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Mario de Miranda

Mario de Miranda (2 May 1926 — 11
December 2011) was an Indian
cartoonist and painter based in
Loutolim in Goa. At an early age when
his mother saw him drawing on his
home walls, she brought him a blank
book, which he called his "Diary".
Mario Miranda's early cartoons
presented vignettes of Goan village
life, a theme he is best known for even

today.

He studied at St. Joseph's Boys' High
School, Bangalore and then did a B.A.

in History at St. Xavier's College,
Mumbai.

His creations, such as Miss Nimbupani
and Miss Fonseca, appeared on a
regular basis in Femina, Economic
Times, and The Illustrated Weekly of
India. Miranda was offered the
Fundacao Calouste Gulbenkian
Scholarship, which enabled him to
travel to and stay a year in Portugal and
this time in Portugal, according to
Miranda, helped him to broaden his
horizons. After a year in Portugal,
Miranda travelled to London, England
and was to spend five years there,
learning as well as doing jobs for

newspapers.

Miranda's cartoons were featured in
the Lilliput, Mad, and Punch
magazines. This supplemented his
finances, and enabled him to travel
around Europe, interacting with other
cartoonists, gaining considerable
knowledge and exposure. This led to
his meeting of Sir Ronald Searle,
whom Miranda considered his mentor.
Miranda's big break came in 1974,
when, at the invitation of the United
States Information Services, he
travelled to America, which enabled
him to promote his art and interact
with other cartoonists in the United

States and also got a chance to work
with Charles M. Schulz, the creator of
Peanuts and met Herblock, the
editorial cartoonist of the Washington
Post.

He was awarded the Padma Shri in
1988, the Padma Bhushan in 2002 and
All India Cartoonists's Association,
Bangalore, honoured him with a
lifetime achievement award. The King
of Spain, Juan Carlos, conferred on
Mario the highest civilian honour of
"la Cruz de Isabel la Catolica”.
Portugal made him "Comendador da
Ordem de Infante D.Henrique", a
Portuguese National Order of
Knighthood. Mario Miranda was
posthumously awarded the Padma
Vibhushan, the second highest civilian
award in the Republic of India, by the
President on 4 April 2012.

He had held solo exhibitions in over 22
countries, including the United States,
Japan, Brazil, Australia, Singapore,
France,Yugoslavia, and Portugal.

Over the years, he published several
books, including Laugh it Off, Goa
with Love, and Germany in
Wintertime. He also illustrated many
children's books, including Dul-Dul,
The Magic Clay Horse, The
Adventures of Pilla the Pup , and
Lumbdoom, The Long-Tailed
Langoor.

Mario Miranda could capture the
essence of Goa with his eloquent
pen and brush strokes. And if the
spirit of that land of sunny beaches
and colourful carnivals epitomize
Joy then the gourmets' delight
Surat is truly her twin! Let's
slightly change a popular adage,
'If death in Kashi offers liberation
then flamboyant Goa and

foodicious Surat offer a toast to

life!'

Taking a cue from Miranda the
students of Delhi Public School,
Surat from Nursery to Higher
Secondary went on a creative
rampage to churn out stories and
illustrations dedicated to the

different flavours of life.

Come indulge your senses in this
Bangquet of Life created by our own
little Master Chefs!!
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Carte de Menus

Tacinﬂ the sea with a Book
Saffronicious and rare

9 see the rain oubside

The silence of the moment reminds me of

A 4]mrm’/ with my friend last n@ﬁf

Was it he or was it me

7o be blamed?

9 like ﬁom/em’nﬂ; is a zelra black on white

Or white on black?
Lost in &[eeﬁ fﬁooyﬁf
9 think all that 9 can

As the mimﬁﬂopy minﬂ/e with the sea

What exactly is the essence of ffe?

Zebralicious!!!

Life’s éamiuef is delicious in black and white

The flavours of bife consume me
Cake wouldn't be as sweef

9f eaten day and night

Nor would so good e life

9f each day brought the same light
Some sunny days

Some maonless nights

Are the flavours of life

Ritter, sweet, m@, sour

They 're all here to make you smile
Mayhe in ways

Not divect at times

So teach those buds in your minds
To savour the many flavours of life
For instance the bhooks around
Yust like this one

Often offer a hub of themes

And thus a flavour spectrum

Like the eyes 0][ my ﬁ/l?ﬂ

With Imlicious love to offer

A sweet sour ﬁrg[e

As he cuddles on my /ap



There is reminiscence 0][ L'ife @(ﬁeﬁencey And ﬁ'&e all your hard wm% and

Chocolicious

Fora cmmc@ sweet nudge
Happy and ﬁaneye&/ jOO&/
Es'mpinﬂ into dreams more Oﬁ‘en

In reatms of Mystery and Adventure

Flﬁ/ﬂé’ify spicy thrills

Like am interesting Peppericious flavour

As we grow

Znd our interests &ﬁeue/op &ﬁ'}%:ﬂen@

Spicy turns to L‘m/yy

And adventure to thrill and’ myyz‘eiy

A man of ﬁyﬁ Morals
s a-man of character
We gain as we grow
Tﬁmogﬁ experiences Karelncious
Like education makes us
Honest, ﬂoo/ and kind
Service is the essence

