


 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ABOUT US 

 

Freedom International School is situated at Sector IV, HSR Layout. The school has 

classes from Nursery to Class XII and is affiliated to the CBSE. Freedom 

International School derives its own unique character from the following: 

 A curriculum that goes beyond the conventional and encourages our children to 

think independently in an intellectually stimulating environment.  

 A management committed to providing the best for its children in terms of the 

teaching learning process, facilities and infrastructure.  

 A caring staff that creates maximum opportunities for children to experience the 

joys of exploring their environment first hand and to discover their own talents 

and abilities. 

 

OUR VISION 

 

Our vision is to work together to nurture young minds and teach them self-

reliance, integrity, responsibility and free and fair thinking so that they become  life

-long learners and make a positive difference to the world of tomorrow.. 

 

OUR MISSION 

 

Freedom International School aims to provide a conducive, child-centred 

environment that promotes independent thought and instils in children, a strong 

sense of individuality and a passion to excel, so that they contribute meaningfully to 

the global community at large. 



 
 



We are delighted to bring to you the 8th edition of our school magazine. This magazine gives 

you an insight into the FIS way of life, the creativity, achievements and activities of our students 

at school. This magazine is a platform that explores and exhibits the literary skills as well as the 

innovative ideas of our students and teachers alike.  

This year, the contributions from our young authors have been classified in the magazine based 

on their houses – Canary, Flamingo, Pelican and Toucan. The members of the editorial board 

experimented with photography to bring out the cover page of the magazine. We would like to 

extend our sincere thanks to Shreyas Sir (Art Department), for guiding the editorial team in this 

process.  

We would also like to thank Ms. Jayanti Prabhakar for mentoring the young members of the 

editorial board and patiently guiding them through the editing process while helping us bring out 

this magazine. We take this opportunity to thank our beloved principal, Ms. Sneha Rai, for her 

support and guidance throughout the editing process. 

We would like to thank all our editorial team members for helping us pull this through. We 

express our considerable appreciation to all the authors of the articles in this magazine. These 

contributions have required a generous amount of time and effort.  

Finally, the editorial team wishes its readers a happy reading!         

           ~ Shipra Bhat, Chief Editor 

OUR EDITORIAL TEAM 

Top Row:  Mr. Narayanaswamy, Ms. Shobha,  Ms. Vanamala, Ms. Sandhya, Ms. Pradeepa 
2nd Row:  Ms. Mridula, Ms. Rajbala, Ms. Shipra, Ms. Jayanti Prabhakar , Ms. Nipun, Ms. Asha  
3rd Row:  Nakul, Rahul, Sankritya, Achintya, Shlok 
4th Row:  Nivedha, Vaishnavi, Deepushri, Gauri, Tanvi, Prarthana 
5th Row:  Zaheen, Sahitra,  Anusha, Nidhi, Sameeksha 





From the Principal’s Desk 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

As I look back at the year or even the last decade of my association with FIS, I feel a  

sense of pride that the little chubby faces  we saw in pigtails or with  neatly combed 

down hair, are so confidently walking out of the school corridors to face the world with 

such ease. 

They have an attitude sure, but they also carry a sense of responsibility and respect. 

Today's children are like the  two faces of a coin and it is up to us how we see them.  

The year has seen us hit some great highs, our theme of Indigenous games  for the 

sports day was a fantastic learning experience for the children and for some of us too.  

The children's performance in the board exams as usual continues to make us proud. 

The teachers too have been constantly looking to improve and better systems to make 

learning a fun experience. This year the Class I & II teachers came out with an EVS 

workbook designed to incorporate the children's interests and the latest developments 

around them.  

FIS too has been recognized for its hard work through the years and has been selected 

as the Lead Collaborator school for five other CBSE schools.  

These achievements were only possible with the continued support & encouragement of 

our parents.  

                              ~Ms. Sneha Rai 





ROUND UP OF THE INTER HOUSE COMPETITIONS FOR  

THE ACADEMIC YEAR 2018 – 19 

“Competition motivates and drives students to excel and enables them to learn and benefit 

from their strengths and weaknesses.” – Dr. T. P. Chia 

Time and again, FIS students have proven great 

excellence in all age groups. Competitions at FIS are 

a great way to motivate children, as they challenge 

them to put in their maximum effort. Stressing on 

maximum participation, we, as teachers under the 

able guidance of our beloved Principal ma’am, have 

organized competitions which challenge intellectual 

thinking and other talents such as singing, 

colouring, art and music. 

Apart from competitions such as Choral recitation, 

Doodling, Skit, Photo Op, Movie Making, Debate, 

Quiz, Cooking Without Fire, FIS has Talent, this year 

we have added ‘Lego’ for juniors and ‘Young 

Scientists’ Challenge’ for seniors. 

In Lego, the children not only enjoyed playing with 

the blocks and also built different models. In Young 

Scientists’ Challenge, the students exhibited their 

analytical skills along with their creativity. It was a 

treat to the viewer’s eye to see the various working 

models built by the participants. The judges had a 

huge task at hand, deciding the winners as the 

students were outperforming each other. Attainable 

goals were set for all the competitions to encourage teamwork and improve their confidence. 

All these competitions not only helps each child to manage stress but also enables the child to 

be better prepared to accept failure with self esteem and hone their social skills through 

interaction with others, learn to value hard work and be able to win or lose gracefully. And of 

course, above all, the students were engaged and had fun. 

~Nydille Reddy, Events Team 



Poetry comes 

alive to me 

through  

recitation. 

~ Natalie 

Merchant 

CHORAL 

RECITATION  

2018—19 

SENIORS 

“Words mean more than 

what is set down on paper. 

It takes the human voice to 

infuse them with deeper 

meaning.” 

~ Maya Angelou 



Choral 

recitation  

2018 – 2019 

JUNIORS 



INDEPENDENCE DAY AND SKIT COMPETITION 

It was the 15th of August and a sense of celebration and patriotism pervaded the 

atmosphere. Everybody present there was waiting eagerly for the events planned 

for the day. The day was given life to by the ever-inspiring national anthem 

followed by the flag hoisting. The students managed to instil the feeling of 

patriotism amongst the audience very well through dances, songs and plays.  

The two hour long programme came to an end with the audience on the edge of 

their seats, feeling proud of our country and inspired to raise their voices for our 

motherland. The show was then followed by the skit competition, preparations for 

which had begun months ago. The participants were all engaged in giving life to 

the scripts written by house members based on four different revolutions that had 

taken place around the world. The participants of each house presented their skits 

with great enthusiasm, skill and talent, and instilled in everyone a sense of 

patriotism like never before.  

Canary, Flamingo, Pelican and Toucan enacted scenes from the French revolution, 

Russian revolution, the American Civil War and the South African revolution 

respectively. After thorough analysis of the skits, the judges decided on Flamingo 

house as the winners, closely followed by Canary, Pelican and Toucan in the 

second, third and fourth places respectively. One house may have won the gold, 

but the hard work and planning put into making the program a huge success won 

everyone’s hearts. It was a day well spent. 

“True independence and freedom can only exist in doing what’s right.”                        

 ~ Brigham Young 

-Yash Garg, 9C 



INDEPENDENCE DAY AT FIS 

2018-19 

Our patriotic hearts beat  

saffron, white and green. 



At the stroke of 

midnight hour, when the 

world sleeps, India will 

awake to life and  

freedom.  

~Jawaharlal Nehru 



Skit Competition 2018-19 

You can jail a revolutionary, but you can’t jail a revolution. 

~Huey Newton 

The terror of the 

French revolution 

lasted for 10 years. 

The terror that 

preceded it and led 

to it lasted for a 

thousand years 

~ Edward abbey 

Flamingo House 

There are decades 

where nothing 

happens and there 

are weeks where 

decades happen 

~Vladimir Lenin 



The American revolution was a beginning, not a 

consummation. 

~Woodrow Wilson 

Toucan 

House 

Pelican 

House 

When a man is denied the right  to live the life he 

believes in, he has no choice but to become an outlaw. 

~Nelson Mandela 



Teachers 

Day at FIS 

2018-19 

A good  

teacher can 

inspire hope, 

ignite the  

imagination 

and instill a 

love of  

learning. 

~Brad Henry 



One child, one 
teacher, one pen 
and one book can 
change the world. 

~ Malala 
Yousafzai 



HINDI DIVAS 

Over the years, I’ve come to realize the unique style and beautiful aura of Hindi. Speaking of 

Hindi brings fond memories of Hindi Divas Celebrations. Every year, the Hindi teachers and 

students put a lot of hard work into making this show a success and they never fail to do a 

magnificent job. The programme is usually based on a theme and this year we decided to go for 

dances from states belonging to the Hindi belt. The children were super excited about the show 

and participated enthusiastically. Dances from states like Haryana, Bihar, Chhattisgarh, 

Rajasthan etc. were portrayed by the children in an exquisite manner that enthralled the 

audience. Hindi Divas truly taught us to respect the language, admire its beauty and value its 

essence in our lives! 

 

~Nangai Nagasubramanian, 9B 

   Flamingo House Vice Captain 



Hindi Diwas at 

F.I.S 2018-19 

Hindi is the soul of Indian culture…  ~Kamlapati Tripathi 



किसी दसूरी भाषा िा 
ज्ञान हमें एि दसूरी 
आत्मा िा एहसास 

िराता है. 

Hindi is the simplest source of expression of our country. 

~Sumitra Nandan Pant 



 Even if some of us belong to different states of India, we need to give utmost importance to      

the state we reside in. On November 1st, Karnataka’s significance and beauty is heightened as 

its beloved people rise to celebrate Kannada Rajyotsava. Adorned with balloons, posters and 

boards, that were red and yellow in colour, the school looked completely festive and gorgeous. 

All the performances that followed, the decorations that adorned the school and the special 

display that had been organised, made it absolutely clear that the Kannada teachers and 

students had gone to great extents to make the programme a wonderful success. The members 

of the audience were clearly delighted by the performances as they loudly applauded the 

students on stage. It was a remarkable day and the pure innocent language of Kannada seemed 

all the more alluring to us.  

 

 ~Nangai Nagasubramaniam, 9 ‘B’, 

    Flamingo House Vice Captain 



 Kannada Rajyotsava  

2018-19... 

Language exerts hidden 

power, like the moon on 

the tides. 

~Rita Mae Brown 





Children’s 

Day 

2018—19 



History will judge us by the 

difference we make in the 

everyday lives of children. 

~ Nelson Mandela 



SPORTS DAY 2018 

Every sports day at FIS is a grand affair, but Sports 

Day 2018 was exceptionally colourful and unique. 

The theme chosen for this year’s Sports Day was 

“Indigenous Games,” and as the name suggests it 

was a tribute to the forgotten games and traditions 

of India. 

The event started off with a traditional invocation to 

invoke the blessings of the Almighty. The next event was the pride of Sports Day- 

the March Past. As the four resplendent houses marched around the track, the FIS 

flag was hoisted. After this was the “lighting of the torch.” After the torch was lit, 

the oath was taken by all, to participate in all competitions with the desire to win 

and in the true spirit of sportsmanship. Now it was time to kick start the event! 

Races and fun events for all ages were held. The fun events in the Junior as well 

as the Senior Sports Day were actually races based on indigenous games. There 

was even a bull race where the athletes were required to carry another person 

and sprint to the finish! The Sports Day also showcased various traditional dances 

from different regions across India. Soon the sports day was over and it was time 

to announce the winners of the day. It was Canary! The canaries were jubilant as 

they took a victory lap around the field. 



Junior 

Sports Day at 

FIS 

2018-19 

Winners never quit 

and quitters never 

win. 

~Vince Lombardi 



Don’t practice 

until you get it 

right.  

Practice until 

you can’t get it 

wrong. 

The pain you feel 

today, will be the 

strength you feel 

tomorrow. 



Just play. Have fun. 

Enjoy the game. 

- Michael Jordan 



Our Junior 

Indigenous 

 Sports and 

Games ! 



“Sports build good habits, 

confidence, and discipline. They 

make players into community leaders 

and teach them how to strive for a 

goal, handle mistakes, and cherish 

growth opportunities.” 



Practice like you’ve never won... 

…Perform like you’ve never lost. 



 

You are born to 

win, but to be a 

winner, you must 

plan to win, 

prepare to win and 

expect to win. 

~Zig Ziglar 

“Sports do not build character.  

They reveal it.”    

   ~ Heywood Broun 



FIS SPORTS DAY—

SENIORS 

2018—2019 



Kalaripayattu, the oldest 

martial  art in the world, 

was founded by Lord    

Parasurama and Saptarishi 

Agastya. 







It takes an endless amount of         

history to make even a little                   

tradition.~ Henry James 



A boat doesn’t go forward if each one is rowing their 

own way... 



The harder the 

battle, the sweeter 

the victory.  

 ~ Les Brown 





You cannot win a tug-o-war by merely standing firm. 

         ~ Randall Dale Adams 





Ms. Saanvi Bala 

Mr. Nimay 

Best Sportspeople 
of the Year 

Ms. Sukruthi 

Mr. Lokanshu 

The house that marched the 
best — Pelican House 

The winners of the Rolling 
Trophy for Sports — Canary 

House 



Christmas 

@ FIS 





Cooking 

Without 

Fire!!! 



DROP EVERYTHING AND READ!  

Reading gives more life to life... 

A book never runs out of 

battery. Read! 

Fiction releases truths that       

reality obscures.  

- Ralph Waldo Emerson 

“Writing is the painting of the voice !”— Voltaire 

Author visits @ FIS 



HERITAGE DAY 

It is not the honour that you take with you, but the heritage that you leave behind. 

To celebrate Heritage Day in our school, we had a variety of events planned out and 

showcased by all the different classes. The entire school came clad in ethnic wear. 

Saris, dhotis, kurtis - you name it! The festivity began with a diverse parade, 

displayed by the little ones, and was followed by the lighting of the lamp to start the 

event on an auspicious note. After a jaw dropping invocation dance praying to Lord 

Ganesha to render good luck, came the energetic Garba performance. The 

devotional Sufi dance and the colourful celebration of Lath Holi definitely awed the 

audience. The Opanna dance, popular among Mappila Kerala Muslims, where the 

bride is teased about the nuptial bliss, and the Jhum dance (where the people pray 

to Lord Goria for good harvest), were also performed. The Kummi dance of Tamil 

Nadu, and the masked dance of Ladakh, followed by the Dhunuchi Naach of West 

Bengal was also staged. A powerful and touching contemporary dance, portraying its 

Indian roots was also performed and was definitely the ‘grand finale’. From the east 

to the west, and from the north to the south, this festivity definitely reminded us of 

the vast and varied heritage we possess. 

-Aditi Yogesh X A, Pelican House Vice Captain. 

 



There is no greater 

wealth than wisdom, no 

greater poverty than 

ignorance and no greater 

heritage than culture. 

~Ali Ibn Abu-Talib 



A person without the 

knowledge of their 

past, culture and origin 

is like a  root without a 

tree. 

Heritage Day  

FIS  

       2018-19 



THYAGARAJA AND PURANDARADASARA ARADHNE 

Music is a deep form of art. It has the power to elevate your spirit and state of mind. Of these, Carnatic 

music is one of the most divine. It leaves your mind in a calm state. FIS celebrates Thyagaraja and 

Purandaradasara Aradhne to honour Sri Thyagaraja, one of the pioneers of Carnatic music, and 

Purandaradasa, the Father of Carnatic music. On this day, the teachers and students harmoniously sing 

the most celebrated works of these two artists. To enhance the music, they maintain tala (rhythm) and 

the singing is accompanied by classical instruments like the Mridangam. These mainly comprise of ragas 

devoted to gods, like Lord Ganesha and Lord Rama. This year, the programme also included a solo violin 

recital which definitely captivated all of us. These melodious tunes are truly one to experience. The most 

heartwarming part of the celebrations was seeing the students unite for the Sangeeta. This event brought 

us all together and surely has left a long lasting impression on all of us. 

-Aditi Yogesh IX A, Pelican House Vice Captain. 

        Where words fail, music speaks.   ~Hans Christian Anderson  

 

                                                                            TITBITS... 

Tyagaraja (4 May 1767 – 6 January 1847), also known as Tyāgayya  in Telugu, was a          
renowned composer of Carnatic music, a form of Indian classical music. He was prolific 
and highly influential in the development of the classical music tradition.   

Tyagaraja and his contemporaries, Shyama Shastri and Muthuswami Dikshitar, were              

regarded as the Trinity of Carnatic music .                                                                                      
Tyagaraja composed thousands of devotional compositions, most Telugu and in praise of 
Lord Rama, many of which remain popular today. Of special mention are five of his        
compositions called the Pancharatna Kritis (English: "five gems"), which are often sung in 
programmes in his honour. 

Usually, Tyagaraja used to sing his compositions sitting before deity  manifestations of Lord 
Rama, and his disciples noted down the details of his  compositions on palm leaves. After 
his death, these were in the hands of his    disciples, then families descending from the    
disciples.  

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Carnatic_music
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Indian_classical_music
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Carnatic_music
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shyama_Shastri
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Muthuswami_Dikshitar
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Trinity_of_Carnatic_music
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Telugu_language
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rama
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pancharatna_Kriti


THYAGARAJA AND 

PURANDARADASARA 

ARADHANE 

FIS Celebrating the glory 

of Carnatic Music. 



THE PAIN OF PARTING IS NOTHING TO THE JOY OF MEETING AGAIN — CHARLES DICKENS 

It was the 8th of February  and the atmosphere was brimming with overwhelming feelings of nostalgia and 

excitement. The tenth graders in purple sarees and the twelfth graders in wine-red sarees, strikingly contrasted 

with the boys in black suits with matching ties, received a heartwarming applause as the amazing graduates of FIS’ 

2019 batch made their first appearance on stage. 

The programme commenced on a spiritual note invoking the blessings of Lord Ganesha. The ceremonial lamp was 

then lit allowing the rays of perseverance and compassion to spread its aura manifold. The twelfth graders greeted 

the audience with their rendition of the song, ‘You and Me,’ giving life to the night that had much more in store 

than was anticipated by the audience. Our beloved principal, Sneha ma’am was then invited upon the stage to 

address the gathering. Proud of all the graduates, she did not fail to inspire or humour all those gathered as part of 

the audience. 

Shortly, the audience was greeted with a touching farewell speech, by Nischala of Grade XII, as she recounted her 

memorable school days. The speech ended with all the twelfth graders chorusing “present ma’am” for the last 

time. Tushara of Grade XI charmed one and all with her well-wishing speech, a tribute to the seniors; filled with 

many heart-warming anecdotes. 

The singers from Grade 10 soon conquered the stage, replacing the growing nostalgia with euphoria as they 

wowed the crowd with their song ‘High Hopes’.  Gauri of class X and Aparna of grade IX enthralled the audience 

with their speeches, as the graduates boarded the train of reminiscence, and took a short trip down memory lane.  

Teachers can change lives with just the right mix of chalk and challenges, and a great teacher NEVER fails to inspire 

their students; this was proven by the speeches of Jessie ma’am, Bulti ma’am and Priya ma’am. 

The encaptivating performance of, “A Million Dreams”, by Grade XI reminded the seated audience that the future 

belongs only to those who believe in the beauty of their dreams.  The dance of Grade IX reminded the graduates 

of the passage of school they had all gone through. The stunning dance, with spectacular Indo-Swedish music had 

the audience spellbound. 

The teachers too sang a delightful song for the graduates, ‘That’s the way it is,’ reminding us that it is best for us all 

to work on what we have, accept reality and move on. After all, our future is in our hands… 

Gauri Dubey of Grade X and Sridhriti of Grade XII were adjudged the best outgoing students of the year to a great 

round of applause. Prizes for students excelling in each subject were given out as well. Then the Freedom 

International Alumni Association book was signed by the cabinet followed by the oath taking ceremony and 

lighting of candles by the graduates.  

No ceremony is complete without an oath and every graduation feels incomplete without the lighting of the 

candles. The oath was said with such intensity, that it reverberated in the entire crowd’s hearts.  

The stunning graduates took their leave with grandeur. The light of the candles illuminated the entire school, 

fading away the farther they moved, symbolizing the unavoidable growth each graduate was faced with, the 

progress of life; an exciting rollercoaster with its own ups & downs, as the night came to a poignant end. 

The night taught the entire audience an important lesson, ‘Life isn’t about finding yourself. It’s about creating 

yourself.’ 

And always remember... 

Let your smile change the world, but don’t let the world change your smile. 

Reporters - Prarthana Nanda & Shriya Routh 



The  

Graduating 

Batch of 2019 

You get in life 

what you have 

the courage to ask 

for. 

Start where 

you are... 

...Use what 

you have & do 

what you 

can… 

Ain’t no 

mountain 

high enough. 



Graduation 
Day at FIS 

2019 



Never plan the 
future by the 

past. 



@ FIS 

The brains behind the      

digitalization - 

Abhay Y , Anirudh R and 

Shreyas K 



INVESTITURE CEREMONY 

WHAT THE NEW YEAR 

BRINGS TO YOU WILL  

DEPEND A GREAT DEAL 

ON WHAT YOU BRING TO 

THE NEW YEAR. 



Art 

Show at 

FIS 2018

-19 

Art speaks where words 

are unable to explain. 



I dream my painting, 

and then I paint my 

dream. Gogh 

Art is 

the 

highest 

form of 

hope. 

Be bold or 

italic, but 

NEVER 

 just regular. 

Our Budding 

Entrepreneurs 



Extravagant Extraordinary External Events in FIS in 2018-19 

We are the world; we are the children… We are FISians who know no limits, no fear. We take 
on every obstacle as a challenge and put our heart and soul into it, but along with confidence, 
we have the perseverance to understand that trying is half the battle won. If we don’t win 
today, well, tomorrow is another day, we’ll find a way, come what may! 

The FISians are skilled MUNners and are getting better. The MUN Club sees new additions every 
year, and this club has been producing eloquent speakers who are well-versed with global 
politics, crises around the world, and the burning topics which the world is facing today. 

Our ‘Wizards’ are mean ‘Quizzards’ too! They have the fastest fingers, that’s why they are 
always the first! 

Who said arguing is not a means of communication??!! In FIS, it is! They can BEHES and earn 
medals for it! Someone who spoke about having your cake and eating it too was maybe talking 
about our students!! 

Mime makes the invisible, visible and the visible, invisible. Our students have been dabbling in 
mime since last year, and the results have silenced everyone! 

What’s life without a little bit of drama? They do it in the class in front of their teachers and get 
a earful. They do it on stage, and get certificates, awards, accolades, etc. etc. …. So, to do 
drama or not to do drama??? 

Sports builds character. Our young Turks believe the harder the battle, the sweeter the victory. 
It’s not as if they don’t get knocked down. But they get back up on their feet pretty fast to claim 
their share.  

The reach of the teacher...  Our teachers can outdo many when it comes to showing their talent 
in quizzing. Ask for a demo if you want!! 

Language knows no limits. Our students excel in showing their talent in our rashtrabhasha Hindi 
too! Caesar would have said – Wo aaye, bole, aur jeetkar gaye! 

Painting is catharsis. Winning is an attitude! When you combine both, it means, FISians win all 
the painting competitions!  

Check mate – Chess, a game that requires the mind to work faster than the fingers. Even in this 
game, they have their moves right. The awards move in their direction most of the time! 

Story telling is an art, and to make your story sound convincing is creativity. Our aspiring writers 
have had their stories published in books, and are ‘literally’, on Cloud Nine! 

Science will show us the way… By dabbling in science fests and fairs and coming out with flying 
colours, our children have proved that FIS has positive protons, not neutral neutrons and most 
certainly, no morons!! 

English is a complicated language. Why complicate it further? So, they just go forward and make 
a killing, and earn the laurels, err… wear the laurels… never mind… 

Olympiads in the olden times were occasions when Olympic games were played. Now, it’s all 
about vying with each other in academics, and the classroom is their track and field. The prizes 
come pouring in! 

Aptitude to win - Aptitude tests are a cinch for our students. They show that when you are 
imbued with fortitude, success will not elude you! 

So FISians, all the best for one more year of daring, dreaming and winning.  

~ Nipun Dutta,   External Competitions In charge 



 Volksfiesta —  

Mime Competition 

(held at the Deens campus)  

The team of Anvitha Hebbar (III A), 

Shreya A P (III B), Ahan Bhardwaj  (III 

B), Roshni M Reddy (IV D), Anvitha B 

R of (IV B), Neharika Suvarna (IV C), 

Heman Reddy (IV D), Aditi M  (V B), 

Yukthi K Muthappa (V B), Darsh M 

Makadia (V A) won the award for 

‘Best Props.’ 

Inter-School Teachers Quiz  

held at                                        

National Hill View Public School 

The team of Ms. Sayani and Mr. 

Shankar H A stood 4th in the final 6 

teams, having been chosen out of 

total 173 teams. 

‘Hindi Bharat ki Shaan’  

(held at the JSS Public School) 

Archita Agarwal (VI B) - 1st Prize in 
‘Portrait Drawing’.  

Deepasri of (V C)  - 2nd prize, in 
‘Portrait Drawing’.  

Shrishty B Kamat (V B) - ‘Best 
Appearance’ prize in ‘Doha Vachan’. 

Samsidh Short Story Writing 

Competition  

The story written by Avighna Kumar 

Routh    (IV C) was selected and 

published in a book. 

Children’s Chess Festival  

 Abhayashree (III D) secured the 3rd prize 

in the U-8 category. 

‘I Want to be an Author’     

Story Writing Competition  

(conducted by Crossword) 

Mangai N (V B) - Best story 

Arham Patil (V B) - Best story 

Kaustubh Revanuru (V D) - Best story 

Ritwik Nainavate (VI A) - Best story 

Kavya Sundararajan (VI B) - Best story 

Sairam V S (VI D) - Best story 

Abhay Bestrapalli (IX A) - Best story 

Sneh Lahurikar (IX A) - Best story 

Ahana Vijay (IX A) - Best story 

Aparna Unnikrishnan (IX A) - Best  story 

Nangai N (IX B)- Best story 

Anant Tewari (IX B) - Best story 



Wings Of Fire  

Held at Whitefield Global School 

The team of Naba Ahmad (V A), 

Arnavv Sharma   (V B), Samanvitha 

Subramaniam (V C) , and Kaustubh 

Revnanuru of 5 D won the 1st price in 

‘Quizzard’. 

Kumaran's MUN 

Held at Kumaran's school  

Anirudh Rowjee (XI) - got awarded 
‘Best Delegate’ and won a Cash Prize 

of Rs. 1,500/- 

Sneh Lahurikar (IX A) - Special Mention 

 Anant Tewari (IX B) - Special Mention 

Srikar Konuru (IX D) Special Mention. 

Amaatra MUN  

Held at Amaatra Academy 

Shlok Upadhyay (VIII C) - Special 

Mention 

Behes Debate Tournament  

Held at GEAR International School 

Snigdha Chatter (VII A) - Gold Medal 

Aarushi Bhagavatula  (VII A) - Gold 
Medal 

Aarush Dutta (VI A) - Silver Medal  

Carolyn Shreya Serrao (VII D) - Silver 
Medal 

Vishnu Sudhan of class (IX D) - Silver 
Medal 

National Level 

Aarushi Bhagavatula (VII A)-  Silver 
Medal, 43rd rank . 

Snigdha Chattar (VII A) - Bronze Medal, 
127th rank  

Rohan Reddy Lingala (VI B) - Bronze 
Medal , 135th rank 

Bishop Cottons MUN  

Held at Bishop Cottons Boys School  

Vedant Panamgipalli (VIII D) - Special 
Mention 

Sneh Lahurikar (IX A) - Special 
Mention 

Rohan Rajesh (IX B)- Special Mention. 

Silicon City Spectrum  

Held at Silicon City Academy of secondary 
education  

The team of Dhanvi A Shetty (V D), Sankalp 
Lalgoudar of (V A),  Zaina Yaseen Choudhury (V 
D) and Ashith Anand Kumar of (V D) won the 

1st prize in the Skit Competition. 



FIS MUN 

ANANT TEWARI (IX B) - Best Delegate 

(Crisis Committee) 

DEVANSH MATHUR (VIII C)  - Best     

Delegate (Crisis Committee) 

RISHIKA DAS (VIII D) - Best Delegate 

(Crisis Committee) 

ROHAN RAJESH (IX B)  - Best Delegate 

(UNSC Committee)  

SHLOK UPADHYAY (VIII C) - Best 

Delegate (UNSC Committee)  

SAMARTH BHAT (IX C) - Best Delegate 

(UNSC Committee)  

VAISHNAVI REDDY (VIII D) - Best 

Delegate (UNSC Committee)  

SRIKAR KONURU (IX D) - Best Delegate 

(ECOSOC Committee) 

AJAY BESTRAPALLI  (IX  C) - Best 

Delegate (ECOSOC Committee) 

ETHAN SAJU (IX A) - Best Delegate 

(ECOSOC Committee) 

SASHANK SIVAKUMAR (IX C) - Best 

Delegate (ECOSOC Committee) 

FIS MUN 

SMRUTHI BHAT (IX C) - ‘Outstanding 

Delegate,’ (ECOFIN Committee ) 

SANJOLI TEWARI — Honourable        

Delegate (ECOFIN Committee) 

SRISHTI SINGH (VII C) - Special       

Mention (ECOFIN Committee ) 

PRANAV PANDIT (VIII A) - Special   

Mention (ECOFIN Committee ) 

VEDANT P (VIII C) - Outstanding       

Delegate (COSN Committee) 

ANANT TEWARI (IX B) - Special       

Mention (COSN Committee) 

NAMAN A DONTI (VIII C) - Special 

Mention (COSN Committee) 

TISB MUN  

Conducted by TISB 

ABHAY BESTRAPALLI (IX B) - Best 

Delegate (Military Staff 

Committee) 

ROHAN RAJESH  - Best Position 

Paper (Military Staff Committee) 

SRIKAR KONURU (IX D) - Special 

Mention (International Terrorist 

Coalition) 

SNEH LAHURIKAR (IX A) - Special 

Mention (Communist Party of 

China) 



NAZARIYA PAINTING  

COMPETITION  

State Level Sub-junior Category 

Anshitha Sahu (3 B) - First Place 

Srushti Manjunath (3 B) - Second 

Place 

Sammith S Rao (I A) - Second place    

Kaushik Varma G  (I A) - Third Place 

Yuvraj Sureka of (I C) - Third Place 

Nandana Nikhil of (I C ) - Third Place 

 

State Level Junior Category  

Medha Garg (IV C) - First Place 

Yogita Settypalli  (VI D) - Second Place 

Bhavika Reddy H Balaji (V C) - Third 

Place 

Anushri (VI D) - Third Place 

 

State Level Senior Category  

Isha Ittina (VII D) - First Place 

 

National Level Sub-Junior 

Category 

Anshitha (III B) - First Place 

Srushti Manjunath (III B) - First Place 

‘ONE-STOP ENGLISH’ 

LITERATURE FEST  

Held at Greenwood High  

Grammar Galore 

Aahana Mohanty  (IV A) - First Place 

Onomatopoeia (Scrabble) 

Naba Ahmad (V A) - First Place 

Fastest Finger First  

Jagruthi Rath (III B) - Second Place 

4TH NATIONAL LEVEL PAINTING 

COMPETITION AND EXHIBITION 

-2018  

Conducted by the Pondicherry Art 

Academy 

Kavya Sundararajan (VI B) - Jury Medal 

Award 

‘SCHOOL SUPER LEAGUE’  

Conducted by Times NIE  - Winners 

Avyukta Naidu (IV A)  

Iha Vijay Kumaran  (V B) 

Jigyasa Jena  (VI D) 

Komal S Sajja  (VII A)  

Abhirath A (VIII A) 

Abhay B (IX A) 



AAROHAN 

Held at the Amrita School of 

Engineering and Technology  

 

Overall Rank Of FIS: 

 5 out of 30 schools 

Collective Cash Amount Won :  

Rs.30,000/- 

 

‘FINAL DESTINATION’  

School team — First Place 

Members: 

Mitul Garg (XI) 

Ramdev Sai Krishna (XI) 

Nikhil P Reddy (XI) 

 

‘LAKSHYA’  

School team — Second Place 

Members: 

Vansh Upamanyu (XI) 

 Shreyas Kaundinya (XI) 

Mitul Garg (XI) 

Anirudh Rowjee (XI) 

‘CODE BOUND’  

School team — Second Place 

Members: 

Anirudh Rowjee (XI) 

Vansh Upmanyu (XI) 

 

‘OMNIUM ARTIUM MAGISTER’  

School team — Second Place 

Members: 

Prarthana Nanda (IX C) 

Smruthi Bhat (IX C) 

Shriya Routh (IX C) 

‘MATHEMANTUM CONTOUR’ 

School team — Third Place 

Members: 

Ethan Saju (IX A) 

Abhay Bestrapalli (IX A)  

Ajay Bestrapalli (IX C) 

AMAATRA ACADEMY 
‘DEBATE’  

Held at the Amaatra Academy  

the team of Yash Garg (IX C), Aditi P V 
Kashyap (IX D), and Surya Nagaraj      

(X D) won the second place. 



SAHODAYA INTER-SCHOOL 

FOOTBALL TOURNAMENT  

Organized by Bangalore Sahodaya 

Schools at DPS North  

The school team came in first, 

competing with about 30 CBSE 

School teams. 

Members: 

Nimay K (IX B) 

Gambheer B (IX A) 

Abhinav D (IX A) 

Vishnu S (IX D) 

Aakanksh S (IX C) 

Shreyas Swamy (IX C) 

Dhanush Kumar (X A)  

Lokanshu P Malur  (X C)  

Punith V  (X C) 

Harshal Mehta (X D)  

Devdutt (X C) 

Manjunath V (X A) 

Lokanshu P Malur (X D) represented 

the ‘Karnataka Sports Authority of 

India (SAI)’ team for the All-India SAI 

Tournament held at Kolkata in the 

month of October. 

Shreyas Swamy (IX C) and Gambheer B  (IX A) 

got selected for the Karnataka State Football 

team, South Zone, at Hyderabad.  

Gambheer again got selected for the Indian 

Football Camp (U-16) held at Orissa. 

YOUNG WARRIORS CHESS 

COMPETITION  

Organized by Options Conceptual 

Services Pvt. Ltd  

School level: Sub-junior  

Bhargavesh Kishore (II B) - First Place   

Rohit M Sharma (III A) - Second Place   

Shriyans P ( I A) - Third Place  

School level: Junior level  

Anirudh Sharma (VI B) - First Place   

Sri Akshitha Sajja (VI C) - Second Place  

Piyush Sharma (VI A) - Third Place  

GRAND FINALE WINNERS: Junior 

category –  

Anirudh Sharma (VI B) - First Place 



INTER-SCHOOL BASKETBALL 

 COMPETITION  

Held at Gnan Srishti School 

The school team won the second 

place in the U– 16 boys category, 

with— 

Atharv Rawal (IX D) 

Kushal S (IX D) 

Tanush Prajwal  (IX B) 

Ankur R (X D) 

Aaryan B S (X B) 

Mohd. Areeb H  (X B) 

Mohd. Areef H (X B) 

Ayush Pratap Sharma (X B) 

Sahil Raibagi (X D) 

Pranav S Nair ( X A) 

Sacheth S B R (X A) 

KARNATAKA STATE SCHOOL 

CHESS CHAMPIONSHIP 2019  

Carried out by the Innovators 

Chess Academy  

Komal S Sajja (VII A)  secured the 

fourth place. 

INTER-SCHOOL BASKETBALL 

 COMPETITION  

Held at Gnan Srishti School 

The school team won the first place in 

the U-14 boys category, with— 

Sanjith K S (VII B)  

 Pranav Halaharvi, (VII B)  

Prajwal Halaharvi  (VII B)  

Shashank Sriram (VII B)  

M Afeef Ahsan (VIII A) 

Dheer Ajmera (VIII B)   

Jay Jesal Patel (VIII B)   

Karthik M S (VIII B)   

 Rahul Balaji (VIII B)   

 Nakul Balaji (VIII B)  

Naman A D (VIII C) 

 Advaith Harish (VIII C) 

CHILDREN’S CHESS FESTIVAL  

Held at Samsidh Mount Litera Zee 

School 

Abhayashree (III D)  - 3rd Place,  U-8   

category. 



