujours des fins mais ce sont toujours les débuts. L'espoir, pour moi, est ¢quivalent
au courage. Tout ne sera pas heureux tout le temps. Le  changement est la loi de ['univers. Il est
tres irrationnel de perdre lespoir. La vie devrait etre  facile ou difficile & mesure que nous
laissons ¢a. Nous devons réaliser que toutes les fins ouvrent les portes & un nouveau depart. Si
nous faisons face aux adversités avec l'espoir et |la positivite, la vie deviendra plus jubilante.
Les personnes de milieu modeste ont augmenté car ils espéraient. L'espoir et la détermination
sont necessaires pour reussir. L'espoir aide les malades & se retablir et I'encourage a faire ce
qu'ils font pour guérir. Il les assure « vous irez mieux ». L'espoir est le don de la foi, qui motive une
personne & s'engager dans la méditation, & contempler les mysteres de la vie et & trouver des
reponses. L'espoir est la  derniere lueur d'espoir que nous avons en ces temps ou beaucoup
d'entre nous souffrent.

S. Arundhati Shanker, X-D

Aujourd'hui la vie n'est plus la guerre.Nous luttons
tous gagnonstombons et perdonsMais une
chose qQui nous unit,ne nous laisse pas
s'écroulerc'est l'espoir. L'espoir nous fait dire que
demain sera meilleur qu'aujourdhui L'espoir est
l'optimisme. L'espoir nous aide & ignorer les
souffrances du présent.

Lorsque nous restons optimistes pour notre
avenir,nous devons nous battre pour gagner les
problemes, nos chances de succes augmentent.
L'intensité de ce sentiment de se changer : notre
present et notre futur.

Le sentiment d'espoir est tres doux. C'est une source d'inspiration pour vivre la vie de la
meilleure facon possible.

C'est parti parce que nous nous battons en essayant de rester forts mentalement et de faire de
notre mieux.

L'espoir est de pouvoir voir gu'il y a de la lumiere malgré toutes les funebres. L'espoir est une
pensee magique.

L'espoir est une émotion,un état d'espritune croyance,une motivation que malgré les épreuves
et les malheurs, malgre le revers et les obstacles, malgre le dernier chapitre de  Thistoire de la
vie,vous croyez que votre vie va bien.

Je voudrais conclure par une citation & laquelle je tiens personnellement dans ma vie quelle
que soient les circonstances

<<Une fois que vous avez choisi l'espoir, tout est possible>>

Parnika Sunda, X-D
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C'est une émotion omniprésente. Meéme dans
les moments les plus sombres, 'espoir existe. Il
existe, mais seulement si nous choisissons de
le voir.
La pandémie qui ravage le monde, est un
exemple de montage. Nous nous sommes
enlisés dans nos maisons, et nous ¢coutons la
nouvelle des déces, et des combats entre les
nations. C'est vraiment une situation tres
décourageante.
Mais si nous pouvons voir le bon cété de
cette situation, cela peut etre une expérience
spectaculaire. Par exemple, nous sommes tres
chanceux d'avoir de 'eau potable, linternet,
les installations en ligne, et beaucoup plus.
Avec le temps supplémentaire, nous pouvons
apprendre de nouvelles compétences ou
nous pouvons ameliorer nos talents existants.
Dans ces moments les plus somlbres, nous
voyons la persévérance de 'humanité. Les
gens plus differents donnent la main pour
s'entraider. Donc, 'espoir est omniprésent, mais
ce n'est pas toujours facile & trouver. Si vous
trouvez l'espoir, il faut le répandre. La
meilleure facon de trouver l'espoir est de le
creer, et de montrer aux autres les possibilités
infinies. Donc, propagez et répandez l'espoir,
parce que vous pouvez juste changer la vie
d'une autre.

Srijan Soham, X-D

Il ¢tait une fois un homme, Il avait
marché dans le noir, I| a perdu son travail,
il ¢tait triste comme, Le terne soleil dans le soir.
Il a pleuré tout seul

Il a pleuré quand personne n'a regarde, Il a
pleuré sous

le tillzul, mais il avait marche.

Puis, une nuit il a regardé une petite flamme,
Il a

vu quelque chose brillant, Il a touche la
flamme,

belle et calme, La flamme a ¢té sa vie,
sereine et scintillante.

Maintenant, il a reve,
Il a reve des oiseauy, il a reve des fleurs, Il a

danse, il a retrouve, Il etait tres joli, il a reve
de

la couleur.
L'homme a fixé son cceur,
Et il a vu le soleil,
Il a peint les murs,

Dans la couleur la plus brillante de la ville.
I est allé par une nouvelle route aujourd'hui, Il
a vu le matin, il n'a pas vu le noir Il a dansé

sous la pluie,
Et la flamme, on avait ¢t¢ l'espoir.

Misha Sharma, X-E
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La colere est une émotion qui est considéré
nocif et toxique. La colere peut consommer une
personne facilement et il fait peur aux gens
autour de la colere .