The sall of life

selflessness
Sums up to a Career Fruiticious
Combination of all these

Distinctive flavours

Make up 4 life p/afz‘er

With realisation and fﬁabgﬁf
9t occurred to me in time
That did it m’a@ matter
Was it his mistake or mine?
9 ﬁi%eﬁ/ up my /aﬁm/}e

And c;m’cé@ ﬂﬁo/ogiye/
And then we hecame again
Close friends for life

For life is a éamluef

For each to add a flavour
And we can make ifj'umpfuaw

On@ if we believe we can...
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Imlicious

For a sweet and sour ﬁnﬂ[e,

The world is so full of life,
af creatures great and small

The éeﬂm‘y of Nature lies in them
The little Birds, Animals and all

L’iﬁe the essence 0][ w’ngﬂr

Sometimes sour sometimes mild

Are the different creatures

Some pﬁw’iue and some wild,

Th{:’y camp/efe and émm‘i@
Their life so raw so foure

?/ayinﬂ infinite little roles around
The %ﬂfy[e Rook 0][ Ru@mﬂ/ 7<i/)6’@
Or the pmfom/m/ Panchatantra series

The f/e@ﬁf of little minds
Who cherish such Imlicious tales






y the big red barn, in
Bthe green field, there
was a little pink Pig
learning to squeal. He was

all bored and tired so he
thought of playing a game.

He went to his friend the
Rooster and said in his ears,

‘Oink’ and told him not
to pass what he said to any
other animal on the farm.

The Rooster went to
his friend the Cow and
whispered, “Oink a doodle”
into her ears and asked her
to keep it a secret.

The Cow went to her
friend Crow and told him he

I -

had something to tell him
about the Pig,

“Oink a doodle moo”. She
said this into his ears and
asked him to keep it a secret.

The Crow went to his
friend the Horse and told
him he had something to
tell him about the Pig,

“Oink a doodle moo caw”.
He said this into his ears and
asked him to keep it a secret.

The Horse went to his
friend Sheep and told her
that he had something to
tell her about the Pig,

“Oink a doodle moo caw

neigh”. He said this into her
ears and asked her to keep it
a secret.

The Sheep went to her
friend the Cat and told her
that she had something to
e tell her about the Pig,

“Oink a doodle
moo caw neigh baa”.
She said this into her
4 ears and asked her to
{ Kkeep it a secret.

i The Cat went to
. her friend the Dog
1 and told him that he

= had something to tell
; -4 him about the Pig,

“Oink a doodle
“4 moo caw neigh baa
4 meow”. She said
74 this into his ears and
{ asked him to keep it
= asecret.

The Dog went to
his friend Pig and told him
that he had heard a secret
about him. The Pig asked
him what had he heard .

The dog said,“Oink a
doodle moo caw neigh baa
meow bow”.

The Pig rolled on the floor
laughing at how a silly thing
started by him had turned
into a big silly story.

& Students of Nursery - A



he Cheetah was once well known

I for his speed. Every day the Cheetah
would run and show his speed to all

the animals in the jungle. When he did

that all the animals smiled at him. Soon
the Cheetah became very proud of himself.
He would not talk to any other animal. The
animals did not like it. The next time the
Cheetah ran and showed his speed, all the
animals ran away.

So the Cheetah shouted saying, “You are
jealous of my quality. Let us have a race.”

All the animals agreed to have a race.
However, they were worried to lose it. A fairy
appeared and asked the snail to join the race
and that to have the race on the hills. Soon the

day of the race came. All the animals started
running. As usual, the Cheetah was very fast.
It was amazing to see the snail moving at a
slow pace and then rolling over the hill like a
wheel and reaching the winning line first. The
Cheetah was no more proud and understood
that everyone is great in ones own way.

& Students of Nursery - B
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Two children named Poo

and Penny were going to
a park to play. Since it was
hot there wasno one playing
there. Poo and Penny went
on the slides and the merry-
go-round. They were having
a good time but they soon
got tired. They looked
around but saw only garbage
everywhere. They felt very
sad. There was a big dustbin
in the park but still the
people littered around not
using it. They both decided
to pick the litter and throw
it in the dustbin. Due to

It was a hot summer day.

O -

the heat they got extremely
tired. They thoughtof taking
some rest. There were a few
trees in the park. Looking for
some shelter from the hot
sun, they saw a tree with big
leaves and branches spread
out like an umbrella. They
placed their belongings on
the ground and sat in the
cool thick shade of the tree.