Olympiad Winners 

INTERNATIONAL GENERAL 

KNOWLEDGE OLYMPIAD (IGKO) 
ANURAG ANAND NAIR (VI) - MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

NATIONAL SCIENCE OLYMPIAD 

(NSO) 

VIHA REDDY CHAVVA (II) - MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

ANSHITHA SAHU (III) -  MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

NIYATHI SINGH (III) -  MEDAL OF  

DISTINCTION 

KAUSTUBH REVANURU (V) - MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

SOHAN SRIDHAR (VII) - MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

ADIT PRABHU (VII) - MEDAL OF  

DISTINCTION 

ABHIRATH ADAMANE (VIII) - MEDAL 

OF DISTINCTION 

ABHAY BESTRAPALLI (IX) - MEDAL OF  

DISTINCTION 

INTERNATIONAL MATH  

OLYMPIAD (IMO) 

KRISH HARISH (I) - GOLD MEDAL - 

INTERNATIONAL TOPPER 

SAMMITH S RAO (I) - MEDAL OF      

DISTINCTION 

SREYAN PANDA (III) - MEDAL OF      

DISTINCTION 

VIHA REDDY CHAVVA (II) - GOLD    

MEDAL -  ZONAL TOPPER 

NATIONAL CYBER OLYMPIAD 

(NCO) 

ADIT PRABHU (VII) - MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

ABHIRATH ADAMANE (VIII) - SILVER 

MEDAL— ZONAL TOPPER 

MEDHA MOHAN (X)- MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

NATIONAL LEVEL SCIENCE TALENT 

SEARCH EXAMINATION (NSTSE) 

ABHAY BESTRAPALLI (IX) - 26th RANK IN ALL 

INDIA LEVEL 

ANKUR R (X) - 80th RANK IN ALL INDIA 

LEVEL 



INTERNATIONAL ENGLISH OLYMPIAD 

(IEO) 

NANDANA NIKHIL (I) - Gold Medal— 

International Topper 

TASHYA VELURU (I) - Silver Medal— 

International Topper 

DHRUVIKA P KRISHNA (I) - MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

SAMMITH S RAO (I) - MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

SAMRUDH RAMANAN (I) - MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

DHRUVI P NAYAK (I) - MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

ANANYA PYDE (I) - MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

AARUSH SHRIVASTAVA (I) - SILVER 

MEDAL - ZONAL TOPPER 

PRISHA BAJPAI (II) - MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

AIMAN HANIYAH (II) - MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

ANIKA DALAL (II) - MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

KRISHNAA PUNJA (II) - MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

PURVI REDDY AGARAM(II) - MEDAL 

OF DISTINCTION 

GAURI SHARMA  (II) - MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

SAIMANUSHRI R (II) - MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

JEREMY JOHN (V) - MEDAL OF DISTINCTION 

AKSHAR DAMODAR (V) - MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

RITVIK NAINAWATEE (VI) - MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

SAHITRA BHAT (VIII) - MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

APARNA UNNIKRISHNAN (IX) - MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

P. ANUMITA (IX) - MEDAL OF DISTINCTION 

YASH GARG(IX) - MEDAL OF DISTINCTION 

NIHARIKA PUTHAMAKULA (X) - MEDAL OF 

DISTINCTION 

SILVER ZONE FRENCH OLYMPIAD  

ADITI ADITYA RAO (VI) - GOLD MEDAL 

RATVIK NAINAWATEE (VI) - SILVER MEDAL 

SAMARTH MADIYALA (VI) - BRONZE MEDAL 

ADITH K (VI B) -SPECIAL ACHIEVEMENT 

CERTIFICATES 

AYUSH MADHAV KUMAR (VI B)- SPECIAL 

ACHIEVEMENT CERTIFICATES 

SHASHANK SUDHEER (VI D) - SPECIAL 

ACHIEVEMENT CERTIFICATES 

ADITYA SAI KIRAN (VI D)  - SPECIAL 

ACHIEVEMENT CERTIFICATES 



A TASTE OF NATURE, A SAVOUR DIVINE!  

(Camping at Gokak, Karnataka) 

“Wherever you go becomes a part of you, somehow.”- Anita Desai  

The excursion to Gokak, situated in the Belagavi District of 

Karnataka has certainly become a part of me now.  

On the 11th of March, 2019, our backpacks ready, sixty nine 

students and teachers geared up for an adventurous four day tour 

to Gokak.  

As soon as we reached, we were awestruck! Nature had enslaved 

us in its beauty. We were exhilarated looking at such a picturesque 

sight of the Gokak Falls giving rise to a narrow brook intersected 

by the huge boulders that we needed to cross to reach the other 

side where we were to camp. 

The camp organizers, Explore the Outdoors welcomed us with a 

healthy breakfast and thereafter we assembled for a session on 

knotting and survival strategies. In 

the twilight sun, we went kayaking 

under the orange hue of the sky 

followed by meditation and tent 

pitching. Meditation taught us how 

to listen to the whispers of nature 

through the twittering birds, 

gushing waters, rustling leaves and 

the soothing wind. Each of us 

worked together, aided one another and found opportunities 

to help set up the tents. Our tents were set up in no time as 

we understood that the power of WE is greater than the 

power of ME. As night fell, we gratified our taste buds with 

the scrumptious biryani and lit the bonfire. We danced and 

sang our hearts out around the campfire before we hit the 

sack.  

At the crack of dawn we woke up to the natural alarm of 

bird calls and by the sun playing hide and seek with the 

clouds. It wasn’t long till we found ourselves rock 

climbing, reaching a certain height to commence 

rappling. We trekked back to our campsite and learnt a 

few lathi tricks, archery and shooting.  

Our tour was reaching its culmination when we wrapped 



START, PLAN, TARGET & MAKE A CHANGE!!! 

Classroom learning should not be the only method of learning as it is said that experience is the 

best teacher. FIS encourages its kids by providing them with a plethora of opportunities which 

results in the discovery of new talents that lead to greater self-esteem. Students gain 

experiential learning by joining a club of their choice. The FIS Entrepreneurship Club is one such 

club that gives its members the kind of learning that hones their competencies in this field to 

eventually become employment generators rather than seekers and to make a difference. 

The children are encouraged to do their fundamental research of the existing opportunities and 

come up with viable ideas with judicial use of our resources for a successful project. As they go 

through various facets of running a small-scale venture, they acquired the basic skill set 

knowledge of the business world. 

Last year was our club’s third successful year, during which, our children enthusiastically 

organized stalls during the term-end PTMs. They were exposed to the manufacturing, trading 

and service industries through the same as each team organized themselves and handled one 

venture under each category.  

We feel proud to see their dedication when it comes to doing research, purchase, production, 

marketing, sales and accounts as well. Not to forget the icing on the cake; the decent amount of 

profit that they made for themselves gave them and  the club a sense of pride and achievement.  

~ Vinaya & Aarthy Sivakumar,     Entrepreneurship Club @FIS  



Kaashika  - VII D 

Samhitha L  - X A 

Mariam Fatima  - IX D Madhumita - IX A 

Medha Mohan  - X A 

Shivani S - IX B 

ART WASHES 

AWAY FROM 

THE SOUL, 

THE DUST OF 

EVERYDAY 

LIFE. 

~ PABLO  

PICASSO 



Varsha.P -  X D 

Sumithra.B IX-A Vidita Patel - X A 

Arush Ashwin - X D 

A  
picture 

is a 
poem 

withou
t words! 



Aneesha Ningombam VIII D Riddhi Shridhar IX D 

Aditi Yogesh  IX A 

Eeshaan.S.Reddy  IX B 

Inhale possibility… 

Exhale creativity... 



Subashri Venkatachalam - VIII C 

Kaustubh Revanuru  - V D 

Nikita Puthamakalu - VIII C 

Maanya Muthamma T.S. - V C 



Arush Ashwin - X D 

Niharika Puthamakalu - X C 

Dhanyashree.S - X A 

Atirath Nambiar - VI C  

Kaashika Agrawal X-D  



Neha Kunnath - VIII D 

Samhita Lokesh –X A 

Niharika.P - X C 

Samanvitha Subramanian - V 

Yogita - VI D 



Disha K N -  X D Jahnavi Nettam - VI D Manthana Hegde - X 

Atirath Nambiar -  VI C Manchari.Reddy VII D Aditi.M - V B 

Vaishnavi K Hegde - X 

LIFE IS A SEA OF       
COLOURS… 

JUMP IN! 



BE YOURSELF, DO YOUR THING! 

Putting up appearances do work! Not for long though!! It takes a toll on us and we end up not 

knowing who we really are and what it is that we need!! We tend to try and ‘fit in’ just to 

conform to the likes of the people around us. It is certainly much easier to just relax and be 

ourselves!  

Suji loves to get attention by trying continuously to be seen or heard. Whether the matter is 

relevant or not, she keeps asking questions in class, distracting the others but most of all 

herself. This resulted in her work being shoddy and incomplete as her focus was towards being 

noticed rather than on the task assigned. She felt that she would be seen as the intelligent one 

who was able to challenge the tutor/facilitator, which she found “cool”. 

Suji had counselling sessions with her tutor and she found sense in them! She took cognizance 

of the fact that she needs to be more objective and productive in her work and is today proud 

of the fact that most of her assignments receive top grading. 

Sanju spewed bad language! He breathed and lived off the attention he received when he 

mouthed unprintable words. He did not care to notice that instead of being the “cool” guy, he 

was actually being shunned by the majority as they were too embarrassed to be seen beside 

him! On being counselled, he gradually started seeing reason. Today he is the team leader of a 

group which is doing significant research and developing programmes on social behaviour. 

Being comfortable in our own skin is the biggest blessing one can receive! Dressing, eating or 

just behaving in a certain manner, thinking that it could please and attract people towards us 

will not work most of the time. Data reveals that we may receive attention initially which fizzles 

out sooner than we think! Generally, people like to relate to people who are equipped with more 

“substance” and possess reliable and “decent” behaviour especially in public. 

To be comfortable being “you” the following tips could help: 

a) The first thing you should do in the 

morning as soon as you wake up is to go 

to the mirror and smile and say, “I am 

me and I am no less than anyone else!” 

b) Tell yourself loudly that its going to be 

great day! 

c) Have an attitude of gratitude. Thank the 

universe for having had a good day. 

d) At the end of the day before you hit the 

pillow, go through the events of the day 

and tell yourself that everything is just fine and tomorrow will be a better day. 

  I am an individual, yet I belong! Let me be me and you can be you! 

  Let’s work together yet stay away ,From judging each other or rue 

  For we belong to one world and we’ll stay As a part of the whole yet lone 

  Yes! It’s you, me and us I say!!!                                                    

          ~ Clara David, Vice Principal 

                                       

*Please note that the names have been changed to protect the identity of the children. 



"Play is the work of the child"- Maria Montessori  

 As a Pre-Primary In Charge I get to observe the little ones at close quarters and interact a 

lot with the kids from Nursery to UKG. It gives me so much pleasure to be surrounded by their 

innocent chatter and never-ending energy. However, when I observe the recent batches of kids, 

I find a lot of children who need to develop their fine and gross motor skills and are struggling 

when it comes to social skills, be it with their peers or adults. We find that most of the cases 

occur because these children have been confined mostly to their homes, with caretakers, adults 

and almost all of them have had very little play time outdoors with their peers. 

 As parents, you have probably heard about the importance of play. But playing with toys, 

dolls, puzzles, blocks, sand, water and playing outdoors seem to have little to do with the 

academic knowledge that children need to succeed. So why is it so important that children need 

to play and what do preschoolers learn when they play?  

We have observed that by giving children the time 

to play and providing a few basic things, we can 

actually equip them with a variety of valuable 

learning opportunities. For instance, Rohit was 

wearing a kurta-pyjama on our Fancy Dress day. 

During playtime he picked up the Spider-Man mask 

from our drama box and announced to his friends 

that he is "The Indian Spider-Man in a kurta!" What 

wonderful imagination and thinking! 

 Play is how children begin to understand their 

world. Play develops motor skills, unlocks their 

creativity and imagination, and develops their 

thinking and problem-solving areas too. 

Kevin can hardly sit on his chair for five minutes and complete his worksheet. But he will focus 

and repeat the same climbing feat for more than fifteen minutes until he succeeds in showing 

me his new stunt on the jungle gym without getting bored or tired. He even poses upside down 

on the jungle gym and asks me to click his picture to be sent to his parents! 

Kids love spending time outside. There’s so much sensory information for them to absorb! As 

often as you can, have children play outdoors. Find time to take walks around the 

neighbourhood, visit parks, or play in the field. Playing outside gives kids the chance to run, hop, 

skip or climb which strengthens all their muscles and helps improve balance and coordination. 

Children’s energies need to be channelized as it then helps them to focus in class. 

 While making a birthday cake in the sand pit using sand and pebbles, Meghana, the 

quietest child in class had a group of five girls around her. She was busy giving directions to her 

friends on how the 'sand cake' needs to be decorated!!She exhibited all the traits of being a 

good leader. Sometimes she even comes up to me and boldly offers me the cake they made!

Undirected play allows children to learn how to work in groups, to share, to negotiate and to 

resolve conflicts. When we allow children to play independently, they acquire decision-making 

skills, discover their own areas of interest and make friends. These friendships are important for 

all children as they grow, which in turn plays a crucial role in shaping children’s social skills and 

their sense of identity in the future. 

~ Ms. Parvathi, Pre-Primary Co-ordinator 

                                                                         *Names of the children have been changed  



IF I GOT A SECOND CHANCE.... 
 

If I got a chance to raise my child again, 

I would let her make mistakes and learn from them rather than 

ask her to learn from my experience. 

I would let her soil her clothes rather than stop her from 

making a mess. 

I would ignore little faults rather than point a finger  

I would be a role model rather than instruct her how to behave. 

I would seriously play with her rather than play seriously all the time. 

I would try to understand the WHY behind those smiles and tears. 

I would encourage her to take her own decisions rather than say, ‘ I know what’s best for you.’ 

I would respect her before demanding respect from her. 

I would encourage her to follow her passion rather than join the rat race. 

Unfortunately, I know there are no second chances, 

But I also know that it’s never too late. 

~ Aakshi Kapoor 

BELIEVE TO ACHIEVE 

Nowadays, more often than not, we read about youngsters taking extreme steps as they are 

under depression or under peer pressure in the newspapers. Parents should make the child 

understand the difference between ‘peer influence’ and ‘peer pressure’. Our friends are an 

integral part of our lives. We spend a lot of time interacting with people of the same age group. 

Our friends should be a positive influence in our lives, not a negative one. Positive peer pressure 

motivates you to do better in life, maintain healthy competition and improve your personality. It 

is the duty of parents to make the child understand that there is no substitute to hard work. 

They should strive for progress not perfection and maintain positivity in life. 

As they say, ‘It always seems impossible, until it is 

done.’ Believe in yourself and you are halfway 

through. Push yourself, because no one is going to 

do that for you. The place where success comes 

before work is in the dictionary. Every day is a 

chance to change yourself. And last but not the 

least,   

Life has 2 rules, 

 1. Never Quit.  

2. Always remember Rule # 1.      ~Kavita Bangani 



(There’s a wave of negativity surrounding us in undetectable or imperceptible forms. It presents 

itself in the guise of words, people, situations or even experiences that shatter us or cause us to 

doubt ourselves. This poem was composed while I was walking on a pavement and came across 

a heap of broken mirrors. When I paused to look at this waste, I realized they still did their     

worthy job of reflecting- though not as a whole yet each one made its worth felt. Never       

compromise your ‘self-worth.’) 

 

 AMOUR PROPRE   

 

I found these broken pieces of mirror  

Lying ignored on the street.  

What could fate have planned for it?  

Now desolate and incomplete.  

 

A few reflected, a few upturned, 

Shapeless, stamped, destroyed. 

No pedestrian paid even the slightest heed, 

Their silence those bits enjoyed. 

 

While I stepped forward to look at the heap, 

I found those chunks transformed a little. 

They glared at me so hard to tell, 

They could be strong even when left so brittle.  

 

I bent forward to have a look,  

At what those defeated fragments had in store. 

It dawned upon me then so clear, 

It still could show its worth once more. 

 

Although it reflected just a part of me, 

An arm here, a chin there or just the contour. 

It lightened up my spirit then,  

That these shattered ones were filled with cheer... 

 

Cheer that could take them through  

In their brokenness and gloom.  

Forsaken, neglected, forgotten though  

Positivity and worthiness still filled their room. 

                        

~Deborah Sarkar   



I HAVE FEELINGS TOO ! 
(A stray dog's feelings sitting on the footpath and watching the vehicles pass by) 
 
Oh dear! Where are you going? 

So many of you, one after another, 

On scooters, cars, buses and vans, 

Take me along with you, if you can! 

 I am here all day long, 

 Sometimes I eat, at times I don't, 

 People shoo me away all the time, 

 Why don't you like me? My dear man! 

I try not to bother you in any way, 

I sit here and just admire you pass my way, 

I know you are too busy to observe me, 

But, once in a while, spare a thought for me! 

 I am alive, flesh and blood, 

 I too have feelings, a little like you. 

 I don't expect much from all of you, 

 Just don't shoo me away each and every time! 

      ~Jacqueline Lobo John 

THE UNIVERSE 
 
The night sky is resplendent with sights untold, 

The Milky Way, the galaxies, the stars, 

Have a story to unfold, 
 

O’ my Creator, how beautiful you must be, 

To have strewn around such wondrous gems, 

The celestial beings have spread a panoramic feast, 

Nothing can surpass this beautiful sight! 

 

Where art thou? 

The benevolent provider of life so beatific  

You, O’ master of such a visual treat 

The writer of my destiny! 

 

Give me the strength to savor   

Every inch of this scenic splendor  

The place that we call the universe.                          ~Jessie  



THE EFFECT OF CARTOONS ON THE DAILY LIFE OF CHILDREN 

 

Cartoons have changed over the years. They have a considerable effect on children. Children 

start screen time at an early age. This has become a problem because too many children 

around the world are becoming addicted to T V and gadgets.  Violence on TV is an issue. Most 

channels have children’s programmes mixed with commercials that are inappropriate. 

 

But cartoons do not only have a negative impact on children. Cartoons are the central focus of 

many children's lives and parents use them to help keep the children occupied while they are 

busy with their office schedules. Many parents are happy with the educational benefits of TV 

and how it can teach positive behaviour. 

Children at every age learn a variety of things 

easily by watching educational cartoon films. 

Infants and toddlers start learning different 

words and their meanings.  Children become 

more creative by watching cartoon films. They 

try to do things in different ways so their 

imagination and creativity is enhanced. When 

parents buy different storybooks, watch 

different cartoons and children’s programmes 

with their children or let their children go to 

c i n e m a s  f o r  w a t c h i n g  m o v i e s . 

 

Watching cartoons is already a habit for most children and it will be a part of their lives. Parents 

should think about how to prevent their children from its bad effects. First of all, parents should 

spend time with their kids as much as they can. Secondly, they should know what kind of 

cartoons their children can be allowed to watch and for how long every day. 

           ~Kirti Sharma 

 

I could perceive an insight 

When I met her real close. 

She blessed the majestic Western Ghats 

With her overflow. 

It is a great contentment 

In her amorphous run... 

Charm in her presence, 

Disarray in her absence. 

Kaveri she is... 

Soft enough to offer life, 

Tough enough to drown it ! 

 

~ Shreyas G 



……KALEIDOSCOPE OF LIFE 
 As the last day of the semester drew to a close, I strapped my bag across my shoulder 
and headed towards my cab. I sat down, reclined and wiped beads of perspiration from my 
forehead. My mind was still racing over the list of things that had been done and the tasks that 
were yet to be completed. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. 
I had asked my students earlier to write about their ‘ambition’ — a word that can evoke  
different responses. I remembered the time my Class X teacher had asked me about my 
ambition and I had spontaneously responded, ‘A teacher!’. Though back then I didn’t really 
have the faintest idea about the teaching profession, I think I was destined to be a teacher. 
 Today, in this rickety cab carrying me through the dusty city roads, I mused ‘What is the 
essence of the teaching profession?’ Does it boil down to the daily grind of making lesson plans, 
constant invigilation, a battery of tests to be conducted, time consuming evaluation? Or is there 
a larger picture that emerges from the relentless execution of our daily tasks?  
I’ve often noticed how each child adds a distinct flavour to the exuberance of an already lively 
class. Amidst peals of laughter, theatrical excuses for not completing assignments or not 
submitting their notebooks, giving each other clandestine glances, I sometimes see a couple of 
earnest eyes looking forward to devour the lesson being taught and a yearning to understand 
and excel.  
 Dealing with their impish delights and their ever-changing dynamics fills my day with 
lively moments. So, while the responsibilities may be aplenty, the perks are simply incredible. 
Channelizing the exuberant energy of a young mind is challenging, and creating a desire for 
growth in a motley group of children is the compound effect of doing the daily tasks well; that is 
the essence of being a teacher. With this in mind, my thoughts calm down and I start to gaze 
outside my  window. I am eager for the start of my vacation, and even more so for the start of 
the next term.                                                                          
  ~ Malati Porje 

PASSION 
As Oprah Winfrey puts it “Passion is Energy. Feel the power that comes from focusing on 

what excites you and very soon you can see that 
passion becomes your lifeline.”  It is the energy 
from within to quench what you love to do and 
usually leaves you with satisfaction and a feeling of 
contentment. 

Many people love being close to nature and 
many bring nature close to their house. My mother-
in-law is one such person who has brought nature 
close to her through her passion in gardening. Age 
defies the energy that she brings to her upkeep her 
garden which she has painstakingly built over the 
last ten years day by day, plant by plant. There would be close of 300 species of plants in her 
garden, from seasonal flowering plants to various varieties of trees, shrubs and bushes. Each 
one of them was hand-picked from the local nursery or any plants exhibition. Whenever I visit 
my in-laws place she makes sure that there are fruits left on the trees for me to come and pick.  

Every day her day starts early in the morning before sunrise to water her garden, 
comprising of a lawn surrounded by aromatic and colourful flowering plants. By dawn her 
activities shifts to picking up the daily harvest. The fresh and glistening ladies finger, brinjals, 
beans, lemons, papaya soon make their way to the kitchen. The pleasure of having home 
grown vegetables has a very different taste altogether. 

It’s what we say is her passion and love that accentuates the taste of the vegetables. 
~ Padmashree Basak 



MEMORIES 
What is life? 

A treasure trove of memories… 

Little joys and surprises 

Countless beautiful journeys. 

The roller coaster of ups and downs  

The seemingly enormous challenges 

The fights and disagreements 

That now seem to have their own advantages! 

As time flies by 

And people move on 

There are moments I sit back and reflect 

These memories make my heart warm. 

Tears, conversation, laughter and love, 

The memories of which in my heart linger still  

Bringing about a wave of nostalgia 

Desires so many waiting to be fulfilled. 

Some unforgettable, some heart-warming, 

Some that I’m waiting for to fade 

Some memories creating a story 

Refusing to be in rest laid. 

As I lovingly hold on to the threads of my past, 

The tantalizing present beckons me 

Reminding me of the new experiences that await 

The moments that will help create a new memory! 

~ Shipra Bhat 

A SLEEPY AFTERNOON 

On a sleepy afternoon, I was sitting at my window and marvelling 

at the beauty of the countryside. Villagers working on their fields, 

tending to their cattle, resting under trees. Suddenly a movement 

by a feathered creature drew my attention. Its long legs, shiny 

white feathers, beautifully curved beak and streamlined body had 

me marvel at it. "What a beauty!" I thought. It was skilfully 

catching worms and tiny fish from the wetlands. "How lucky these 

winged creatures are!" They can fly to any place, any time 

without being singled out for caste, creed, religion, or nationality. 

They don't need air tickets, visa, scrutiny, are free of baggage, 

are free from check in and check out formalities. They must be 

God's favourite! Suddenly I was shaken out of my deep thoughts - 

"What am I thinking? Why am I dragging this splendid creature into the complexities of human 

life? Let it revel in its glory. And once again I started observing in amazement this astonishing 

creature who was no doubt unaware of my very existence.                      

~ Uma Sharma. 



I WANT MY CHILD BACK  
I want my child back  
She used to spend time with me  
Talking about the little things.  
And I, I used to enjoy it.   
She would share her feelings  
Both positive and negative 
I would console or advice accordingly. 
This happened for quite some time 
But now  
I want my child back.  
I lost her in adolescence. 
I miss her warmth. 
I miss her smile (which earphones have 
taken away) 
I miss her talks (which chats with her friends have taken away) 
I miss her… 
Nowadays she finds more interesting things to do than talking to me  
She only talks when required. 
Short and curt. 
She doesn't have time  
for me ...  
Busy in the world of friends and internet. 
I want my child back. 
Just because I advise her 
she thinks I don't like her. 
She wants to go away from me 
at an age when I want to spend time with her.  
Regrettably, that  will never happen. 
I have lost my child 
I want her back . 
Maybe she thinks I am not good enough for her to talk to 
But I am sure I will be able to understand what she says  
Maybe she wants to be by herself  
With her friends  and her phone 
But I miss her  
Doesn't she understand that? 
She replies so curtly  
Tears flow painfully from my heart. 
Friends have just made an appearance in her life  
While I have been with her for 17 years. 
Does she not recognize me?  
I don't understand why.  
Where did I go wrong? 
I really don’t understand. 
I have lost my child… 
I will not lose hope.  
One day I will surely get her back .... 
From a loving mother  
waiting for that day. 
~ Nithya V 



YESTERDAY, TODAY AND TOMORROW 
 

There are two days about which we should not worry. 
Two days which should be kept free from fear and 
apprehension. 
 

One of these days is yesterday with its mistakes and cares, 
Its faults and blunders, its aches and pains. 
A yesterday that has passed forever beyond our control. 
We cannot undo a single act that we performed.  
We cannot erase a single word we said. Yesterday is gone. 
 

The other day we should not worry about is tomorrow.  
With its possible adversities, its burdens, 
Its big promises and its poor performance. 
Tomorrow is beyond our immediate control. 
Tomorrow’s Sun will rise, either in splendor or  
behind a mask of clouds, but it will rise.  
Until it does, we have no stake in tomorrow, for it is yet unborn. 
This just leaves us with one day…… today. 
 

Any person can fight a battle for just one day. 
It is not the experience of today that drives people mad. 
It is the remorse or bitterness  
for something which happened yesterday 
and the dread of what tomorrow may bring. 
Let us therefore live, but one day at a time.      ~ Pinky 

WHEN TEACHERS BECOME STUDENTS….. 
I genuinely believe that to be a good teacher you need to be a life-long student because every 
experience one undergoes every living moment becomes a life-long 
lesson, some to be repeated and some ...not if you can help it! 
This particular experience I’m going to share with you happened two 
years ago during the inter-house skit competition. I remember the 
date clearly, Aug. 15th, 2017 for very obvious reasons. I was helping 
my house students with the skit for the third consecutive year. 
As usual the practice sessions were filled with mixed emotions- 
frustration, expectation, disappointment, moments of joy and 
laughter…no marks for guessing, but yes, there were times when I 
lost my patience . 
But this experience happened on the D-day, when everyone’s anxiety 
was at its peak. As it was not a normal working day, I had carried a 
smaller bag forgetting that my pen drive, with the back ground music for the skit, was in my 
usual bag! This fact dawned on me, minutes after reaching school. 
I shared this with a few senior students who took it like Buddhas!! (even though I noticed 
beads of perspiration on their fore heads!). We met Principal ma’am and one student who had 
accompanied me, offered to walk back home and fetch his pen drive which also had a copy. 
The maturity with which he acted bowled me over. I was absolutely amazed and humbled by 
the maturity and composure with which he handled the entire situation. 
Another senior student had also rushed home to get her pen drive! After all the panic and all 
our concerted efforts, we couldn’t play the music as the power failed to co-operate… 
Even though our house didn’t win the competition, I tasted victory thanks to my students. And 
yes, it was one of the many times when I became the student. 
~ Shanthi 



THE SAFEST DESTINATION 
 
It was a Tuesday night. The rain was pouring down and the thunder was loud and scary. My 
younger brother was crying. The hot rice porridge served by my mother into three steel 
plates, concealed his tears for a while.  
 
My mother told us that our father might not be able to make it home tonight due to the storm 
and that he would spend the night at one of his friend’s houses. My father is a fisherman in 
the backwaters; he does not have any bad habits. He loves us very much. Mother was worried 
about my father, but she put on a brave smile and said, "Sleep children, everything will be 
ok." We all went to bed. We both slept with our mother on her bed. It was around quarter 
past 3am when we woke up to the sound of people banging on our front door telling us to 
come out.  
 
IT WAS STILL RAINING HEAVILY. 
Mother got out of bed only to realise that her feet were in water. 
WATER HAD ENTERED THE HOUSE AND THE LEVEL WAS RISING GRADUALLY. 
We started to panic. My brother started to cry. It was cold but I could feel my sweaty palms 
and forehead. We took a bed sheet and wrapped a few clothes into it and opened the 
door. What we saw outside was tension and chaos. People were vacating their houses. My 
mother escorted us outside and along with the entire village, we took refuge in my school.  
 
A few rescue boats were doing their best to deliver food and water to the people. As dawn 
broke, glimpses of sunlight appeared but the dark rainy clouds disregarded its brightness. As 
the never-ending rain poured, the level of the water entered the school compound. 
 
We all rushed to the first floor. Over the sound of the rain, I could hear murmurs of 
prayer. The men who were at the school opened the store room and found rice and peas. 
They carried gas cylinders and stoves to the first floor. The ladies at the site helped to cook 
the rice porridge and peas curry. My brother and I had a bowl full of the same.  
 
My mother kept her silence; I knew she was worried about our father. The water level was 
rising. I could hear the men saying that the supplies wouldn’t be sufficient for the next day. 
The whole camp became quiet. No one spoke. All of us started losing hope. The next day the 
water started to enter the first floor. Fear kicked in and no one knew where to go. Mobile 
phone towers had fallen due to the storm.  
 
After a while, the rain stopped and I saw big fishing boats coming up to my school. Till the 
previous day I would come cycling to school but that day I saw boats in the same place. It 
was so weird!  I ran to the terrace and observed the boats carefully. They had some banana 
bunches and bread packets. Suddenly, I couldn’t believe my eyes. The man rowing the boat 
was none other than my father. I ran down to my mom and my brother. I told them that our 
father was coming there with his boat. They came with me to the terrace and saw my father 
coming in his boat. My mother was crying with joy. 
We went down to the first floor. The boat came near the corridor. My dad saw us and he also 
shed tears of joy. He took us on to the boat and promised the rest of the families that he 
would come back and take all of them to a safe destination. 
 
But I felt I was already in the safest destination possible, as my father was with me. 
 
~ Siji Solomon V 
 



STUDY SMART, TOP THE CHART 

 

School is the most important part of a 

student’s life. Every student aspires to 

excel in academics or sports or any 

field that interests him/her. In order 

to be the best in any field, the student 

needs to develop the skills required to 

be outstanding in that particular area. 

Study skills are skills that enable 

every student to study and learn 

efficiently. 

Being a great student requires dedication and a smart approach. Here are a few tips that will 

help every student to be proficient. 

 Make a study goal. Decide what you want to complete in a day or a week and chalk out a 

schedule. 

 Plan your day, month and year. At the beginning of an academic year, mark the important 

dates of tests, exams, revisions and deadlines in your year planner. 

 Don’t miss a class in school. A good student is always regular to class. Also, if you are 

attentive in a class, your job is 75% done. 

 Take notes in every class. Remember that you won’t remember the important points 

discussed in the class after some months. Taking down notes helps store the information 

in your long-term memory. Also, you can give your notes a quick glance before a test or 

an exam. 

 Find a study buddy. It is very easy to learn when you explain the concept to others. Try it 

in your class in your free time. At home, have an imaginary class with a white board and 

marker and be a teacher. 

 Learn tricks to remember difficult concepts. Use mnemonics to ease complex formulae or 

facts. For example, 

King Hector Doesn't Usually Drink Cold Milk 

will help you to remember the metric 

measures. (Kilo, Hecto, Deca, Units, Deci, 

Centi, Milli) 

 Have small study sessions with frequent 

breaks. Rejuvenate, rest and relax during breaks. 

 Make flash cards. It helps in learning concepts on the go. 

 The most important tip is to stay motivated. Have a role model and look up to him/her.  

Follow these instructions and measure the progress that you make.  

Have a fruitful and successful academic year!    

  ~ Sukanya R 



EXOTIC AND EXPENSIVE OR ENDEMIC? 
I was about to buy some tomatoes when I heard a voice saying, “My kids love broccoli, 
asparagus and stuff like that. They don’t eat brinjal, cluster beans……definitely a no-no for 
them. Now, these fruits and vegetables have become very expensive.” That lady continued 
her talk with her friend. I listen to such remarks of people raving about exotic things quite 
often. Why do we have to eat exotic fruits and vegetables when their prices keep soaring ?  
We get locally grown vegetables and fruits having necessary vitamins and minerals but we 
ignore those things easily.  Is it fashionable to say that we eat exotic veggies and fruits or do 
we just miss seeing the goodness around us? 
 
Scientifically, if a plant can be grown or if a 
plant is adapted to grow in a particular region 
then it is suitable for the people living there. 
We all know that nutrients will be lost in the 
long process during which these veggies and 
fruits are procured and preserved and exported 
to our country. Our own locally grown gourds, 
spinach, beans and different varieties of 
bananas definitely suit not just our body but 
our wallet too.  We are responsible for raising a better, healthy and environmentally sensitive 
generation for the future. The right food is as important as the right values and education. Let 
us introduce the time tested and proven habits of our ancestors to our children.   
                          ~ Vijaymalar 

TIPS TO MAKE YOUR CHILD INDEPENDENT 
 
Learning a few life skills early in life can make your child prepared to handle the demands of 
adulthood. Habitually doing things for your child that he is capable of doing himself  sends an 
inadvertent message that you don't have confidence in his abilities. Here are a few tips  for 
parents  to  make  your child  more independent- 
1. Give your child responsibilities which he can handle. 
2. Introduce choices with limited options. He will make a    better choice with ease. 
3. Let him make his own decisions at times by allowing him some degree of freedom in 

smaller aspects such as choosing what to wear in a party, what to eat in the evening 
snacks, which picture to colour etc. 

4. If your child fails to do something, be there to support him and guide him as to what went 
wrong and how he could have done better. Don’t connect the failure to him. Give him a 
chance to prove himself. 

5. Teach him to solve his own problems related to friends and siblings. Guide him if needed 
by providing him with a       different perspective.  

6. Establish a proper routine. Once the child knows what needs to be done on a particular 
day or at a particular time, he will start doing it all by himself. 

7. Praise your child in the right way. 
Pos i t ive feedback is  very 
important in developing his self 
esteem and it will also  

        encourage him to  perform better. 
 
~ Shashi Laxminarayan 
 

“Children are as              
independent as you 
expect them to be.” 

~ Maria Montessori 



Straight from the 

During circle time, when the teacher asked the children, “What would you 

do if the school gate is locked?” VIHAAN said “I will go on a holiday”.   

~NUR –A                                   

While introducing  “Picture Reading” to the children, the teacher asked SAT-

WIK to descr ibe the picture to which he replied “ Ma’am, the boy is 

“chhipoing” behind the tree”.   ~NUR -A                                

The class had a discussion on English. When the teacher  said “Children, 

please give me words that begin with letter y”. LAVITH said “Yo Yo Honey 

Singh”.  ~NUR-B 

 

The children were meditating along with the teacher. She asked them to open 

their eyes and talk about what they saw and how they felt. VARNIKA re-

plied, “Ma’am, I saw your legs”.    ~NUR-C 

Aarav got three chocolates to the class. 

Teacher:- “ Would you like to share your chocolates with us”. 

AARAV:- “No ma’am, they are ‘huli’ (sour in Kannada), you will not like 

them”.   ~NUR-C 

During the English activity, 

Teacher:- “Could you please give me 3 words that begin with the letter z?” 

AADYAN:- “ 1 zebra, 2 zebra, 3 zebra….”     ~NUR-D 

While the children were colouring,  

Teacher:- “Why is the picture not coloured properly?”. 

LEVANTH:- “Because the sky is very high”.      ~NUR-E 

 

Saanvi came dressed as a teacher on the Community Helper’s Day to which 

Sara said “Oh! Sacchi! Are you a teacher? But, our teachers don’t wear 

sleeveless blouses”      ~NUR-D 

When we were discussing about community helpers, the teacher asked the 

 children, “Who cooks in the restaurant?”.  NEERAJ said “Cooker”.   

~NUR-E 

During the word association game- 

Teacher:- “What comes to your mind when you hear the word food?” 