Mais il faut réaliser que cette colere est tres humaine.
L'incontesté explosion de la colere ou une colere silencieuse, tout ce qui vient de blesser les
sentiments.

Comme les humains en colere quand ils ne comprennent pas, la colere on peut dire est plus
d'ignorance et blesse les sentiments et c'est inutile. C'est pourquoi je crois que cette émotion,
qui est vilaine, doit etre traitée avec soin et préoccupation.

La colere est concernant avec acceptation aussi ne pas accepter c'est la perte ou la défaite
ou la verite aussi. Tout le monde fait ca. Comme Shakespeare a dit, "Ne viens pas entre 'homme
et le dragon, je comprends une fureur dans tes mots. Qui est 'homme qui n'est pas en colere?"

La realité de
ma colere

Je suis toujours en colere. Mes parents me
disent que la colere n'est pas bonne pour les
files. Mais, mon grand-pere m'a toujours dit,
‘Une fille en colere a le pouvoir de changer le
monde". Et j'¢tais la fille naive qui le croyait. Ma
colere est venue de mon pere. Il a eu une
enfance difficile. Il ¢tait en colere contre le
monde parce qu'il ¢tait injuste envers sa famille.

Mais, sa colere a été excusée parce qu'il est
un homme. Dans notre sociéte, etre une fille
peut mettre n'importe qui en colere. Je veux
changer cela et on ne peut changer les
choses que si elles sont mécontentes ou en
colere & ce sujet. Tout le monde a des
emotions et toutes ces émotions sont réelles.
Les émotions, bonnes ou mauvaises, nous
rendent humains. Alors, quand je suis en colere,
pourquoi les gens rient? Pourquoi est-ce que
seules les émotions de freres sont considérées

comme réelles?
Nandini Menon, X-D
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Risha Srinivas, X-D

Jai peur

La lumiere meurt
J'entre dans le noir
Je suis fatigue
La digue de mes larmes se brise
Je ne vais pas bien
J'ai peur de noir
Alors, s'il vous plait restez avec moi
La lumiere est morte en moi
Dans le noir je vois
Mes amis qui ne sont pas avec moi Je crie
J'ai peur de mes pensées
Alors, s'il vous plait restez avec moi
Mes pens¢es sont ma prison
Jessaie de m'enfuir
J'essaie d'etre meilleur
Mais c'est difficile
Je ne peux pas le faire seul
J'ai peur d'etre seule
Alors, s'il vous plait restez avec moi

Aanvi Kumar, X-E
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L ETAIT UNE

Valéri

alerie

C'¢tait l'anniversaire de maman! La maison ¢était remplic d'excitation, tout le monde se
précipitait pour faire avancer les choses & temps. Nous nous sommes habilles et sommes montés
dans la voiture, prets pour le long voyage qui nous attendait. En chemin, j'ai eu un bouquet de
ses fleurs preférées, roses blanches et rouges. Nous sommes vite arrivés, j'ai conduit ma famille &
travers les grandes portes de fer tout en offrant un petit sourire & M. Philips & la porte. Marcher
sur le chemin pave, les souvenirs me viennent a la tete. Une tristesse soudaine est tombée sur moi,
mes freres et sceurs s'étaient tus et mes grands-parents chuchotaient entre eux. Le soleil projette
des ombres & travers les nuages gris, des couches de neige sur 'herbe épaisse et de grands
champs au loin. Nous avons atteint notre destination, un sourire triste s'est frayé un chemin sur
mon visage pendant que je me penchais pour placer les fleurs sur la pierre tombale.

Valerie Dubois
1970-2017

"Toujours dans nos pensées,
Toujours dans nos coeurs."
Shirin Bhatnagar, IX-C

- 339 -



Lo main

Les vacances ¢taient les meilleures.
Principalement parce qu'il y avait tellement
de jeux & admirer, et nos parents ne se sont
jamais plaints, tant que nous ne les
derangions pas. Nous ne les avons jamais
dérangés. La meilleure chose & propos de
notre groupe ¢tait que chacun de nous
appartenait au méme groupe d'dge sauf
mes deux freres aings. Meme  s'ils étaient les
plus ¢étranges, ils aimaient ¢galement
concocter des jeux et y participer. Nous les
entourions toujours avec de nombreuses
suggestions et ils choisissaient, comme les
vrais veterans qu'ils étaient, ceux Qqui
sonnaient le mieux. Nos petits cerveaux
pouvaient penser & des milliers de jeux,
seulement pour etre passés au crible par
leur intelligence. Mais parfois, je pense que
c'est le but de la vie. Rien n'est assez bon
tant que ca ne l'est pas. Quelgu'un a eu
une idée folle; Je pense que c'était mon
frere” Allons au cimetiere voisinl”™ Aussi
effrayant que cela sonnait dans ma petite
tete, nous avons tous cede & son anneau
pur.Ouil Faisons-le!l” Et donc nous nous
sommes dirigés dans toute notre puissance.
Nous avons commence & jouer & nos jeux
habituels comme cache-cache et
¢tiquette, nous avons sauté abondamment
dans la salet¢, inconscients de notre
environnement, sans réflechir & l'endroit ou
nous nous trouvions. A part les tombes, tout
cela  ressemblait & un terrain de jeu
maternel pour nous. Nous avons couru
partout, nos rires  remplissant l'atmosphere
alors que nous nous cachions derriere les
tombes, ou dans des buissons imprudents
qui faisaient une demi-promesse de nous