After taking some rest,
Poo said to Penny, “What
a useless tree it is! It has no
fruits at all.”

Hearing this, the tree felt

very sad and started crying.
Itsaid “You are soungrateful,
on one hand, you are taking
shelter in my cool shade
from the heat of the sun and
on the other hand, you are
calling me useless. Go away
from here”.

Poo and Penny felt sorry
for what they had said.
They accepted their mistake
and said sorry to the tree.
They even said thank you.
Hearing it, the tree had a big
smile on its face.

@ Students of Nursery - C
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nce upon a time in a jungle,
O a lion was in a very good
mood. So, he went to
different animals to hear his praises.

First he went to a rabbit living in a
burrow.

The Lion asked him, “Tell me who
is the king of the jungle?”

The Rabbitreplied, “You, Mr. Lion,
you are the king of the jungle.”

The Lion became very happy. He
gave carrots to the rabbit. Then he
went to the Bear and asked him the
same question. The Bear also gave
the same reply. The Lion became
happier. He gave fresh honey to the
Bear. Then he went to the Elephant.
The Elephant was not in a good
mood that day because he had a
toothache.

The Lion went in front of him and

asked, “Tell me who is the king of
the jungle ?” The Elephant turned
his face away.

The Lion again went close to him
and asked him, “Tell me who is the
king of the jungle ?” The elephant
became very furious and picked up
the Lion in his trunk and threw him
on the ground. The Lion was badly

injured. The Lion got up and went
limping to the elephant.

He said in a low voice “If you
didn’t know the answer, you should
have asked me. It’s Ok! You don’t
need to feel bad about it but why did
you throw me?”

The FElephant started laughing
hearing this and his toothache
vanished. Thereafter, they became
very good friends.

& Students of Nursery - D
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The Animal World

here was a jungle named Jumbroo . In
it lived a huge lion named Jo-Jo. He

was as big as two lions. So he ate many

animals at a time. All the other animals of

the jungle were very scared of him. One day
lots of people came to the jungle to hunt.
They caught many animals and birds to
sell them. The jungle was very dense and
so they also cut many trees . In a few days,
they had killed and caught many animals
and cut many trees. This made the jungle
very scanty. Eventually, there were a very
few animals left. Jo-Jo could not hunt many
animals to eat. This made him starve and he

started becoming thinner and thinner day
by day. The people continued hunting and
cutting the trees. They also started living in
the jungle. Soon the jungle looked like a city

with people living around. Only Jo-Jo and
a very few animals were left. Where would
they go ? Circus? Zoo? No! No! That would
be so cruel!

Shouldn’t we take a vow to protect our
environment and the animals on our
planet?

& Students of Nursery - E



nce upon a time in a jungle
Othere were two friends. One

was a kind-hearted monkey
and the other was a clever and
wicked fox. The monkey always used
to tell the fox to help others but the
fox never listened to him. He liked
to play pranks and disturb everyone.
One day, the king announced a race
amongst the animals of the jungle.
During the race, the monkey and
the fox heard a peacock crying in
pain. They stopped and went to the
peacock and saw that its feathers

were tangled in a bush and he was
not able to free himself. The monkey
told the fox to stop and help the
peacock. The fox refused and ran
ahead. However, the monkey helped
the peacock. Meanwhile, in trying
to run fast, the fox tumbled and fell
off the cliff and hurt himself. On
the other hand, the monkey helped
the peacock and won the race also.
Thereafter, the monkey and peacock
became very good friends.

& Students of Nursery - F
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nce in a village, a
few villagers were
sitting and discussing

amongst themselves. The
first villager said, “There are
many families in our village
and so we need some more
place to build houses.”

The second villager said,
“We will have to cut down
the trees of the nearby forest,
so that we can build houses.”

They all agreed to this.
They started cutting down the
forest. The animals were very
sad seeing their home being
destroyed. The animals were

talking amongst themselves.

The Deer said “If these
villagers keep cutting our
forest where will we live?”

The Monkey said “You're
right we will have to save
our forest because this is our
home, but how?”

The animals decided to go
to the villagers and request
them not to cut down the
forest.

They went to the villagers
and pleaded, “We are here to
request you not to cut down

our forest because it’s the
only place where we can live
peacefully with our families.
If you destroy the forest we
will have no place to live
and no food to eat, all of us
will die one by one. Also, the
trees are very important for
you human beings too.”

Hearing this, the villagers
said “We are sorry to destroy
your forest, your homes.
We shall not cut down the
trees anymore. You and your
families can live happily and
peacefully in the forest”.

@ Students of Nursery - G



aga a cute baby elephant had no
Kriends. Every day he played alone
nd used to get bored. He wanted
someone to play with. One day he went

to a lake for a swim, and he saw many
monkeys playing cricket there.