RIDA:- “Eat..eat..eat..and eat!”    ~NUR-B 



JAI HIND!! 

Drop everything and READ 

Exploring NATURE 

Look up, there are no LIMITS. 

 Painting the town YELLOW! 

Let’s FLY! 



Life is one big FANCY DRESS party Let’s LOOSEN up 

Go WILD for a while. Go GREEN!! 

  BRAVE hearts  Admiring the world of Art 



 

Becoming one with  NATURE 

 

SARA, NUR-D 

VIDUSHA, NUR-C 

YASH, NUR-B RIDA, NUR-B 

ANVI, NUR-A PRAAKHYA, NUR-E 



Creativity  has no boundaries! 

ANUSHKA, NUR-A 

PRANAVI, NUR-C 

NIVED,  NUR-E SAANVI, NUR-D 



UNINTENTIONAL HUMOUR BY THE LITTLE TYKES OF LKG 
LKG-A  

Mr. PRIME MINISTER - When the teachers asked the children if they know who is Mr. Narendra  
Modi, Ishan stood up, pointed to his friend Narendra and said, ‘Ma’am, he is Narendra Modi’! 
 
HOT GAS - Abhay drew a hot air balloon, which was tilted to one side. With a broad  
smile on his face, he asked - ‘Ma’am, do you think my hot air balloon is losing its air?’  
 
BABY BOOM - Jacob’s take on living things—’I am a living thing. I can  
breathe, walk talk, eat, grow and I can have lots and lots of babies!’   
 
DOC TALK - When the topic of personal hygiene was taken up, Pavana said  
‘If we don’t wash our hands, we will fall sick, and the doctor will operate  on us and put glucose bottle and injections.’  

LKG - B 

CROCODILE TEARS - Udyat goes to the daycare after school. One day, he started crying, saying he  
did not want to go to the daycare as he was not feeling well. His teacher told him that since he was  
not feeling well, she would not take him to the Free play too. Immediately, Udyat wiped his 
tears and said, ‘Ma’am, wo to nakli ansoo they’!!  
 
ONLINE FRAUD - Arish’s mother ordered a remote control car from Amazon, and it was 
delivered to their address. He said, ‘Ma’am, the Amazon people have sent us a car worth Rs.599/- instead 
of Rs.499/-. See, this is what Amazon does’! In another instance, Arish told his teachers that he was going 
on a vacation to Goa for 4 days. The teachers told him that they would miss him. He said ‘Ma’am, it is all  
because of my father. He wants this vacation. But don’t worry. I’ll be back soon’. 
 
THIS CHILD IS CLEVER - Daksha, a very smart child, wanted the teachers to help her in   
writing every time. If the teachers refused  to sit with her and told her that she was capable of writing 
without help, she would keep saying ‘I love you, ma’am…’ till the teachers agreed to help her. 
 

A2B - During a Field trip to the Fire Station, Akanksha wanted to know whether they  could go to  

Adyar Anand Bhawan too for a quick bite! 

LKG - C  

STAR GAZING - In a discussion with the teachers on the stages of life, Katha said - ‘Ma’am, first we are a 
baby, then we become a boy or a girl, then we grow up, get married, then we become 
old, and at last we become a star’. 
 
BUSY HANDS - The teachers were talking to the children about the work the teachers do 
in the school for them. Nehan said, ‘Yes Ma’am, you’re right, you teachers have lots of 
work to do. But, even we children have  a lot of work to do’! While discussing body parts, 
Nehan’s take on the importance of hands - ‘If we don’t have a hand, we can’t hold our mother’s hand 
while crossing the road’! 
 
Mr. GOLDEN SUN - During a discussion on the topic day and night, Niharika said, ‘When the 
sun goes into the water, it becomes dark. When it comes out of water, it is daytime’.  
 
LIVING IT UP - According to Chirag, we are living things because our parents are living things! 



LKG - D 

THE PATELS AND ME - Instead of writing, ‘I love you mom and dad’ on the post card 

to be addressed and posted to his parents, Samrudh wanted to write ‘I love you, Patels’.  

The reason he gave was, ‘Both of them are Doctor Patel’. 

 
THE RELIABLE CHAP - One day, one of the teachers in LKG-D was on leave. Geetha ma’am  
went to the class and asked the children not to trouble the other teacher as she was alone. 
Kushagra, one of the naughtiest children in the class stood up and said ‘Ma’am, you can  
count on me’! 
 
GRANT ME A WISH - Samarth saw the prop of  a well, kept in the free play area.     
He concluded that it was a ‘Wishing Well’ and looked for a stone to make a wish. 
He dropped a stone inside, but then realized that he did not have a wish to make! 
 
THE PARANOID PATH - A sensory path consisting of hot and cold water, grass, dry leaves 
and stones was made for the children to walk upon. Aprameya, before stepping onto each 
section, made a comment, ‘I hope the water is not too hot, I hope there is no insect in the  
grass’, so on and so forth! 

LKG - E 

MISCHIEF AND MAYHEM - The twins Saket and Sayuj told the teachers that their father had  
fallen sick because of their mischief, and had gone to the hospital to take an injection! In  
another instance, Saket pretended to prepare a glass of juice in the free play, and gave it to  
one of the teachers to drink. After the teacher pretended to drink the same, he said  
mischievously - ‘Ma’am, I had mixed poison in it’. Rashmi, who was listening to the  
conversation, went running, put sand in a cup and gave it to the teacher saying ‘Ma’am,  
take medicine for the poison’. Saket too, took out a big stone from the drink he had  
prepared and said ‘I have removed the poison. This drink is safe now’. 
 

THE VACATIONS ARE ON - Lakshmy, a very playful  child said, ‘Ma’am, will you please give  
me leave for two months? I want to get up late, go out to play with friends, call them home  
and go to their homes to play. I want to enjoy.’ Lakshmy also advised her teachers not to  
scold her too much, or she might have to go to jail when she grows up, instead of becoming 
a Police Officer! 
 
THE PUZZLE PIECES FIT TOGETHER - Haritha drew the class mascot ‘Sharky’ in her special book 
and coloured it exactly like Sharky. When asked how she had done it, she said ‘Ma’am, there are 
puzzles in my brain. When I put them together, I get the answer to my question’! 
 
LOOK INTO MY EYES - While telling the children about reflection, the teachers told them that they 
could see their reflection in another person’s eyes. We asked them to try it at home with their 
family members. The next day, Preetham came and said, ‘Preetham looked into Pratham’s  
(his brother) eyes, but Pratham did not look into Preetham’s eyes’! 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Amogh - LKG C - This is my dream 

house with our national flag. 

Yamini - LKG C - This is me,      

standing next to my apartment. 

Nehan - LKG C - This is my dream car which will 

move on land and water. 

Shreyasi - LKG C - This is a vehicle with many        

windows. 

Pranav - LKG A - This is my school. I have a drawn a 

flag on top of it. This is the road that goes to my 

Aarish - LKG B - Dhiya is my best 

friend. I love her.  

Deeshna - LKG B - This is Tina 

ma’am and Rekha ma’am. I love 

them. 

Anvitha - LKG B - Tina ma’am is 
giving me Pikachu. 

Akshara - LKG D - This is my tree 

house. I will stay here with my 

sisters. 

Vaishnavi - LKG E - We are playing in the rain in the 

Freeplay. 
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Sai Daivik - LKG E - Going to the fire 

station was my best experience in 

LKG. 

Sreya - LKG D - This is my family and I love my      

parents. Ashria - LKG D - This is a rainbow sun 

Prajwala - LKG E - This is my 

house with a chimney. It is     

raining. I love to play in the rain. 

 

Anvi - LKG E -  My favourite thing in 

the school is the star chart. I’ve got 

lots of smileys on my star chart. 

Srinidhi - LKG E - This is my home 

with circlular and square windows. 

Som - LKG D - This is my beautiful 

home 

Dhishana - LKG A - These are 

Shruthi ma’am, Sindhu Ma’am,   

Ramya aunty and myself. 

Hima Bhairava - LKG A - This is my school. Children 

are sitting here. 

Uzma - LKG C - This is my colourful house with 
wheels. 
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Picnicking with friends !! 

Haathi hamara saathi !! 

We’re in Nursery again !! Just kidding - At the Lal 

Bagh plant nursery 

Our little kathputlis make everyone dance to their 

tunes.  

Hello everyone - We’re dressed in our monochrome 

best 

Our veggie garden in full bloom !! Taffy pink on our hands !! 

No grey areas here !! - Black and white day  
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Fun in the sun - Field trip to Lalbagh. Delight for the senses - exploring the sensory path. 

Parents, we thank you in chorus. Our young Fashionistas walking the ramp !! 

Will it sink or will it float ? 

Teachers’ pets singing about their ‘pet germs’!! Let’s zoobie doobie !! 

We’re good with words of the week.. 
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Teacher introduced the new phrase 'piece of cake'. 

Sankalpa immediately got up and said 

“Sleeping is a piece of cake for me.”                                                             

During the class discussion on seasons -   

Ahaana: “Trees shed their leaves in 

autumn.” 

While teaching about the rainy season, we  

mentioned that gumboots are worn in this season.   

Jayanth wanted to know if there was gum in the 

boots which is why it's called gumboots.  

                                                                  

                 

                                          UKG-C 

When a child got the news about the   

unfortunate incident of the bridge collapse in 

Kolkata, Dhruvi was upset and asked us 

“What's wrong with India? Why was a bridge 

made which was not strong enough?”                                        

           UKG-C                                                     

After Varamahalakshmi holiday. 

Ma'am: “Sudhanwa, did (Goddess) Lakshmi 

come to your house yesterday?”  

Sudhanwa: “Yes ma'am,  she came to sweep 

and mop the house.”                        

                                                                   UKG-D 

On Wednesday, children got sentences with the 

new phrase, ‘as cool as a cucumber’, 

Abhiram : “My mother is as cool as a cucumber 

only when she is asleep.” 

Ma’am : “Who helped you with 

this sentence?” 

Abhiram: “My father.”                           UKG-D                                                                 

One Friday afternoon while  going home -  

Ma’am: “Bye Aditi.” 

Aditi: “Bye ma’am.  

            Be a good girl ma’am.”                                                                                 
                                           
UKG-E 

On 30th January, after the discussion about Martyr’s Day -   

Ma’am: “Children when you hear the bell just drop everything and stand.” 

Bell rings. Everybody stands up. Vihaan drops his pencil box and book. 

Ma’am: “Vihaan, why did you drop your things?” 

Vihaan : “Ma’am, you said drop everything and stand. So I dropped my box and book.”            

                                                                                                                                        UKG-E 

Hrithvik: “Ma'am, today I will be getting a 

gift.” 

Teacher: “From whom?” 

Hrithvik: “Amazon uncle!”                                                                                       

                                   UKG-B 

We were reading the story 'Snow Womble' during the story session. We asked the children to close their 

eyes and imagine a bowl of ice cream with strawberries, whipped cream and cherries. Vihaan refused to 

close his eyes. We asked him why he did not close his eyes. He said, “I don't want to imagine ma'am, as 

I am not feeling well!”                                                    

                          UKG-A 

   ANECDOTES 



  

  

  

  OUR UKG KIDS IN SCHOOL 

   EACH SEASON HAS ITS OWN BEAUTY.      OUR LITTLE CHAMPIONS 

A HEALTHY FEAST! 

PLAYING, LEARNING AND EXPLORING          SIMPLY ENJOY LIFE ! 

                 JUST PLAY. HAVE FUN! 



EXPERIENCING ALL THE           

SEASONS AT ONCE. 

GIGGLES, SECRETS AND SOMETIMES TEARS,  AWESOME MEMORIES THROUGH THE YEAR! 

‘STICKING TO OUR ROOTS’ -  

HERITAGE DAY 

OUR MEMORABLE FIELD TRIP TO 

LAL BAGH. 

BRIGHT SMILES ON A SUNNY DAY! 

FUN TIMES IN THE UKG 



                  HRITHVIK VIJAY  UKG B   

ASHMITA P 

UKG A 

ADVIKA B 

UKG A 

YOJITHA SAISRI BULASALA 

UKG C 

HARSHAYA PANDIYARAJAN                                

UKG B 



NIYATI 

UKG E 
SAMANVI  

UKG E 

KAVYA 

UKG D 

AVISHKA NIDHI RENUK, UKG C 
      ADITI UKG D 



                CANARY  

WE WELCOME THE SPORTY 

Yash Garg 
Canary House Vice Captain 

Sanraj L 
Canary House Captain 



THE SCARIEST DAY OF MY LIFE 

 

It was the scariest day of my life!  It was 11:30 in the night. I was sitting on 

the sofa. There was no light in the house. Annabelle 2 was playing on the     

television. I could hear the sound of water dripping. I was all alone. My       

parents had not come back from dinner yet. I tried to switch off the televi-

sion, but nothing happened. I tried again to lower the volume but still nothing     happened!!! I was 

not just scared, I was petrified. Suddenly I heard someone trying to open the door. The door 

creaked open. I saw two shadows. Just then the light came back on and I saw my parents standing 

at the door. I asked my father why I hadn’t been able to switch off the TV. He checked the remote  

and told me that there were no batteries in the remote. I started to laugh at my own  silliness. My 

father replaced the batteries in the remote and switched the television off. I had gotten so scared 

that I had forgotten to check if there were batteries in the remote. 

            ~ Pranjal,5 ‘D’ 

                Canary 

FREE BIRD 
 

A free bird, out in the sky I was, 

Enjoying every moment of freedom, 

Who knew what luck would befall me, 

Who knew I’d be taken away from it all. 

Now I sit here trapped in a cage of gold, 

Feeding everyday from a plate of silver, 

I sit here on my perch, the freest of all those bound, 

Resisting the sky’s irresistible lure. 

Oh! I find my way out of my cage I do, 

However seldom those moments may be, 

But yet it’s annoying how one little leg of mine is yet tied to the perch, 

Keeping me away from the other birds calling out to me. 

     I’m still inside the cage with the door slammed shut, 

     As I have been for the past fourteen years, 

           There’s still a couple of years I have to fight, 

           Fight to finally be free, be one of those joyous birds. 

       I keep in my mind though, through every turn of life, 

       That I yet have the world to discover, 

       Feeding on my hopes, I live through every day 

        ‘cuz I am soon to be the freest of the free 

        And in my cage, I needn’t suffer…    

                 ~ Prarthana Nanda   9 ‘C’ , Canary 



 

HOLIDAYS 

 

Schooldays are long but on holidays I play 

While my brother messes with clay! 

My dad’s asleep 

And my mom in thoughts, is deep. 

 

We all like to rest  

We’re at our utmost best. 

The food we eat, well, 

Is good to see and smell. 

 

We have loads of things to pack up now! 

While my cat loves to meow! 

There are thousands of stars twinkling in the sky 

Maybe they are telling me to look up high. 

 

Leaving my home, going to London 

Is a lot more fun than I thought! 

Wish to visit the palace of the queen! 

I hope there’s nothing I forgot! 

                       

~ Adhvika Sunil  

   5 ‘D’, Canary 

 

MY DAY AT A FARM 

 

I recently spent a day at a farm, 

Where the bees roamed in a swarm. 

I tried my hand at a lawn mower, 

I raced in against a fly and it was slower. 

 

There was a tree as tall as a tower, 

Every time it shook, there was a leaf shower. 

There was a very strange goat, 

That managed to get away with my coat. 

 

There was a little moat, 

Which I explored in a boat. 

The flowers there were free, 

Which I took home with glee. 

 

I really enjoyed my visit 

And I will continue to miss it 

I will come back if I get a chance 

I would choose it any day over a trip to France. 

     

   ~ Kaustubh Revanuru 

                  5 ‘D’, Canary 



MY MESSY ROOM 

Oh, my room!!! 

My toys all landed on the floor with a boom. 

You are so messy 

Cleaning you cannot be easy. 

How can I clean you now? 

If you don’t tell me how! 

If I don’t clean you up, 

My mom will hit me with a cup! 

There is dust all around, 

That will weigh a pound 

My shelf is broken, 

My mom will not spare me,  

I know I’m not mistaken. 

Now my mother will open the door, 

And on my back, will give me four, 

Oh, someone please help me, 

My mom will lock me in and throw away the 

key! 

 ~ Sudiksha Niranjan 

    3 ‘D’,  Canary 

MY BROTHER 

 

My brother is the naughtiest brother in the world. He 

scratches me, makes mistakes and blames it on me and 

I have to clean up whatever he dirties. He fights and 

cries. He doesn’t listen to me. He shouts when he gets 

angry. He eats many chocolates and doesn’t share them 

with me. If you compare him with the other little 

brothers, you will realise that he is the naughtiest. 

When he plays with the other boys of the apartment, I 

avoid going near him as they all trouble me together 

and never listen to me. But despite all this, I can’t stay 

away from him because I love my little brother a lot. 

           ~ Rishita Sinha    

                       4 ‘D’, Canary  



CHANGING TRENDS IN EDUCATION 

 

Education has always been a field that is subject to constant 

change. From the ancient 'gurukul'  system to studying books in 

buildings, education is still evolving. It is now very common to 

see teachers carrying laptops instead of thick books and projects 

and whiteboards in place of the classical blackboards. After all 

white is the new black! It is crucial to analyze this rapid set of 

changes taking place in the field of education. The use of smart 

boards, ipads and projectors is overtaking the traditional methods 

and are definitely handier! Websites like ‘Khan Academy’ have 

come up, to make lessons easier; videos are shown in AV rooms 

to form a clear vivid image. Computer labs are now considered a 

necessity in schools to evoke a tech-friendly environment. 

Most, if not all of these methods, are being used in schools all over India. Due to this children are 

getting all kinds of technical exposure. If this goes on,  thinking robots and flying cars won't seem 

so distant anymore. Children of the present will form an enlightened future full of hope and 

knowledge and carry the world forward! 

~ Kaashika    10 ‘D’, Canary 

MY JOURNEY THROUGH SPACE 

 

I was an astronaut working in NASA – a space center for 

launching rockets. I was working on a project to go to 

Mercury in the rocket named Vyom – Nesar Rocks. Finally, the 

day arrived. Nesar and I were launched into space. It was 

cold. We were using boosters to get out of the earth’s 

atmosphere. I went out and looked around and then came 

back in. But a gas called Crazy Oxygen had leaked into my 

cabin. I entered my cabin. After a while, Nesar came in and was shocked to see that I was acting 

crazy. He pumped out the Crazy Oxygen, sealed it in a container and threw it away. Within 30 

seconds, I was back to normal. We realized that we were just 10 kms. away from Mercury. We 

started using our super boosters. We then saw that aliens were approaching us. We used our super 

guns to destroy the aliens. We were now just 5 inches away from Mercury. We got down there, did 

some research, and came back to earth with a lot of information. But then my brother screamed, 

and I woke up and realized that this was all an adventurous dream. 

~ Vyom Upadhyay    

   3 ‘B’, Canary  



OUR UNIQUE SPORTS DAY 
 

Our Sports Day was about indigenous sports 

With some people acting as our hosts 

I saw many new as well as familiar faces 

Who ran a lot of races 

We had a parade at first 

With kings, queens and common folk 

We displayed yoga, laziums and hoops 

Each of us were in groups 

And then the students tied their laces 

To get ready for their races. 

Canary, Flamingo, Pelican, Toucan were the 
houses 

Canary cheered the loudest 

As they were the merriest 

Kalarippayattu and Kathak were some of the 
dances 

With a lot of make-up 

Which was hard to remove 

We were decked up with lehengas and ghagras 

Which made it hard to move 

Our sports day was a hit 

Everything went as planned 

It was a perfect fit! 

~ Yashika  

5 ‘C’, Canary 

MY MAGICAL ANIMALS 

 

I have animals with magical powers 

A butterfly that can fly up to the tallest tower 

A horse that can race a ray of light 

A gorilla with amazing strength and might. 

MAGIC- they all love to use 

And never to confuse 

They still love to play all around 

Just in the nearest playground. 

My animals can eat 

 

All things nice and some meat, 

They love to have a feast, 

While sitting down in the east. 

They are all very funny, 

They have a lot of money. 

They are sweet and never cunning 

And they all look simply stunning! 

 

~ Sudiksha Niranjan  3 ‘D’, Canary 



BLUE 

Riley woke up in a cellar, her head feeling as if someone had juggled the organs of her head. She 

couldn’t remember what had happened and how she was in a cellar, of all the places! She could 

smell damp water and hear the pitter-patter of rain outside. She looked around for something but 

found only darkness. Her eyes gradually got used to the darkness and she could see a small 

window, about 12 feet high. 

As she sat down quietly, she could hear the shallow breathing of another living being. Her eyes 

widened and she crawled towards the person. It was one more girl with bright blue hair, sleeping. 

Riley frowned; how did someone have hair that bright that seemed to shine in the darkness. Her 

eyes suddenly opened, and Riley jumped back, shrieking. “Shut up!” the blue-haired girl hissed. Her 

eyes seemed to glow too; they were a bright green. Riley stared at her. What kind of person had 

blue hair? But then again, she had probably dyed it. 

“I’d been hoping they would think I died,” the girl said. “They would’ve opened this gate and I 

would have fought them off.” “Where are we?” Riley asked, curious. “In a cellar,” the girl replied. 

Riley’s eyes lit up with excitement. The girl was taken aback. “Are you happy about it?” “Well no,” 

Riley said sheepishly, getting up. “But in movies, a paper pin is all it needs to unlock a lock and see 

there? Just outside the cellar, is a lock!” Riley finished, grinning. The girl rolled her eyes, “You’re 

driveling,” she said. “I am not!” Riley got up and went towards the lock. She dug for her paper pin 

in her pocket and twisted the lock with it. With a satisfied click, it opened. Riley jumped back with 

glee and the blue-haired girl stared in shock. 

“You’re kidding me!” she gasped. Riley beaming with happiness, swung open the door and went to 

hug the other girl. She didn’t know why she wanted to do that, something about her wide, bright 

green eyes made her look so lonely. As she hugged her, the blue-haired girl seems to crumple. She 

started crumpling as if she were made of paper and when she pulled back gasping, she saw a 

punched hole… on the girl. Terrible fear wrenched Riley’s stomach and she ran out screaming. 

She crashed into a group of people, laughing. She recognized them. Her friends. “Man, you finally 

cracked!” one of her friends laughed. “Who the heck were you talking to?” “What?” Riley was 

confused. “It was a prank! To put you in a cellar.” “And that girl? The blue haired one?” Riley 

asked. Her friends stopped laughing. “Who?” Riley felt light headed. She rushed back to the so-

called cellar. There was no one there. Riley felt as if the world crashed down on her. Who was that 

girl? 

~ Jahnavi S K  

    9 ‘B’, Canary 

Once there was a very big broom 
It lived in a red-coloured room 
One day, it flew 
And soon, it turned blue! 
Then it turned into a bike and went “vroom” 

                        ~ Neel Reddy,   2 ‘D’, Canary 



STUPID COIN 

The cops were gaining on me. I was tired. I had been dodging the cops for three days just 

because it ‘looked’ as if I was tampering with a car. Three days ago, I had dropped a coin under a 

car and as I bent to reach it, the cops got the wrong impression, but that doesn’t mean that I’m 

completely innocent. I have stolen three houses and also killed a wealthy businessman. This 

particular chase had been going on for 3o minutes. My legs were hurting, and my insides were 

burning. If I stopped then, I would be arrested and if I didn’t, I wouldn’t be arrested. Go figure. I 

turned right at the end of Miyakazi street, and yes, I was running in the backstreets of Tokyo. 

I heard the siren of a police car and I, Jakito Miyazi was going to be arrested at the age of 16 if I 

didn’t think of something quick. As the siren grew louder, I knew I had to hide well if I didn’t want 

to get arrested. At the end of the street I saw a bunch of garbage cans. I had to hide behind them. 

I glanced behind me for a second and saw the cops 60-70m behind which was fortunate for me. I 

dived into the ground and lay as still as I could and waited for the cops to pass by the garbage 

cans, and fortunately for me, they didn’t think about looking behind the cans. I waited for a good 

15 minutes and got up. I walked up to the main road and boarded a taxi which took me to my 

hotel, a 3-star hotel located in one of the least developed areas of Tokyo. I took a nice long hot 

water bath and got dressed up. It was 6:30. I ordered some food up to my hotel room, a classic 

Japanese ramen and some Japanese dumplings stuffed with cabbage syoza. I lay on the bed and 

had a good night’s sleep. As soon as I woke up, the first thing I saw was a gun pointed at my 

head. It was not a cop; though he may have been  disguised. He said in Japanese, “Come with 

me.” I had no other option and so I followed quietly and to my surprise, as we passed through the 

reception, the 4 people there didn’t seem to care about what was happening. As I walked, I was 

nudged into a black car. They put a handkerchief around my nose, and I assumed it was 

chloroform, as I instantly fell unconscious. When I came to, I was sitting in a chair with my hands 

and legs tied up and I was facing a Japanese man who was well dressed. He said, “I am the 

Japanese representative of the maze. Would you like to join us?” If I said no, I would have a bullet 

in my head and if I said yes, I would work for the most dangerous criminal gang ever which was 

based in Glasgow, Scotland. I didn’t want to die. I said something that changed my life in just one 

second. Yes; as I had no other option, unless I wanted to die. Now, you may know me as the 

killer, famous for killing Jeff Bezos, Bill Gates and for blasting the entire city of Glasgow which has 

been wiped off from the entire map, and if you’ll excuse me, I want to take a small nap. 

~ Ethan   9 ‘A’, Canary 

 

Great Gruffalo grated green grapes 

Chap Chunk chucked chilli cheese 

 

~ Neel Reddy,   2 ‘D’, Canary 



IF... 
 

The world is a rotten place,  

Cruelty, disharmony everywhere. 

Our souls lack happiness and solace; 

For there is always something,  

that leaves one 

broken in despair. 

There is a demon within us all, 

Wicked and grotesque it is. 

Greed and selfishness, it feeds on 

And its poison seeps into our conscience. 

It makes us lie and cheat, 

We become heartless and cold. 

We hurt people around us, 

We can’t seem to do what we’re told. 

If these demons can be contained, 

The angel can be given way. 

If we are able to shove the darkness away, 

The light will be able to pave out the way. 

It is up to us to stop the poison from  spreading, 

And prevent ourselves from scarring many 

If only we could let the angel show us the way 

Maybe everyone would live in harmony. 

 

~Shriya Routh,  

  9 ‘C’, Canary  

IF… 
 
If there was a hell and 

If everyone who sinned went there, 

Who would go to heaven? 

 

If there is a nothing called immortality and 

If everyone died at the end of their life 

What’s the point of living? 

 

If you’re too busy trying to earn a living and 

If you’re not actually living 

Why do you have a life? 

 

If nobody talks to you and 

If no one cares about you 

Do you even exist? 

 

If your heart has been stabbed and played with 

If your mind doesn’t care 

Can you even feel? 

 

If everything was a lie and 

If the world was never true 

Will you ever wake up from this dream? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

If God actually existed and 

If you were just his puppet. 

What would you do then? 

 

  ~ Ananya R,  

             9 ‘A’, Canary 



 IF ONLY.. 
 

The path was dark, and no light could I see 

ahead, 

I was all alone and lost in the infinite sea. 

Torn apart by my desires I was, 

If only much stronger I could be. 

If only I was a face prettier than most, 

If only my soul was purer than thee. 

If only I was bold enough to face the fears that 

lay await, haunting me, 

If only I possessed to the gates of success, the 

key. 

I always consoled myself with false stories, I did, 

Living in a dream world that was never to be, 

I told myself that I couldn’t have done anything 

for it then, 

If only a little smarter then, I had been. 

For the light always shines at the other end, 

And you only have to see, 

And if you can’t accept the truth no matter how 

stunning or gruesome it is, 

Always blinded by the ‘if only’s’ you will be. 

If only you were known out there, you’d say, 

If only I was talked about and seen, 

Then nothing would weigh me down, you’d say 

Then I could live up to my dreams. 

But the world is cruel, 

No place for the purest of angels, 

No matter how good you are you will always be 

talked about, betrayed and left with broken 

wings and dreams, 

But it’s up to you to decide for yourself who you  

want to be, 

Up to you to decide what’s right, what’s wrong 

and what’s concealed behind the false gleams. 

Live your life, for it belongs solely to you, 

Just don’t come apart at the seams 

And change your dreams into reality, that you 

should do 

 

 

Change your ‘if only’s’ to fulfilled dreams.  

The path is bright and there’s only light I can see 

ahead, 

No more am I lost out there in the sea 

For ‘if’ is a strong word that can warm you the 

most, 

If only you turn them into fully lived dreams. 

 

    ~Prarthana Nanda   

        9 ‘C’, Canary 

 

 

 

 

     

 

 

 



GRIZZY’S SOFT TOY 

One sunny morning, Grizzy was in his lab making ten small creatures. The small creatures were 

blue, fluffy, soft and adorable! Grizzy fondly named them lemmings. What he did not know about 

them was that they were very naughty.  

One day, the lemmings were playing with a ball. Grizzy had gone out shopping. His friend visited 

him and gave the lemmings a soft toy to give to Grizzy. The lemmings left it on the table for Grizzy 

to see when he got back.  

Grizzy came home and loved the gift. He hung it from the ceiling so he 

could see it often. He went for a movie with his friends  after making 

sure the toy was hung carefully. The lemmings saw everything from the 

window and couldn’t wait to prank Grizzy. As soon as he left, they came 

inside the house and took the soft toy and ran away.  

Grizzy came back and saw that his new toy was missing. He was upset 

and started panicking as he wondered where his toy could be. The lem-

mings had hidden the toy far away. There was no way Grizzy would be 

able to find it. They were such good actors too! They hid the toy and began playing with the ball as 

if they did not know anything. While they were playing, one of them fell. The lemmings were a fun-

ny lot. When one fell, they all fell. It was a rather funny sight! 

Grizzy heard them fall and cry and felt sad for them. He picked them up and took care of all them. 

The lemmings felt bad for pranking their friend, Grizzy and brought his toy back to him. They all 

lived a happy life together - they played together, ate together and even slept on the same bed! 

         

~Araav Pratap Sharma,  2 ‘B’, Canary 

THE FUTURE OF WATER 

If you are among the people who is wondering about how precious water will be in the future, I 

recommend this passage for you to read. The most 

scarce, precious thing in the future will be water! It 

will be so scarce that for one liter of  water, the 

cost will be above Rs. 1000. That is for sure. Peo-

ple will do almost anything for water. Half of their 

money will be spent on water.    Showers in the 

bathroom will be banned, and anyone caught manufacturing, selling or installing it will be given 

the death sentence. Cutting trees, lighting a fire and spilling water will be       considered a crime. 

But hopefully, over the years, scientists will try to discover new ways to make water. And then, 

there will come a time in the future when everyone will be relieved that the water problem will be 

solved.                                                                             

~ Daksh Shetty, 3 D, Canary 



IT’S SUMMER 

Summer is full of fun 

I am out to play in the sun 

The ice-cream cart has just arrived 

From books we have survived 

Finally no studies 

Only playing with buddies 

Let’s go to the pool 

Just hope it’s cool 

We are leaving for a trip 

It’s my first time by ship 

I will play till  night 

Till the sun is out of sight 

I am excited for the next academic year 

I am sure it will be good, for I am full of cheer. 

         ~ Siddhi Rao 

                           4 ‘A’, Canary 

P.T. BARNUM. 

P.T. Barnum was an amazing chap 

He loved bringing joy to people, 

His greatness was impossible to map. 

A man who didn’t give up, 

Even when he was fired from work, 

Accepting life’s challenges with a “yup.” 

He created a circus for all 

Peculiar and bizarre 

Rose up from his fall 

A lady with a beard so thick and big 

500 pounds was the weight of a lad 

The shortest man performing a gig. 

Alas, his circus burned down 

But he did not give up. 

He rebuilt it with an injured crown. 

Soon, it was time for him to let his circus go 

He decided to pass it to a friend. 

It really was the greatest show. 

~ Aditi Rowjee,     

   6 ‘A’, Canary 



THE FIVE WARNINGS 

 

One day when my friend and I went trekking, I got 

tired and asked him to go ahead while I would take a 

small break. My friend agreed and moved on. His 

name was Hashim. While resting, I started 

sleepwalking. When I woke up, I found myself in a 

cave with five warnings. The first said “Caution!’. The 

second said  “Do NOT Enter’. The third one said 

‘DANGER’. The fourth one said ‘Wild Animals Inside’. The fifth one said ‘EXTREME Danger’. I just 

ignored the signs and went inside. After I went in, there were no wild animals nor did I sense any 

danger. I saw a door at the end of the cave, and went to open it. Before I could try, though, a 

rough hand grabbed me and dragged me to the room behind the door. He asked me angrily why I 

was snooping around the cave. I said that I was just exploring. He just went out and locked me 

inside. I knew a trick to get out. I took some wire and a piece of paper out of my pocket. I placed 

the paper under the door and the wire in the lock. The key dropped onto the paper and I pulled the 

paper back inside. I unlocked the door and escaped. I ran to my friend and we then ran back 

home. I decided that I would never venture out alone again. 

                       ~Daksh A Shetty,  3 ‘D’, Canary 

MAGICAL COOKBOOK 

One day I was playing with my ball and I spotted something shiny in a 

bush. I picked it up and saw it was a cookbook. I also baked some 

delicious cupcakes with the help of the recipe in the book. After I 

ate them, I realized something strange. I could fly! I then 

understood this cookbook was no an ordinary one but a magical 

cookbook. There were so many recipes in it like cakes, mint, 

candy, chocolates and pizzas. I the book. The next day I had 

auditions for a skit, so I got back home and rehearsed my line 

for the skit. I felt very nervous and overwhelmed. I took out the 

cookbook, flipped through the pages and decided to make a 

pizza. I took it to school and before my auditions I took a bite. It 

was tasty but I wasn’t feeling nervous anymore. That day was 

perfect. I scored full in my test and got selected as the main role 

in the skit. later I tried several other recipes but one day it just 

disappeared. But this made me realize that I cannot always rely on 

magic or miracles for everything. 

~ Siddhi  4 ‘A’, Canary 



FOOTBALL 
Football is a game which uses tactics and skills. It needs eleven 

people of four groups mainly, strikers, midfielders, defenders and 

the goal keeper. In this game only the goal keeper can use his 

hands and the rest of them must dribble the ball and go past the 

opponent’s team members and score a goal. A few famous strikers 

are Lionel Messi, Cristiano Ronaldo and Neymar Jr. A few famous 

midfielders are Luka Modric, Kevin de Byrne and Paulo Dybala. A few well-known defenders are 

Sergio Ramos, and Thiago Silva. The best of the goalkeepers are David de Gea and Hugo Lloriss.~ 

Anisha Kaundinya,  2 ‘A’, Canary 

 
A WINTER NIGHT 

 
 

My window pane is starred with frost, 

The world is bitter cold tonight. 

The moon is cruel, and the wind, 

Is like a two-edged sword of smite. 

 

God pity all the homeless ones, 

The beggars pacing to and fro, 

God pity all the poor tonight, 

Who walk the cold lamp-lit street of snow. 

 

My room is like a bit of June 

Warm and close-curtained fold on fold, 

But somewhere, like a homeless child, 

My heart is crying in the cold. 

 

~ Yashika  

5 ‘C’, Canary 

 
WORLD TOUR 

 

 

I want to go on a world tour. 

With many places to explore 

Learning new things and much more 

And attracting things that you can’t ignore! 

 

I want to visit Paris and see the Eiffel Tower 

But I hope Burj Khalifa isn’t too far 

London, Rome and Singapore 

I really want to visit, 

Places like this and many more! 

 

All these places are so intriguing 

And I know for sure  

The views would be breath-taking!! 

 

 ~ Yashika  

5 ‘C’, Canary 



THE SAVIOUR OF PRINCEVILLE 

 

James had his physics homework almost done when it happened. The incident that 
changed his life. Forever. 

The incident that changed him from James, the poor kid with no parents to James Bolt, 
the hero who saved the town of fantasy. Actually, let’s start from the beginning… 

James was explaining the law behind pulleys when his book changed into one. Literally.  

As James stared at it with repulsion, an elf like creature emerged from the ground as 
the pulley pulled it up. 

“Goooood Evening Sire!” He exclaimed in a cartoonish voice. “I am fortunate enough to 
have come up here at last!”  

“P…P… Pleasure,” James stuttered. “Wh… Who are you?” 

The elf smiled, “Ah, you will get to know all right, sire! Come with me. Hold my hand!”  