cacher. Soudain, mes yeux sont tombés sur
quelgue chose qui m'a intrigué. J'ai crié du
haut de ma voix, “Venez icil Tout le monde! I
y a une main icil Nous avons arreté de jouer
aussitdt par le strident violent, tout le
monde s'est rassemblé pour voir ce qui se
passait. Quand je les ai pointés vers une
main virile qui semblait avoir émergé de
nulle part, tout le monde a tourné autour
d'elle pour voir l'¢tranger qui poussait
comme un jeune arbre du sol. Nous étions
tres jeunes, il est donc compréhensible que
quelgue chose d'aussi ¢norme ne nous ait
pas derangés pour aller chercher nos
parents. De plus, cela aurait gache le plaisir.
Alors, nous nous sommes assis pour le
toucher, le poussant pour voir s'il bougeait.
Un de mes freres ainés, le plus drole, a
beaucoup apprécié. Juste au moment ou il
a fait cela, Presque  aussitdt, la main s'est
levée vivante et a saisi la main de mon frere.
Effray¢é comme l'enfer, mon frere a essayé de
s'en débarrasser, s'¢loignant de
l'embrayage. Mais la prise ¢tait trop  serrée.
Il ne réussissait pas & deloger ces vils doigts
de lui tout seul. Donc, malgré la terrible
horreur de tout cela, avec cette main morte
agrippant notre héros, nous sommes
intervenus. ll chantonna de douleur. La prise
semblait forte. Nous I'avons tous tiré avec
force. Mais la main ne lacherait pas la
prisell y avait tellement d'agitation dans
ces moments que personng ne pouvait
penser clairement. Nous avons commence &
crier, ‘Aidez-moi | Aidez-moi | Quelgu'un s'il
vous platt aidez! C'est & ce moment gqu'un
moteur a rugi sur la route voisine, une
voiture probablement, avec ses feux
allumés, a lentement rampé. C'était  peut-
etre & cause de ce bruit ou de la lumiere
directe qui tombait dessus, que la main
lacha finalement sa prise. Tout comme cela,
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nous avons couru de toutes
nos forces vers nos maisons.
Nous étions convaincus que
c'etait un fantdme et n'aurions
pas pu attendre de respirer ou
de regarder en arriere pour
craindre qu'il nous suive. Mais
la vérité est-ce que nous ne
savons toujours pas si c'était
le fantbme de quelgu'un qui
nous a attaques.

Shreya Hans, IX-C
==

Le complot

‘Calmez-vous Asteérix, ou ils
nous entendront' dit Elena.
Pendant gu'elle regardait les
rois, les hommes passaient sous
leurs grands manteaux noirs
sous la brousse. Ce n'est
gu'hier qu'Elena a appris que
le prince ¢tait mort. Elle et le
prince ¢taient des amis
d'enfance et il y a quelques
semaines & peing, il a écrit une
lettre urgente lui demandant
de venirici caril sentait gu'un
complot ¢tait planifie contre
lui. Cependant, au moment ou
clle est arrivée, il était trop
tard. Mais elle n'¢tait pas
d'accord pour dire que c'était
une mort naturelle au lieu de
penser que c'¢tait un meurtre
planifie!l Elle a ¢teé
soudainement ramenée & la
realité en entendant des
mouvements par derriere.

Par Aditi Patra, IX-C

| 'histoire
Inachevée du
Capitaineg bundy

A l'aube sur la veille d' Haloween, une personne est
morte pres d'un cimetiere. C'¢tait censé etre hanté
aux fantomes. On pense également que ces
fantémes ont des pouvoirs surnaturels pour se
déplacer entre les royaumes des vivants et des
morts dans chagque |3 années. Ce n'etait pas une
differente année, mais les fantdmes ¢taient diriges
par les meurtriers les plus notoires connus de
'humanité dans les ann¢es 2000, Ted Bundy. |l
venait et voulait sa vengeance. || avait faim de
chair et soif de sang. Son plan directeur était de
bloguer les sorties de I'église et de verrouiller toutes
les personnes apres la nuit du service du dimanche.
Et bien sor, son plan fonctionnait tres bien, les gens
venaient & l'¢glise comme un dimanche normal. Le
capitaine borgne suivit alors pour demander & tous
les vampires, fantdmes et chauves-souris de garder
les sorties. Personne ne pouvait partir et tout le
monde ¢tait sous la merci du fantéme Pirate, Bundy.