Raga came out of the water and
asked, “Can I play with you, please.”

All the monkeys made fun of the
baby elephant, saying, “You have a
very big nose. You cannot play with
us. You look very funny.”

Raga was sad. He stood quietly and
watched the monkeys at play.

Suddenlyheheard, “Help,somebody
help”.

Raga quickly rushed to help. He
saw a monkey had fallen into the
lake. Raga got an idea. He put his long
nose in and the monkey caught hold
of it. Raga then pulled the monkey
out.

The monkey thanked Raga saying,
“It’s your long nose that has saved me
today.” All the monkeys were sorry for
being rude to Raga. Thereafter, they all
became friends.

& Students of Nursery - H
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The Great Escape

ahul was excited as the day of circus
had arrived. Rahul loved circus. It was
so much fun. In the evening he was

at the huge red and white stripped tent of
Rambo Circus.

A man inside '
the tent
dressed
in

_..[__"?'

i

‘\

came six huge and ferocious lions with their
trainer. Rahul was amazed to see the trainer
put his head into the biggest lion’s mouth
holding its teeth with his hands. He also saw
animals like the bear dancing on a ball, the
monkeys swinging around in the air just like
the acrobats and a few dogs riding on
cute tricycles. Finally, the elephants
came into the ring. Three
enormous grey elephants
and one baby elephant
were seen. The baby
elephant balancing
¢/ on one leg, played
a lot of tricks. Rahul
was enthralled seeing
the animals perform.
Finally, the show
ended and it was time
for Rahul to leave.
Before leaving Rahul
wanted to see the
baby elephant again.
So, he somehow
| managed to reach
the place where all
the animals were
kept in the cages.
He was very shocked
and surprised to
see the animals
chained up in the
cages. The animals
looked sad and tired.

black
shouted, “Good evening
ladies and gentlemen.”

I Mother told Rahul that he was the
ringmaster. The lights grew brighter and the
show began. Up in the air they saw a man
3 and a woman acrobat balancing on a swing.
L1F ) Suddenly, a side door banged open and in

Rahul decided to free them.
One after the other, Rahul opened the cages
of all the animals. A complete chaos set in.
The cirus people ran after the animals to
capture them but could not succeed. All the
animals escaped into a jungle close by and
were never to be seen again.

& Students of Nursery - I



‘ ‘ To market”, Babloo read on
the signboard and went
ahead trotting casually.

As soon as he reached the market he
saw bright red apples and his mouth
started watering and his tongue
lolled out. He asked the shopkeeper
to give him a dozen apples. He
collected them but didn’t have a
bag. He held the apples in his hand
but it was in vain. One by one all the
apples started rolling down. Babloo
began to cry. He actually regretted
not bringing a bag. If only, an animal
friend of his could help him, was all
he wanted. Luckily for him, Hoppy,
the kangaroo, saw him crying and
was rather puzzled to see the always
happy Babloo crying.

Curiously Hoppy asked, “Why are
you crying?”

“Idon’t have abag. How will I carry
my lovely apples home?” inquired
Babloo sadly.

“Don’t worry. I have an idea,”
said Hoppy. He took the apples one
by one and put them in his pouch.
Babloo watched him in absolute
amazement. Seeing his apples safely
packed in Hoppy’s pouch, he was
very happy. He clapped his hands
excitedly.

Suddenly he thought, “If we
humans too were born with a pouch
like that of a kangaroo, we wouldn’t
be using polybags. We would not
have been polluting Nature.”

@ Students of Nursery - J




Friends Forever

ne day Rahul and Siya went to
Othe fruit and vegetable market.
There they saw that the fruits and
vegetables were talking to one another.
At one of the fruits and vegetables shop

they overheard an interesting conversation
between a Carrot and a Tomato.

The Carrot asked the Tomato, “Why didn’t
you attend Pineapple’s Party?”

The Tomato replied, “I was ill since two
days so I did not know about the party”.

The Tomato questioned,
Pineapple give a party?”

“Why did

The Carrot answered, “Oh! There is a
story behind this. Listen carefully! Last
Thursday early morning when we had all
just settled down in the market, all of a
sudden we saw that Pineapple and Mango
were quarrelling.”

The Tomato asked, “Why were they
quarrelling?”

The Carrot continued, “They were
fighting because Pineapple used to tease

M~
s

Mango everyday saying that Mango looked
smaller than him.”

Just then a boy came there to buy
strawberries.

The mango told the boy, “Please take this
Pineapple as he harasses me a lot.”