James wanted to protest, but his hands moved against his will, towards the tiny elf. He 
grasped his tightly. “Excellent sire! We are ready to go!”  

The elf leapt onto the pulley and went down, carrying James with him, into darkness…  

When James’ eyes opened again, he was lying down in front of an aged elf. He looked 
stern. 

“We have been watching you, James Bolt. We are impressed. We have decided that you 
will be the saviour of Princeville.” 

James was totally lost. Princeville? Saviour? Impressed? JAMES? 

“No. There must be a mistake,” James said. 

The old elf chuckled. “Mistake, eh? You have powers you can’t 
imagine, James Bolt. You will find out on your quest.”  

James wasn’t sure. Half of the things he had seen didn’t make 
sense, but still, he agreed. 

“Okay. I will help you. What should I do?” 

The elf said, “A kilometre to the south of where we are, there is a white witch queen. 
You have to destroy her with the sword that is in her treasure chest. Now, just 
remember that she hates oranges. Now go!” 

Instantly, James found himself on a blue coloured road, and could see a huge mansion 
ahead which was the witch queen’s house. He ran towards it and five minutes later, was 
at the doorstep. He carefully opened the door and tiptoed inside.  

Then he saw the witch. She had bushy hair and a green face. She had a bunch of keys 
in her hand and was opening a huge trunk. ‘That is the treasure chest!’ James thought.  

The witch opened the trunk. Right then, James leaped in front of her and squirted 
orange juice from an orange peel onto her face. The witch screamed and fell backwards. 
Then, James took the sword and stabbed her. She just disappeared in a beam of light.  

Twenty minutes later, there was a celebration in the town and James was a hero.  

James thought then, that maybe helping the elves was a good idea after all…  

~ Aarush. D,   6 ‘A’, Canary 



KENSUKE’S KINGDOM 

~ A book by Michael Morpurgo 

‘I disappeared the night before my twelfth birthday. Washed 

up on a shore, fatigue and confused.’ Michael is on his own 

with only his dog as company on an unknown island. He curls 

up, accepting death, the journey beyond life, but when he 

wakes up, he finds a bowl of water beside him. Is there 

someone else on the island with him? 

Michael is a twelve-year-old boy whose family is fond of 

sailing and he sets out on a boat, the ‘Peggy Sue’ to travel 

around the world. His mother is the skipper, and they along 

with their father visit many port towns. His father teaches 

him all the things that are to be done to sail along with 

academics. Once, during a stormy night, Michael’s dog was 

on the deck. In a struggle to get his dog inside, both of 

them, tumble off board. The sea knocked him unconscious. 

He later found himself on the beach stranded with his dog. He was too tired and thought that he 

would die and curled up there. Once he woke up, he found a bowl of water placed next to him and 

wondered if there was anyone else in the island with him. He soon found out about the man, 

Kensuke and then his survival journey began. 

This is a one-of-a-kind book written by Michael Morpugo wherein the story is narrated by the boy 

with the support of his logbook. You can draw similarities with this book from the movie ‘Castaway’ 

as there were situations in the book as depicted in the movie. Michael Morpugo has shown how the 

mind of a young boy would work if he was stranded on an island and realized that he wasn't alone. 

There is no such complexity in the language but some here and there. There is a lot of clarity in the 

thoughts of the boy and the author has given us a little history of 

the boy and the man. The author has not elaborately described the 

physical pain but has beautifully described the emotional trauma the 

little boy went through. It is one of those books where the reader 

goes through what the boy feels. This book will greatly affect those 

who have just turned into teens as the reader will greatly be able to 

relate to the boys emotions. Other than that, the book is simple to 

read and understand. It is a book that can be read during travels or 

for leisure. Both adults and children will find this book interesting. 

This is yet another book with the highest quality of English by 

Michael Morpugo.  

 ~ A book review by 

    Advaith Harish, 

     8 ‘A’, Canary 



ME, MYSELF & I 

In the middle of the deep, dark, woods, 

Having ventured in quite far, 

Too afraid to take a step ahead,  

I’m too afraid to turn back. 

Haunted by the shadows that seem to be stalking me, 

Even the slightest rustle sending shivers up my skin, 

Nobody to stand there beside me, 

Just me standing beside myself through thick and thin. 

Nobody there beside me ,their fingers interlaced with mine, 

Nobody there by me, 

Nobody to get this through with, this time. 

Sometimes you’re just left alone, 

To deal with your own problems as they say, 

They’ll squeeze out all you have in you, 

They’ll take away every single happy moment of your day. 

Then you need to remind yourself, 

That not everything has been taken away from you, 

There’s always going to be someone by your side, 

Someone brave and true. 

You’ve always got yourself with you, 

You can’t get rid of it however much you try, 

So, every time you’re left alone and scared… 

…whisper to yourself, it’s just me, myself and I. 

 

~ Prarthana Nanda    

   9 ‘C’, Canary 



THE SPIDERWICK CHRONICLES 

 

The Grace children had just moved into their new house also known as 

Spiderwick Mansion. Arthur Spiderwick lived there almost a century ago. His 

daughter, Melvina, was also the great-grandmother of the Grace children- 

Mallory and the twins Jared and Simon. Mallory, the eldest, was tall and had 

long, black hair. She had a flair for fencing. Simon loved animals and had a 

dozen pets. Jared was an average kid with an overactive imagination. Their 

mother, Helen, was helping them take their luggage. Jared was the first one 

to open the door. The front door towered above them and had a ram’s head 

for a knocker. As the door opened, a dusty gust of wind blew into his face. As 

Jared stepped inside, he heard a scrabbling noise from the wall and assumed that it was a squirrel. 

The Grace children did not realise that they were up for a crazy ride. I would recommend this book 

to those into fantasy, mystery and humour. It is very exciting and I hope you will read it. My 

favourite part is when they find a brownie named Thimbletack. This book also shares a lot of 

proverbs. 

~ Manav Menon, 6, Canary 

  
THE ENCHANTED NIGHT 
 

Night is the time when the breeze is cool, 

When sheep sleep with a cozy coat of wool. 

The moon shines brightly  

And the wind sways lightly. 

You can be as free as a bird, 

Without a single noise heard. 

It is very peaceful, 

When everyone is asleep, blissful. 

You can have so many adventures in your dreams, 

Eating lip-smacking ice creams. 

I love the night, 

‘cause I can be enchanted without any light. 

 

~ Samanvitha    

   5 ‘C’, Canary 
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EASY IS THE DESCENT 

Once surrounded by light was she, 

A glory unfathomable to all 

Wherever she looked, was blinding brightness 

She had never stood so tall. 

But satisfaction was not in her nature, 

She wanted so much more 

She wished to leave her perfect world behind, 

She desired to spread her wings and soar. 

The most malicious shadows despised her 

They wished to corrupt her goodness 

They spurned the flame burning in her 

They drew her into darkness’ caress 

She was promised power and strength, 

A realm of souls to rule 

But there, her heart slowly froze 

Her benevolent nature turned cruel. 

Offers of dominion changed her, 

They left her bitter and cold 

They made her forget herself, 

The blazing angel of old.   

     

 ~ Nivedha Balamurugan, 7 ‘C’, Canary  

IF I WERE A GHOST 
 

If I were a ghost for 24 hours, I would go looking around for people who need help. If I saw a wise 

old lady having trouble crossing with heavy bags, I would 

go near the lady and carry the bags for her. If I saw a 

man having trouble paying his bills, I would give him 

money. If I saw my neighbour having trouble switching 

on his car, I would fix it. 

If I saw a bus break down, I would fix it. If I saw a kitten 

stuck up  in a tree, I would fly up and rescue it. If I saw a 

dog with a broken leg, I would cure it. This is how I 

would spend my day! 

~ Kushal Reddy,   2 ‘B’, Canary 



THE DAY MINA’S THINGS QUIT  

 

This story is inspired from “The Day the Crayons Quit” by Drew Daywalt . 

There was a girl called Mina. She had too many things! She loved playing 

with some of them every day.  

One day, when she went looking for her favourite things, she found a 

stack of letters all addressed to her. There were no things around so she 

was confused. She opened the letters one by one and read them out. 

Her water bottle felt tired from carrying so much water around and the 

swishing movement of water when Mina tried to drink some made it feel sick! 

Her bed complained that she kept too many books and pillows scattered all 

over it. It was tired from being so messy all the time. The pillows were upset 

too. They felt like Mina moved around a lot in her sleep and pressed down 

hard on them! 

The television felt bad that it was running all day long and felt worse that 

Mina’s eyes were getting tired from watching the programmes it showed her. The book felt pain in 

its back because Mina bent her book to read all the pages. It complained that its spine hurt! 

Mina felt sad that all her things felt this bad. She wanted them to be back and happy. She had a 

great idea! One by one, she changed how she did things. She drank water slowly but kept her 

bottle light. She put her books back in the shelf and made her bed after she woke up. She fluffed 

up her pillows and changed the covers regularly. She knew her television was right! Her eyes did 

hurt when she went to bed. She watched very few programmes and spent her free time reading or 

playing outside with her friends. Her books started loving her now that she held them carefully and 

used bookmarks to mark pages where she had stopped reading.  

Mina was a changed girl who cared for all her things! 

~ Asmita Mandal, 2 ‘B’,  Canary  

WHO PEOPLE THINK I AM AND WHO I ACTUALLY AM 

 

Hello! My name is Ishaan. I'm actually nice and friendly though some people think I am a nuisance. 

I moved to India from the U.S.A and I have been here for almost a year. I live in an apartment 

called Salarpuria Sattva Greenage. I like the apartment because it has a lot of facilities like tennis, 

basketball, squash courts and a swimming pool. I have made a lot of friends there. 

When I came to F.I.S, I made many more friends. I did not have a uniform for the first few days, 

so I wore my regular clothes. Sometime after getting my school uniform, people started thinking 

that I was naughty. I wonder if they’ve confused me with someone else. I got used to India after 

sometime and my accent started fading away. Now I believe it’s better than  America. I love India. 

~ Ishaan,   4 ‘D’, Canary 
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An Ode to Friendship 

Who is a friend? 

He is the one whom you would call Brother. 

Who stands with you in distress 

Gives his wings for support 

And fights for you even at the cannon’s mouth. 

Who is a friend? 

He is the one who wiped away my tears and 

Was the jar to pour my overflowing emotions 

When everyone turned their backs on me, 

He opened his arms wide for me. 

His separation caused many scars on my heart 

His anger towards me was like sand 

And his love was like the sun 

Bringing a smile to my face. 

Who is a friend? 

He is the one who corrects my mistakes 

Stands shoulder to shoulder during the war 

He is the one who would never leave me 

For he is my true friend. 

~Allen  

  10 ‘D’, Canary 

It all starts on a normal day, 

When two people happen to come the same 

way, 

They both stop and say, “Hello!” 

“You think we can be friends, bro?” 

They both go on to discover their similarities 

And also discover their dire necessities, 

They bond deeply, like father and son, 

And help each other through all the  problems 

under the sun. 

People around them scream and shout, 

As one is thin and the other is stout, 

But nevertheless, they are friends, 

And thought they would remain so, until their 

lives ended. 

But one day alas, they had to go through 

graduation, 

And with a lot of unfortunate persuasion 

The two friends had to break their bond, 

And had to drop it, and move on. 

~Ashwin Kochuvila   10 ‘C’, Canary 

A lone – lone lark, 

Beside me lays, 

With eyes that yearn 

For me to stay. 

She chirps a cheerful, 

Yet forlorn note 

A note that only, 

My own solitude knows. 

And there we stood, 

With wine-dark sky, 

Beside the surreal, glad, 

With no eyes to pry. 

A wolf alone knows no warmth, 

Yet this warm feeling blooms, 

When he lays his eyes upon the lark, 

Who drives away his sadness and gloom. 

And this wolf, his heart does flutter, 

With every squeal of the one beside,  

For it is as though the impossible happens 

It is as though there is a friend at his side. 

~Mohammed Areeb Hassan 

   10 ‘B’, Canary 
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                ESPERANZA RISING 

-PAN MUNOZ RYAN 

     In 1948, when trouble brews across Mexico, Esperanza or Anza, is 

forced to leave with Mama to California. At least she has Alfonso, 

Hortensia and Miguel, the servants. When Mama falls ill, Anza is the 

new head of the family, ‘La Patronas’. 

 This story is about a girl, whose life was surrounded by 

servants and a bounty of money but circumstances force her to leave 

her home. Anza, a Mexican girl with Spanish blood is the protagonist. 

Her father owns El Ranchos de la Rosas, a huge farm.  

 Having won the Pura Belpre Award, this book teaches us to be 

determined and hardworking. It shows us that we must overcome all 

obstacles that life throws at us. After all, life is a bed of roses with thorns in it. 

 This book teaches us many life lessons and is a good read too. I would recommend this to 

all those who would love to know how to overcome difficulties in life. You will fall in love with this 

book just like I did. This is one of my favourite lines and I hope that it becomes yours too. 

 ‘Don’t be afraid to start all over again’ – Esperanza 

~Rishika Das, 8 ‘D’, Flamingo 

BOOK REVIEW – THE BOY WITH THE BIGGEST HEAD IN THE WORLD 

Lincoln Pierce has authored this book. He is the creator of the comic strip Big Nate, which appears 

in more than two hundred newspapers. Big Nate is a fiction book for 

children aged 9 and above. In this book, Nate Wright, a sixth grader, 

gets seven detentions in one day from Ms. Godfrey (insolence), Mrs. 

Clarke (being disruptive in class and insulting a classmate), Mr Rosa, 

Principal Nicholas (green bean incident), Coach John (no respect for 

teachers), Mr. Staples (causing commotion) and Mr. Calvin (doodling in 

class). His fortune which forecast that he would surpass all others, 

came true when Mrs. Czerwicki announced that Nate had secured the 

most detention slips in one day. 

My most favourite character in the book is Francis Pope and the least 

favourite is Nick Blonsky. I loved the part when Nick complained that 

his fortune was nothing and his friends insisted that it had been a non-

stop entertainment for them.  

I recommend this book to children who love comics and those who love to read Tom Gates and 

Diary of a Wimpy Kid. 

~Ved Srikanth,   5 ‘C’, Flamingo 
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                       THE STORY OF GAYAB NAGAR 

In my village Gayab Nagar, every day  I walk past a shop that fascinates me. When I mentioned 

this shop to my parents and friends, they all claimed they had never seen it before. Whenever I 

see the shop, there is no shopkeeper or customer. All I can see are 

dresses that seem quite exotic and a wooden door. I have never seen 

changes in the display dresses. I always try to look inside the shop 

through the window but get really scared when I do. 

Recently my parents wanted to buy me some clothes. They asked me 

if there was any shop I wanted to go to. I had told them ‘The Stylers’ 

was a shop I really wanted to go to. They had no idea about the 

shop. I told them the location but they told me there was an empty 

site over there. At this point I was very confused. I kept asking 

myself questions- Did I tell my parents the right location? Am I 

imagining things? Are my parents pranking me? , etc. I decided to 

visit the shop with one of my friends. Well my friend hadn’t seen the 

shop either so we went to the site and my friend was really excited.  The next day, it was fine and 

sunny. It was around 11 a.m. when my friend came home and we left my house. So my friend and 

I had a normal conversation like we always do. We soon reached the shop, only visible to me. I 

prayed to God but I knew not why. I was in a perfect mental state. I stopped and my friend asked 

me where the shop was. I pointed to the shop. My heart was beating at a pace it never had 

before. My friend told me there was an empty site in front of us. My mind went into a state of 

shock. I couldn’t believe it- I WAS MAD. My friend freaked out when he saw my face and 

suggested I take some rest.   

Returning home, my face was pale and I was thinking of all sorts of stuff. My friend and I hadn’t 

spoken a single word from the time we left the site. Finally we reached his house and I said bye. 

He was so scared that he didn’t reply and ran into his house. I went to my house and tried to sleep 

but I couldn’t. I decided to read a book I had borrowed from the library. It had an interesting title- 

“THE SCARY ORIGIN OF GAYAB NAGAR”. 

I started reading the book and found something that fascinated me. 

 On page 36, paragraph 4 it said- 

“Gayab Nagar was named so because of Mr. Ram Krishna. In the early 20th century, Mr. Ram 

Krishna claimed that he could see multiple shops other people couldn’t see. 

He proved this by getting an article from a shop people couldn’t see. The legend is that at every 

point in time there will be someone like Mr. Ram Krishna.  

This shook me from head to toe. I couldn’t believe what I was reading. I wanted to tell someone 

but was too scared. All I could do was question myself. “AM I THE ONE CARRYING THE SPIRIT OF 

GAYAB NAGAR”. 

~ Naman Donti, 8 ‘C’, Flamingo 



FRIDAYS 

 

Fridays in my opinion is the best day of the week. After the last 

bell in the school reverberates, I have a feeling of relaxation 

enveloping me. We don’t have to finish our homework as we have 

two full days to complete it. But then there’s also a downside to 

Fridays! We just have so much homework, that two days aren’t 

enough to complete it. But does this stop me from enjoying my 

Fridays? Not at all! The only thing I do after going home is 

watch TV, play, eat, and sleep. I just forget all about my 

books for the day. But then comes Saturday, and I am 

forced to go back to my books and routine! Ugh!!! 

~Mangai N   5 ‘D’, Flamingo 

MY SISTER 

 

With my sister when I fight 

I am wrong and she is right 

She teases me and makes 

me cry 

I never win, however much I try 

But she dotes on me, she braids my hair, 

She pampers me with her tender, loving care 

I love my sister, I love her smile 

We can’t stay apart, even for a while! 

 

~Kamakshi Prabhu 

 5 ‘B’, Flamingo 

MY BEST FRIEND 

My best friend is Sejal 

She’s as beautiful as an angel 

She is so cute and chubby 

Just like a fluffy puppy. 

She loves long hair 

Her favourite fruit is 

pear 

She is quite shy 

But rarely does she 

cry! 

She loves to play with 

me 

And wants to plant a tree 

She loves me a lot 

A lot of joy into my life she’s brought! 

~Arshia Arora,   3 ‘D’, Flamingo 



I WONDER WHAT’S IN SPACE! 
 

Every day, I wonder what’s in space 

Are there aliens having a race  

Or monsters running around 

Without any sound 

 

Maybe there are talking planets  

That play wonderful cassettes 

People there may play the moons as balls 

Because gravity there never makes them fall 

 

Maybe the stars are gas balloons 

That play beautiful tunes 

There are some shooting stars 

That are actually act like cars 

 

I want to go to space 

And have an alien chase 

Space is such a mysterious place 

I want to go there without a trace. 

 

~Aadya S, 3 ‘C’, Flamingo 

 

IF I WERE IN CHARGE OF THE 

WORLD…                            

If I were in charge of the world, 

I’d cancel plane crashes; 

I’d cancel wars; 

I’d even cancel rainy days! 
 

If I were in charge of the world, 

There would be tree houses on every tree; 

There would be dogs that never die; 

There would even be cars that fly! 

 

If I were in charge of this world, 

You wouldn’t have ticks; 

You wouldn’t have tests;  

You wouldn’t have death; 

Or, “I hate you”, 

You wouldn’t have the word “hate”! 
 

If I were in charge of the world, 

There would be bigger sides, 

Chocolate would be a vegetable 

A person who has a messy room; 

And sometimes forgets to feed their dogs 

Would still be allowed to be in charge of the 

world! 

~Sai Manushri, 2 ’D’,  Flamingo 
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A RAY OF HOPE 

When times are really dark 

And you’re hit by the irony 

That life, now a lifeless desert, 

Is yet flooded, by agony. 

 

All those who vowed alliance 

Have now parted ways 

To leave you in pangs of loneliness 

That haunt you night and day. 

 

As people slip away from your hands 

Your eyes are in cascades 

A void, unamendable, spins with memories 

Of all the goodbyes they’ve bade. 

 

As kith and kin desert you 

Leaving you to grope 

In this useless endless dusk,  

Just for an invisible ray of hope. 

 

And yet there it shines! 

As you drown in an abyss of dread 

To pull you back to the shore 

And help erase the path you’ve tread. 

 

The realization hits you- 

That this isn’t one who pretends, 

But stands by you, rain or storm 

In form, love, but by name, a friend. 

 

          ~Sai Sreemayee S, 6 ‘D’, Flamingo 

NATURE 

I have many hobbies, but I really like one the best. That is spending time with nature!! I love being 

with nature and love all the different and interesting creatures. I enjoy hearing the birds chirping 

outside my window although a few people do get angry and irritated by them. I really have a lot of 

fun running after butterflies and looking at the pretty and colourful flowers. If anyone spends some 

time with nature, they will feel more calm, relaxed and elated. A feeling of content and serenity can 

be experienced. Nature really has the best to offer and is wonderful in its own way. I love nature. 

~Asmi,  4 ‘D’, Flamingo 



IF 
 

When one experiences the ‘downs’ in life, 

Pain cuts through as sharp as a knife. 

And in order to climb back up to the peak, 

Never surrender, never be meek. 
 

When sorrow hits you along with grief, 

Your life crashes downwards like a falling leaf. 

Anxiety bubbles as you search for a solution, 

Dreadful dreams haunt you with scrambled 

notions. 

 

If not for the absence of a thing so pure, 

Every single problem shall remain without cure, 

For man finds faults at the drop of a hat, 

And takes leave of his senses when the fire’s got 

the fat. 

 

Hope is our saviour, hope is all we need, 

With confidence and hope, a shackled man can be 

freed. 

Problems can be often disguised as a gift, 

So never forget to consider a sentence with an ‘if.’  

 

~Nangai. N,  9 ‘B’, Flamingo 

 

 

INNER VOICE 

Listen carefully to the voice within, 

Deluged in the cacophony for long, 

Listen carefully to the words it sings, 

Filled with silver symphony all day long. 

 

If things don’t go right as they sometimes 

won’t, 

If the road trudging seems uphill, 

Your inner voice whispers to you, 

Fixing your shattered pieces like powerful 

glue- 

“Fall seven times, stand up eight; 

For you were a warrior made to fight.” 

 

If you feel on top of the world, 

All your happiness coming out of its fold, 

Your inner voice whispers to you, 

Clear and crisp as fresh morning dew, 

“Why look up at the stars when you are the 

brightest 

You have just done well in another life’s 

test.” 

 

Listen carefully to the voice within, 

Deluged in the cacophony for long. 

Listen carefully to the words it sings, 

Filled with silver symphony all day long.  

 

~Anumita P,  9 ‘C’, Flamingo 

Life has its ups and downs-  

Ride the downs and climb the 

ups! 

~ Vaughn Ripley 

Truth is what 

the voice within 

tells you. 

~ Mahatma Gandhi 



500 YEARS INTO THE FUTURE 

500 years later. Just imagine. Right now, there are so many machines, think about later. 

I wish they would make homework-writing machines. I would just speak the words and the 

machine would write them down. We could also have breathing tax in the future. Just kidding! 

However, I don’t want phones and computers in the future, for my father is always glued to them. I 

don’t want him to spoil his eyes. I think I’d also want 

Hogwarts to be real. Imagine playing Quidditch and 

meeting Harry, Hermione and Ron. There would also be 

very few trees. 

I suppose this is what the future would hold for us. 

~ Anusha.P, 4 ‘C’, Flamingo 

I JUST WANT TO SAY ‘THANK YOU’ 

 

I love my ma’am because she is the best ma’am in FIS. She is very kind. 

She loves everyone in the class. She is very friendly. She likes the class to 

be very clean and quiet. She keeps everyone happy. She doesn’t scold me 

when I forget my things. She scolds everyone only when they have done 

some mischief. She keeps everyone disciplined and forgives everyone. She 

encourages everyone to participate in all activities. She explains nicely and 

clearly when we don’t understand something. 

She gives us extra information that is not in 

our books. She always claps when we get a medal or a prize. She 

keeps telling us how things will be like in our future. I enjoy it when 

she reads story books to everyone and asks questions to children who 

are quiet. She encourages us to be happy when we are feeling sad. I 

will miss you when I go to II Std. You always keep me happy, my 

dear ma’am.        

 ~Ahaan, 1 ‘A’, Flamingo 



THE SONG OF THE PEOPLE 

These wars, said a man, 

Drinking straight out of a can, 

They ought to be put to rest. 

 

They wreak havoc on this Earth 

Turning it into a berth 

For dry land and sand. 

 

They must be stopped 

Or dropped 

Then the world would be a better place. 

 

Stop wars, humans, he said 

As there are those who cry for the dead. 

For only then, will 

the world be bet-

ter. 

 

~ Adhit.K 

    6 ‘B’, Flamingo 

THE BOOK THIEF   by Markus Zusak 

The book thief is a story about a young girl names Leisel Meminger and is set 

during the time of World War II. Leisel is a young girl with light blonde hair and 

dark brown eyes. She is sent to Germany to live with her foster parents Hans 

and Rosa Hubbermann when she is about the age of eight or nine. 

As the book is set in Germany and during the reign of Hitler, it incorporates a 

few events that take place during that time. It is set in a slightly poor 

neighbourhood in Germany. The book is about how Leisel learns to read and 

write with her father Hans Hubbermann and about how she develops over the 

time she spends with her foster parents and her best friend Rudy Stilher. The 

book does have a lot more thievery than expected and a lot more interesting 

and exciting events. To find out what they are, I am going to ask you to read the book. 

Personally, I quite liked the book and had not expected the book to end the way it did. The 

unexpected is something I quite enjoy in books. The book also shed light on different characters 

rather than focusing only on the protagonist, which gave me an idea of who they were. The author 

has perfectly combined adventure with reality. Once you start reading this book, it is actually hard 

to put it down due to the plot twists here and there.  I liked how the author set the book during 

the time of World War II, as it shows how life was during those times. It has scenes with 

bombings, Jews, Hitler’s Birthday and people struggling for food. I would definitely recommend this 

book as it has used good grammar and vocabulary. I also learnt a little German by reading this 

book. This book is meant for young adults but those who are a little older can also read it. This 

book is definitely worth a read. 

~ A book review by Anika Khanna, Class 8, Flamingo  



WHEN HITLER STOLE THE PINK RABBIT  by Judith Kerr 

Somewhere in Germany lived a family of four. They lived in the elite areas of Germany and had a 

really comfortable life. The father was a well known Jewish author. Their lives, which were filled 

with harmony got highly disturbed as they went through a lot of 

hardships. 

Anna, the protagonist in the book is a girl aged about eight 

years. She also has an elder brother Max, who obviously loves 

irritating her like any other elder brother. This book is written 

about the time during the late 90’s and is a historic drama. 

With the Nazis coming to power in Germany, they made the 

lives of Jews a living hell which eventually lead to their death. 

Their father was a very creative man, but he opposed the Nazi’s 

a lot which in turn left him jobless for a while. To flee from the 

clutches of the Nazis they had to go to Switzerland and then 

later to France. Most of the story revolves around their lives as 

they struggled and worried about their lack of money. 

When they were leaving Germany, Max’s friend gave him a book written about famous people and 

Anna read it during the journey to Switzerland. After reading the book, she noticed that all the 

famous people had a difficult childhood whereas she did not. She wanted to become famous on 

her own and not with the help of her father. 

Back in France luck favoured them and they shifted to England. Their mother’s cousin had come to 

pick them up and termed their childhood a difficult one. This triggered Anna’s mind and she 

realized that if your loved ones are with you then you can conquer the difficulties in your life. 

Once there lived some mice 

They just loved to play with dice 

They were hopping 

Without stopping 

Until they saw some white rice! 

~ Samika Reddy  2 ‘C’, Flamingo 



MY MOM 

My mom is so charming, 

She calls me a darling, 

She is so sweet, 

She’s taught me how to tweet. 

 

Sometimes she’s charged like an electric tower, 

Sometimes she’s as delicate as a flower. 

When it is bed time, 

She turns it into story time. 

 

She helps me with my work, 

And also does her office work. 

Though she’s just a little old, 

Her heart is just pure gold! 

           ~Srushti Manjunath 

        3 ‘B’, Flamingo 

A STRANGE BOY IN MY ROOM  

 

Once I saw a strange boy in my room 

I thought I was doomed 

I wanted to hit him with a broom 

When he broke my favourite hand-loom 

 

He had a long hand 

Which was filled with sand 

His hands were huge and big 

Which were made of twigs 

 

He just annoyed me 

With his hair full of fleas 

I hit him with my bottle 

And he shook like a rattle 

 

I was so scared 

It was like a nightmare 

I really have to say 

That I had to run away 

       ~Aadya Sandeep  

                   3 ‘C’, Flamingo 



MY SISTER 

 

    My sister is the best, no one can take her place. Though 

we fight we always become friends again. She is my 

playmate, friend and most importantly my sister. 

   I never get scared as my sister is always there for me. 

She is always there to support me. I bet no one can be as 

kind as her. She is my second mother. 

   She is my adviser and teacher. I always tell my secrets to 

her. I love spending time with her. I must be very lucky to 

have a sister like her. She is my role model. 

   Love you, dear sister. 

   ~ S. Manasvini,   5 ‘D’, Flamingo 

MY DREAM CAME TRUE 

 

It was a cold day in Sikkim when my mom planned a trip to Kala Patthar which is a place in 

Lachen. My mom asked us to quickly get ready. I was 

wondering where we were going and why. My mom 

just told me that it was going to be a beautiful surprise 

for us. I pestered my mom with many questions but 

she didn’t give us any explanation. Finally, we reached 

there. I was just awestruck to see myself surrounded 

by snow. I just couldn’t believe my eyes. I tried to 

touch the snow but it was just too cold for me to hold. 

It was a dream come true moment for me. Finally, it 

was time for us to go back to our hotel. I didn’t want 

to leave that beautiful place at all, but it was getting darker. So, reluctantly, I headed back to the 

hotel.  

~ Anusha Nadgir,  4 ‘A’,  Flamingo 



OH GOD NOT AGAIN! 

Oh God not again! 

Holidays are over 

Fun comes to a closure 

My heart sinks lower 

Comes back the strain. 

Oh God not again! 

School bells are ringing  

Teachers’ stares are glaring 

Class-rooms need arranging 

So much of pain . 

Oh God, not again! 

Back to the book 

Our comfort who took? 

Must be a crook 

Deserves my utter disdain. 

Oh God, not again! 

 ~Naman Vikas Mishra,  

    8 ‘B’, Flamingo 

IN A SOLDIER’S SHOES 

Wednesday, 21st November 

259 BCE 

Dear Diary, 

I have just returned from the court, and the king has been talking about 

nothing but building stupas, sending ambassadors, clarity, donation, the list 

goes on. My friends and I are standing like puppets at the palace entry for 

decoration, perhaps. 

Some drastic change has occurred in the king since the Kalinga War. My best friend travelled to a 

new world and I lost my left arm. And two years later, the king talks about nothing but dharma. It 

is quite a positive change in the king. We were lulled to sleep by stories about dharma. Could this 

really be the king who killed his kith and kin to ascend the throne? 

But it comes as a heavy blow. How many can understand the life of a soldier? If you’re at war, 

your life is at stake, if your king turns to this path, you are unemployed. 

~ Sreemayee, 6 ‘D’, Flamingo 

THE DANDELION 

Lightly O Lightly, 

It sways & swings, 

The dandelion, 

With its velvety wings. 

Each wing, 

With a seed, 

For another dandelion 

To spring. 

Places unheard of 

Dandelions can grow 

there, 

For young & old 

Shall adore & stare 

A blow is enough  

For a dandelion to fall 

But later there stands  

Another dandelion proud & tall.  

    ~ Rishika, 8 ‘D’, Flamingo 



AFTER ALL 

Life is a humongous maze 

Every turn, every corner 

There seems to be a prevailing darkness 

Waiting to consume and get rid of us all. 

It is impossible to hold it all 

It is impossible not to lose it all 

Unless a blessing in disguise saves you 

And stands with you, be it against one, or 

against everyone.    

A friend does it all 

One stands with you whenever, wherever. 

One makes you relish the simplest moments of 

your life. 

Or at least, that was what happened with me. 

I hope you have found one such boon, 

Who stands and laughs with you, be it during the 

day or under a bright moon. 

The one who holds it for you and helps, 

The one who after all, is your friend. 

           

                ~Smruthi Bhat, 9 ‘C’, Flamingo 

TREES 

As the wind whispered through the dark-green canopy and 

The orange sun swam below reach, 

The men retired and the women lay back as the crickets 

Began to preach. 

Its smooth bark glistened in the evening light and looked ever so 

brown, 

It smiled at the ground and moved with grace, shaking 

Its deep green crown. 

Many cooing birds and jumpy squirrels snuggled within its boughs, 

The city slept in blissful peace as the daylight slowly went. 

Yet nature’s treasure chest laden with fruits, swayed along with glee. 

I grinned with pleasure and glanced up ahead and smiled at the rattling tree! 

~Nangai. N,   9 ‘B’, Flamingo 

LIFE  

Well you got to strive  

If you want to live a somewhat fabulous life 

The coming of dusk can make it nice  

And the going of another can make you cry. 

 

You got to have some complexity  

Because there’s no point in living with simplicity  

And well if you want advice  

You‘ve got to find someone nice 
 

Whilst you treat it well  

it may not return the favour 

But it may make you prepare  

For an endeavour  
 

An endeavour to grab something bright 

And also to make your mind light  

And don’t do amazing things like drink and drive  

For you don’t want to waste this fun-filled imper-

fect life   

~Naman Donti,   8 ‘C’, Flamingo 
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HERE’S MY BESTIE! 

Have you ever had someone who knows you better than 

you yourself do? Without whom your life would most likely 

be entirely different. I have, and her name is Aparna. True 

friends are like flawless diamonds, very valuable and hard 

to come by. Such friends are always there for you 

through thick and thin.  

When someone first met their ‘to be best friend’, a 

thought probably popped in their mind; something that 

might have sounded like, “Ooh! She seems like a nice 

person.” Well, it was not really the same for Aparna and 

me. We were classmates for 3 years, but then we were not so close. Then I’ll fast forward to 7th 

grade, when we ended up in the same class. That was when she and I became acquainted with 

each other. With time, we grew close and we realized we actually got along quite well. I have 

known her for nine years now! 

I really do not know which one of us is taller. Ha-ha! We still fight on that. Above her dark brown 

eyes lies a perfect set of full eyebrows. Her rounded face and cascading brunette waves sit atop 

her shoulders. Her gentle eyes coloured the darkest brown go very well with her brilliant smile. I 

remember it was her birthday, and we were distributing chocolates, when a teacher asked us,” 

You guys are twins right?” without even thinking about the fact that if we were twins I would be 

in my birthday dress as well. However, that is how close we have grown, sharing all our 

happiness and sorrows, sprinkled with endless laughter, hugs and pinky promises. We do have 

our difficulties, but we always manage to patch up. She has the warmest smile and the kindest 

heart. I am truly grateful to have such an amazing and mature (trust me, I am the goofy one) 

bestie.          ~Aditi Yogesh,    9 ‘A’, Pelican 

THE 4 MAIN ELEMENTS 

Earth moves the air 

And the wind feeds the fire 

Magic is here if you dare to believe 

Sail out to the sea 

On an ocean of mystery 

And bring your heart 

To the ones that you heal. 

~Mokshitha. V,  

   5 ‘D’, Pelican 



THE WORST DAY EVER 

I woke up one morning 

And found myself yawning 

I looked at my clock 

It wasn’t going tick tock  

It was almost 8:00 ! 

A quick breakfast I ate 

I ran out the door 

Found a wild boar 

Behind it I crept 

I broke into a sweat 

I didn’t catch my bus 

I knew this was enough 

I had to walk to school 

It wasn’t very cool 

I left my homework on my bed 

You can guess what my teacher said 

At last we went home 

Again I found the boar 

It chased me to my door 

I knocked on the door 

Mom wasn’t at home 

I had to wait outside  

A heavy bag by my side 

At last mom came back 

With a 10 kg sack 

I carried it to the kitchen 

It was like a mission 

It was the worst day ever 

I want to have it again never 

 

~ Jagruti Rath 

   3 ‘B’, Pelican 



IF I WERE A BIRD 

 

If I were a bird, I would see the whole wide 

world. I could see my school look really small. 

I could soar up in the sky. I would be living in 

my cozy nest which would be upon a massive 

tree. I could see people working, walking and 

running. I could play in the sky merrily. I 

would sing a harmonious song in the morning 

and evening. I have plenty of dreams and 

would love to become a bird but I am a nor-

mal human. 

~Shreya Paschapur  

   3 ‘A’, Pelican 

IT WAS ONLY A DREAM? 

One day I was wondering 

What was on my mind? 