Aaditya, IX-C

La bete

C'etait une nuit froide ce jour-ld, Marc et son
¢quipe avaient entendu des rumeurs sur un trésor
dans le cimetiere. lls entraient dans le cimetiere
depuis 3 mois, mais rien n'a ¢t¢ trouve. Encore. Il y
avait de la neige partout, Marc supervisait son
equipe. Tout d'abord, les lumieres ont commence &
clignoter. Deuxigmement, tous les membres de son
equipe sont morts. Ensuite, le monstre est venu le
chercher. C'était un énorme dragon rouge! Le
dragon vivait ici depuis 100 ans, et Marc avait
dérangé son repos. Maintenant, il prend sa
revanche sur 'humanité...

Parth Singla, IX-C
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Maman

Ce matin, alors que je suis alle rendre visite & ma
mere au cimetiere dans les forets, j'ai commence &
trembler de peur. Des mon arrivée, j'ai su que
quelque chose n'allait pas. Je me tenais g,
regardant en etat de choc en me disant: «Qu'est-
ce qui aurait pu arriver & ce cimetiere autrefois
magnifique et paisible. Je rendais visite & ma
defunte mere, décedée il y a six mois. Je me suis
dirige vers la tombe S 23/ et j'ai jeté un coup
d'ceil & la petite image éclatante de ma mere. Des
souvenirs de mon passe brillaient devant mes yeux
larmoyants. Je me suis agenouillé et ai place ses
roses preférées dans un vase en plastique et ['ai
fait glisser genéreusement dans leau. J'ai alors
chuchoté doucement: "Je te verrai la semaine
prochaine maman'. J'ai lentement commence &
marcher vers ma jolie voiture délabrée. J'ai saute
par-dessus les pierres tombales, une par une
essayant de ne pas déranger les personnes qui se
reposent sous moi. Quand j'ai atteint le sentier de
gravier, j'ai saisila poignée de la porte et me suis
assis sur la chaise en cuir C'est alors que j'ai
entendula porte de ma maison s'ouvrir, j'ai pensé
que c'¢tait juste mon frere ainée. Mais le plus
¢trange  ¢tait qu'il n'y avait pas un seul bruit de
pas. J'ai tourné la tete pour voir...

Par Suryansh Singh, IX-C
==

Un cruel royaume, un gentil nécromancien, et un
mort royaume. C'était autrefois une terre remplie
de vie. Pas d'humains mais un nécromancien et un
mort. lls ¢taient en harmonie avec le royaume
humain de Syra. Puis une maladie mortelle qui n'a
affecté que les morts. Le gentil nécromancien ¢tait
presse de sauver son peuple. Il a tout essaye, mais
a ¢choué. Les humains ont vu cela comme une
opportunité et ont attaqué. Mais ils ne
correspondent toujours pas Aux morts, meme sans
le nécromancien. Le royaume de syra ¢tait en
ruines. Mais les morts mouraient & un rythme jamais
vu auparavant. Le gentil nécromancien pensait
qu'il avait trouvé le remede. Il a fini par se sacrifier
pour que les morts puissent revivre. Mais cela n'a
pas abouti & ce gu'il pensait etre le salut.

Par Suryanshu Das, IX-C
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HUSH

Alice revenait seule de son bureau. Pour
rejoindre sa maison, elle doit passer un
cimetiere. Elle n'a pas peur facilement.
Quand elle passait devant le cimetiere,
elle a commencé & entendre des voix
disant "shhhhhhh". Soudain, elle a entendu
son nom etre appelé. Puis, elle a
commence & entendre des bruits de pas.
Ces voix la suivaient meme apres qu'elle
eut quitté le cimetiere. Soudain, elle a
realise que las voix venait de son
t¢lephone qui ¢tait dans sa poche. Mais...
clle a commencé & penser qui l'appelait
parce qu'il n'y avait personne dans la
vidéo qui s'appelait Alice.

Sneha Rao, IX-C

Un réve

Elle revait exactement du meme endroit
pendant des jours et se réveillait au milieu
de la nuit terrifice. L'endroit qu'elle voyait
dans ses reves semblait tres effrayant mais
on avait aussi limpression qu'il avait
appelée vers lui. L'endroit avait une sorte
d'arche de grand porte avec des gens
qui la traversaient, entourée d'arbres
effrayants et & larriere se trouvait une
structure majestueuse. Elle a pensé gu'elle
ne devrait pas ignorer ce reve et a
commence & rechercher. Un jour, elle a
finalement trouvé une photo du meéme
endroit derriere de nombreux livres au
fond d'une bibliotheque. Peu de temps
apres, elle a trouvé un livre qui contenait
des informations sur cet endroit. Au moment
ou clle ouvrait le livre, elle a ¢te
transportee exactement au meme endroit
dont elle revait. Etre 1a en vrai, elle n'a pas
eu peur. Le livre était toujours entre ses
mains. Les mots du livre disaient-
'Dépechez-vous | Le monde va finir. Vous
faites partie des élus, sauvez- vous"