The boy however took the
strawberries and went away. Pineapple
was very angry and gave Mango a
punch on his face. Mango started
crying and his forehead was also
bleeding. When Pineapple saw this he
felt very bad and brought the first aid
box. He cleaned Mango’s forehead,
applied medicine and put a bandage
on it. Pineapple and Mango both
realized their mistakes and said sorry
to each other. Pineapple also planned
for a surprise party and invited all
the fruits and vegetables including
Mango. Pineapple and the potato decorated
the house with balloons.

Everyone came to the party but Pineapple
was waiting for Mango to come. They were
all enjoying the party. Strawberry brought
a chocolate cake for Pineapple and Mango.
Pineapple thanked the strawberry for such a
delicious cake. At last, Mango arrived at the
party. Pineapple was very happy. Pineapple
promised Mango that he would never ever
fight with him and be his best friend forever.
Mango also promised the same. Everyone
enjoyed playing games, dancing and eating
the different types of snacks in the party.
Listening to the story of Pineapple and
Mango, Tomato also promised that he would
also not quarrel with anyone and be friendly
with everyone.

& Students of Prep-A



nce there was a small rat who went
out to see the world. As he was
passing through the mountains he

met a butterfly.

The rat asked the butterfly, “Will you
come with me to see the world?”

The butterfly refused as she had some
work. The rat started walking ahead through
the meadows and there he met a honeybee.

He asked the honeybee, “Will you come
with me to see the world?”

The honey bee replied, “I would love too,
but I have to search for food.”

So the rat went ahead where he came near
a pond. There he met some frogs.

He asked them, “Will you come with me
to see the world?”

The frogs also said, “No, we have to search
for food.”

The rat went further. He found some ants
near the tree. They too were busy collecting
food. The rat went ahead. He found a wall.
There he met a spider.

He asked the spider, ‘Will you come with
me to see the world?’

The spider replied, “No, I cannot as I have
to spin my web.”

Sadly the rat went ahead as no one was
ready to go with him. Moving ahead he
found a big orange cat.

He asked the cat, “Will you come with me
to see the world?”

The cat replied, “Not now as I have found
my food and I am not going to let you go.”

Hearing this, the rat got frightened and
ran away saying, ‘I have seen the whole
world now and I need to go home soon.’

Running through the bushes and the
bridge, the meadows and mountains he
safely reached home.

@ Students of Prep-B




his is a story of two brothers-Hunny
and Bunny. They loved each other a
lot. One day Hunny says to Mumma

Hunny - Mumma I want to give my
birthday party.

Mumma - Dear Hunny you just gave a
Christmas Party, so give your birthday party
next year. You cannot party all the time.

Hunny - But Mumma, all my friends are
very excited for my birthday. They all want
to celebrate and enjoy themselves.

Mumma (agreed and answered) - Ok
Hunny, as you just gave a Christmas party,
we will celebrate Bunny’s birthday and you
can call your friends in the party.

Hunny (with excitement and enthusiasm) -
Yeah, hurrah!! Ilove you mom.

Next day
Hunny and
Bunny were
all set to go to
school. They
were happily
going to school
when suddenly
Bunny fell
off and was
badly injured
and he was
hospitalized.

All friends were upset about the fact that
their dear friend Bunny was hurt and the
party had to be cancelled. Finally, Hunny
and his friends decided to surprise Bunny
by giving a surprise birthday party in the
hospital. Oh! Wasn’t that a secret task?

Students of Prep-C

A lady bug and a bee

ladybug and a
honeybee lived
together in a house.

They were very good friends.
One day it so happened
that the honeybee felt
very thirsty. So she went
in search of water. At last,
she found a well with lot of
water in it. As she went to
drink she suddenly, fell and
was about to be drowned in

P e T - e e e

the water. The ladybug who
had followed her saw this.
She quickly, slipped into the
water and saved her.

One day when the lady

M~

bug was moving around in
the house a boy tried to hit
her. The honeybee on seeing
this immediately stung the
hand of the boy. The boy
screamed and the honey bee

took the lady bug and flew
away. Thus, the ladybug was
saved.

& Students of Prep-D.



ne day the children
of Prep-E went to the
zoo. They were all

talking amongst themselves
and suddenly they thought
it would be nice if they
could talk and listen to what
animals say.

Lo and behold!!!! their
wish was granted.

Assoonastheyreachedthe
monkey’s cave and waved at
him the monkey too said
‘Hi’. They were very excited
and offered him Chips.

Monkey:  Don’t  you
know children that we are
supposed to eat the food
which we get from the zoo?
Please do not offer this junk
food to me or to any other
animal as it is not good for
our health.

Child: Sorry monkey. I
will remember this.

Monkey: Also you are
standing so close to my
cage. Stay away from the
cage as it is dangerous for
you. Especially that lion, he
is very arrogant. Although,
he is kept in the cage,he still
thinks he is the king of the
jungle.

Child: Ok, bye Mr.
Monkey.

FTA RGO i D s

They moved to the next
cage which was of the lion.