Then I started wandering  

And I didn’t really mind 

I thought and thought 

As I knew I was wise 

That something was wrong 

Oh, no, I had shrunk in size 

I was curious 

What should I do? 

Should I be furious? 

Or shout boo-hoo? 

My sister woke up 

From her nap 

She looked up, 

Saw me and clapped 

She picked me up 

With her giant hand 

She put me in a cup  

And closed it with a bang 

I tried to push the cup 

Using all my might 

I then looked up 

And saw a bright light 

In reality, I was in my bed 

It was already morning 

The sun was glowing red 

While I was still yawning 

~ Jagruti Rath,     3 ‘B’, Pelican 



HIS HOUSE IS A MANSION!! 

During the Dussehra holidays, I went to someone's house in my hometown, Mangalore. 

I have never met him, but I had heard a lot about him. He lived in a mansion. It was so 

big that hundreds of people could freely walk around. But he was not home.   

You won't believe what I am going to say next, but every one of us would have visited 

his mansion at some point or the other. I am not joking. EVERY ONE OF US has visited 

his mansion. 

I saw many guests arrive. And yet all his guests (including 

us!) were uninvited. His mansion had no doors, no gates, 

no uniformed guards stopping people at the entrance. 

I saw a couple of guests dropping coins into a big barrel 

with a coin-shaped hole on top. That made me wonder: 

When he has a mansion of his own, why would he need 

our charity? 

Some guests were busy chanting things, others were busy saying things to each 

other.  His guests were simply very noisy.  I felt sorry for him. How can he take so 

much noise? I looked around, but I didn't find him. Could it be that he fled to heaven as 

his poor guests arrive at his mansion on Earth? 

 ~Krishnaa Punja    2 ‘C’, Pelican 

CHRISTMAS DAYS 

Christmas bells are ringing, 

Everyone is singing. 

The shops are all lit in the street, 

Friends again and again meet. 

Now today, comes Christmas Eve, 

Everyone from kids to adults believe, 

That Santa is ready to leave. 

Children sleep with tears, 

With the thought of fear, 

Of whether Santa will come or not. 

And at last on Christmas day, 

There are presents to make all gay! 

~Dhanvi, 5 ‘D’, Pelican 



THE DESERT 

He walks over the sandy mount 

And his fear comes, the worst. 

When in thought he takes into 

account 

The need to quench his thirst. 

 

As he walks he tries to avoid 

His state of  friendlessness 

He doesn’t want to sink into the void 

Of dread and loneliness. 

As his body is burning with heat 

The sea comes into view. 

He accomplishes a daring feat 

Achieved by very few. 

He runs towards the distant sea, 

Whooping triumphantly. 

 

~Rahul B ,  

   8 ‘B’, Pelican 

   

THE BARREN LAND OF ICE 

He walks through the barren land 

With no bread nor fruit slice 

The land has no sand 

But is covered with ice. 

He takes quick steps in the cold 

Thinking about his past. 

Thinking about his days now old. 

They never seem to last. 

Wistful-eyed he trudges down the 

mountain side. 

At every step he stumbles. 

His eyes processing the valley wide 

With fear, he trembles. 

He searches for the sea to no avail. 

So he continues on his trip. 

He goes on to find a trail  

That might lead him to a ship.       

~Rahul B ,8 ‘B’, Pelican 



 

A HORRIBLE ELEVATOR  

A horrible elevator,  

It surely needs a respirator 

For everyone who travels in it 

To reach the summit. 

It creeks like a train 

It makes sounds like a drain 

It smells so bad 

You'd rather smell your iPad. 

Would you like to know more about the lift 

which is extremely swift? 

You try to stand but stumble back 

You’ve guessed it, support it does lack. 

You collapse like a broken heap 

The pain makes you start to weep 

You do your best to get up 

You may manage it but you'll throw up 

Please do heed the warning 

I just finished carving 

Never ever go into a lift  

That is very, very swift 

~Rahul.B     

   8 ‘B’, Pelican 

           The dragon of immense pain 

  Rose powerful and mighty again 

  He lived in a den 

  And killed innocent men 

  In the end, he was mercilessly slain 

           There was a delinquent boy  

  Who wanted to only destroy 

  He was quite mad 

  And a foolish lad 

  He resented everything that brought joy 

           It is a long and sweltering summer 

  Children remained in deep slumber 

  Yet war has broken out here 

  Everywhere there is panic and fear 

  Soldiers are resiliently depicting valour 

A limerick is a short and fun five-line fun poem with a distinctive 

rhythm. The first, second and fifth lines are longer than the 

third and fourth lines. The rhyming pattern is AABBA.  



HOW CATS BECAME PETS 

Long ago, there was a cat who lived in the jungle. She always wanted to be friends with the strong-

est animal. Once she observed that everyone feared the lion. So she became the lion’s friend. One 

day while they were sunbathing, an elephant passed by. All the animals, including the lion cleared 

the way to let the elephant pass. The cat thought that the elephant was stronger than the lion. So, 

she became the elephant’s friend. One day when the cat and the elephant were at the lake, the ele-

phant trumpeted “There are hunters here!” and he ran away. So now the cat left the elephant and 

went to the city to live with the hunter thinking that the hunter was stronger. When the hunter took 

him home, his wife shouted at him, “You couldn’t kill a lion but have brought this useless cat over 

here?” Suddenly, a mouse ran in front of them and the 

woman screamed. The cat ran and caught the mouse. 

The woman was happy that the cat got rid of the 

mouse. So, she kept the cat in her house as a cuddly 

and useful pet. 

~ Avantika , 4 ‘D’, Pelican 

SIBLINGS 

   We fight over little stuff, 

   And sometimes we get a bit tough. 

   You know you are my best friend, 

   And I don’t know when that will come to an end. 

You love me from the heart, 

And you are someone who knows me from the start. 

No matter how much we argue, we share a lot of  

similarities, laughter and sorrowful thoughts. 

We love each other from the start 

And we will never break apart. 

~Mokshitha.V 

5 ‘D’, Pelican 



JOHN’S DRAGON 

Deep down in the jungle, there was a small village known as “Hicura”. Most of the people’s 

occupation was farming. They grew crops like rice, sugarcane, cotton, etc. On the outskirts of the 

village, there was a small hut in which a boy named John lived. John was alone and he was an 

orphan. 

While he was playing, he saw a golden egg. John took it home and looked after it. He carried it 

everywhere he went, while eating, bathing and sleeping. Some days later, there came a noise from 

the egg. It started cracking and John was exhilarated to see 

what it was. It was a dragon!! He took care of it by feeding 

and bathing it till it was big enough to guard itself. 

 One day, a group of thieves came into John’s house when 

he was away. They looked for valuables, then realized that it 

was a poor man’s house. When they were about to leave, 

they heard a noise. They followed it and saw the dragon. 

They captured it and took it away. 

When John came back, he was stunned to see that the 

dragon had disappeared. He searched everywhere but couldn’t find the dragon. He asked his 

neighbour, “Did you see my dragon?” The neighbour replied, “Yes, I saw some people come in to 

your house while you were away. I was trying to tell you.” 

  “Do you know which way they went? “They went left.” “Thanks.” 

He went all over the village but couldn’t find the dragon. Suddenly, he heard a bell.                      

He remembered that he had tied a bell around the dragon’s neck. John found the dragon behind a 

tree and stealthily took it back home. They lived happily ever after. 

~Ahmed Sameer,     4 ‘B’, Pelican 

THE CATERPILLAR'S POEM 

The mommy butterfly lays the egg. 

The egg cracks crr crr crr......... 

From the egg a caterpillar comes out, 

Crawl crawl crawl.......... 

He eats the egg and lots of leaves, 

Chomp chomp chomp.......... 

He gets fat and sleeps in his pupa, 

Zzz zzz zzz.......... 

After some days, he comes out of his pupa. 

He becomes a butterfly and flies away 

Flutter flutter flutter.......... 

 ~Teesha Ghuwalewala,  2 ‘A’, Pelican 



THE DANCING WITCH 

My mom is going to yell at me today. It is 12:30 am and I am very late. I got late with work in the 

office and now I can’t find any taxi. My phone’s battery has also drained out. My mom’s fuse is 

going to blow for sure. 

“AAAAAAAARGHHHH,” I have fallen into a manhole!!! Oh how disgusting. I am going to be covered 

in filth, I will stink, but wait a minute. I don’t stink at all, in fact I smell quite pleasant, and I am not 

dirty too, I’m feeling refreshed. 

I follow the fragrance that calls me, 

and I reach a beautiful miniature 

party area with so many cute little 

gnomes. Oh my god! I came into the 

gnome’s world. I am happy, scared, 

excited, oh so many emotions 

together have never struck me. My 

breath is like a storm wind. The 

macho gnome men come out to see 

what the fuss is all about, but they run back inside on seeing me. 

A few moments pass, and I see a tiny old lady. I bend down to listen to what she is saying. She 

asked me how I got here and I explained. She invited me to stay back for the party and I happily 

accepted. For this I had to pass through a magical door to become like them. I did! 

It was a coronation party for their princess. She took me inside. I was now only five inches tall. I 

was introduced to the queen. I was shocked to see an ugly gnome as their princess, I was 

expecting somebody pretty. I made my curtsy and returned to the old lady. I asked the old lady 

about the princess and she told me that a few weeks back their kingdom had been attacked by an 

old witch, who had destroyed most of their lands and killed the king, but their princess fought back 

and defeated the evil witch. 

After a few days of the battle, the princess had gone on a stroll. When she returned, she was 

behaving very oddly. They realised that something was wrong and wanted to find out what. That 

was their current situation. On learning this, the old lady and I devised a plan. We had to get the 

magical wand which was in the drawer in the bedroom of the princess. The old lady would distract 

the princess and I would take the wand. This wand would make me my original size. We carried out 

our plan. 

I was now back to my original size. I picked up the princess who was an imposter. This princess in 

fact was the witch in disguise. She was terrified by me and spilled the beans. The witch had tied 

the true princess in the bush. We found the princess. I gently picked her up and returned to the 

steps of the palace. With the princess now safe, I bid adieu to the gnomes. However, I took with 

me, the witch in a glass bottle. To this day, the main attraction of my hall area is the dancing witch 

which everyone thinks I bought on one of my foreign trips. 

~Nandeni Sharma, 6 ’C’, Pelican 



THE WORLD OF CUBING 

My favourite hobby is to solve puzzles. The Rubik’s Cube was created by Erno Rubik back in 1974. 

He was a Hungarian designer and architect who lived in Budapest. It was initially known as the 

‘Magic Cube’. Initially, only mathematicians had them, but at one point 

it was launched into international markets. 

I started cubing in 2017. Originally, I thought that the only type of 

cube was the 3x3(Rubik’s Cube) and I was also very slow. I thought 

that cubing was basically nothing but solving the 3x3 until I saw some 

YouTube videos and realised that what I knew was just the tip of the 

iceberg. 

There is an international body that manages all cube related things. It 

is called the World Cube Association or WCA for short. They host 

competitions and that is where the world records are set. I have been 

to two competitions but haven’t made it to the finals. There are world 

records as well as national records. World records are the fastest 

solves in the world and national record are the fastest solves in a 

particular country. For 3x3, you are given 5 solves and the average is 

calculated. Records can either be single or average. Single is one solve 

while average is an average of all the solves. 

Now, about the different types of cubes. There is the 3x3, known by 

everyone but there are also other fun and competitive types of cubes. 

There are 2x2, 4x4, 5x5, 6x6, 7x7, 8x8 and a lot more. The biggest 

puzzle is the 33x33 which is made by Gregoire Pfennig. The number of possible combinations in the 

3x3 is a whopping 43 quintillion! Thus, the 33x33 cube is at a whole new level. The skewb, 

pyraminx and square-one are not to be forgotten. They are not NxN puzzles like the other ones. My 

PB on 3x3 is 8.26 seconds, on the pyraminx it is 7 seconds and on the 2x2 it is 4 seconds. The 

world record on 3x3 is 3.47 seconds, on the pyraminx it is 0.91 seconds and on the 2x2 it is 0.47 

seconds. This is why I love cubing.                                                   

     ~Akshanth Kalvankuntla    3 ‘C’, Pelican 

SILK BOARD JUNCTION 

That junction which I pass by every day, 

And get stuck in every way!! 

That junction where I see congestion, 

Which makes my tummy stop its digestion!! 

That junction where toys are sold, 

I sit in the school bus and see the toys, but can’t hold. 

That junction is Silk Board 

Where we all just sit and get bored!!!  

~Ishaan Bhat,  2 ‘D’, Pelican 



BEAUTY AND THE BEAST 

 

It all began when Belle 

Walked into a castle under a spell 

And met a talking clock 

And a teapot that could walk 

She wanted to at least 

Save her father from the beast 

She became a prisoner in his stead 

Her father’s heart for her bled 

Her father had taken a rose 

With no intention to make foes 

But the beast thought he was a thief 

Father couldn’t hide his grief 

So there father goes 

To give Belle her rose 

And back to the beast 

Probably as a feast 

But following him was Belle  

And into this spell she fell 

The beast was nice to her 

And they fell in love with each other 

She found out he was under a curse 

When she became his nurse 

The spell broke and there was laughter 

Then they lived happily ever after. 

~ Sahitra Bhat  

    8 ‘B’, Pelican 

HONESTY ALWAYS PAYS 

On a beautiful Sunday morning in March, Girija and Srija, the two sisters wanted to snack on their 

favourite date cookies. However, their mom had asked them not to eat more than two, as it is not 

good for their health. They sneaked into the kitchen on tippy-toes 

and grabbed the cookie jar. They took four cookies each and 

came out of the kitchen. Just then, they saw their mom down the 

hallway walking towards them. They felt guilty. Girija and Srija 

threw all the cookies they had into the dustbin. Their mom saw 

this and advised them –“If you had been honest with me, I would 

have still allowed you girls to eat two each. Now we have wasted 

them too.” The girls realized their mistake and replied – “Sorry 

Amma, we will never ever repeat this again.” 

~Aditi P Talkad     2 ‘D’, Pelican 



THE FUTURE’S HERE ? 

 

 

We said… 

There will be robots 

There will be talking mobiles 

There will be flying cars 

Which will help us travel across miles. 

There will be cats drinking tea 

Flying dogs playing in the air in glee 

Robots crushing humans into bits 

The thought of it, gives me fits 

Flying chairs everywhere 

And emojis playing truth or dare 

There would be multipurpose lights 

Which will help us clear all fights. 

There would be chocolate fountains 

That would touch the dazzling clouds 

While the class students would just use apps 

To clear their doubts. 

There will be magical crayons 

Which will help us try different fonts 

Children will be flying with their kites 

While demigods would be getting into fights. 

There would be gods going on wars 

While our scientists plan a trip to Mars 

On earth, we’d be short of water 

When astronauts land on the moon’s crater. 

There will be edible, sticky, talking glue 

Which will help us when we are blue 

Humans will slowly become extinct 

As they make errors in following their instincts 

    Humans will regret their mistake 

    After they eat the robot made steak 

    Everyone would die in the nick of time 

    As robots and technology get into their prime 

    ~Sharanya Das,  4 ‘B’, Pelican 

       



MY INSPIRATION 

I’m inspired by a very interesting person who is close to my heart. Guess who it 

is? He’s my dear uncle. He is a cardiologist – a doctor who treats people with 

heart problems. His name is Dr. Praveen Agarwal. He works at the Escorts 

Hospital in Delhi. His life has been full of adventures and here, I’m going to 

share one of his adventures. 

He had gone to the exam centre to write his boards. He had studied in a Hindi 

medium school and wrote all his papers in Hindi. When the examiner saw his paper, he was 

shocked and told my uncle that he had to write all his papers again in English again. My uncle had 

to learn everything from the scratch in English and reappear for the boards in six months. But 

when he wrote his papers in English, he actually topped the exams and he was over the moon. He 

says that determination and hard work always pays. He is now the director of Escorts Hospital, 

Delhi. I am so proud of my uncle. He is the best.  ~Khushi Suneja,  4 ‘A’, Pelican 

NO SCREEN TIME, MORE FUN 

If I had no screen time, I would take my toy cars, and my Hot Wheels 

(toys) and go to Anant’s house. It would be awesome. I would see him play 

his piano and his brother. I will do tricks with tapes and enjoy my food. I 

will also play outside with him. We both will learn some lessons too. In my 

house I will play Chess, Lego and Hot Wheels. I will go to malls, parks and 

shops. I will also play with my father and my friends. I can play imaginary 

games. I made one called ‘real life’ where you just control your jet, shoot 

and escape. I would really enjoy myself spending time with people. 

~Aarya Srikanth,  2 ‘A’, Pelican 

MAGIC TREE HOUSE BOOK SERIES — A REVIEW 

I love to read all the books in the ’Magic Tree House’ series. The books are 

about Jack and his little sister Annie and their adventures. Once Jack and 

Annie find a mysterious tree house filled with books. With the help of these 

books they travel around the world and solve mysteries. All the books in this 

series are highly entertaining and informative. We learn about varieties of 

topics like the Amazon forest, Pirates, Titanic, Earthquakes, Ninjas, 

Tornadoes, Gorillas, Civil War etc. from these books. 

I like Jack’s character in the books because he too likes to read books like 

me. Jack always finds creative ways to solve mysteries. 

Adventures with Jack and Annie are perfect read for the kids who are in the 

age group 7-10. 

~ Sammith S Rao,  1 ‘A’, Pelican 



INSPIRATION 

It keeps us up all day 

It makes us wait for success till May 

It’s a feeling that inspires us 

It even helps us become famous. 

It motivates us to move forward 

And then holds our hand as we receive an award 

It stops fear from clutching our mind 

It makes us one of a kind. 

It leads us towards our dreams 

Without a word or a scream 

It keeps us up, all night long 

And then gets us to hum a joyous song. 

It keeps us alive from morn to night 

And our heart then feels oh so light 

It stops us from committing a sin 

And ends all troubles with just a grin. 

It lends a hand to people all the time 

It never hesitates in preventing a crime 

Inspiration helps us in everything 

Inspiration is just the best thing! 

~Bhavna S   

  8 ‘C’, Pelican 

THE DAY OUR EXAMS GOT OVER 

Our last exam was the Science exam. I was in seventh heaven. After 

we got out of the hall, everyone was ecstatic. I was the same. I also 

believed that my mom would have no stress as she wouldn’t have to 

help me study any more. Once I got home, I started watching my tab. 

My mom didn’t bother because the exams were over! After 4 hours of 

watching, I called my friend and we played till nine. “I should have 

been in bed already,” I said to myself. I had my dinner and went to 

bed. That was the best day of 4th grade. 

~Divya,   4 ‘D’, Pelican 

 

 

I went to an enormous fair 

And saw a leopard in its lair 

He saw some boys 

Who had brought toys 

He laughed till he fell off 

his chair! 

~Arya Srikanth  



DISASTER 

I’ll be in black when disaster 

strikes 

Crumbling castles, I shall hike 

The lost soldiers I shall mourn 

The world will indeed be very 

forlorn 

Hopeless, pathless, ruins and 

wrecks 

Battleships hunting kingdoms 

to annex 

No sun, no light, just misery 

and strife 

It would be a pitiful, sorrowful 

life. 

 

 

I have warned you—now I say 

no more 

Remember this you will, when 

you’re aching and sore 

And wake up dead in a whole 

new world 

And realise that into disaster, 

head-first, you hurled. 

By others, rewarded I shall be 

For they took my warning seri-

ously 

I will be the one they will like 

For they will look out for me in 

black when disaster strikes! 

~Sahitra,   8 ‘B’, Pelican 

Six sloppy snails slept soundly 

on the sled 

Picky Pepper picked a   picture 

of Polly 

~Atharv Naik, 2 ‘D’,   Pelican 

MY SIDE OF THE MOUNTAIN — JEAN CRAIGHED GEORGE 

This book is about a ten-year-old boy names Sam Gribley. It is an adventurous book that talks 

about Sam becoming fierce and independent. Sam lives on the mountains of Catskill and actually 

survives for a long time even though there are many obstacles in his way. It talks about how he 

uses the mountains for his survival as well as protects it. 

Sam Gribbley is unhappy living with his family in New York as he hates to depend upon electricity 

and machines. So, armed with just the bare necessities and the clothes on his back, he runs off to 

the Catskills mountains in New York. Here his skills of mountain climbing, and his knowledge of 

survival increases. He makes many animal friends and also manages to catch a peregrine hawk 

from her nest! As the days pass, he learns a lot of things that are required to survive in a forest, 

like gathering the right variety of fruits and vegetables, cook fish and most importantly, he learns 

how to be independent. The nights are scary, and the days are hot and despite this he needs to 

hide, or else his activities would make it to the news. 

This book shows the importance of living with nature and respecting it. He might have struggled a 

lot but at the end of the day, he loved what he was doing. Even though he ran away from his 

home, at the end of the book something unexpected and funny happens. It also teaches us that 

being strong is not enough as to achieve something; one must be patient and kind. 

This is a book filled with adventure. It also teaches us the art of survival. This book influenced me 

as it shares an essential message that states – ‘Be strong enough to stand alone, smart enough to 

know when you need help and brave enough to ask for it,’- Buddha. 

~ A book review by Anshika Gupta, 8,  Pelican 



LEND A HAND TO SAVE TREES 

After having a late breakfast on a Sunday morning (February 24th, 2019), I was playing in our small 

kitchen garden. That’s when I saw fire and smoke coming from the road behind my house. There 

was a pile of dry leaves near the roots of two big raintrees. Someone had lit a fire to a pile of 

garbage leaves. The fire was engulfing the barks of the trees along with the dry leaves! 

I alerted my mother who was working in the kitchen about the fire and the smoke.  My mother also 

looked worried. There was a man trying to increase the fire by stirring the dry leaves often with a 

long wooden stick. He was a neighbour. My mother and I decided to stop the fire and walked to the 

road behind our house. My mother tried to make him understand that we should not set fire right 

under the barks of trees. The trees would also burn along with the garbage. We should probably 

burn it in some open site so that only the garbage would get burnt. It would be better is to call the 

BBMP (Bruhat Bengaluru Mahanagara Palike) folks to clear the garbage heaps. He argued that the 

trees were very big and the fire would not do anything to the big trees. But the barks were already 

charred on one side!  

My mother explained that the damaged bark would weaken the trees and slowly the trees would 

die. After some explanation the gentleman agreed that we were correct and allowed us to put out 

the fire. We pulled a water pipe from the construction site nearby and started dousing the fire. The 

construction workers also understood the cause and helped us to extinguish the fire. The garbage 

dump was large and hence it took a long time for the fire to go down. The smoke persisted until 

the next morning. We watered the trees heavily so that the burning barks cooled properly.    

The two big raintrees were probably 20 years old. They were pretty huge and provided shade for us 

to play. I have played many times under these trees with my friends. Trees give us fresh air and 

many birds live in those trees. When such big trees die, it is a greater loss to us and our 

environment.                                                                                                                            

~Vismayi   2 ‘A’, Pelican 

 

“What we are doing to the forests of the 

world is but a mirror reflection of what we 

are doing to ourselves and to one another.” 

~ Mahatma Gandhi 



MY AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

Hopefully, when I read this again after a decade or two, I’ll be able 

to smile at the immature, bubbly and painstakingly clumsy sixteen-

year-old that was once me. But for now, while I'm swimming – 

actually, drowning – in a cesspool of anxiety, and bearing the 

burden of ’tons’ of responsibility and homework, let me narrate the 

short and bittersweet story that is my life. 

My life began in a small city in India, where everyone knew 

everyone and the sky was not scraped. However, before I 

could learn to chew, I was whisked away to the land which 

Columbus had ‘discovered’ in 1492. My travels did not end 

there though. Over a span of ten years, I moved six times. 

This nomadic lifestyle made me love the idea of meeting new 

people. It also resulted in a mountain of friends. Talking was 

my favourite hobby. Often, my teachers rebuked me for being 

too loquacious. My anxiety always got the better of me, and 

led me to ramble on and on, asking thousands of questions 

along the way. 

Once, I stumbled onto a stage, it was hard to take me off it. 

Performing in front of people was a thrilling joyride, whether I was 

a tree, cat, poet, corrupt politician or Mother India. Not only was I 

looking for drama onstage, but also in my own life, which made my 

close companions pull their hair out. 

A pin appeared out of nowhere and popped the bubble that I had 

unknowingly formed around myself. The soapy remnants of the 

bubble made me slip and fall, not once, but on numerous 

occasions. I moved once again, but this this time it was over a 

distance of eight thousand miles. I was no longer in the same 

familiar land that I had grown up in. Suddenly, I had to wear the 

same clothes every day to school, and stand up when a teacher 

walked in to the classroom. My year as a seventh grader was an 

emotional rollercoaster. 

Five years later, however, I was able to realize how much this 

experience had changed me as a person. I firmly established my 

roots into the sail of my motherland. And while I was and still am 

navigating my way through the intricate maze of life, I can hear the 

people that I love and respect cheering me on. 

~ Maithili, 12, Pelican 



THE IMMORTALS OF MELUHA BY AMISH TRIPATHI 

The protagonist of this lovely book is Shiva. Yes! The Mahadev from 

Indian mythology. This is his story. Shiva, a barbarian from Lake 

Mansarovar comes down to the almost perfect empire of Meluha as a 

mere immigrant but is later transformed to their living god after he 

ingests the Somras, the drink of the gods. His throat turns blue, and 

thus arises his new name, Neelkanth. The Neelkanth’s mission is to find 

evil and destroy it, but will this barbarian, from Mansoravar, who has a 

terrible past, help the immortals of Meluha? Will he realize what the 

true evil is before it’s too late? 

Amish Tripathi has asked us a question; what if our gods were actually 

living humans and because of their Karma, they became gods? The 

series, the Shiva Trilogy, is largely based on Indian mythology, with all 

its characters having their roots in the Hindu religion. Amish has done 

a brilliant job of telling us stories from the past, myths and beliefs, in his own style. Though the 

stories in the book are not directly derived from the Puranas, they have a lot of similarities.  

The main characters are: Shiva, his love Sati, Daksha the king of Meluha, and Brihaspati his best 

friend. Shiva has an attractive persona. He loves dancing and cracking jokes, while Sati is a 

Vikarma (Harijan, outcast or untouchable). The book also talks about how Shiva battles the 

Vikarma law for his love. 

The book has a lot of twists and turns and half-way through, I felt the book became directionless 

and had a loose plot. It seemed that the author hadn’t made up the complete story but had 

already finished writing half of the book. The book is largely political in manner. If you, dear 

reader, are interested in politics, this is your kind of book, but in truth, the twist is unexpected.  

The book ends in a cliffhanger and thus I was compelled to read the entire series. This book is 

violent in nature. The author takes no precaution for young readers and the description of violence 

is vivid and leaves a dark impression. Some death scenes are prolonged. I believe the author 

purposely stretched a scene to an entire chapter! 

~ A book review by Shlok Upadhyay,  8 ‘C’, Pelican 

TRAVEL 

Travelling is always fun 

But not with a full sun 

Travelling in the air by plane 

One must not go in vain 

We travel through the African jungle 

With my friends, I mingle 

We scale hills of great heights 

And we pass the land of might 

 

As we come to land 

United we all stand 

We see hills, seas and trees 

We can see the birds flying free 

Around Africa was a good trip  

It has now disappeared in a blip! 

~ Revanth, 5 ‘C’, Pelican 
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MY  MESSY ROOM 

 

My messy room, 

looks like it has never been vacuumed. 

I wanted to read a book, 

But it got stuck on a hook. 

 

I kept running around, 

Oops! I fell with a loud sound. 

Bump! Aah! Ouch! 

Around my messy room,  

I now have to crouch. 

~Sreya3 ‘C’, Toucan 
IF I WERE A PENCIL 

If I were a pencil 

I would be hard, stiff and wet 
Because of my writer’s sweaty hand 
I bet! 
 
But being sharpened  
is worse than being broken 
And when a nasty child scrapes my skin 
They feel bad for me, my kith and kin 
 
I don’t have friends many 
But the eraser sure is my enemy  
 
I mainly hate the pencil box 
For it is like a lock 
Which traps all air 
And it is not at all fair 
 
The pen is the worst 
Though, not written with first 
It replaces me in the fifth grade 
Oh! Such an unfair practice of trade 
 
But being a pencil 
Is a unique experience 
For it is disappointing 
And lead-breaking work! 
                      

~Joel Saju , 

  6 ‘C’, Toucan 

 



 
 

FORESTS 

 

If there were no forests  

There would be no one  

To look at the tree 

Which gives oxygen for free 

 

To hear the birds chirping 

When the monkeys are falling and tripping  

The fresh water which flows serene 

In the river that lies between 

 

If there were no forests to be seen 

We humans are so mean!                   

 ~P. G. Yashwant   4 ‘D’, Toucan 

THE HALLOWEEN NIGHT IS A HALLOWEEN FRIGHT 

 

Sam is a 11 year old boy. He hated Halloween and always made fun of it. Halloween had arrived 

but Sam didn’t wear any costume. He just went for the  candies. Sam and his friends rang a bell. 

There was a moment of silence. Sam said, “Guys, let’s move on.” But no one responded. When  he 

turned back they were not friends anymore... They were zombies! Sam ran very fast. He saw his 

parents. When they turned back 

they were vampires. Suddenly he 

saw a pumpkin headed man. He 

told Sam that he needs to kill 

him and his army to get back his 

friends and family. Suddenly he 

saw an army of skeletons    

charging towards him. Sam 

found a sword lying down. He 

picked it up and started fighting. 

He reached the pumpkin headed 

man. Using magic, the pumpkin headed man created an anaconda. It kept attacking Sam but he 

kept dodging it. At last Sam jumped extremely high and stabbed it right in its chest. Suddenly the 

pumpkin-headed man attacked Sam. Sam got angry and slayed the pumpkin-headed man. A flash 

of red light came and everything became normal. Ever since that day, Sam celebrated Halloween 

every year as he feared the pumpkin headed man would return.  

~Harikrishnan,  4 ‘B’, Toucan 



A DAY IN THE POOL 

 

I had gone to the pool, 

The water was very cool. 

My friend splashed me on my face 

And we had a swimming race. 

I played real silly 

Just like a good old billy 

I went into a tube 

Taking my flute 

I came out of the pool 

To find that my towel was taken by some fool. 

  ~Sreya, 3 ‘C’, Toucan 
EXAMINATION 

 

Oh dear friend of mine, 

It’s time to stand in a line. 

Because it’s time for the examination 

Which sometimes brings tension. 

Learn and practice twice 

That will make you wise 

Study and learn your lessons, 

That will drive away your tensions 

And when your exams are done, 

Come and tell me that you have won! 

                   ~P G Yashwanth ,4 ‘D’, Toucan  



BEING A SPY  

 

Once there lived girl. Her name was Ashley. Her mom had won a number of awards. Ashley didn’t 

know why her mom had won so many awards. Nobody knew why! One day when she went to her 

mom’s room she fell into a long narrow tunnel. She saw her 

mom wearing a black jumpsuit . “I knew you would find this 

place. You are a spy now. I am retiring so you have to take 

my place”, exclaimed her mom. Ashley said “Really?? Am I a 

spy?” Her mother replied “Yes. Your friend Liv is your partner. 

Your training starts tomorrow.” 

Ashley's  training was extremely tough but towards the end Liv 

and she went on many missions together. The missions were 

challenging and filled with danger. Ashley enjoyed being a spy 

and she had many successful adventures!!  

               ~Chirantana 

4 ‘D’, Toucan 

OUR SPORTS DAY 
 

A lot of joy we had, 

On our Sports Day. 

Races, dances and songs, 

The year’s best day. 

 

Kalaripayattu, laziums and hoops, 

Leap frog and boat races. 

Relay and marching troops, 

Watching with a smile on my face. 

 

Costumes and jewellery, 

And lots of make-up. 

The busiest day, 

Parades and processions, 

Kathak and hopscotch. 

Everybody watching yoga, 

While eating butterscotch. 

~Advitha,5 ‘C’, Toucan 



MY DEAR MA’AM 

 

I love my dear ma’am 

Because she’s so kind 

If she teaches me, 

For sure, I don’t mind. 

She teaches us so well, 

That we would all keep quiet. 

But if I scored less in the exams, 

She’ll ask me to study all night. 

She’s a good teacher, 

That sure is her great feature. 

She seems to be strict, 

But not as much as I depict. 

She used to teach us Science and English 

In third grade 

But I never did like science 

And thought that I would jade. 

She’s very patient and encouraging, 

She asks us to never give up. 

Whether during the class or the test 

She’s always the best! 

    ~Punya S        4 ‘D’, Toucan 

                          

BACK IN TIME 

 

Whoosh!!! I had travelled through time. I got out of the time machine and I was surprised. I saw 

dinosaurs running. I started walking ahead and I suddenly banged my head on some large oval 

thing. I didn’t know what it was but it was of my height. I climbed onto it and it crashed. I fell 

down. THUD! I looked up and saw a T-Rex’s baby looking down at me. I was petrified and I just 

fainted out of fear. Suddenly, I was shaken up and I opened my eyes and realized, I was back 

home. Thank God, I got back home before the T-Rex got me!                                                      

~Parikshit S ,  3 ‘D’, Toucan 



MY GRANDMA’S ENDLESS WORK 
 

My grandma’s always busy and engaged. She always complains 

about her work but the others in the house have no 

consideration for her and carry on with their work. She has 

three maids to handle. One maid comes in the morning, one in 

the evening and another one at night. She finally gets some 

time in the afternoon to sit. But just as she sits, a maid comes 

in to call her and she gets stressed. When she sees a place 

with dust, she can’t control herself and starts wiping it off. Just 

as my grandma lies down to take a nap, she’s woken up by a 

maid who rings the bell. This same cycle continues. 

“What to do? We have to do these things. This is called life”, 

she says with a smile. 

~Rohith Harish   3 ‘D’, Toucan 

I HOPE 
 

I hope I live, 

I hope I stay, 

I hope I witness another day. 

 

I hope I hear, 

I hope I scream, 

I hope I win with my team. 

 

I hope I jog, 

I hope I run, 

Until I reach my destination and become one. 

 

I hope I earn, 

I hope I travel, 

I hope I groove, 

I hope I dance, 

Until I achieve all my plans. 

 

I hope I draw, 

I hope I paint, 

Hope is all that keeps me awake. 

 ~Nithila 8 ‘C’, Toucan 



WISHING TO BE IN THE ARMY 

 

He, who always wished in his short life, 

To be a soldier- brave and strong. 

He, who wanted to know the ways of a sword and knife, 

Never thought his decision would be wrong. 
 

A lot of extremes throughout the time, 

Of practicing to join the army. 

He trudged through mud and slime, 

Though rough, he did it full of glee. 
 

During the war, on a fateful day,   

he saw a knife sprout from his chest. 

He didn't expect to die in such a way, 

With a lot of blood covering his vest. 
 

Looking at his army coat  

that would never get rid of the blood stain, 

He regretfully thought  

about the days they said- No pain, No gain.                                     ~Nakul. B  , 8 ‘B’, Toucan 

THE ALIEN ATTACK 

One day I was doing homework with my friends, 

when we saw a UFO coming towards us. Before it 

crashed on us, we all luckily escaped. Then my 

mother quickly called the police. When they arrived, 

the aliens started shooting at them. We were at my 

hiding spot. While some of the police shot at the  

aliens, the rest went back to call for help. By the 

time the policemen returned with help, the ones who were fighting had already died. I realized that 

some aliens were calling others for help. I saw a bazooka and then shot one bullet. It hit the space-

ship, and so I prevented the aliens from calling for help. After the police killed the aliens, they 

thanked me and gave me a cash prize. The next day onwards everything came back to      normal.  

~ Anurag, 5 ’D’, Toucan 



CUTE LITTLE JIMMY 
 

Jimmy is my little puppy 

his fur is soft and fluffy 

 

I call him a little boy 

he wags his tail full of joy. 

 

His coat is brown and gold 

and his button nose is always cold. 

 

His eyes are big and dark 

I love the sound of his bark. 

 

My darling little puppy 

Your pranks make me happy! 

 

~Ananya Arun  

   5 ‘C’, Toucan 

A RAT IN GRANDPA’S HAT 

 

Once a creepy little rat, 

slipped into my Grandpa’s hat 

The nasty rat 

made a hole in his hat. 

Then he ate up Grandpa’s hair 

From that day on, 

The usage of his hat  

became very rare. 

Now you know what the rat is good at 

Don’t let him slip into your Grandpa’s hat! 