Par Kayva Sinha, IX-C



IMAGES ET
EXPRESSIONS

Janisha J Hindocha, XI-E

La photo que j'ai choisie est la baleine avec les
¢couteurs. J'ai choisi cela non seulement
parceque je suis moi-meme un grand fan de la
vie aquatique, mais aussi parce que je sentais
que cela vehiculait quelque chose qui semblait
dller au-delad de l'apparence de base de
limage. Je sens que cette image est en quelque
sorte une représentation allegorique de la facon
dont les inventions de 'humanité peuvent avoir
un impact positif sur la nature si nous y mettons
notre esprit, notre cceur et notre éme. Si nous
choisissons de penser au-deld des besoins de
notre propre espece, je pense que NoUs POUVONS
former une sorte d'amitic¢ avec la nature qui
changera cette planete pour le mieux. Et une
idee simple, mais aléatoire, comme une baleine
appreciant la musique d'un casque, peut
provoquer de telles pensées dans notre esprit. Je
voudrais terminer en citant un proverbe francais
«Chassez le naturel et il revient au galops.

Par Kaustabh Ray, X-D
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Marc
la baleine

Mark est un garcon qui vit pres de
l'océan Atlantique et

Il n'a pas beaucoup d'amis a I'école
mais je pense qu'il avait un ami, la mer |
Chaque soir il s'assit au bord de la
mer et regardait la lune et les ¢toiles.
Un soir, soudainement il a entendu le
bruit d'une baleine.

Mark a vu une baleine surgir de la
mer.

La baleine s'est approchée de Mark
etil a dit, « Bonjour | »

Mark a ¢ét¢ surpris et a repondu «
Bonjour | Je n'ai jamais parlé & une
baleine avant » | La baleine a dit, je
n'ai jamais parlé & un homme avant,
aussi « Voulez-vous faire un tour de la
mer » ?

Mark a répondu, « oui » |

Quel est ton nom, Mark a demande
de labaleine ?

La baleine a répondu, mon nom est
Mark.

Mark lhomme a répondu, « Moi aussi »!

Pendant longtemps, Mark 'homme et
Mark la baleine ont parlé de la terre
et de la mer. Marka donné des
¢couteurs & son ami baleine (ils
¢taient un peu petits) et Mark a
raconté & son ami humain des
histoires sur sa vie sous I'eau. A la fin
de la nuit, Mark devait rentrer & la
maison.

Comme il a dit au revoir & Mark la
baleine, i| a pense, « Nous pouvons
etre differents a l'extérieur, mais &
lintérieur nos cceurs sont les memes »

Bornik Nag, X-D



Aujourd'huije vais parler d'un vélo.

Cela semble un peu drole, n'est-ce pas?
Mais oui, je vais parler d'un vélo.

Chague fois que je vois un cycle, trop de
choses me viennent & l'esprit. La premiere
chose qui me vient a lesprit est la
premiere fois que j'ai essaye le cyclisme et
C'est ce dont je vais parler aujourdhui. La
premiere fois que j'ai fait du vélo, j'avais 6
ans, je me suis presque casse la jambe et
j'ai definitivement cassé mon veélo. Mais j'ai
eu la chance den avoir un autre. je
détestais faire du vélo . Je me souviens
clairement que mon pere a couru apres
moi quand il a pu voir que je perdrais
I'equilibre et essayer de m'assurer que je
ne tomberais pas. Un jour, mon pere ne
m'a pas aide, j'ai commencé & pleurer en
tombant. Mon pere n'a rien  dit, mais il est
resté |a-bas, je n'‘ai pas compris ce qu'l
voulait dire mais il m'a demandé de me
lever et au lieu de rentrer & la maison, il m'a
demand¢ de réessayer.

J'etais tres fatigué mais c'¢tait la premiere
fois que je faisais du vélo sans craindre de
tomber. Je n'ai jamais pensé que tomber
serait la raison pour laquelle je me
pousserais et ferais ce que j'avais peur
de faire, mais aujourd'hui, quand je
regarde en arriere et je souris.

Parnika Sunda, X-D

FAIM

J'ai choisi ce sujet parce que je vois ici la
faim.

La famine est un probleme majeur, mais il
n'a que peu d'importance. A travers cette
image, je vais vous donner un apercu de
la faim dans le monde comme une image
de la pauvreté. nous vivons dans un
monde ouU les gens ont des milliards de
dollars et chaque cinquieme enfant meurt
de faim. Pensez & ces enfants qui dorment
affamés. C'est troublant. Vous ne le
comprenez peut-etre pas, mais pensez-y
comme CeCi...

Quand votre famille a-t-elle connu la faim
pour la derniere fois parce que de
l'absence de nourriture? D'un autre cote,
ces enfants se sont habitués. C'est
malheureux, mais parfois, ces enfants
recoivent leurs repas de l'école.Que font
les enfants pour manger si 'école est en
session? la réponse simple- faim. Certains
pourraient penser que l'image aurait pu
signifier beaucoup plus, mais comme je |'ai
dit, la faim se trouve dans ce monde avec
fres peu d'importance. Et je pense que
c'est une question de justice et non de
charite.