Lion: Why are you so
afraid of me children’

Child: Because you are a
very dangerous animal.

Lion: I will not harm you
unless you harm me or tease
me.

Child: Where are your
cubs?

Lion: They are sleeping.

The children moved to
the next cage which was of
the cheetah.

Child: Hi! Cheetah. We
have learnt in school that
you are the fastest animal,
but whenever we visit the
z0O we see you sitting in
your cage.’

Cheetah: How do you
expect me to run in this
small little cave? Set me free
and leave me in the forest
and see how fast I run.

The children went to
the next section of the zoo
where there were giraffes.

Child: Wow! Such a tall
animal and look at its neck.
It is so long. When we see
a giraffe in a book we can’t
even imagine that it is
actually so tall.

The giratfe whowasaquiet
animal did not say anything
and was busy chewing leaves
from the tree.

The children were finally
tired after walking so much
in the zoo and decided to go
back home.

Students of Prep-E




TRIP TO THE MOON

et’s do something adventurous. Let’s holes). Due to less pulling down force we
Lgo on a trip to the MOON. Wow jump to reach from one spot to another.
isn’t it exciting!! So the spacecraft We are really enjoying ourselves. But our
PREP- F is launched which would take us enjoyment did not last long, one of us lose
to the moon and our imagination would balance and is about to fall in a crater, but
be a reality. Yes, all the preparations are luckily she catches hold of her friend’s
done and finally the day has arrived for hand who pulls her out and saves her life.
our departure to the moon. We gitls, all We are happy that our friend is saved but
that is not
enough. The
moment
we turn

back, to our
surprise we
see a big
army of
Aliens. They
are not very

happy to see
us. We try to
be friendly
with them
but they
do not
understand
our
| language
and capture
us and keep
us in prison.
dressed as astronauts ready with oxygen On the Earth the boys are worried because
cylinders set off with the countdown we do not return. They leave to look for us.
10...9...8...7....6....5....4...3...2....I....into They come to the Moon where they see
space. It is all very thrilling; it is like a the spacecraft P-F. They are sure that we
dream come true. In space we come across girls are here on the Moon and something
Stars, Planets, and the Milky Way. We see is wrong. As soon as they land they see
_ Mercury, Venus, Mars, Jupiter, Saturn, the Aliens rushing towards them to attack
E;’ ' Uranus, Neptune, Pluto and to our surprise, them. So they also take out their weapons
;' the Earth looks so small like a sphere. to fight. But Aliens are stronger than them.
5 Finally our spaceship lands on the Moon. There is a tough fight between. Finally, our
F‘- team wins the battle and we are rescued.
y We put our first step on the Moon. It
W has a rough surface full of Craters (big big @ Students of Prep-F



UNITY
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nce upon a time there was a big
forest. In this forest there were four
friends. A deer, a crow, a mouse and

a turtle. They all were having a great time
but all of a sudden the crow saw a hunter

coming towards them. The crow warned
his friends to run. The deer quickly ran
into the forest, the mouse went inside his
hole, the crow flew away in the sky and the
turtle started moving slowly towards the
river. But unfortunately, he was caught in
the hunter’s net. The crow was watching
all this. He immediately informed his other
two friends. They met and discussed how to

free their friend, the turtle. They got an idea.
The deer acted as if he was sleeping. The
hunter saw him. He slowly went to get his
net. Meanwhile the mouse ran to his friend,
the turtle and started cutting the net with
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his sharp teeth. With the help of the mouse
the turtle was free now and he quickly went
inside the river. The mouse again went to his
hole and the crow flew away in the sky. The
crow gave a signal to the deer who also ran
away before the hunter could return. Thus,
the hunter lost both the turtle and the deer.

& Students of Prep-G




girl and boy named Meera and Shyam
Awent to the zoo. They reached the

first cage where they saw the monkeys
sitting on a branch of a tree.

They heard the monkeys conversing with
each other, “We love bananas but we get
the same food everyday. We feel bad when
nobody looks after us. People make fun of
us, watch us and move ahead.”

Then they went to the second cage where
they hear peacocks saying, “This cage is very
small for us, we want to go back to our forest,
so that we can move and dance whenever we
feel like it.”

Theywentaheadandheardthelionssaying,
“Being the King of the forest why are we kept
in such a small cage? We are not even getting
sufficient food, place, good surrounding, or
any other animal around us.”

I Ny

Then they saw trees talking to each other.
The big tree was very sad and it told the
small one, “I don’t like being here as no
animals are around me, I don’t have a good
company, I feel lonely here. “

After hearing all that the children felt that
those living creatures too had a right to live
freely and they wanted to help them.

After the visit the kids had a wonderful
idea.

They said, “Let’s create a park for them
where there is more space and the best
surrounding. Let us break the captivity of
innocent animals and make them free by
making a national park for them where they
can be looked after properly as well as live
with freedom.”