~Harshith,  3 ‘C’, Toucan 

A BOOK REVIEW — WONDER – RJ Palacio 

 

“You can’t blend in when you were born to stand out” 

Wonder is the tale of August Pullman, a fifth grader, born with a severe facial deformity. Even 

after several surgeries, he still wasn’t able to look normal and was often teased or called names 

by older kids and his presence often startled others. Due to his condition, August is home 

schooled until the fourth grade and starts middle school at 

Beecher Prep. This story is about how Auggie faces 

challenges at school and learns that his facial abnormalities 

can’t define him. 

This story is told from many different perspectives like his 

sister Via, her friend Justin, his friends Jack and Summer and 

his sworn enemy Julian. The different characters describe 

their perception of August and what they feel about him.  

Wonder is recommended for people aged nine and above as it is a heartwarming story for almost 

all ages. This book spreads the message to not judge a book by its cover because if you take a 

look inside, it could be a wonder. 

~Ria Merin, 8 ‘B’, Toucan 



CAUSTIC CASTEISM 

It was a hot day in Alwar in rural Rajasthan. A small low caste girl, Amba was sleeping on the floor 

in her thatched hut. She was very poor and worked at a house as a maid to add to the family 

income which was very meagre. They had barely 2 square meals the whole day. Her 2 siblings also 

worked as domestic help. The village was small but well populated. Casteism was prevalent even 

after a few people tried to bring about reform because all the village elders were regressive. They 

had a narrow mindset as they had been taught to treat low caste people as subhuman. Their life 

was a horror every day. 

 The girl worked for upper caste people. It was in the inner village as the SCs had been forced to 

live on the outskirts. She went to the house and removed the human excreta from the toilets as 

they did not have a flush and human scavenging was very common. Before she entered she had to 

wash her feet because they thought she was very dirty as she did such work. Then she cleaned the 

every nook and corner of the big house without a break and without any food. Her work was 

scrutinized and she was abused if it was not clean.  

Once, the grandmother of the house said, “You untouchable creature. You can’t even do your lowly 

work properly. You people need to be taught a lesson.” She had seen that the toilet had not been 

cleaned properly. She shouted, “Now get up you sad excuse for a human. Clean it properly. Not a 

stain should be left or you will be beaten.” The girl tried to clean it but she fell down due to 

exhaustion as she had not had dinner and they had not given her water the whole day. The lady 

started hitting her with a bamboo cane. The girl cried, “Sorry! I have not eaten a morsel since last 

night. Please, I am really tired.” The lady hit her even harder leaving red and purple marks on her 

body. The lady said, “You’re talking about giving you food in my pure house. You do not get entry 

to temple or get water from the well and you think we will give you food. Scum, clean the toilet, 

get up.” The girl could not get up.  

While all this was happening, the girl living in the house, Priya, rushed to see the commotion. She 

had not spoken against the exploitation Amba faced, even though she felt sorry for her and angry 

at it, because she was scared. But today was the last straw. She could not bear the torture Amba 

had been subjected to. She rushed to her and shielded her. The grandma was shocked. “How can 

you even touch that filthy girl? Don’t you know she is an untouchable? You have become impure 

now. You need to take a bath and do a puja.” The entire family said the same. Priya said, “No 

granny, I am fed up with your attitude. How can you treat a human being so badly? You are  

inhuman if you mete out such treatment. You have taught me to love and care for everything. Isn’t 

this girl a part of everything? Doesn’t she have any feelings? You should not talk about values 

when you cannot follow them. You are blaming them based on their birth instead of thinking about 

their qualities. Who gave you the right to ask others to clean your excrement? Do to others, only 

what you can do yourself. We will use toilets with a flush. Treat her with respect and give her food. 

If you don’t, I am leaving this house which is devoid of morals.” All her family members were 

ashamed. A small, innocent girl had reminded them of values like compassion while they had been 

blinded by the caste system. They said, “We are truly ashamed. Amba please forgive us. Priya you 

have opened our eyes today. We promise to end this caste system in our village. Amba cried as 

Priya fed her with her own hands. It was a rebirth, a new beginning for her. 

~Anant Tewari, 9 ‘B’, Toucan 



HORROR AT MIDNIGHT 

It was one gloomy night with dogs howling and it was darker than usual. Well, it actually seems 

like I am being too dramatic. I had my best friend standing beside me and she was equally scared. 

We were all alone with our parents having gone to watch a movie. We were told not to leave the 

house, but naturally we left, in direct opposition to our parents’ instructions.  

That night, we left the house in the dark and found 

ourselves standing on a completely deserted street and we 

were surprised to see the road empty as we have always 

seen it bustling with traffic all day long. We kept walking on 

the street even though we were petrified and suddenly out 

of nowhere, a pair of bats swooped down over our heads. 

Guess what, that was the time when the news of the Nipah 

virus was spreading rapidly! 

We then felt like we were paralysed, but we forced ourselves to continue walking, as we could 

sense an adventure waiting for us ahead. Just then, we witnessed an old woman walking slowly in 

front of us. Surprisingly we hadn’t noticed before. This was just the beginning of all things strange!  

We could only see the old woman for a fraction of a second as she vanished into thin air. I could 

feel a chill running down my spine and my friend’s condition was even worse than mine. She 

suggested that we should just get back home. I immediately agreed and we turned back and were 

flabbergasted to see the same old woman now standing with a little girl. We were too stunned to 

react. 

Just then, we heard someone calling us and I thought “Yes, this is the end of me!”. Someone 

touched me on my shoulder and I jumped. I knew it was not my friend. I turned around slowly and 

realized ………………………..it was my dad! I was relieved to see him there. I knew that we were 

going to get into trouble for breaking rules but was happy to reach home safely. Now, this story 

might be completely true or just a figment of my imagination, I leave that question for you to 

ponder on. 

~A.P Deepasri, 5 ‘C’, Toucan 

MY BEST DAY EVER! 
One day I was walking on the road to the market. I saw a glass bottle lying 
on the side of the road. There was a small piece of paper inside the bottle. I 
picked up the bottle and took the paper out. The paper had a map drawn 
showing a treasure in Malaysia. I ran back home and told my father. My 
father was excited and said.” This will be an adventure”. 
My father booked tickets for our travel to Malaysia and I was thrilled. Next 
day we went to the airport and took the flight to Malaysia. After landing in 
Malaysia we went to the place as indicated in the treasure map. We started 
searching for the treasure and then I saw a cross mark on a big rock there. I started digging near 
the rock and I found a big chest buried there. 
We took the chest out and opened it. Inside the chest there were lots of gold coins, gold crowns, 
rings, necklaces, diamonds and pearls. I started jumping with joy! I put the map back into the 
bottle and sent it to my friends to see if they could join me for some fun!! 
~Shiven Basak, 2 ‘B’, Toucan 
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 THE LITTLE JOYS OF LIFE 

 

Ten cute fingers, ten little toes 

two chubby cheeks and one little nose 

Looks full of innocence 

But mischief-filled eyes. 

Oh, my baby brother, 

How blessed and happy am I! 

When you are around 

The laughs and cries are unforgettable 

The goo goos and gaa gaas and peekaboo 

Make my laugh uncontrollable, 

And every single day I see a different you! 

The little smiles which show your small little teeth  

Are so adorably cute! 

I feel blessed that God gave me you, 

You are the naughtiest baby I have ever set eyes upon, 

The most uncontrollable baby,  

Even for a second, you don’t sit down! 

Even though you are like this, 

For me you are immensely precious. 

I hope you become a much better boy 

For now, I just pray to God 

To keep us together, safe and sound.                                         

~Priyanjana 

  5 ‘B’, Toucan 

THE WORLD AFTER 100 

YEARS 

 

The world after 100 years would be 

filled with technology. There would be 

flying cars, trains, and houses and so 

on. There would be a machine to make 

food. Everything would be made by 

machines. But no trees. People would 

be wearing oxygen masks. The 

scientists would melt the Himalayas. 

There would be no farmers. 

 That means that there would be no 

food. the people would eat energy 

giving-tablets instead of meals.  

Water would be worth much more as 

there would be water scarcity. We don’t 

want that to happen. So we must plant 

more trees and save water. 

~Nischita.R,  

   4 ‘D’, Toucan 



THE ZOO IN MY HOUSE 

The first thing I want to tell you all is that I hate creepy crawlies. 

But if you want to visit a zoo, you can just come over to my 

house. I have a mini zoo in my house. My crazy brother catches 

insects and keeps them at home. He has a toad, a praying mantis, 

and an ant farm. He feeds them honey and other things and now 

he is hatching a plan to catch a snake. He promises that it’s going 

to be a non – poisonous one. My family and I are fed up with him 

and his zoo and we want to go to the Himalayas to relax and take 

a break from these creatures. One day, when we returned from 

school, we were surprised to find a frog jumping up and down, eager to join the other  creatures in 

this zoo. I sometimes feel that the insects actually want to live in my brother’s zoo. He  has actually 

put these insects in a cage. But I am so  scared of them that I often dream that these insects      

are crawling all over me. I sometimes feel that I must  be really unlucky to be sharing my room 

with my  brother and all the creepy crawlies of the universe.  

~Rohith Harish   3 ‘D’, Toucan 

Sly slugs sleep on sleighs 

Spinning spiders split their spines 

~ Anvi Rajvansh 2 ‘B’, Toucan 

Goody goat got a golden goose 

Picky Polly picked up pieces of paper 

~ Prisha Bajpai   2 Á’, Toucan 

THE VOLCANO 

 

There was a volcano in Peru. It was named Hotilton, and was 

situated in a small town. No one went near it because a girl named 

Monica disappeared while collecting water for her ill mother near 

the volcano. Ever since, the villagers didn’t dare step out of their 

houses. 

One day, a group of brave women visited the volcano to find out 

how Monica had disappeared. They found the villain, a magician, 

hiding behind the volcano. The brave women caught him, beat him up and jailed him. They 

rescued Monica who was being used by the magician as a domestic help. Everyone in the village 

was happy again and did not fear going near the volcano again. 

~Sreya, 3 ‘C’, Toucan 



THE MYSTERIOUS TREE HOUSE 

One sunny morning, I was strolling in my backyard, when suddenly a suspicious tree house 

appeared in front of me. There was a thin crack on the tree trunk. I accidentally tripped on a stone 

and fell right onto the tree. I hit the crack and the crack got bigger and bigger. I squeezed in 

through the crack and entered inside the mysterious tree. What I saw inside, left me stunned. 

There was a beautiful library filled with books. That was the weirdest thing I had ever seen. I went 

further and saw a flight of stairs that led to the house on top of the tree. The tree was half house 

and half library! As I went up, the house looked spooky, as if it was a Halloween house. I gingerly 

climbed up the stairs inside the four floored house.  

As I climbed onto the fourth floor and peeped inside, I 

saw the strangest sight. The chess pawns were moving by 

themselves. I looked around and felt the presence of a 

ghost boy. I was petrified. I mustered my courage and 

asked him who he was. Words magically appeared on the 

dusty mirror –“THE STONE OF DESTINY HAS BEEN 

STOLEN”. I asked him how. The mirror replied, “THE 

RAVEN KING HAS STOLEN IT”. I asked if I could help. The 

boy produced a magical wand and the mirror produced 

the words, “THIS WAND WILL HELP YOU TURN INTO WHATEVER YOU WANT”. I asked him where 

the Raven King was and the wand pointed to a distant mountain and the mirror said, “THE PEAK OF 

THAT MOUNTAIN”.  

I turned myself into a raven and flew to the Raven King’s nest to the mountain’s peak. There was 

no one there. I quickly swooped down and picked up the stone of destiny and came back to the 

tree house. I handed the stone over to the ghost boy who safely locked it up. He used the wand 

and turned me back to my original self and I used the wand to convert him back to his original self. 

We suddenly looked out of the window and saw the raven king rushing inside. He was a terrible 

sight – half human and half raven. We used the wand and converted him into a harmless insect. 

The ghost boy and I shook hands and he helped me out of the mysterious tree house. That was a 

cool adventure. I was even more surprised to find out that I had spent only 10 minutes inside the 

tree house and nobody had realized at home that I was missing. How cool is that!                                             

~Anish,   3 ‘B’, Toucan 

      One time, I went to a park with trees 

     But all the trees were full of fleas 

     So I whacked them and smacked them 

     Off they went to join some buzzy bees! 

Once, I looked around school 

Where there was a murmur of “The Ghostly Ghoul” 

It was terribly scary! 

It went by the name – Mary 

And it turns out, the Ghoul liked the pool! 

~ Viha Reddy, 2 Ç’, Toucan 



THE KEY TO EVERYTHING 

I woke up with something hard under my pillow. Last night I had kept a tooth under my pillow. I 

tossed my pillow away and found, to my surprise, that there was a small locked box under it. There 

was a note tied to it. It said, ‘This box contains many fantastic things. There is a map on the other 

side of this paper.’ I turned the paper to find a really, really complex map. I looked at it and 

smiled. I thought to myself, ‘This is going to be easy.’ 

I set out to travel with a rucksack stuffed with some food, water, a sleeping bag and a medical kit. 

The map was for finding the key to the box. Suddenly I stopped. I went back and took the box. 

Just in case I couldn’t come back here. There, much better. Then once again I walked out of the 

house and closed the door behind me. 

By the way, I’m an orphan. My parents died when we were 

returning from our home town. The road was slippery with 

ice. Our car skidded into a ditch full of rocks. After that, I 

was taken to my grandmother’s house. After she passed 

away, I found an old house at the edge of a desert. At first 

life was hard, but slowly I became self-sufficient. 

The first part of the journey was quite uneventful. There 

was just endless sand all around and the scorching sun 

was overhead. Even with my clothes soaked with cool water from an almost dried oasis, I was 

slowly getting baked by the sun. I stopped at another oasis and fell asleep. 

When I opened my eyes again, the sun was shining into my eyes. I slowly got up, stretched, and 

started to fold my sleeping bag to put it back into my rucksack. After that my eyes came to rest on 

the face of the first monster. It had one eye and a huge, hairy body. I got up and ran as fast as my 

legs could carry me. 

I ran until I was sure that I had lost those brutes. I looked into the map. Jackpot! The key was in 

the house to my left. I went there and opened the door. Tricked! I had been tricked! There was no 

key there. Only hordes of those one-eyed monsters. They started using their claws on me. 

The pain was horrible. I kept screaming, but no one heard me. They delivered the killing blow to 

me, and as I fell sideways, I heard a high-pitched singing. When I woke up, daylight was streaming 

through my bed room window and into my face. My mother was yelling at me to get up or else or I 

would be late for school. It had all been a dream. A fantastic, terrifying dream. 

~ Jeremy, 5 ‘B’, Toucan 

 There once was a sly little fox 

 Who carried a narrow little box 

 He wore a yellow hat  

 Always sat on a pink mat 

His name was amazing Mr. Mox!        

                 

~Aishi Dhingra                          

     2 ‘C’, Toucan 

     



THE PURPOSE OF FRIENDS 

When you are mad 

Or when you are sad 

They are always by your side 

No matter even if they are in a brutal fight. 

 

Why do we make friends? 

Is it just to follow the trends? 

You make a strong connection 

With the person of your selection. 

 

They correct your mistakes and you correct theirs 

But do you ever get to know how much they care? 

We fight and say awful words 

But you make it work by saying ‘you’re a nerd!’ 

 

Every sleepover is a blast! 

But it is never like the last. 

We crack jokes and see scary movies 

In the end we dance on cheesy music that is groovy. 

 

But what is the real purpose of a friend? 

Do they just break things and leave them to mend? 

They pick up the broken pieces of your heart 

And they praise your horrible art. 

That is the purpose of a friend. 

 

~Palak,  6 ‘A’, Toucan 

 

Once there was a cute little cat 

He always wore a small, red hat 

The cat played cricket 

But lost many a wicket 

He was so sad, he ate a very big rat! 

   ~Diya Sreekrishnan , 2 ‘A’, Toucan 



IF 

If teardrops could be bottled, 

There’d be swimming pools filled by victims. 

Victims of lies, betrayal and fake love, 

Our world has to be a kinder place. 
 

If bullies could be sensitive, 

A million lives could be saved, 

There are many who are still naïve, 

Our world has to be a kinder place. 
 

If people thought before they spoke, 

Someone sad could shine like the sun 

Words can get sharper than swords sometimes, 

Our world has to be a kinder place. 
 

If people could feel what they say, 

Only broken hearts would be seen every day, 

You have to care! You have to feel! 

Our world has to be a kinder place. 

 

If you could stop judging the fat girl there, 

The girl who’s been dieting would start to eat. 

She feels so bloated all the time, 

Our world has to be a kinder place. 
 

If you could understand why the boy cried that 

day, 

Why the boy ‘cried like a girl’? 

The son who lost his mother would feel warmer 

The world has to be a kinder place. 
 

If everyone could love others 

If they could love themselves too, 

If all my wishes came true, 

The world would be a better place. 

 

~Vidita, 10 ‘A’, Toucan 

IF 

If maybe the world was safe 

The woman would 

Think about where she was going  

Rather than what she was wearing. 
 

If maybe the world was fair 

The girl wouldn’t  

Shed tears 

Washing her brother’s school uniform. 
 

If maybe the world was kind 

The girl would care about  

The acceptance letter in the mail 

Rather than the numbers on the weighing scale. 
 

If maybe the world was open 

 

To her dreams and goals 

All hell wouldn’t break loose 

When she told her parents the career she would 

choose. 
 

If maybe the world was nice 

She wouldn’t be deterred 

By the looks her aunt would send 

When she told her, she hasn’t chosen a husband. 
 

And if maybe the world could feel 

Her troubles, sorrow, pain 

It wouldn’t point at her and poke fun, saying, 

“After all ,she is a woman.” 

 

~Samhita , 10 ‘A’, Toucan 



 

YUM-YUM MANGO JUICE ! 

 

Yum-yum mango juice, 

Tasty mango juice. 

Some are sour and some are sweet, 

But I love a mango treat. 

Cool mango juice helps me beat the heat, 

Wish I could find it in every street. 

Gulp, gulp I drink the mango juice, 

To get one, I can find any excuse. 

Yum-yum mango juice, 

To drink it everyday I choose. 

It is healthy and tasty, 

Want to have it  in plenty. 

~Shrena  

  1 ‘C’, Toucan 

INSPIRATION 

When we have to decide our faith 

We look up to someone who is great. 

People choose the protagonist of life 

And not the antagonist who has worked        

with a knife. 

 

Inspiration is required for a person to win 

Not to stay back and look after their kin 

A hero or a villain, whoever it is, 

Our aim in life is something we shouldn’t miss. 

 

Reflect on the negatives of your own inspiration 

To set them right and be in due consideration 

Positives are also a ‘must check’ 

To be a cut above the rest. 

 

Tips and tricks from your hero 

To be followed to prevent being a zero 

Be alert! The people around do pay heed 

To get inspired by you when they are in need!  

 

~Navyata  

  8 ‘C’, Toucan 



THE GRAVEYARD BOOK BY NEIL GAIMAN 

This marvelous book, written by the ever-fantastic Neil Gaiman is a 
fascinating entry in the fantasy genre which would go on to revolutionize 
both the worlds of literature and Neil Gaiman’s career. I myself am quite 
familiar with Gaiman’s work on Caroline and the sandman comic book, for 
DC comics. 

The plot follows a young baby, Bod, fleeing his home during the 
assassination of his parents. Young Bod is innocent but clever enough to 
evade the assassin known as the man named Jack.  During the 
assassination conducted by the man Jack, Bod escapes into the eponymous 
graveyard. Here he meets the ghosts born of the graveyard. Failing to see a 
safer and more productive alternative, the spirits adopt him as their own. It 
is there that the name Bod is bestowed upon him. The story follows Bod 
growing up as the graveyard’s child. 

In my opinion, the depth Gaiman adds to his characters is exceptional. The fact that this book is 
mostly timeless also adds to the fantasy. To me this book is like a painting. It shows beauty. 
Gaiman’s mastery over the English language paints a picture in our minds. The legend of the 
graveyard and Bod is touching, heartfelt and beautiful. A fair warning though, at times, a cry of 
satisfaction pertaining to the fate of certain characters may be uttered by the reader. This may 
interrupt his or her reading experience. 

However, this book, is far from flawless as at times the book is not very cohesive, and is sometimes 
incomprehensible. It also goes through jarring shifts in tone. The scenes shift quickly from being 
heartfelt and touching to be becoming a bloody and gruesome battlefield filled with violence. I look 
forward to reading other critics and your verdict. As for me, this is a fantastic book.    

 

~A book review by Vedant Panamgipalli,  8 ‘Ç’, Toucan 

THE ALIEN IN MY ROOM 

It was a warm and peaceful night when I went to bed. I suddenly woke up 

to the sound of something shuffling under my bed. I felt uncomfortable 

and couldn’t get back to sleep. I gathered my courage, went to the wall 

and switched on the light. I looked around and called out, “Who is it?” A 

voice softly replied, “It’s me, an alien”. I was terrified. I ran back to my 

bed and hid under my blanket and pretended to fall asleep. The next 

morning, I ran to my parents and told them about the alien. They came to 

my room and were shocked to see a tiny little alien under my bed. It was 

decided that we would keep him with us till we could find a way to return him. I suggested that we 

would name the alien ‘Muli’. My parents said that he could play with our pet cat Suzy. Suzy and Muli 

liked to play with each other. My brother and I also joined them in their games. A week later, Muli 

dragged us outside to show us that his spaceship had come to take him back. We were sad that he 

had to go but felt happy for him. He waved us goodbye and happily stepped into his spaceship. 

~Arpitha Sharma,   3 ‘D’, Toucan 
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राजा-रानी की कहानी 

राजा-रानी गए जंगल की सरै 

दखुने लगा रानी का परै। 

दरू देखा एक पेड़ 

उसके चारों ओर थीं भेड़। 

प्यासी थी रानी 

राजा लाया पानी। 

उधर से आया एक भाल ू

उसके हाथ में था आल।ू 

उसको देखकर लगा डर 

वापस गए अपने घर। 

 ~सववदा शक्ति 2 B  केनरी 

       

                                                                                                      

यदि मैं करोड़पति होिी 

यदद मैं करोड़पति होिी, 
िो मैं आसमान में उड़िी, 

घर मेरा होिा बड़ा और आलीशान, 

क्जसमें होिे दो िरणिाल ! 

कपड़ ेमेरे पास होि ेअनगगनि, 

मेरे राज में गरीबी का हो जािा अंि, 

देश की, समाज की सेवा के ललए होिी  

मैं सबसे आगे, 

बड़-ेबड़ ेराजनिेा होि ेसबसे पीछे ! 

यदद मैं करोड़पति होिी, 

िो मैं आसमान में उड़िी ! 

यदद मैं करोड़पति होिी, 

मैं आसमान को छू लेिी । 

हर घर में शौचालय बनािी। 

हर एक लड़की को ववद्यालय पहुुँचािी, 

सबसे स्वच्छ भारि का पालन करवािी। 

यदद मैं करोड़पति होिी, 

मैं आसमान को छू लेिी। 
                                         
~प्रणया ढींगरा 

  7 A  केनरी 



दिवाली 

आई देखो ददवाली, 

लेकर खलुशयों की सवारी, 

लड्डू लमठाई बाुँटे, 

एक दसूरे से गले लमलें, 

साथ लमलकर मनाएुँ, 

घर-घर ददए जलाएुँ, 

दोस्ि बंध ुघर पर आयें, 

साथ हुँसी-खुशी ले आयें, 

बच्च ेबड़ ेपटाखे जलाएुँ, 

सब की खुशी ददवाली ले आए। 

~अनन्या, 8 सी  केनरी 

मेरा प्यारा स्कूल             

स्कूल है हमारा सबसे अच्छा  

स्कूल है बच्चों का दोस्ि सच्चा  

लमलिे हैं हमें नए दोस्ि  

बनाि ेहै उनको हमारा ख़ास दोस्ि 

लगिे हैं हम सब एक  

चाहे भाषा है अनके  

लमलजुल कर करि ेसारे काम  

चाहे ददन हो ख़ास या आम 

 

अध्यावपकाएुँ हैं मेरी सारी प्यारी     

बनािी हैं हमें ज्ञानी 

स्कूल है हमारा सबसे अच्छा  

स्कूल है बच्चों का दोस्ि सच्चा                                                                                   
            ~नंददका, 3A केनरी 



जल ही जीवन होिा है 

जलहीन दतुनया के बारे में सोचना 

असंभव है। इस दतुनया में पहला 

प्राण जल में ही पदैा हुआ था। जल 

हमारे ललए सबसे महत्त्वपणूव चीज़ है। 

पीने के ललए, स्नान करन ेके ललए, 

खाना पकाने के ललए आदद। हमारी 

बाि िो छोडड़ए, पडे़, पौधों को बढान े

के ललए भी पानी लगिा है और फसल उगाने के ललए भी पानी की आवश्यकिा होिी है। 

जल के बबना खान ेके ललए कुछ नहीं होगा। हमारे शरीर में सत्तर प्रतिशि पानी ही होिा 

है। आजकल लोग पानी का महत्त्व न समझिे हुए उसे बबावद करिे हैं। हमारी दतुनया भी 

सत्तर प्रतिशि पानी से ही बनी है। लेककन इसके कई नकारात्मक गणु भी होि ेहैं। अगर 

समदु्र में जल का स्िर बढिा है, िो समदु्र िटीय स्थानों पर बाढ आ जािी है। जब बाररश 

अगधक होिी है िो उससे फसल नष्ट होन ेका भी भय बना रहिा है। जल के सकारात्मक 

और नकारात्मक रूप दोनों ही हैं, 

परन्ि ुसत्य यही है कक जल के 

बबना हम जीववि नही ंरह सकिे।     

                                              

~श्रीकर कोनरुु, IX D  केनरी            
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ममत्र 

हम दोस्ि हैं 

एक साथ पढिे हैं, 

खेलि ेहैं और मस्िी करि ेहैं।  

जब हम एक साथ होिे हैं,  

िो हमें इस दतुनया की कोई परवाह 

नहीं होिी। 

लेककन जब हम लड़ि ेहैं, 

िो आपस में बाि भी नही ंकरि ेहैं, 

बस गुस्से से उबलि ेरहि ेहैं। 

उस समय एक साथ होि ेहुए भी,  

हमें एक-दसूरे की कोई परवाह नही ं

होिी। 

मन के अंदर ददव भरा रहिा है, 

राि-ददन रोि-ेरोिे बीििे हैं, 

एक-दसूरे को याद करिे रहि ेहैं, 

िब अहसास होिा है कक एक-दसूरे के बबना हम कुछ नहीं। 

          

         ~श्रीया राउि, IX C केनरी 



चलो अब धरिी को बचाएँ हम 

कहाुँ गई व ेवाददयाुँ, जहाुँ नाचिे थ ेमोर, 

कहाुँ गई व े नददयाुँ, जहाुँ डुबकी लगािे थे हम, 

कहाुँ गए व ेवन, जहाुँ गरजिे थे शरे, 

अब बस बच गईं हैं इमारिें और सीमेंट के घर। 

िारें आजकल ददखि ेनहीं, 

ददखिा है िो केवल धआुुँ, 

चंद्रमा की चाुँदनी भी अब गई है बझु, 

पिा नही ंतया हो गया है इस दतुनया को अब। 

चलो हम हाथ लमलाि ेहैं, 

इस दतुनया को बचाि ेहैं, 

तयोंकक जब हम साथ लमल जािें हैं िब 

हम दतुनया को दहला जािें हैं। 

िो आओ प्रकृति को सजाएुँ हम, 

लमलकर पेड़ उगाएुँ हम, 

नददयाुँ स्वच्छ बनाएुँ हम, 

चलो अब धरिी को बचाएुँ हम।  

                 ~ररद्धी श्रीधर IX D,  

न िेखो मुड़कर िुम पीछे! 
 

कभी न मडु़कर देखो पीछे, 

हर कदम बढाओ िुम आगे, 

भलू जाओ कक कोई िुम्हें देख रहा है, 

अपनी ही धनु पर चलिे जाओ िुम I 

पीछे िुम्हें कोई घसीट न पाए, 

उुँगली उठा न सके िमु्हारे ववश्वासों पर I  

नीच ेिुम्हें कोई न ला पाए,  

चढ जाओ आकाश के ऊपर िुम I 

पवविों, समदु्रों और मदैानों को पार करके, 

बढ जाओ िुम गगन के भी आगे I  

 अपनी राह से भटकने से कुछ होिा नहीं, 
खुद जान जाओ कक कौन गलि है और 
कौन सही I   

पीछे मडु़ने से कुछ होिा नहीं, 

आुँस ूबहाने से कुछ होिा नहीं I 

            ~प्राथवना नंदा, IX C  केनरी 

दतुनया लोगों से है भरी, 
पर बढ जाओ आगे िमु सबके I 



 

महारानी की यह कवविा 

महारानी की यह कवविा  

क्जसका नाम था सवविा  

       वह थी बड़ी समझदार 

       लेककन रह गयी मझदार 

था उनका एक वन 

पर लग गयी पवन 

        महारानी की यह कवविा 

         क्जसका का नाम था सवविा 

वह खािी थी खीरा  

लेककन नही ंडालिी थी जीरा 

            दसूरे शहर का राजा 

           उसके सामने बजािा था बाजा 

महारानी की यह कवविा 

क्जसका का नाम था सवविा 

-मानसी  5 C केनरी 

 



मेरी रोमाांचक यात्रा 

मेरे जीवन की सबसे अववस्मरणीय यात्रा ननैीिाल की यात्रा है। मेरे मािा-वपिा मझु ेदशहरे 

की छुट्दटयों में ननैीिाल लेकर गए थे। मैंने यात्रा का आनंद ललया लेककन असली रोमांच 

िब आया जब मैं वापस बेंगलरूु लौट रहा था। ननैीिाल से ददल्ली लौटिे समय सड़क खराब 

होने की वजह से कार में मेरी िबीयि खराब हो गई, क्जसकी वजह से बार-बार बीच में 

रुकना पड़ा। पहले ही देर हो चकुी थी और जब आगे चले िो टै्रकफक की वजह से रोड जाम 

था। 

हमें समझ में आ गया था कक हम 

बेंगलरूु की फ्लाइट नहीं पकड़ पाएुँगे। 

हम उड़ान के समय से बस कुछ ही 

देर पहले हवाई अड्ड ेपहुुँच।े हमें पिा 

लगा कक उड़ान आधा घंटा लेट हो गई है क्जस वजह से हमें कुछ समय लमल गया। हमें 

सारा काम बहुि जल्दी-जल्दी करना पड़ा। हमारा ववमान द्वार एक ककलोमीटर दरू था और 

क्जससे कक ववमान छूट न जाए हम सब लोग भागने लगे। जैसे ही ववमान के दरवाजे बंद 

होने वाले थे हम वहाुँ पर पहुुँच गए। हम बहुि भाग्यशाली थे कक हम सही समय पर 

बेंगलरूु आ पाए। यह मेरे जीवन की 

सबसे रोमांचकारी यात्राओं में एक है।        

           ~नमन. 8C फ़्लेलमगंो                                       

    



  आलसी है हम  

काम में हम बंधे ,पर कुछ न करना चाहि े 

लहरों में बह कर, बस मजे़ करना चाहि े  

हम हैं आलसी इंसान, नही ंचादहए कुछ काम  

मम्मी ने ककया परेशान, आखखर हम भी िो है इंसान  

कुछ काम न करना होिा, न पढना न ललखना होिा  

काश ! जीवन  में  आराम ही आराम होिा ।                                                     
                                                                            
~ददया , 8 D फ़्लेलमगंो 

पररवार का महत्तत्तव 

मेरा पररवार मेरे ललए सब कुछ है और मझु ेलगिा है कक 
हर ककसी के ललए पररवार सबसे पहले आिा है I पररवार 
के साथ हम ककिना सरुक्षिि अनभुव करि ेहैं I पररवार के 
सदस्यों से अगधक प्यार हमें कोई नहीं दे सकिा I पररवार 
में सब हमारा भला ही चाहि ेहैं, हमारे हर सखु-दुुःख में 
हमारा साथ देि ेहैं I हमारे पररवार के साथ हर ददन 
त्योहार जैसा बीििा है I  

यदद पररवार साथ न हो िो हम स्वयं को ककिना अकेला 
महससू करिे हैं I जब हम हमारे पररवार के साथ होि ेहैं 

िो कोई ददखावा नही ंकरि ेहैं तयोंकक हमें पिा है कक हमारा पररवार हमारे बिावव के ललए 
कभी हमें दोष नही ंदेगा बक्ल्क हम जैसे हैं वसेै ही अपनाएगा I हम सब अपने पररवार से 
बेहद प्यार करि ेहैं और उनके बबना जी नहीं सकि ेI  

          ~िान्या सरेुश, IX D फ़्लेलमगंो 

 



एक स्वेटर की कहानी 

मैं जब छोटा था , मैं था ऊन का गोला 

श्रीमयी का भाई जाकर, अपनी दादी से बोला.... 

‘दादी, दादी, देखखये, ककिना ठंडा है बाहर ! 

बनु दीक्जये न मेरे ललए, एक अच्छा, मोटा स्वेटर !’ 

दादी हुँसकर गयी थी, और मझु ेधीरे-से लाई 

एक हफ्ि ेके श्रम में मझु,े अंि मे बनाईं। 

खुशी से वह कूदकर, गया दरवाजा खोलने 

झट-पट मझु ेपहनकर ,भाग गया खेलने! 

ऊन का गोला था पहले, अब हूुँ स्वेटर बेहद प्यारा ! 

मलुायम हूुँ और रंगीन भी, हूुँ मैं नीला, पीला, हरा। 

ठंड ेमौसम में िुम्हें, देिा हूुँ आराम  

दादी के जैसे गले लगिा हूुँ, स्वेटर है मेरा नाम! 