Ishita Khanikar, X-D
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RESONNE

Le vent souffle et la foret résonne,
Il murmure les noms de ceux qui sont passe,
Qui connait sa veérite, pas une personne,
Certains mysteres sont destings & etre embrasses.

Il marche dans la foret . Les arbres sont peints
en vert et le soleil, filtrés par les feuilles. La
beautée de la foret & couvert le mystere, il
veut découvrir. La terre est couverte de bois,
on la couvre avec des fleurs sauvages. Les
fleurs collees & ses chaussures, elles essayent
de l'arreter mais il marche dans la foret. |l
pense que son frere a dit, < la nuit est arrivée
tot dans la foret >, < tu es tres stupide, tu
vas & la foret, c'est hanté > mais il ari de ces
offirmations.La foret est sans fin, il pense que
la foret pourrait etre un bon endroit pour
une petite promenade un jour. |l ne connait
pas son avenir mais il pense & beaucoup de
choses quand il marche dans la foret. Clest
un homme dans la foret et c'est la foret dans
laquelle la vie de plusieurs personnes a été
perdue. Il pense que cette rumeur. Il dit < que
peut me faire la foret? > A ce moment-Ig, la
foret devient sombre, il fait froid, les arbres se
plient, une lumi¢re blanche éclaire le ciel, le
silence est suivi d'échos, il arrete de marcher,
ily a une rafale de vent et il disparait.

Le vent souffle et la foret résonne, il murmure
un nom de plus, celui enterré sous les feuilles,
Maintenant cette histoire est connue de
chaque personne, Certains mysteres sont
mieux lorsqu'ils sont laissés seuls.

Misha Sharma, X-E

Lo nature n'est pas quelque chose &
regarder et & avancer, mais c'est une
expérience. Et je veux raconter une de mes
experiences avec la nature- mon voyage aux
fles Andoman et Nicobarles iles sont tres
diverses- il y a des montagnes vertes, des
plages, des palmiers-ils sont tres tranquilles. Un
soir dont je me souviens est quand j'¢tais & la
plage avec ma famille. Nous nagions et nous
nous restions sur la plage, et & la fin nous
voyions le coucher du soleil. C'¢tait tres
memorable et stupéfiant. Le lendemain, nous
avons fait une croisiere. La mer bleue et
tranquille, la musique douce, les poissons, les
dauphins, les oiseaux, ils m'ont fait grand plaisir.
C'était une expérience vraiment naturelle.

Par Srijan Soham, X-D

Simplicité-
'avons-nous pas tous peur d'etre seuls, peur

de la solitude, mais parfois, dans les moments
les plus ¢tranges, cette solitude est de l'or.

Lors de notre voyage & Shimla, un matin je me
suis reveille 16t et je me suis tenu au balcon de
I'hétel. C'était la vue de |d, j'avais remarqué tout
du long juste devant mes yeux, mais je ne l'avais
jamais vraiment ressenti. La vue sur les

montagnes couvertes de neige, la lumiere du
soleil ajoutant de la couleur & leur terrain noir et
blanc, l'odeur des arbres mouilles, le chant des
oiseaux qui sautent d'une branche & ['autre.

La beauté de la nature, pensais-je, ne peut etre

experimentée que seule, elle ne peut etre vécue
que lorsque vous ['écoutez, lorsque vous lui
parlez, lorsque vous la ressentez. et cette
experience est incomparablement.

Dans notre agitation quotidienne, la
précipitation nous fait oublier la simplicitée de la
vie, les expériences simples comme le vent qui
souffle dans vos cheveux ou les.

p¢tales tombant des fleurs, sont en elles-memes si
précieuses, si vous décidez de passer quelques
minutes juste en regardant dans ces expériences,
VOUS trouverez une joie pas comme les autres.

Kangana Yadav, X-D




La vie d'un

uand je vois une valise, je me connecte simplement pour

voyager. Je me demande souvent: «Quelle est la

passion de la vie d'un voyageur? lls ont ['occasion de
voir tellement des lieux, ils peuvent explorer de nombreux
secrets. Surtout, ils mangent différents types de nourriture. Mais
les gens ne voyagent pas toujours pour la méme raison. Est-ce
qu'ils? Non. Certains voyagent pour la joie, certains voyagent
a cause du travail et certains voyagent simplement parce
gu'ils n'ont pas le choix. Par exemple moi. J'ai ¢té dans quatre
villes différentes et sept ¢coles differentes & cause du travail
de mon pere. Je n‘avais pas le choix. Mais je dois dire que je ['ai
aim¢ au départ. I n'y arien de tel que voyager, comme voir une
nouvelle place pour la premiere fois ou revenir & sa place
favorite. Rencontrer de nouvelles personnes est la meilleure
partie si vous etes une personne sociale, mais malheureusement,
je ne le suis pas. Voyager & sa propre excitation et j'espere

QVOir pu exprimer mon point de vue.
Par Shinjini Baneriji, X-D

Un Monde Calme

C'est un extrait d'un devoir en classe. Je parle d'une image dans le devoir
parce que j'aime voyager. Chague année, je vais dans 2 stations de
montagne et dans n'importe quelle jolie ville. C'est paisible et je n'étudie pas.
J'adore les hauteurs et les tres hautes montagnes et je veux escalader une
montagne enneigee un jour.