& Students of Prep-H



BEeFRieND NatuRe

named Gorakhpur. She used to stay

with her parents in a small hut outside
the village. She had no friends to play with.
Every time when she saw children playing
together she would be sad. One day she was
sitting all alone under a tree. There were
many small plants and trees around. The

Sita a small girl stayed near a village
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caterpillars, insects, butterflies and birds
were all moving and having fun. Flowers
and plants were talking to one another. The
trees were busy merry making.

All of a sudden a butterfly flew near Sita
and asked her why she was sad. She replied
with a heavy heart that she had no friends to
talk to and play with.
So all of them got
together and decided
that they should help
the small girl. All of
them came to her and
asked her whether she
would like being their
friend and play with
them.

Sita, on hearing
this was very happy
and immediately

agreed to be friends
with them and to
play with them. That
day she played with
them and had fun.
Now she had friends
with whom she could
play. That evening
when she went back
home she told her
parents all that had
happened and that
she had found some
new friends to play
with. Since that day
she has been going to
play with them every
day. Thereafter, she
was never sad.

L 2 Students
of Prep-I



nce upon a time in
a forest there lived
a lion king with his

cub named Raj.

One day Raj was planning
for his birthday party. He
decided to call every animal
of the forest to his party.

A day before his birthday
Raj started distributing the
invitation cards to everyone.
However, no one was happy
as the invitation given to
them was very rude.
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The card said, ‘It’s the
King’s son’s birthday so you
have to be there on time and
do bring gifts along with
you, if any one misses the
party they’ll be punished by
the king.’

The next day Raj made all
the arrangements for the
party. Everyone was there
on time with the gifts but
they were not enjoying
themselves. They were there
because they were afraid of
the king. The party was a

complete flop. Raj was upset.
He went to his Dad and told
all that had happened in
the party. The king told Raj
thatif he remains rude to his
friends and scare them he
would lose them forever and
become lonely.

The next day Raj met all
his friends and apologized to
them for being rude. Things
got normal and he got back
his friends forever.

@ Students of Prep-J



The Peacock and The Crow

nce upon a time there were two
O friends, a peacock and a crow. They
enjoyed the rainy season very much.
The peacock danced and the crow enjoyed

watching him dance. One day the sun was
shining brightly in the sky.

The peacock said, “ Come my friend let’s
play.” The crow replied, “ But I am very
thirsty. Let’s go to the river to drink water.”

They both went to the river to drink water.
As the peacock was drinking water he saw
the reflection of his beautiful feathers.

He said, “Look at my colourful feathers.
They are so beautiful. Your feathers are dull

and black.” The crow was very sad to hear
this but did not say anything. The next
day both the friends were busy playing
under the tree. Somebody was watching
them. Do you know who he was? He was
a hunter.

The hunter thought, “If I will catch this
beautiful peacock and sell its feathers I will
earn lots of money.”

The hunter caught the peacock and took
him along. The crow was saved because of
his dull and black feathers.

& Students of I-A




nceuponatimethere
were some animals
living happily in a

jungle. All these animals
whether big or small, used to
eat, sing and dance together.
The Lion who was the King
of the jungle was very good
and kind to them. He always
used to stay with them.
Suddenly, one day a group of

four Cheetahs entered that
jungle and started Kkilling
and eating the animals. As
they were very strong they
were not even afraid of the
King. All the animals were
very scared of them and
they started hiding to save
their lives. So the cheetahs
divided themselves in
four directions and started

UNITY IN

DiVeRSiTY

hunting the animals as it was
easy for them to attack. This
continued for some days.
The animals were getting
killed one after the other.
So, one night all the animals
decided to make a plan to get
rid of those wicked Cheetahs.
Next morning all of them sat
together in one big group.
As they all knew that the
Cheetahs would come one
after the other they made a
plan to attack in a group. As
soon as they saw the first one
coming, all of them attacked
together and killed him.
They did the same thing
with the other three of them
and finally all the Cheetahs
were dead. All of them were
very happy as they all were
once again free and safe.
They all started dancing and
singing and celebrated their
victory. They really missed
their friends who were killed
by the Cheetahs. Finally
they realized that unity has
great strength. Thereafter,
they lived happily together.

@ Students of Class I-B



BaBy Bear’S

ViSiT TO A
JUNGLE

nce there was a baby
Obear. He lived with his

parents. One day his
parents were going to town.

So they told the baby bear,
“Don’t go into the jungle
alone. There are tigers. They
will eat you up.”

The baby bear was very
naughty. After some time he
thought, “I will go into the
jungle. I will go only for a
short time. There is no tiger
there. I will have some fun
and look for some honey.
Oh! honey is so tasty.”