-श्रीमयी 6 D फ़्लेलमगंो  



जुगनू 

हम सब िो केवल यह समझिे हैं कक जुगन ूराि में 
चमकिे हैं परंि ुमेरा यह मानना है कक जगुन ूभगवान 
और देविाओं के डाककए हैं । जब सब राि में सो जाि ेहैं, 

िब यह जुगन ूचमकिे हैं और भगवान को परेू ददन के बारे में समाचार देि ेहैं । वे ददल 
और ददमाग के साथ सारे ददन की जानकारी इकट्ठा करके भगवान को अच्छे और बरेु की 
सचूना देि ेहैं । वे नारंगी रंग में चमकि ेहैं तयोंकक वे सयूव को आदर देि ेहैं ,  वे राि में 
घमूिे हैं तयोंकक वह हमें लशिा देि ेहैं कक सबसे अुँधेरे और डरावने समय में भी उजाला 
लमल सकिा है।                                                                                                                                                          

        ~अंलशका गपु्िा , 8-C पेललकन 

प्यारा कुत्तिा 
कुत्ता ककिना वफ़ादार है, करिा माललक से प्यार है l 
जब हम सब सोि ेरहिे, यह घर की रखवाली करिा l 
अगर कोई भी आहट होिी, भौंक-भौंक चौकन्ना करिा l 
जब भी हम बाहर से आिे, उछल-कूद कर प्यार जिािा l 
जो हम खाएुँ वो यह खािा, नही ंकोई नखरे यह करिा l 
मेरे साथ उपवन में जाकर, बड़ ेमजे़ से गेंद खेलिा l 

वफ़ादार, प्यारा, सुंदर है, नही ंबदु्गध में कोई इसका सानी l 
सबका दलुारा सबसे न्यारा, यह है मेरा कुत्ता प्यारा l 

 
   ~ख़ुशी सनेुजा 4A  

पेललकन 
 



             मेरा बचपन 
 

मेरा बचपन था ककिना सहुाना 
लकुा-तछपी, पकड़म-पकड़ाई जैसे खेल खेलना। 
 

पढना नहीं था ज्यादा, 
बाररश में खेलने की नहीं थी बाधा । 
 

हो गए अब हम बड़,े 
अपने परैों पर हो गए खड़ े। 
 

बड़ ेहोने के भी फायदे हैं बहना, 
बीि गए बचपन की बािें दोहराना । 
                                               ~तनगध ,  7 D टूकन 

 

 

धरिी 

है ि ूककिनी ववशाल कक समािा है 

   िुझ में सारा संसार, 

 नदी, समदु्र सारे िेरे अंदर , 

घने विृ और यह जंगल, 

 दहम से भरा ववशाल दहमालय, 

 फूलों से भरे पववि सारे 

 सोचिा हूुँ मैं बठेै-बठेै यह 

 धरिी िो कैसे हैं सब को संभाले । 

         

            ~व्योम राय 4 A  टूकन 



मेरी अनोखी यात्रा 

िीन साल पहले मैं और मेरा पररवार मनु्नार गए थे। सबुह पाुँच बजे उठकर हम बस 
पकड़ने के ललए चल पड़ े। हमने अपन ेपररवार के ललए एक बस ली थी । बाहर स ेिो 
बस एकदम फ़स्टव तलास लग रही थी ,परंिु जब हम बस के अंदर गए िो देखा कक बस 
की सीटें फटी हुईं थी और ए.सी. भी काम नही ंकर रहा था । इसललए हमें वापस बस 
डडपो जाकर दसूरी बस लेनी पड़ी। दसूरी बस लेने के बाद बस लसफव  बीस लमनट िक चली 
और वापस रुक गई । हमें पिा चला कक ड्राइवर की मािाजी की मतृ्य ुहो गई है और वह 
बस आगे नही ंले जाएगा। हम तया करि े? हमने कफर स ेबस लेना ठीक नही ंसमझा। 
शायद बस की यात्रा हमारी ककस्मि में नहीं थी । हारकर, हमने एक बड़ी कार ली और 
मनु्नार िक का सफर िय ककया । क्जस यात्रा में चौदह घंटे लगने चादहए थे ,उसमें बीस 

घंटे लगे और हम मनु्नार की हरी – भरी 
घादटयों में पहुुँच गए और उनका आनंद 
लेिे हुए हम रास्ि ेकी सभी परेशातनयों को 
भलू गए ।                          

   - वषै्णवी ,  8-D  टूकन                                          

                  अववस्मरणीय यात्रा 
वह 17 अप्रलै का ददन था । मेरा और मेरी चचरेी बहन का पररवार टे्रन स ेदादा जी के घर 
जा रहे थे। जब हम स्टेशन जा रहे थे िब रास्ि ेमें बहुि टै्रकफक था िो हमें लगा कक 
हमारी टे्रन छूट जाएगी। मेरे चचरेा भाई और बहन दोनों छोटे थे। जैसे ही हम स्टेशन 
पहुुँच,े टे्रन चलने लगी और मेरी बहन और छोटा भाई रोने लगे। दोनों दधू पीना चाहिे थे। 
दोनों ने शोर मचाना शरुू कर ददया। मेरे पापा हर एक स्टेशन पर दधू लेने के ललए उिरे 
पर उन्हें ककसी स्टेशन पर दधू नहीं लमला। अंि में उन्हें िीन-चार स्टेशन के बाद एक 
स्टेशन पर दधू लमल गया। मेरे भाई बहन ने दधू वपया और रोना बंद कर ददया। हम सब 
जल्दी-जल्दी खाना खाकर सो गए। जब मेरे पापा टे्रन में चढ रहे थे िो उन्हें चोट लग गई 
थी िब हम सब उदास थे परंिु उसके बाद हमारी यात्रा रास्िे के सहुाने दृश्यों को देखकर 
सब खुशी से भर गये। 

                                            ~तनगथला, 8C टूकन 



परीक्षा 
छात्र होना आसान नहीं, 

परीिा के पहले टीका, शतकर और दही 

बेबस बठैना पड़िा कुसी पर, 

बीस ककिाबों का ढेर लेकर 

खाना पड़िा सरसों का साग, 

परीिा के पहले तया पड़ना था बीमार 

पढना-ललखना सबुह-शाम  

यही बन जािा हमारा काम 

ककिाब थामें चलि-ेकफरि,े 

जाग-जागकर रट्टा मारि े

पर पररश्रम का पररणाम लमलिा है 

मेहनि का फल मीठा है 

फूल ददल में खखलि ेहैं 

जब परेू अंक हमें लमलिे हैं 

             ~सकृ्ष्ट, 7C टूकन 

 

स्वच्छ भारि 

हम हैं स्वच्छ भारि की संिान 

नहीं बनाएुँगे भारि को कूड़ा-दान 

यही है हमारा मान-सम्मान 

रखेंगे साफ़ हमारा भारि महान। 

 

इिनी-सी बाि हवाओं को बिाए रखना 
रोशनी होगी गचरागों को जलाए रखना 

घर हो या बाहर हर जगह को साफ़ रखेंगे  

बस यही बाि सबको बिाए रखना  

और ऐसे ही ददल में तिरंगा लहराए रखना। 

 

हम हैं स्वच्छ भारि की संिान 

नहीं बनाएुँगे भारि को कूड़ा-दान। 

~सानवी अजमेरा     

 6B टूकन 



प्लास्स्टक का खिरा 
प्लाक्स्टक हमारे वािावरण के ललये बहुि बड़ी समस्या बन चकुी है। हर जगह केवल 

प्लाक्स्टक ददख रही है। इसके कारण बहुि 

हातन हो रही है। गाय इसे खािी हैं और मर 

जािी हैं। मछललयाुँ इनमें फुँ स जािीं हैं और 

साुँस नही ंले पािी हैं, क्जसके कारण उनकी 

मतृ्य ुहो जािी है। यह प्रदषूण भी फैलािा है। 

यह बहुि सालों के ललए रहिी है और लमट्टी 

में लमलिी नहीं। इसे नष्ट होने में बहुि वषव 

लग जािे हैं और यह प्रदषूण भी फैलािा है। 

इसे जलाने से हवा प्रदवूषि होिी है, क्जससे काबवन मोनोऑतसाइड गैस फैलािी हैं। हमें 

प्लाक्स्टक के बारे में कुछ करना चादहए तयोंकक ऐसा न करने से बहुि नकुसान होिा है।  

                           पेड़ों को बचाओ, 
      प्रदषूण को भगाओ। 

              हमारा भववष्य तनभवर है इन 
              पेड़ों पर और इनके बबन 
              हमारे ललए ऑतसीजन नही ं
              इसललए पेड़ों को बचाना है ही। 
              पेड़ों को बचाओ, 
              प्रदषूण को भगाओ। 

                                         ~सशांक लशवकुमार, IX C टूकन 



 

शरद ऋिु 

नवम्बर माह से लेकर माचव माह िक के काल को शरद ऋिु कहिे हैं। यह ठंड का मौसम 
होिा हैं। चललये, मैं पहले आपको इसकी अच्छाइयाुँ बिािी हूुँ। इस मौसम में बहुि सारे 
त्योहार मनाए जािे हैं। जैसे- किसमस, मकर संिांति, गणिन्त्र ददवस, सरस्विी पजूा, 
आदद। सभी जन मकर संिातंि को खुशहाली से मानि ेहैं। कई सारे पकवान बनाए जािे हैं 
जैस-े तिल के लड्डू इत्यादद। पिंगे भी उड़ाई जािी हैं । ठंड के कारण ज्यादा बाहर वति न 
गुज़ार कर हम अपने पररवार के साथ ज्यादा समय बबिाि ेहैं। अंगीठी के आस-पास बठैकर 
अपने पररवार के साथ उनका दखु-सखु बाुँटने में जो आनंद हमे ठंड के मौसम में लमलिा है 
वह ककसी और मौसम में नहीं लमलिा। कुछ िेत्रों में ठंड के मौसम में बफव बारी होिी है। 
इन इलाकों के बच्च ेअपना मनोरंजन करने के ललए बफव  के गोले और आकृतियाुँ बनाि ेहैं। 
इसकी बरुाइयाुँ यह हैं कक इस मौसम में हमारी त्वचा सखूी हो जािी है और राबत्र की चादर 
जल्दी बबछ जािी है, क्जसकी वजह से हम अपने-अपने घरों में लसमट जाि ेहैं। अगर हमने 
सावधानी नहीं बरिी िो हमें सदी लग सकिी है। शरद ऋिु में हम सावधानी बरि कर 
इसका आनंद उठा सकि ेहैं। 

                                                         -अनशु्री 6D टूकन 

 



 

पृथ्वी एक ही है 
मनषु्य का यह घर है, 

मानवों का आलय, 

यहाुँ पर है तया नहीं 

गंगा से दहमालय। 

पथृ्वी एक ही है साथी 

पथृ्वी है बस एक 

यहाुँ हैं मानव िूर 

पर वह भी हैं जो हैं नेक। 

धरिी पर हम रहे हैं , 

हजारों सालों से, 

ललया हमने हैं सबु कुछ, 

कुछ ददया न िोहफ़े में। 

पथृ्वी एक ही है साथी, 

पथृ्वी है बस एक, 

मनषु्य कर रहे इसे िबाह, 

                साथी मि यह कर । 

 

   अनबुम से वाय ुप्रदषूण, 

 मनषु्य कर रहा सब, 

 पर अभी है एक छोटा मौका, 

 मानव बस कर अब। 

ललखी इसललए मैंने 
कवविा, 

चिेावनी मानना इसे, 

पथृ्वी हमे है बचानी, 

करना ये कम लमलेगा 
ककसे। 

 पथृ्वी एक ही है साथी, 

 पथृ्वी बस है एक, 

 गंभीर समस्या इसललए िो, 

     ललखा मैंने ये लेख 

             -ऋत्विक   6 A टूकन 



शरि ऋिु 

ठंडी हवा लगी चहेरे पर, 

और ढकन ेलगे हम अपना सर। 

शॉल को और कस कर लपेटा,  

समझ आ गया कक शरद आ गयी है बेटा। 

घर जाकर मोटे कंबल तनकले, 

चाय बनाकर बठै गए सारे। 

सबुह नहाने की हो गयी ददतकि, 

गरम पानी लसफव  आिा जब होिी ककस्मि । 

 

स्कूल न जाने के बहाने हो जािे चाल,ू 

माुँ सोचिी कक लभडंी दूुँ या आल।ू 

मोटे गरम कपड़ों मे हम स्कूल जाि,े 

वापस सब उिार, बस्िे में भरके लािे। 

पर शरद ऋिु है िो बड़ा मजे़दार, 

उसमें साथ लमलिा है परूा पररवार। 

तयोंकक ये है शाददयों और त्योहारों का काल, 

क्जसका सब करि ेहै इंिज़ार परेू साल। 

-परतनका गगव 6D टूकन  



 

बाररश 

देखो बाहर तया हो रहा है  

बादल फूट-फूट  कर  रो रहा है  

पिा नही ंतयों | 
जब हमारी क्जं़दगी में होिा है ढेर सारा 
सखु  

उनकी क्जं़दगी में तयों होिा है इिना दखु  

शायद की होगी कुछ शरारि , 

डाुँट खाने की हो गई होगी आदि | 

हमारी भाषा में इसे कहि ेहैं बाररश  
पकोड़ ेऔर गरम-गरम चाय के साथ 
फरमाइश  

जब बाररश की बूुँद गगरिी है चहेरे पर, 

दरू हो जाि ेहैं मन के डर | 

 

 

 

बाररश में छािा लेकर घमूना , 

बाररश की िाज़ा खुशब ूको सूुँघना  

पोखर में ज़ोर-ज़ोर से कूदना , 
बाररश का िो कुछ और ही मज़ा है 
बहना | 

                                           
~तनधी  7-D टूकन 

प्रकृति हमारी बड़ी तनराली 

प्रकृति हमारी बड़ी तनराली 
इससे जुड़ी है ये ितुनया हमारी 

प्रकृति से ही है धरा तनराली  

प्रकृति से ही फैली है हररयाली 

वकृ्ष प्रकृति का है श्ृांगार 

इनको क्यों काट रहा है इांसान 

नष्ट इसे ही करके अपने ही पाँव पर 

कुल्हाड़ी क्यों मार रहा है इांसान 

 

प्रकृति की गोद में जन्म ललया है   

कफर इसको तयों उजाड़ना चाहिा है  

स्वाथव साधने के बाद मुुँह फेर लेना 

तया यही िेरी मानविा है ? 

           ~सानवी अजमेरा  6B टूकन 



 

कविता 

 

कविता है शब्दों का ऐसा 

समूह, 

जद विल कद ले छू। 

शब्दों का ऐसा सागर, 

जद भरे विचारदों की गागर। 

 

कविता हैं विचारदों का 

शब्-युक्त रूप। 

मन कद जद अच्छा लगे, 

जैसे सिी की उजली धूप। 

 

विल मैं आह, हदोंठदों पर िाह, 

यही है कविता का ममम। 

है कुछ का प्रभाि ऐसा, 

कर िे हर विल कद नमम। 

 

सुख-िुख में साथ, 

थामे सबका हाथ, 

वलखने की चाहत, 

कविता िे राहत।                                                                  

 

 

                                                   अवचोंत्य माथुर, 8 A  टूकन 

 



                    मजबूरी 
 
सड़क पर ठहरे अंधे, तयों है गाना गाि े? 
दहजड़ों की ये फ़ौज, कुछ दआुएुँ, कुछ गाललयाुँ तयों दे जाि े? 
बच्च ेबठैकर ख़िरनाक आतिशबाक्जयाुँ तयों है बनाि े? 
 
तयों ये नौजवान बबना सोच ेही, बन जाि ेहै आिंक के दिू ?  
तयों चलािे है ररतशा ये बढेू, क्जनके हाथ नहीं मज़बिू ? 
तयों कोई ग़रीब जो मन से सरल, कफर भी करिे है लटू ? 
 
एक वशे्या न चाहने पर भी, तयों करिी है देह व्यापार ? 
मासलूमयि को छोड़कर, दषु्टिा अपनाने को लोग तयों हो जाि ेिैयार ? 
जीवन को व्यथव बिाकर, तयों मजबरूी से करि ेहै प्यार ? 
 
पछूा मैंने सभी से, “इन सवालों का तया जवाब है ?” 
सभी बोल,े “बेटा.... 
ये पेट ही हमको बचािा है,  
ये पेट ही हमको बनािा है, बबगाड़िा है !!”  
                                                      -डबेोरा सरकार 



बबखरि ेररश्िे 

इस आधतुनक यगु में भारि में कई बदलाव हुए हैं । कुछ हमें प्रगति की ओर ले जा रहे हैं 
िो कुछ ने हमें हमारी संस्कृति से बहुि दरू कर ददया है । भारि में साल-भर में क्जिने 
त्योहार मनाए जािे हैं उिने िो शायद ही ककसी अन्य देश में मनाए जाि ेहों । उत्सव का 
मखु्य िात्पयव आपस में मेल-जोल ही है । मझु ेअफसोस है कक अब लोग ज़्यादा ककसी से 
मेल-जोल नहीं रखना चाहिे हैं, इसका मखु्य कारण लोगों का काम-काज में व्यस्ि होना है 
व ववदेशी-चलन से प्रभाववि होना है । आजकल ररश्िे-नाि ेखत्म होि ेजा रहे हैं बच्च े
अपने बढेू माुँ-बाप के साथ रहना नहीं चाहिे । जब मैं इंग्लैंड में रहिी थी िो मैंने स्कूल 
में छुट्टी के ललए अजी दी जो खाररज़ हो गई , िब मझु ेपिा चला कक पाररवाररक उत्सव 
के ललए वहाुँ छुट्टी आसानी से लमल जािी है परंिु अन्य कामों के ललए वे छुट्टी मंज़ूर 

नहीं करिे। वहाुँ के लोग पररवार को हर 
चीज से पहले रखि ेहैं क्जसकी यहाुँ भारि 
में कमी होिी जा रही है । मझु ेववश्वास है 
कक एक ददन भारि में भी कफर से पररवार 
की कीमि समझ आने लगेगी ।                     
   ~राजबाला लसहं 

एक छुट्टी ऐसी भी…… 

क्जंदगी सब जीि ेहैं, खाि-ेपीि ेऔर सोि ेहैं 
पर जब टीचर को छुट्टी लमलिी है,  

वो भी खािी-पीिी, मौज करिी है । 

हर ददन लेककन एक गगनिी करिी है,  

कब शरुु होगा स्कूल और वो ददन 

जब वो खुद को खुद के ललए जीिी है। 

    ~मदृलुा माहेश्वरी 



जब मैं 15 वषव की थी िो मेरे जीवन में ऐसी घटना घटी क्जसने जीवन के प्रति मेरी सोच को बदल कर 
रख ददया| 

एक शाम मैं अपनी बहन के साथ मेले में घूमने गई थी। वहाुँ ववलभन्न प्रकार की लमठाई और खखलौनों की 
दकुानें थी। िभी मैं और मेरी बहन सॉफ्टी खाने के ललए एक दकुान पर रुके। 

िभी मेरी नजर एक गरीब माुँ और उसके छोटे बच्च ेकी िरह पड़ी जो सड़क के ककनारे बैठ कर भीख 
माुँग रहे थे। देखने से लग रहा था माुँ और बच्चा दोनों ही भूखे थे। मेरे ललए सामान्य बाि थी तयोंकक 
मैंने इससे पहले भी कई बार गरीबों को भीख माुँगिे हुए देखा था। कई लोग उसी रास्िे से अपने बच्चों 
और पररवारों को खखलौने और लमठाई ददला कर उस माुँ और बच्च ेके सामने से गुजर रहे थे और उस माुँ 
की आवाज़ को अनसुना करके आगे बढ जािे थे। उसी समय एक मजदरू अपनी पत्नी और दो बच्चों को 
मेला ददखा रहा था। उन्होंने अपने दो बच्चों के ललए दो चना जोर गरम ललए थे,  उनके पास पैसे नहीं थे 
इसललए उन्होंने अपने ललए कुछ नहीं ललया। िभी उस माुँ ने मजदरू और उसकी पत्नी को देखकर अपने 
भूखे बच्च ेके ललए भीख माुँगी। 

मजदरू और उसकी पत्नी ने बबना कुछ सोचिे हुए एक चना जोर गरम उस माुँ को देकर कुछ आगे चले 
गए। और एक चना जोर गरम अपने दोनों बच्चों को खखलाने लगे। 

यह देखकर मुझ ेशरम आ गई और मैं अपनी सोफ़्टी नहीं खा पाई। उसी समय मैंने दो सोफ़्टी खरीद कर 
उस माुँ और बच्च ेको दे दी। ऐसा करने पर मुझ ेबहुि ही खशुी और शांति महसूस हुई जो मैं यहाुँ व्यति 
नहीं कर सकिी। 

असल में िो असली दानी वो मज़दरू और उसकी पत्नी थे क्जन्होंने कुछ न होने पर भी क्जिना था उसमें 
से दान ददया और गरीब की मदद कर इंसातनयि की लमसाल दी। 

हमें गरीबों की मदद करने के ललए अमीर बनने के ददन का इंिज़ार नहीं करना चादहए बक्ल्क हमारे पास 
क्जिना भी है उसमें से थोड़ा सा दसूरों को देकर आप को वही खशुी महसूस होगी जो उस ददन मुझ ेमेले 
में महसूस हुई थी। 

     
  पूजा अध्यावपका 



कामयाबी का मूल-मंत्र ‘ववश्वास’ 

तनक्श्चिं होकर, जीवन-पथ पर 

बालक स्वच्छंद घमूिा है………। 

तयोंकक उसे है ववश्वास,  

उसके साथ है मािा-वपिा का  

आशीवावद ॥ 

मौसम के थपेड़ ेसहकर,  

तिनका-तिनका चनुकर,  

पंछी नीड़-तनमावण के सपने संजोिा है । 

तयोंकक उसे है ववश्वास,  

एक ददन उसके सपने होंगे साकार ॥  

तनयि गंिव्य िक पहुुँचने वाला यात्री, 

लहलहािी फसलों का स्वामी,  

उन्नति के लशखर को छूने वाले यवुागण,  

इन सभी के मलू में एक ही िो चीज़ है ववश्वास ॥ 

तयोंकक सखु-दखु िो मात्र आभास है,  

जो हर एक के पास है,  

लेककन जीवन में वही कामयाब है,   

क्जसको खुद पर ववश्वास है ।। 

                             ~सररिा गगव 
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ªÀ£ÀåfÃ« ¸ÀAgÀPÀëuÉ £ÀªÉÄä­ègÀ ºÉÆuÉ 

 ¥ÀæPÀÈwAiÀÄÄ £ÀªÀÄUÉ ´ÀÄAzÀgÀªÁzÀ ¶ÁUÀÆ DgÉÆÃUÀåPÀgÀªÁzÀ ¶ÀtÄÚ-¶ÀA¥À­ÄUÀ¸À£ÀÄß, PÀZÁÑ ªÀ´ÀÄÛUÀ¸À£ÀÄß PÉÆqÀÄªÀ 

VqÀªÀÄgÀUÀ¸À£ÀÄß ¤ÃrzÉ. EªÀÅUÀ¸À G¥ÀAiÉÆÃUÀªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀÄ£ÀÄ²ÀågÀÄ, ¥ÁætÂ-

¥ÀQëUÀ¸ÀÄ ¶ÁUÀÆ C£ÉÃPÁ£ÉÃPÀ fÃªÀgÁ±UÀ¸ÀÄ ¥ÀqÉ¢ªÉ. F ªÀ£ÀUÀ¹UÉ 

ªÀ£ÀåfÃ«UÀ¸ÀÄ °ÀÈAUÁgÀzÀ D¨sÀgÀtUÀ¹zÀÝAvÉ. DzÀgÉ FUÀ ªÀÄ£ÀÄ²ÀågÀÄ 

ªÀiÁvÀæ ´ÁéxÀð ªÀÄvÀÄÛ zÀÄgÁ´É¬ÄAzÁV ¥ÁætÂ-¥ÀQëUÀ¸À£ÀÄß PÉÆAzÀÄ, 

VqÀªÀÄgÀUÀ¸À£ÀÆß £Á°ÀUÉÆ¹µ ªÉÄgÉzÁqÀÄwÛzÁÝgÉ. £ÀªÀÄä EA¢£À dUÀvÀÄÛ 

DzsÀÄ¤ÃPÀgÀtUÉÆ¸ÀÄîvÁÛ, ´ÀzÁ C©üªÀÈ¢ÞAiÀÄ ªÀÄAvÀæªÀ£ÀÄß d¦´ÀÄvÁÛ 

ªÀ£Àµj ¶ÁUÀÆ ªÀ£ÀåfÃ«UÀ¸À §zÀÄQUÉ PÉÆqÀ¯¥ÉlÄÖ ¤ÃqÀÄwÛzÉAiÉÄÃ ¶ÉÆgÀvÀÄ CªÀÅUÀ¸À G¹«£À¯è vÀ£Àß G¹«zÉ JA§ 

´ÀvÀåªÀ£ÉßÃ ªÀÄgÉwzÉ. C£ÉÃPÀ ªÀÄÆPÀ ¥ÁætÂUÀ¸ÀÄ zÀAvÀ, ZÀªÀÄð ªÀÄÄAvÁzÀ CªÀ°ÀåPÀvÉUÀ¸À£ÀÄß ªÀÄ£ÀÄ²ÀåjUÉ ¥ÀÆgÉÊ´À­Ä vÀªÀÄä 

¥ÁætªÀ£ÀÄß PÀ¸ÉzÀÄPÉÆ¸ÀÄîwÛªÉ. C­èzÉ PÁqÀÄUÀ¸À £Á°À¢AzÁV ªÀ£ÀåfÃ«UÀ¸ÀÄ vÀªÀÄä ªÁ´À´ÁÜ£ÀUÀ¸À£ÀÄß PÀ¸ÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ, 

£ÀUÀgÀUÀ¸À CxÀªÁ d£À´ÀAzÀtÂAiÀÄ PÀqÉUÉ §gÀÄwÛªÉ. EzÀjAzÁV ¥ÀæPÀÈwAiÀÄ D¶ÁgÀ ´ÀgÀ¥À¹AiÀÄ¯è ªÀåvÁå´À GAmÁV 

PÉÆ£ÉUÉ EzÀÄ ¥ÀgÉÆÃPÀëªÁV ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ£À §zÀÄQUÀÆ zÀÄ²ÀàjuÁªÀÄªÀ£ÀÄßAlÄªÀiÁqÀÄwÛzÉ. ¥Àj´ÀgÀ ªÀiÁ¯£Àå, eÁUÀwPÀ 

vÁ¥ÀªÀiÁ£À, ¶ÀªÁªÀiÁ£À ªÉÊ¥ÀjÃvÀå, £ÉÊ´ÀVðPÀ «PÉÆÃ¥ÀUÀ¹UÀÆ PÁgÀtªÁUÀÄwÛzÉ. 

 ·ÃUÁV ªÀÄ£ÀÄ²Àå£ÀÄ E£ÁßzÀgÀÆ JZÉÑvÀÄÛPÉÆAqÀÄ ªÀ£ÀµjAiÀÄ£ÀÄß gÀQëµ, F ªÀÄÆ­PÀ ªÀ£ÀåfÃ«UÀ¸À ´ÀAgÀPÀëuÉ 

ªÀiÁqÀ¨ÉÃQzÉ. E­èªÁzÀgÉ vÀ£Àß «£Á°ÀPÉÌ vÁ£ÉÃ PÁgÀt£ÁUÀÄvÁÛ£É. EzÀPÁÌV ErÃ ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ d£ÁAUÀªÉÃ °Àæ«Äµ, 

´ÀPÁðgÀªÀÇ eÉÆvÉUÀÆr PÁAiÀÄð¤ªÀð·´À¨ÉÃQzÉ. CgÀtåUÀ¸À£ÀÄß, ¥ÀQëzsÁªÀÄUÀ¸À£ÀÄß ¶ÁUÀÆ ªÀÄÈUÁ­AiÀÄUÀ¸À£ÀÄß ´ÀÆPÀÛ 

jÃwAiÀÄ¯è ¤ªÀð¶ÀuÉ ªÀiÁqÀ¨ÉÃQzÉ. C£ÉÃPÀ ¥ÁætÂzÀAiÀiÁ ´ÀAWÀUÀ¸ÀÄ, ¥Àj´ÀgÀ ´ÀAgÀPÀëuÉ PÉÃAzÀæUÀ¸ÀÄ F PÁAiÀÄð 

PÉÊUÉÆArzÀÄÝ, CªÀÅUÀ¹UÉ E£ÀÆß ´ÀjAiÀiÁzÀ ¥ÉÆæÃvÁì¶À, ´À¶ÀPÁgÀ µUÀÄªÀAvÉ ªÀiÁqÀ¨ÉÃPÁzÀÄzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä-¤ªÉÄä­ègÀ DzÀå 

PÀvÀðªÀåªÁVzÉ.                                                     ¢°Á ªÀÄºÉÃ°ï 

9 ‘©’ «¨sÁUÀ (¥sÉè«ÄAUÉÆ) 



£À£Àß vÀªÀÄä 

£À£ÀUÉ £À£Àß vÀªÀÄä JAzÀgÉ E²ÀÖ 

CªÀ¤UÉ NzÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ JAzÀgÉ §¶À¸À PÀ²ÀÖ 

CªÀ£ÀÄ vÀÄA¨Á eÁt 

CªÀ¤UÉ DqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ JAzÀgÉ ¥Áæt  

vÀÄA¨Á ªÀÄÄzÀÄÝ £À£Àß vÀªÀÄä  

CªÀ¤UÉ ¥Áæt JAzÀgÉ CªÀÄä  

CªÀ£ÉÃ £À£Àß vÀªÀÄä 

C¤PÁ 7 £ÉÃ ‘J’ «¨sÁUÀ (¥Éè«ÄAUÉÆ) 

      

¨sÀªÀå ¨sÁgÀvÀ 

´ÀévÀAvÀæ ¨sÁgÀvÀ F £ÀªÀÄä £ÁqÀÄ 

C£ÉÃPÀvÉAiÀÄ¯è KPÀvÉ ¶ÉÆA¢gÀÄªÀ ©ÃqÀÄ 

F £Ár£À ´ÁévÀAvÀæ÷å ¶ÉÆÃgÁlUÁgÀgÀÄ 

fÃªÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀtQÌlÄÖ zÀÄrzÀgÀÄ 

 

¶ÀÄvÁvÀä «ÃgÀgÀ£ÀÄß £É£ÉªÀ £ÁqÀÄ 

´ÀA´ÀÌöÈwAiÀÄ ªÉÊ±²ÀÖ÷åvÉAiÀÄ¯ ªÉÄgÉªÀ £ÁqÀÄ 

¨Á¥ÀÄ, £É¶ÀgÀÄ, £ÉÃvÁf ¶ÀÄnÖgÀÄªÀ £ÁqÀÄ 

§ÄzÀÞ, §´ÀªÀ, DZÁAiÀÄðvÀæAiÀÄgÀ £ÁqÀÄ 

 

PÉZÉÑzÉAiÀÄ AiÉÆÃzsÀgÀÄ gÀQëµzÀ £ÁqÀÄ 

«eÁÕ£À vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£ÀzÀ¯ ªÀÄÄA¢gÀÄªÀ £ÁqÀÄ 

PÀ«PÉÆÃV®ÉUÀ¸À EA¥ÁzÀ ´ÀégÀªÀÅ¸Àî  £ÁqÀÄ 

PÀ®É ªÁ´ÀÄÛ±­àUÀ¹AzÀ ªÉÄgÉAiÀÄÄw¶À  £É®É«ÃqÀÄ  

 ¹j ±æÃzsÀgï, 8 ‘©’ «¨sÁUÀ (¥sÉè«ÄAUÉÆ) 



        £ÀªÀÄä ºÉªÉÄäAiÀÄ ¸ÉÊ¤PÀ 

 ´ÉÊ¤PÀgÀÄ CªÀgÀ fÃªÀ£ÀªÀ£ÉßÃ vÁåUÀ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÁÛgÉ. £ÀªÀÄä £ÁrUÉ gÀPÀëuÉ ¤Ãr CªÀgÀ 

fÃªÀ£ÀªÀ£ÉßÃ §¯zÁ£ÀªÁV ¤ÃqÀÄvÁÛgÉ. gÁwæAiÀÄ ´ÀªÀÄAiÀÄzÀ¯è ZÀ¹ ¶ÁUÀÆ UÁ¹AiÀÄ¯è 

¶ÉÆÃgÁqÀÄvÁÛgÉ. ¨sÀAiÀÄ«­èzÉ ¶ÉÆÃV °ÀvÀÄæUÀ¸À£ÀÄß ´ÀA¶Àj´ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. ´ÀjAiÀiÁV ¤zÉÝ, Hl, 

¨ÉZÀÑ£ÉAiÀÄ §mÉÖUÀ¹gÀÄªÀÅ¢­è. CªÀgÀ PÀÄlÄA§zÀªÀgÀÄ §¶À¸À £ÉÆÃ«¤AzÀ §zÀÄPÀÄvÁÛgÉ. 

CªÀjUÉ §¶À¸À zsÉÊAiÀÄð«gÀÄvÀÛzÉ. CªÀgÀ ªÀÄ£ÀzÀ¯è §jÃ zÉÃ°À¥ÉæÃªÀÄ«gÀÄvÀÛzÉ. £À£ÀUÉ 

CªÀgÉAzÀgÉ §¶À¸À UËgÀªÀ. zÉÃ°ÀPÁÌV ¶ÉÆÃgÁqÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀ ´ÉÊ¤PÀjUÉ £À£ÀßzÉÆAzÀÄ ´À®ÁªÀiï 

„eÉÊ »Azï’  

                                                   ~E±PÀ, 7 ‘J’ (¥Éè«ÄAUÉÆ) 

¸ÁévÀAvÀæ÷å JAzÀgÉÃ£ÀÄ 

¸ÁévÀAvÀæ÷åªÉAzÀgÉÃ£ÀÄ? 

ºÀQÌAiÀÄAvÉ ºÁgÁqÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ? 

£À¢AiÀÄAvÉ ºÀjAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÉÃ? 

EzÀ£ÀÄß ¸ÁévÀAvÀæ÷åªÉ£Àß§ºÀÄzÉ? 

 

¸ÁévÀAvÀæ÷å ºÉÃVgÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ? 

AiÀiÁjUÀÆ vÀ®É  §UÀÎzÉÃ, 

RÄ¶¬ÄAzÀ EgÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ? 

EzÀ£ÀÄß ¸ÁévÀAvÀæ÷åªÉ£Àß§ºÀÄzÉÃ? 

¸ÀévÀAvÀæ÷¸ÀªÀiÁd ºÉÃVgÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ? 

¤AiÀÄªÀÄUÀ¹gÀ¨ÉÃPÁ? M¸ÉîAiÀÄ 

d£ÀjgÀ¨ÉÃPÁ? 

EzÀ£ÀÄß ´ÀévÀAvÀæ 

´ÀªÀiÁ£ÀªÉ£Àß§¶ÀÄzÉ 

J­èªÀÇ CªÀgÀªÀgÀ ¨sÁªÀ£ÉUÀ¹UÉ vÀPÀÌAvÉ 

EgÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ ´ÁévÀAvÀæ÷å!! 

~C©ügÀvï, 8 ‘r’ (¥Éè«ÄAUÉÆ) 



‘AiÉÆÃzsÀ’£ÉÆA¢UÉ MAzÀÄ ¢£À 

           £Á£ÀÄ ªÉÆzÀ­£ÉÃ ¨Áj „ªÀiÁågÀxÁ£ï‟UÉ ¶ÉÆÃUÀÄªÁUÀ GvÁì¶À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ 

¶ÀÄªÀÄäµì¤AzÀ vÀAiÀiÁgÁVzÉÝ. F NlzÀ ´ÀàzsÉðAiÀÄ¯è ´ÀÄªÀiÁgÀÄ 2000 d£ÀgÀÄ 

¥Á®ÉÆÎArzÀÝgÀÄ. F „ªÀiÁågÀxÁ£ï‟£À «°ÉÃ²ÀªÉÃ£ÉAzÀgÉ, zÉÃ°ÀzÀ ´ÉÊ¤PÀgÉÆA¢UÉ £ÁªÀÅ 

NqÀ¨ÉÃPÁVvÀÄÛ.  

         £Á£ÀÄ, £À£Àß CªÀÄä, CtÚ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ CªÀÄä£À UÉ¸ÀwAiÀÄgÀÄ „ªÀiÁågÀxÁ£ï‟£À¯è 

¨sÁUÀªÀ·´À­Ä ªÀÄÄAeÁ£É ´ÀÄªÀiÁgÀÄ 5:30PÉÌ ¦.E.J´ï. PÁ®ÉÃdÄ DªÀgÀt vÀ­Ä¦zÉªÀÅ. £ÁªÀÅ 

NqÀÄªÀ ªÉÆzÀ­Ä KgÉÆÃ©Pïì ªÀiÁqÀ¨ÉÃPÁVvÀÄÛ. KgÉÆÃ©Pïì ªÀiÁqÀ­Ä £À£Àß£ÀÄß ªÉÃ¢PÉAiÀÄ 

ªÉÄÃ®É PÀgÉµPÉÆAqÀgÀÄ. D ´ÀªÀÄAiÀÄzÀ¯è £À£ÀUÉ §¶À¸À ´ÀAvÉÆÃ²ÀªÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. £ÀAvÀgÀ £Á£ÀÄ      

5 Q.«ÄÃ. NlzÀ¯è ´ÉÊ¤PÀgÉÆA¢UÉ NqÀ­Ä µzÀÞ¸ÁzÉ. £Á£ÀÄ NqÀÄªÁUÀ UÀªÀÄ¤µzÉÝÃ£ÉAzÀgÉ, 

zÉÆqÀØªÀgÉ­ègÀÆ §¶À¸À PÀ²ÀÖ¥ÀlÄÖ NqÀÄwÛzÀÝgÀÄ. DzÀgÉ £À£ÀUÉ 5 Q.«ÄÃ. ´ÉÊ¤PÀgÉÆA¢UÉ 

NqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ §¶À¸À ´ÀÄ­ s̈ÀªÁVvÀÄÛ. 

 £Á£ÀÄ §¶À¸À ¶ÉªÉÄä, GvÁì¶À, DvÀä«°Áé´À ¶ÁUÀÆ bÀ­¢AzÀ 50 ¤«Ä²ÀzÀ¯è £À£Àß 

NlªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀÄÄVµzÉ. F ªÀiÁågÀxÁ£ï£À£ÀÄß AiÀÄ°ÀµéAiÀiÁV ªÀÄÄVµzÀÝPÉÌ £À£ÀUÉ ¥ÀzÀPÀªÀ£ÀÄß 

PÉÆlÖgÀÄ. F ¥ÀzÀPÀ ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄ­Ä ´ÀAvÉÆÃ²ÀzÀ eÉÆvÉUÉ §¶À¸À ¶ÉªÉÄä J¤µvÀÄ. ªÀÄÄA¢£À 

¨ÁjAiÀÄÆ EAvÀ¶À CªÀPÁ°À µPÀÌgÉ ¨sÁUÀªÀ·´À­Ä £Á£ÀÄ ´ÀzÁ µzÀÞ¸ÁVgÀÄvÉÛÃ£É. 