J'ai egalement cliqué sur une image comme cette image et je m'y rapporte

beaucoup. Je veux avoir un café surla montagne beaucoup et je veux jouer
de la guitare pour les gens qui viennent visiter 'endroit. C'est un endroit tres
calme et j'aimerais rester sur une montagne pendant un certain temps dans
ma vie. C'est un bon endroit pour s'‘échapper car c'est calme, paisible et je
n'¢tudie pas.

Aadil Tanwir, X-D




LENVIRONNEMENT

Imaginez un monde fait de fumée

Un endroit ou les cendres forment votre lit

Et les vapeurs remplissent votre tete
délicate

Je ressouffle
Et pensez & tout ce qui a mal tourng, mais

Malgre la dystopie
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QU les choses tournent-elles mal? (les
yeux fermes) Nous ¢tions des enfants,
assis dans nos chambres

Je frémis d'y penser tous les jours

Le monde est devenu une chambre &
qQir

Et nous n'avons aucun respect pour
notre mere

Faire les choses en se regardant soi-
meme

Nous avons vécu trop dans I'heure

Les montagnes ont disparu, meme les
Alpes ont perdu leur Foehn Et le cceur
de mon enfant n'est toujours pas
heureux Le monde n'a pas toujours
brole & cause de notre bulleur Cela a
changé & cause de ce que nous
avons fait

Mais quand je ferme les yeux
Je n'ai plus peur
Je vois les oiseaux deployer leurs ailes

Et je vois les avions decoller et se
diriger vers un ciel pur

Eolien m'aide & attraper un fragrance

Mais c'est une illusion joyeuse Hélas, la
reponse n'est pas si loin si vous essayez
de allure sur ce vaporeux chemin la
justification, le prétexte de la
condamnation que vous cherchez est
VOUs, vous-meme et vos actes
cataclysmiques

Ishita Khanikar, X-D
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Une petite driad m'a chuchoté

Les fables des bois vierges de la sérendipité. Un monde
ou l'air parfumé du printemps, fait pousser des ailes sur
lo famille des anges .

Les pixies ont chanté leur musique en décollant au vent, les matins de rosée

envoiltee, les apres-midis submergés par le foehn. quand le fragrance de la

fleur a enveloppé vos émotions, comme I'euphorie, danser dans ce tissu de la
nature.
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sous 'épiphanie d'un conte fantastique qui semblait maintenant étranger, Le
reve d'un monde qui semblait si lointain.

Parce que mon monde ¢tait ombragé de froid,

Un monde qui est tombé trop profondément dans les fosses de 'inconnu
horrible, Un monde sans souffle se leva & l'aube,

Un monde qui avec la suie et la poussiere avait ¢té dessine. Le jardin fleuri
d'¢pines, un monde sur cette bulle toxique avait juré, comme le ciel rose,
maintenant devenu une teinte gris cendré, comme ces ¢oliennes, qui se

tiennent & la place des arbres. une chambre d'air toxique, c'est ce que je

respirais chaque jour...

sur l'eclipse, j'ai respiré sous mon masque.
Moi aussi je voulais voir un monde oU I'on pourrait respirer librement.
Un monde ou |' allure des vents correspondait au mien.
Clest alors que j'ai senti ses larmes contre ma main,

Elle m'a dit dans sa voix rempliec de lamentations et de malheurs, que ce conte
soit toujours dit, le conte du monde qui brillait en or,

Que ce conte redevienne realité, sauve ce monde vaporeux qui est le mien et
le tien, Que ce soit notre dernier souhait, s'il vous plait pouvez-vous nous
laisser insuffler ?

KANGANA YADAYV, X-D

LI@O ‘ i@ n Je sens '¢olien

Sur les Alpes, le Foehn
L'¢olien m'a réveille de buller
Tiré¢ dans un paysage de reve
L'avenir semble n'avoir pas d'ailes
'y a une difféerence de une lettre entre paix et allure
ls portons chambre d'air sur leur visages

Je ne veux pas laisser '¢olien et la fragrance

" Les fenetres doit efre vaporeux, et non fissure

Ces problemes doivent etre vus Laisse notre

imagination décoller Je laisserai le monde insuffler.
Kaustabh Ray, X-D




‘N'oubliez Pas...”

Pourquoi est l'air important?
Eh bien sor,

Vous pouvez insuffler car il y a de l'air
La chambre & air qui couvre la Terre

L'air, c'est indispensable & la survie

Mais cela nous cide aussi & profiter de la vie
Alors, déployer vos ailes grandes et belles

Décoller et partir, voyager la Terre

Pas de soucis, juste toi et I'¢olien

Vous pouvez ¢tre arreter par rien

Sentir le doux soleil et marcher dans le palais des nuages Entendre le chant des oiseaux et
voir leurs jolis visages Entends le vent siffler avec le chant de la pluie

Et contempler les ¢toiles brillantes dans la calme de la nuit Les fleurs avec leur allure soufflent
dans le vent

lls touchant nos cceurs avec leurs fragrances
Les bulles que nous soufflons comme enfants
Nous nous souvenons ces beaux moments
Escalader des montagnes, sentir le vent
Le foehn sur les Alpes, ou le Cers de Narbonne
Et regarde du haut le paysage vaporeux
Regarde le monde, devant vos yeux
Il'y a beaucoup de petits choses & apprécier dans la vie Mais n'‘oubliez pas qu'il est donné
par Qui
Alors la prochaine fois que vous vous voyez un avion Ou vous volez dans votre imagination
QU vous voyez des bulles flottants
Qu sur votre visage vous sentez le vent
Arretez
Appréciez ce que vous obtenez sans frais Et respirer, respirer 'air frais.

Srijan Soham, X-D
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Invisible, pourtant visible

L'air est une chose tellement invisible pourtant si
possible. Je le sens, je le respire toujours sans ma
vieNous sommes-nous deja demandeé s'il n'y avait
pas d'air comment serait notre vie?

Pourrions-nous jamais voir l'allure des arbres et des
fleurs se balancer autour de nous ou les oiseaux
pourraient battre des ailes et atteindre le ciel ou
pourrions-nous jamais sentir la fragrance frais de la
nature qui nous entoure. c'est tellement intéressant &
quel point l'air est si agréable & bien des ¢gards.
comment la vaporeux matinale enroulée autour des
montagnes est si jolie et délicate et d'un autre cote
comment les vents foehn dans les alpes une touche
de chaleur au milieu de I'hiver.

Avons-nous déjd pensé & quel point 'air est ufile,
comment la nature nous a permis de produire de
I'¢nergie qui ne nuit & personne d'autre & l'cide
d'¢olien.

A quel point les promenades en montgolfiere sont
amusantes, mais pourrait-elle décoller sans |'air. oU
pourrions-nous jamais conduire nos voitures ou
faire du vélo sans pneu qui a aussi rempli d'air?
Ainsi l'air est si essentiel & notre existence et pourtant
nous le polluons. Nous sommes constamment dans
cette bulle que l'air est renouvelable. Donc,
préservons pour nous et nos genérations futures.

Suhasini Sanyal, X-E
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Vie sans toi

Le 3 decembre 2050,
Cherjournal

Aujourd'hui, nous avons eu un Qros
probleme. Comme j'ai mentionné apres,
nous sommes parties pour de longues
vacances.

Nous sommes rentrés au matin. Comme
prevu, NoUs Ne pouvons pas reconnattre
notre maison. Oui, la pollution ici fait que
tu as seulement quatre murs noirs
seulement. En tout cas, nous avons dit
bonjour & Monsieur aspirateur. Il n'a pas
dit et apres nous avons essaye de le
réveiller mais Monsieur aspirateur a eu
aussi bon que mort. Cette a eu un grand
probleme maintenant. Nous sommes mais
sans monsieur aspirateur nous ne faisons
pas nettoyer ou dans d'autre mots, nous
ne pouvons pas entrer dans notre maison
parce que il a ¢té tres sale.

Tu sais | Ma grand-mere et sa famille ont
utilisé un humain pour nettoyer leur maison.

Il est tres drole & penser ce que les gens
font.De nos jours il n'y a pas quelqu'un qui
nettoie les maisons. Monsieur aspirateur
et ses amis sont les rois du nettoyage. lls
nettoient mieux que quelque chose.

En tous cas, apres une heure ou demi,
finalement mon pere a dit qu'il pouvait
aller en acheter un nouveau. Il a été triste,
parce que monsieur aspirateur codtait
tres cher.

Nous avons attendu deux heures &
l'extérieur dans nos voitures. Nous ne
savions pas combien d' heures nous
devions attendre.
Apres trente minutes mon pere a appelé
et a dit qu'un nouvel aspirateur est venu.
Mon frere a essayé et a dit<< Je
nettoieraila maison, Je veux coucher.>>.
Nous avons ri. Comme si, lui ou quelqu'un
connaissait 'art du nettoyage
Alatienne,
Anne

Sampreeti Kar, X-D
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Bidding Farewell

“When we leave a place, it’s a strange feeling, one of excitement for what the
future holds mixed with this uncertainty of what happens when we step out of
known territories. That’s when we realize that we’ll not only miss people we love
or this place we love, but also the person we were in this comfort zone of ours.”

W are really going ko miss trying o avoid wou round here -

b T
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