                     ~C¢w 

                      5£ÉÃ ‘©’ «¨sÁUÀ (¥Éè«ÄAUÉÆ) 



                                vÁ¬Ä    

 £ÀªÀÄä d£À£À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ¯è vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ ¥ÁvÀæ ¥ÀæªÀÄÄRªÁzÀÄzÀÄ. „G¦àVAvÀ gÀÄa¬Ä­è 

vÁ¬ÄVAvÀ §AzsÀÄ«­è‟ JA§ UÁzÉ ªÀiÁvÀÄ ´ÀÄ¸Àî­è. ¨Á¶Àå®ÉÆÃPÀzÉÆA¢UÉ ¶ÁUÀÄ zÉÃªÀgÉÆqÀ£É 

´ÀA¥ÀPÀðªÀ£ÀÄß K¥Àðr´ÀÄªÀ ´ÁzsÀ£À CªÀ¸ÀÄ. vÁ¬ÄVAvÀ zÉÆqÀØªÀgÀÄ F ¨sÀÆ«ÄAiÀÄ¯è E£ÉÆß§âj­è. 

DPÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¦æÃwµ UËgÀ«´ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ¥ÀæwAiÉÆ§âgÀ ¥ÀæxÀªÀÄ PÀvÀðªÀå. 

    fÃªÀ dAvÀÄUÀ¸À ¨Á¹£À jÃwUÀÆ ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ£À ¨Á¹£À jÃwUÀÆ CdUÀeÁAvÀgÀ ªÀåvÁå´À«zÉ. vÁ¬Ä 

MA¨sÀvÀÄÛ wAUÀ¸ÀªÀgÉUÉ D ¶ÉÆ´À fÃªÀzÀ DgÉÊPÉ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÁÛ¸É. CzÀPÉÌ D vÁ¬ÄAiÉÄÃ DzsÁgÀ, ´ÀªÀð´Àé, 

D®ÉÆÃZÀ£É, DZÁgÀ, PÁAiÀÄðZÀlÄªÀnPÉUÀ¸ÀÄ ¨É¸ÉAiÀÄÄwÛgÀÄªÀ ±°ÀÄ«£À ªÉÄÃ®É ¥ÀjuÁªÀÄ ©ÃgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. 

 zÉÃªÀgÀÄ ´ÀÈ³ÖµzÀÄzÀgÀ¯è ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ ±°ÀÄ Cw ªÀÄÄzÁÝzÀÄzÀÄ. UÀAqÁUÀ¯, ¶ÉuÁÚUÀ¯ CzÀPÉÌ d£Àä«vÀÛ 

vÁ¬ÄAiÉÄÃ ´ËAzÀAiÀÄðªÀw. DPÉAiÀÄ zÉÊ·PÀ ´ËAzÀAiÀÄðQÌAvÀ, DAvÀjPÀ ´ËAzÀAiÀÄð C£ÀÄ¥ÀªÀÄªÁzÀÄzÀÄ. 

CzÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀæwAiÉÆAzÀÄ ªÀÄUÀÄ ´À«AiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ. „¶ÉvÀÛªÀjUÉ ¶ÉUÀÎt ªÀÄÄzÀÄÝ‟ J£ÀÄßªÀAvÉ vÁ¬ÄUÉ vÀ£Àß ªÀÄPÀÌ¸ÀÄ 

PÀÄgÀÄqÀgÁzÀgÀÆ, PÀÄAlgÁzÀgÀÆ, PÀ¥ÁàzÀgÀÆ, ¶ÉÃVzÀÝgÀÆ ZÉAzÀ. DPÉ vÀ£Àß ¦æÃwAiÀÄ¯è K£ÀÆ PÀrªÉÄ 

ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅ¢­è. DPÉAiÀÄ ¶ÀÈzÀAiÀÄ, ´ÁUÀgÀzÀAvÉ «°Á­ªÁzÀÄzÀÄ. ¦æÃwAiÉÆAzÉÃ DPÉAiÀÄ ¨sÁ²É. CzÀ£ÀÄß 

««zsÀ jÃwAiÀÄ¯è ªÀåPÀÛ¥Àr´À­Ä ¥ÀæAiÀÄwß´ÀÄvÁÛ¸É. ·ÃUÉ vÁ¬Ä vÀ£Àß ªÀÄUÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß ¶ÀUÀ­Ä gÁwæ eÉÆÃ¥Á£À 

ªÀiÁqÀÄvÁÛ¸É.                    

                                   ~F°Á£ï J¸ï gÉrØ, 9 ‘©’ «¨sÁUÀ, (¥É¯PÀ£ï)  

         £Á£ÀÄ ºÀQÌAiÀiÁzÀgÉ 

£Á£ÀÄ ¶ÀQÌAiÀiÁzÀgÉ, ªÉÆzÀ­Ä MAzÀÄ zÉÆqÀØ 

ªÀÄgÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¶ÀÄqÀÄQ CzÀgÀ¯è ¶ÀÄ­ÄèPÀrØ eÉÆÃrµ 

MAzÀÄ UÀÆqÀ£ÀÄß PÀlÄÖªÉ. D ªÉÄÃ®É ´ÀtÚ ¶ÀÄ¸ÀÄ-

¶ÀÄ¥ÀàmÉUÀ¸À£ÀÄß w£Àß­Ä ¶ÀÄqÀÄPÀÄªÉ.  

¥Àæw¢£À £À£Àß£ÀÄß AiÀiÁgÀÆ w£Àß¢gÀ¯ JAzÀÄ 

zÉÃªÀgÀ£ÀÄß ¥Áæyð´ÀÄªÉ.  

AiÀiÁgÁzÀgÀÆ £À£Àß£ÀÄß ¨ÉÃmÉAiÀiÁqÀ­Ä §AzÀgÉ 

DzÀ²ÀÄÖ ¨ÉÃUÀ ¶Áj ¶ÉÆÃUÀÄªÉ.  

£Á£ÀÄ zÉÆqÀØ PÀlÖqÀUÀ¸À ªÉÄÃ®É ¶Áj ¶ÉÆÃV PÉ¸ÀV£À 

´ÀÄAzÀgÀ dUÀvÀÛ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃr D£ÀA¢´ÀÄªÉ. ´ÀÆAiÀÄð£ÀÄ 

ªÀÄÄ¸ÀÄUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ vÀÄA¨Á ´ÀÄAzÀgÀ.  £Á£ÀÄ 

ªÉÆmÉÖUÀ¸À£ÀÄß ElÖgÉ CªÀÅUÀ¸À£ÀÄß ¥Àæw¤vÀå ¥ÉÇÃ²ÀuÉ 

ªÀiÁqÀÄªÉ. ªÀÄjUÀ¸ÀÄ ¶ÉÆgÀ §AzÁUÀ £Á£ÀÄ 

CªÀÅUÀ¹UÉ ¶ÁgÀÄªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß, ¨ÉÃmÉAiÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß PÀ¯

´ÀÄªÉ.                                                                  

  E°Á£ï, 4 ‘r’ «¨sÁUÀ(¥sÉè«ÄAUÉÆ) 



 

vÉÆ­V¸ÉÆÃt ªÀiËqsÀåvÉ; ªÀÄÆr¸ÉÆÃt ªÉÊZÁjPÀvÉ 

     ¤ÃªÀÅ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÆÃ ¥ÀæªÁ´ÀPÉÌ ¶ÉÆgÀn¢ÝÃgÀ JA¢lÄÖPÉÆ¹î. ¤ªÀÄä zÁjUÉ CqÀØ®ÁV MAzÀÄ PÀqÀÄ 

PÀ¥ÁàzÀ ¨ÉPÀÄÌ ¶ÁAiÀÄÄÝ ¶ÉÆÃUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ¤ÃªÀÅ K£ÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀÄwÛÃgÁ? PÉ­ªÀgÀÄ ¥ÁæxÀð£É ªÀiÁr 

ªÀÄÄAzÀÄªÀgÉAiÀÄÄvÁÛgÉ. ªÀÄvÉÛ PÉ­ªÀÅ ¨sÀÆ¥ÀgÀÄ ¥ÀæAiÀiÁtªÀ£ÉßÃ gÀzÀÄÝUÉÆ¹´ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. F WÀl£É 

ªÀÄÆqsÀ£ÀA©PÉUÉ ´ÁQë. 

 K¤zÀÄ ªÀÄÆqsÀ£ÀA©PÉ? «eÁÕ£ÀPÉÌ ´ÀªÁ®ÁVgÀÄªÀ, AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ ´ÁPÁë÷åzsÁgÀUÀ¹­èzÀ PÀÄgÀÄqÀÄ 

£ÀA©PÉAiÉÄÃ ªÀÄÆqsÀ£ÀA©PÉ. J¯èAzÀ GUÀªÀÄªÁzÀªÀÅ EªÀÅ? JA§ ¥Àæ°ÉßUÉ GvÀÛgÀ ¶ÀÄqÀÄPÀ­Ä ¶ÉÆgÀmÁUÀ, 

EªÀÅ MAzÀÄ ¦Ã¹UÉ¬ÄAzÀ E£ÉÆßAzÀÄ ¦Ã¹UÉUÉ ´ÁV´À­ànÖgÀÄªÀªÀÅ JA§ ´ÁªÀðwæPÀ C©ü¥ÁæAiÀÄ 

PÉÃ¹§gÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ. C£ÉÃPÀ £ÀA©PÉUÀ¹UÉ ´ÀÄªÀiÁgÀÄ £ÀÆgÁgÀÄ ªÀ²ÀðUÀ¸À Ew¶Á´ÀªÉÃ EzÉ JAzÀgÉ Cw°ÀAiÉÆÃQÛ 

J¤´À®ÁgÀzÀÄ. E£ÀÆß PÉ­ªÀÅ C¤jÃQëvÀ zÀÄWÀðl£ÉUÀ¹AzÀ d¤µgÀÄvÀÛªÉ.  

ªÀÄ£ÀÄ²Àå£À¯è DvÀä«°Áé´À PÀrªÉÄAiÀiÁzÁUÀ F ªÀÄÆqsÀ£ÀA©PÉUÀ¸ÀvÀÛ ¶ÉÆÃUÀÄvÁÛ£É. ªÀÄÆqsÀ£ÀA©PÉUÉ 

PÉ­ªÀÅ GzÁ¶ÀgÀuÉUÀ¸ÉAzÀgÉ: PÀ£Àßr MqÉAiÀÄ¨ÁgÀzÀÄ, KtÂAiÀÄ PÉ¸ÀUÉ £ÀqÉAiÀÄ¨ÁgÀzÀÄ, ´ÀAeÉ ¶ÉÆwÛ£À¯è 

GUÀÄgÀÄ PÀvÀÛj´À¨ÁgÀzÀÄ, ¶À§âUÀ¸À ¢£À PÀ¥ÀÄà §mÉÖ zsÀj´À¨ÁgÀzÀÄ EvÁå¢. EªÀÅUÀ¸À¯è PÉ­ªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄä 

´ÀÄgÀPÀëvÉAiÀÄ zÀÈ³Ö¬ÄAzÀ ªÉÊeÁÕ¤PÀvÉAiÀÄ - ªÉÊZÁjPÀvÉAiÀÄ £É®É¬ÄAzÀ DzsÁgÀ´À·vÀªÁVzÀÝgÉ, PÉ­ªÀÅUÀ¹UÉ 

AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ ªÉÊeÁÕ¤PÀ DzsÁgÀ EgÀÄªÀÅ¢­è.  

aPÀÌ ªÀAiÀÄµì¤AzÀ ¥Á¯´ÀÄvÁÛ §gÀÄªÀ ªÀÄÆqsÀ£ÀA©PÉUÀ¸À£ÀÄß MªÉÄä®ÉÃ ©qÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ´ÀÄ­¨sÀ 

J¤´ÀÄªÀÅ¢­è. DzÀgÉ EªÀÅUÀ¸À£ÀÄß ¥Á¯´ÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ AiÀiÁjUÀÆ vÉÆAzÀgÉ DUÀ¨ÁgÀzÀÄ. DzÀÝjAzÀ 

fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ¯è EªÀÅUÀ¸À£ÀÄß ¥Á¯µzÀgÉ ´ÀªÀðjUÀÆ C£ÀéAiÀÄªÁV, M¹vÁUÀÄªÀAwgÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ. DUÀ®ÉÃ EAvÀ¶À 

DZÀgÀuÉUÀ¹UÉ ªÀiÁ£ÀåvÉ µUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ.  

                 C¢w AiÉÆÃUÉÃ°ï  

              9 ‘J’ «¨sÁUÀ (¥É¯PÀ£ï) 



                 ¸ÀéZÀÒ ¨sÁgÀvÀ 

UÁA¢üÃfAiÀÄ ¸ÀéZÀÒ ¨sÁgÀvÀzÀ  PÀ£À¸À£ÀÄß £À£À¸ÁV¸ÉÆÃt  

£ÁªÉ­ègÀÆ ¸ÉÃj ¨sÁgÀvÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¸ÀéZÀÒUÉÆ½¸ÉÆÃt  

£ÁªÀÅ ¸ÀéZÀÒvÉAiÀÄ PÀqÉ MAzÀÄ ºÉeÉÓ EqÉÆÃt. 

                                                                                          

PÀ¸ÀªÀ£ÀÄß PÀ¸ÀzÀ vÉÆnÖAiÀÄ¯è ºÁPÉÆÃt  

J­è °ËZÁ­AiÀÄUÀ¼À ¤ªÀiÁðtzÀ¯è PÉÊ eÉÆÃr¸ÉÆÃt  

J®Áè PÀqÉ ¸ÀéZÀÒvÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ºÀgÀqÉÆÃt. 

 

d£ÀgÀ¯è ¸ÀéZÀÒvÉAiÀÄ eÁUÀÈw ªÀÄÆr¸ÉÆÃt, 

£ÀªÀÄä ªÀÄ£É ºÁUÀÆ ¥Àj¸ÀgÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¸ÀéZÀÒUÉÆ½¸ÉÆÃt 

¸ÀéZÀÒ ¨sÁgÀvÀ C©üAiÀiÁ£ÀPÉÌ PÉÊ eÉÆÃr¸ÉÆÃt 

 

¨sÁgÀvÀzÀ £ÁUÀjPÀgÉ­è EzÀPÉÌ PÉÊ eÉÆÃr¹ºÀgÀÄ 

£ÀªÀ¨sÁgÀvÀ ¤ªÀiÁðtzÀ PÀ£À¸À PÀArºÀgÀÄ 

EªÀgÉÃ zÉÃ°ÀzÀ ¥ÀæUÀwAiÀÄ ºÀjPÁgÀPÀgÀÄ 

                              ~¨sÁ«¤ 8 ‘r’ «¨sÁUÀ (lÆPÀ£ï)  



¥ÀjÃPÉëUÀ¼ÀÄ!! 

       ¥ÀjÃPÉëUÀ¸ÀÄ!! JAxÀªÀjUÁzÀgÀÆ ¨sÀAiÀÄ ¶ÀÄnÖ´ÀÄªÀ °À§Ý. «zÁåyðUÀ¸ÀÄ ¥ÀzÀ«UÀ¹UÁV, ¶ÀÄzÉÝ, 

´ÁÜ£ÀUÀ¹UÁV §¶ÀÄ¥Á­Ä ´ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ ¥ÀjÃPÉëUÀ¸À£ÀÄß JzÀÄj´ÀÄvÀÛ®ÉÃ EgÀÄvÁÛgÉ. AiÀiÁgÁzÀgÀÆ ´Àj, ¥ÀjÃPÉëAiÀÄ 

ªÀÄÄAZÉ, ¥ÀjÃPÉëAiÀÄ ´ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ, C­èzÉÃ ¥ÀjÃPÉëAiÀÄ £ÀAvÀgÀ EzÀgÀ ©üÃwAiÀÄ£ÀÄß MA¢®ÉÆèAzÀÄ §UÉAiÀÄ¯è 

C£ÀÄ¨sÀ«µgÀÄvÁÛgÉ. «zÁåyðUÀ¸À µÜwAiÀÄAvÀÆ ¶ÉÃ¸ÀwÃgÀzÀÄ. ErÃ ªÀ²ÀðªÉ®Áè N¢zÀÝ£ÀÄß ªÀÄÆgÀÄ 

UÀAmÉUÀ¸À¯è §gÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÉAzÀgÉ «zÁåyðUÀ¸À ¥Á¯UÉ ªÀÄ¶Á ´ÀªÀÄgÀªÀ£ÀÄß JzÀÄjµzÀAvÉ. CªÀgÀÄ ¥ÀjÃPÉë 

´ÀªÀÄAiÀÄzÀ¯è PÉ­ªÉÇªÉÄä C£ÉÃPÀ §UÉAiÀÄ C£ÁgÉÆÃUÀåPÀÆÌ vÀÄvÁÛUÀÄªÀgÀÄ. C­èzÉÃ N¢zÀÄÝ £É£À¥ÁUÀzÉÃ 

©üÃwAiÀÄ£ÀÄß JzÀÄj´À¨ÉÃPÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. DzÀgÉ ¥ÀjÃPÉëAiÉÄAzÀgÉ ¨sÀAiÀÄªÉÃPÉ? ZÉ£ÁßV N¢, C¨sÀåµµ, 

µzÀÞgÁzÀªÀjUÉ ¥ÀjÃPÉë „¤ÃgÀÄ PÀÄrzÀAvÉ‟ ´À¯Ã´ÁUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ. EAvÀ¶À «zÁåyðUÀ¸À C£ÀÄ¨sÀªÀ, 

ªÀiÁUÀðzÀ°Àð£À ¥ÀjÃPÉëAiÀÄ ©üÃwAiÀÄÄ¸Àî ªÀÄPÀÌ¹UÉ µUÀ¨ÉÃPÁVzÉ. 

      «zÁåyðUÀ¸ÀÄ vÀgÀUÀwUÀ¸À¯è CzsÁå¥ÀPÀgÀÄ ¶ÉÃ¹zÀ ¥ÁoÀUÀ¸À£ÀÄß UÀªÀÄ£À«lÄÖ D¯´À¨ÉÃPÀÄ. 

´ÁzsÀåªÁzÀgÉ vÀgÀUÀwUÉ ¶ÉÆÃUÀÄªÀ ªÉÆzÀ­Ä CA¢£À ¥ÁoÀUÀ¸À£ÀÄß MªÉÄä N¢PÉÆAqÀÄ ¶ÉÆÃUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ 

GvÀÛªÀÄ. C­èzÉ ZÉ£ÁßV CxÉÊðµPÉÆAqÀÄ PÉÃ¹zÀ ¥ÁoÀUÀ¸À£ÀÄß CAzÉÃ ªÀÄ£ÉUÉ ¶ÉÆÃzÀ £ÀAvÀgÀ N¢, 

´ÀAQë¥ÀÛ n¥ÀàtÂ ªÀiÁrPÉÆ¸Àî¨ÉÃPÀÄ. ¥ÀÄ´ÀÛPÀzÀ¯è ´ÀjAiÀiÁV GvÀÛgÀUÀ¸À£ÀÄß §gÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ DUÁUÉÎ 

¥ÀÄ£ÀgÁªÀvÀð£É ªÀiÁqÀÄwÛgÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ. ´ÁzsÀåªÁzÀ¯è ´À¶À¥ÁpUÀ¸ÉÆA¢UÉ ZÀað´ÀÄvÁÛ, ±PÀëPÀgÀ ªÀiÁUÀðzÀ°Àð£À 

¥ÀqÉAiÀÄÄvÁÛ, ´ÀAzÉÃ¶ÀUÀ¸À£ÀÄß ¤ªÁjµPÉÆAqÀÄ, N¢ ªÀÄ£ÀzÀlÄÖ ªÀiÁrPÉÆ¸Àî¨ÉÃPÀÄ. DUÀ £ÀªÀÄä¯è 

DvÀä«°Áé´À vÀÄA§ÄªÀÅzÀÄ, ¥ÀjÃPÉëUÀ¸À£ÀÄß JzÀÄj´ÀÄªÀ zsÉÊAiÀÄð ªÀÄÆr ´ÀÄ­¨sÀªÁV ¥ÀjÃPÉëUÀ¸À¯è AiÀÄ°À´ÀÄì 

zÉÆgÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ. 

     ¥ÀjÃPÉëUÀ¸À¯è AiÀiÁgÉÃ DUÀ¯ ªÀÄvÉÆÛ§âgÀ GvÀÛgÀ £ÉÆÃr §gÉAiÀÄzÉ, vÀ£ÀUÉ²ÀÄÖ w¹¢zÉAiÉÆÃ 

CzÀ£Àß²ÉÖ ¥ÁæªÀiÁtÂPÀvÉ¬ÄAzÀ §gÉAiÀÄ¨ÉÃPÀÄ. UÀ¹µzÀ²ÀÄÖ CAPÀUÀ¸ÀÄ vÀ£ÀßªÀÅ JA§ DvÀä´ÀAvÀÈ¦Û 

«zÁåyðUÀ¸À¯è EgÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ. DUÀ ¨sÀ«²ÀåzÀ¯è ´ÀªÀÄxÀð, ¥ÁæªÀiÁtÂPÀ £ÁUÀjPÀ ´ÀªÀiÁd ´ÀÈ³Ö DUÀÄªÀÅzÀgÀ¯è 

´ÀAzÉÃ¶À«­è. 

    DzÀgÀÆ ¥ÀjÃPÉëUÀ¸À¯è£À AiÀÄ°Àµì¤AzÀ®ÉÃ M§â «zÁåyðAiÀÄ eÁÕ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¤tð¬Ä´À®ÁUÀÄªÀÅzÉ? 

¥ÀjÃPÉëAiÀÄ¯è GvÀÛªÀÄ CAPÀ UÀ¹µzÀ ªÀiÁvÀæPÉÌ «zÁåyðAiÀÄÄ §Ä¢ÞªÀAvÀ£É? JA§ ¥Àæ°ÉßUÀ¸ÀÄ ¶ÀÄnÖzÁUÀ 

RavÀ GvÀÛgÀ ¶ÉÃ¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ C´ÁzsÀå. DzÀgÉ EA¢£À dUÀwÛ£À¯è ¥ÀjÃPÉëUÀ¸ÉÃ ´ÁªÀiÁ£ÀåªÁV 

C¸ÀvÉUÉÆÃ®ÁVgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ «²ÁzÀ¤ÃAiÀÄ. DzÀÝjAzÀ ´ÁªÀÄxÀåðPÉÌ vÀPÀÌ, DvÀä«°Áé´À ªÀÄÆrµ, ´ÁéªÀ­A©Ã 

fÃªÀ£ÀPÉÌ PÁgÀtªÁUÀÄªÀ, ¥ÁæªÀiÁtÂPÀ, ¤©üÃðwAiÀÄÄ¸Àî GvÀÛªÀÄ ¥ÀjÃPÁë ´ÁzsÀ£ÀUÀ¸ÀÄ §AzÀgÉÃ£É £ÀªÀÄä 

zÉÃ°ÀzÀ ¨sÀ«²Àå Gdé­ªÁUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ.  

                                                     ~ºÁjPÁ 7 ‘©’ «¨sÁUÀ (lÆPÀ£ï) 



ºÉªÉÄäAiÀÄ PÀ£ÀßrUÀ 

gÀ«AiÀÄ GzÀAiÀÄzÉÆ¸ÀÄ ªÀÄÆqÀÄªÀ GvÉÛÃd£À  

PÀ« PÀ­à£ÉUÀÆ PÁtzÀ gÉÆÃªÀiÁAZÀ£À  

d­zsÁgÉAiÀÄ¯ ªÀÄÄ¸ÀÄUÉÃ¸ÀÄªÀ vÁeÁvÀ£À  

£ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄ £À¯´ÀÄªÀ F PÀ£ÀßqÀvÀ£À|| 

 

                ªÀgÀÄ²ÀUÀ¸É PÀ¸ÉzÀgÀÄ AiÀÄÄUÀUÀ¸É GgÀÄ¹zÀgÀÄ  

PÀ£ÀßqÀvÀ£ÀQÌ®Áè ªÀÄÄ¥ÀÄà  

                PÀ«AiÀiÁV ´À«AiÀiÁV ´ÀÄªÀÄzsÀÄgÀ gÁUÀªÁV 

                   ¶ÁqÀÄªÉ£ÀÄ £Á£ÀÄ PÀ£ÀßqÀzÀ gÁUÀ||  

 

QÃwð¥ÀvÁPÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄÄV®ÉvÀÛgÀPÉÌ Kj´ÀÄªÉ  

£Á£ÁqÀÄªÀ PÀ£ÀßqÀzÀ ¤gÀUÀð¸À ªÀiÁw£À¯è 

¶À´ÀÄ¸ÉAiÀÄ ¨sÀ«²ÀåªÀÅ PÁtÄªÀÅzÀÄ CªÀ£ÁqÀÄªÀ ªÀiÁw£À¯è  

£Á£ÉÆ§â PÀ£ÀßrUÀ£ÉA§ ¶ÉªÉÄäAiÀÄ ¦æÃwAiÀÄ¯|| 

 

          ¶Ár£À gÁUÀzÀ¯ ¨ÉªÀj£À ¶À¤UÀ¸À¯ 

          ¥ÀÄnzÉÃ¸ÀÄwzÉ C©üªÀiÁ£À £Á PÀ£ÀßrUÀ£ÉAzÀÄ  

          EzÀgÀ ªÀÄÄAzÉ ªÀÄvÉÆÛAzÀÄ ´ÀÄRªÀÅAmÉ ¤Ã ¶ÉÃ¸ÀÄªÉAiÀÄ §AzsÀÄ 

         F fÃªÀ«gÀÄªÀªÀgÉUÀÄ ¶ÉÃ¸ÀÄªÉ£ÀÄ ¶ÉªÉÄäAiÀÄ¯ £Á PÀ£ÀßrUÀ£ÉAzÀÄ  

                                                 ~ºÉZï.J£ï.ªÀ£ÀªÀiÁ­,  PÀ£ÀßqÀ ±PÀëQ  



        §gÀUÁ­zÀ ©¹ 

PÉgÉ PÀÄAmÉ ªÀiÁgÁlªÁVzÉ 

UÀÄAmÉ UÀÄAmÉUÀ¼À¯è ¨sÁUÀªÁVzÉ 

£À¨sÀªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀÄÄwÛqÀÄªÀ UÀUÀ£ÀZÀÄA© 

PÀlÖqÀUÀ¼À ªÉÄÃ®É ªÉÆÃqÀUÀ¼ÉÃ ªÀiÁAiÀÄªÁVªÉ 

ºÀ¤ ºÀ¤ ¤ÃjUÉ ºÁºÁPÁgÀ 

K¤Ã ªÀÄ£ÀÄd£À CºÀAPÁgÀ 

ªÀÄÆPÀ fÃ«UÀ¼ÀÄ gÉÆÃ¢ü¹ªÉ 

vÀªÀÄä ¦Ã½UÉAiÀÄ G½«UÁV ºÀA§¯¹ªÉ 

©jzÀÄ ¨ÁAiÉÄÛgÉzÀ ¨sÀÆ«Ä ºÀ¥ÀºÀ¦¹zÉ 

d­©AzÀÄ«£À vÀA¦UÉ ¥ÀjvÀ¦¹zÉ 

¨sÀÆ«ÄvÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ MqÀ­Ä §jzÁV  

gÉÊvÀ£À fÃªÀ£ÀPÉÌ ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄªÁV PÁrzÉ 

¥ÀæPÀÈwUÉÃPÉ £ÀªÀÄä ªÉÄÃ®É ¹lÄÖ? 

AiÉÆÃa¸ÀzÉ PÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀgÀÄ ¨Á¬ÄâlÄÖ 

vÁ£ÀÄ ªÀiÁrzÀ vÀ¥ÀÅöà wgÀÄUÀÄ¨ÁtªÁV  

ErÃ ªÀÄ£ÀÄPÀÄ­PÉÌ ¸ÀªÁ®ÁV ¤AwzÉ    

               ~°ÉÆÃ¨sÀ.¹ PÀ£ÀßqÀ ±PÀëQ  

    §zÀÄQ£À ªÉÄÃ¯£À C¸Àà²ÀÖvÉ 

    ªÀÄ£ÀzÀ PÁªÀÄÄðV¯£À ¶ÁUÉ zÀlÖªÁVzÉ. 

J­è GvÀÛgÀªÀÇ ¥Àæ°ÉßAiÀiÁUÉÃ PÁtÄwÛzÉ, PÁqÀÄwÛzÉ. 

    AiÀiÁjUÀÆ ¶ÉÃ¸ÀzÀ C´À¶ÁAiÀÄPÀvÉ 

    ¶ÉÃ¹PÉÆAqÀgÀÆ ªÀÄÄVAiÀÄzÀ ªÀåxÉ. 

CxÀð«­èzÀ, C´ÀA§zÀÞ AiÉÆÃZÀ£ÉUÀ¸À 

     WÀ²ÀðuÉ ªÀÄ£ÀzÉÆ¸ÀUÉ...... 

     ¶ÀÄqÀÄQzÀgÀÆ µUÀzÁVzÉ 

¶ÀÄzÀÄV ¶ÉÆÃVzÉ zsÉÊAiÀÄð £À£ÉÆß¸ÀUÉ...... 

     J­è ´ÉßÃ·vÀjzÁÝgÉ, DzÀgÉ 

     ´ÉßÃ¶À UÀnÖAiÀiÁV G¹¢­è. 

     J­è ´ÀA§A¢üPÀjzÁÝgÉ, DzÀgÉ 

     ´ÀA§AzsÀUÀ¸À ¨ÉÃgÀÄ D¸ÀªÁV­è 

 

          F ¨ÉvÀÛ®É, PÀvÀÛ®É §zÀÄQUÉ 

          ¨É¸ÀQ£À ªÉÃ²ÀzÀ ¶ÀAUÀÄ AiÀiÁPÉ? 

          ´ÁAiÉÆÃªÀgÉUÉ F §zÀÄPÀ£ÀÄß 

           ´Á¬Ä´ÀÄvÀÛ®ÉÃ §zÀÄPÀ¨ÉÃPÉÃ? 

             ~ªÁtÂ ºÀwÛPÁ¼À, 

                 PÀ£ÀßqÀ ±PÀëQ 



     ªÀ£ÀzÀ C¼À­Ä  

  zsÀ£À«gÀÄªÀ ªÀÄ£ÀUÀ¹UÉ PÁtzÀÄ PÁ£À£À  

  vÀªÀÄä ´ÀÄRPÉÌ £Á°À¥Àr´ÀÄªÀgÀÄ ªÀ£À 

  ¨sÀ«²ÀåzÀ¯è PÁtÄªÀÅ¢­è ªÀgÀÄt£À  

  ¶ÉÃ  ªÀÄ£ÀÄd. . . . .  CjvÀÄPÉÆÃ  

  £Á¤­èzÉ PÉÆ£ÉUÉÆ¸ÀÄîªÉ ¤Ã£ÉÆAzÀÄ ¢£À  

  §gÀzÀ bÁAiÉÄ §gÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ  £Á¤­è¢zÀÝgÉ PÉÆ£ÉUÉ 

  ´ÀµAiÀÄ £ÉlÄÖ ¨É¸É´À­Ä ´ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ«­è ¤£ÀUÉ 

  ´ÀÄqÀÄªÀ ©µ¯£À¯è D´ÀgÉAiÀiÁV ¤­ÄèªÉ J­èjUÉ  

  £À£Àß C¹µzÀgÉ ¤Ã ´ÉÃgÀÄªÉ ´ÀªÀiÁ¢üAiÉÆ¸ÀUÉ  

                                  ~dUÀzÁA§, PÀ£ÀßqÀ ±PÀëQ 

¸ÀvÀå °ÁAwAiÀÄ ¸ÀÆvÀæ 

PÀUÀÎvÀÛ­Ä vÉÆ­V CgÀÄuÉÆÃzÀAiÀÄªÁUÀ­Ä 

¶ÉÆAVgÀtzÀ ¨É¸ÀPÀÄ ®ÉÆÃPÀzÀ¯ 

CeÁÕ£ÀªÀÅ £À±µ ´ÀÄeÁÕ£À ªÀÄÆqÀ­Ä 

£ÀªÀZÉÃvÀ£ÀzÀ ´ÀÆáwð ªÀÄ£ÀzÀ¯ 

´ÀvÀå °ÁAwAiÀÄ ´ÀÆvÀæ £ÀªÀÄäzÁVgÀ¯ 

 

PÁªÉÆÃðqÀ PÀgÀV ªÀ²ÀðzsÁgÉAiÀiÁUÀ­Ä 

CªÀÄÈvÀzÀ a­ÄªÉÄ E¸ÉAiÀÄ¯ 

´ÀAWÀ²Àð JzÀÄjµ ´ÀªÀÄÈzÀÞvÉ PÁt­Ä 

£ÀªÀfÃªÀzÀ PÁæAw £Ár£À¯ 

´ÀvÀå °ÁAwAiÀÄ ´ÀÆvÀæ £ÀªÀÄäzÁVgÀ¯ 

 

 

 

©gÀÄUÁ¹ CqÀV vÀAUÁ¹ ´ÀÆ´À­Ä 

¶ÀQÌUÀ¸À EAZÀgÀ ªÀ£ÀµjAiÀÄ¯ 

´ÀAPÀÄavÀvÉ C¹µ «°Á­vÉ ¨ÉgÉAiÀÄ­Ä 

£ÀªÀ¨sÁªÀzÀ ´ÀAvÀÈ¦Û ¨Á¹£À¯ 

´ÀvÀå °ÁAwAiÀÄ ´ÀÆvÀæ £ÀªÀÄäzÁVgÀ¯ 

     ~ªÀÄAdÄ¼Á .f    

    PÀ£ÀßqÀ ±PÀëQ    

         

                          

 



¸Án AiÀiÁgÀÄ ¤£ÀUÉ ? 

AiÀiÁgÉÃ K£ÉÃ ¶ÉÃ¸À¯ 

CrØUÀ¸É²ÉÖÃ §gÀ¯ 

¤£Àß¯ ¤Ã£ÀÄ £ÀA©PÉ EqÀÄ 

ElÖ ¶ÉeÉÓ ¤¯è´ÀzÉ ªÀÄÄAzÉ ¶ÉeÉÓ EqÀÄ || 

                   GzÀAiÀÄzÀ ´ÀÆAiÀÄð ¤Ã£ÀÄ 

                   F dUÀPÉ ¨É¸ÀPÁUÀÄ ¤Ã£ÀÄ 

                   £ÉÆAzÀ ªÀÄ£ÀPÉÌ ¶ÀµgÁUÀÄ ¤Ã£ÀÄ 

      ¤£ÀUÉ ´Án ¤Ã£ÉÃ || 

F ©vÀÛgÀzÁUÀ´À ¤Ã£ÀÄ 

PÀqÀ¯£À D¨sÀðl ¤Ã£ÀÄ 

F D´ÀgÉAiÀÄ £É­ ¤AzÀÄ 

d£ÀgÀ ¶ÀAUÉÃPÉ ¤£ÀUÉ EAzÀÄ || 

                  F nÃPÉ PÀÄ¶ÀPÀPÉ §UÀÎ¢gÀÄ 

                  C¶ÀAPÁgÀPÉ ¤Ã D¶ÀÄwAiÀiÁUÀ¢gÀÄ 

                  PÀgÀÄuÉ vÀÄA©zÀ ´À¶ÀÈzÀAiÀÄ£ÁVgÀÄ 

                  ´Áé©üªÀiÁ¤AiÀiÁV ¤Ã ªÀÄÄ£ÀÄßUÀÄÎwÛgÀÄ || 

PÀ¥ÀnUÀ¸À ªÀÄÄRªÁqÀ PÀ¸ÀZÀÄªÀ 

C£ÀÄªÀiÁ£À ¨sÀAiÀÄªÀ vÉÆ­V´ÀÄªÀ 

¦æÃw ´ÉßÃ¶À J­èjUÉ ¶ÀAZÀÄªÀ 

¤£Àß £ÉgÀ¸À¯è F dUÀªÉ®Áè £À¯AiÀÄÄªÀ || 

              ~£ÁgÁAiÀÄt¸Áé«Ä.f. 

         PÀ£ÀßqÀ «¨sÁUÀzÀ ªÀÄÄRå ±PÀëPÀgÀÄ 
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