So the baby bear went out
of his house. He went into
the jungle. There he met a
monkey. The monkey had a
long tail. The monkey gave
him some bananas. The
bear was very happy. Then
he met a bunny rabbit. The
bunny rabbit had long ears.
He gave him some carrots.
Then the bear met colourful
birds. The birds gave him
some cherries. The baby
bear met a turtle. The turtle
took him for a river ride on
his back and gave him water
to drink. He had lots of fun.
He played a lot of games.

The bear thought that the
jungle was so nice. He would
go there every day. Suddenly,
when all the animals were
playing peek-a-boo, the
baby bear saw a tiger. The
tiger had yellow and black
stripes. The tiger saw the
baby bear. He growled. The
baby bear was afraid and
cried for help. The tiger was
about to catch the baby bear.
Just then a huge elephant

came, he picked and threw
away the tiger with its long
trunk. The elephant saved
the bear’s life. The bear was
very happy. The baby bear
sat on the elephant’s back
and reached home safely. He
thought, “My parents were
right. I didn’t listen to them.
[ will not be naughty again. I
will listen to my parents.”

@ Students of ClassIC




Abhi’s family decided to

go on a holiday. This was
the first time he was going
to travel by an airplane.
He was very excited as
he boarded the plane.
Suddenly, the plane was
caught in a thunder storm.
The passengers started
jumping off the plane with
their parachutes but Abhi
was scared of jumping from
such a height. Atlast, he also
jumped to save his life. Abhi
landed with the crashed
plane in the jungle all alone.

I twas Christmas vacation.

He was very scared of the
wild animals. He hid himself
behind the plane. Suddenly,
some monkeys surrounded
him. He was very frightened
but to his surprise the
monkeys gave him bananas
to eat. The monkeys also
helped him in arranging
wood around him to hide
and save himself from the
wild animals. Abhi thought
if they came, he would give
them some fish to eat. So
he caught some fish and
put them in a suitcase after
filling it with water. Then he

lit all the wood and sat there
safely remembering his
teacher’s words. As he had
expected, the wild animals
came but he was able to save
himself from them. With
the sun’s first rays he saw his
parents coming looking for
him. He was delighted and
very relieved to see them. He
ran and hugged his parents
who were also very happy to
see him alive and safe.

@ Students of Class I-D




nce there was a big forest. All the
Oanimals of the forest lived happily
together. One day they saw a few
men coming to the forest and cutting down

the trees. The men were talking amongst
themselves that after cutting the trees, they
would build a big township. Immediately,
all the animals gathered together and went
to their king. The lion heard them and was
worried but he decided to speak to the chief
of the wood cutters.

Next morning the lion went there and
said, “Like you, we also require a place to
live. If you cut the trees there will be no
forests. Where will we animals go? Soon we

animals will be extinct.” The chief felt that

the animals were right. He asked his men to
stop. With the help of some of his friends
who worked in the government offices he
turned the forest into a wild life sanctuary.

@ Students of Class I-E
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Jumbo and
Rubo’s friends
and became
friends with
me too. They
had gathered
to celebrate
Jumbo’s
birthday. All
his friends

got gifts for
him. The party
began with
Jumbo cutting
the mixed fruit
cake and we
all enjoyed
the mouth
watering
mango shake,
apple pie,
strawberry
ice-cream,
litchi jam,

walk on the road,
a step aside, and
soon I realized

that I was alone, lost in
the forest. The sky was so
empty and grey. As I was
weeping and walking I
met Jumbo, the elephant
and Rubo, the rabbit who
were best friends and God
sent angels for me. To my
surprise, they shared their
love with me and took
good care of me. Together
we went for fishing to the
nearby river. It was a fun
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filled experience fishing
with them. We grilled the
fish and enjoyed eating it.
Jumbo, plucked some fruits
and we all sat together and
enjoyed eating the juicy
fruits. After along, tiring
and hectic day we made

a bed of leaves and soon
dozed off into a deep sleep.
I woke up surrounded by
Shera- the lion, Gorgi- the
giraffe, Zylo- the zebra,
Hippo- the hippopotamus,
Daggu- the monkey,

Baga- the bear. They were

peanut butter,
banana chips, jackfruit
dosa, pineapple puri and

a lot and lot more served
on large banana leaves.
Then we all merrily danced
to the tune of the jungle
songs and had a great time.
The adventurous night and
all my animal buddies.....

I felt as if all the happiness
of the world had come to
me!! Oh!l It was a moment
so lovely but the truth is it
was all a dream!!!

@ Students of Class I-F



nce upon a time
there lived a mighty
lion named Prithvi.

He was covered with dark
brown hair, had four large
paws and deep hazel eyes.

Prithvi spent most of the
time in his cave, coming out
only when he was hungry.
He did not have any friends
in the jungle as all the
animals were afraid of him.
So,heusedtobe verysad and
upset. One day it was Timmy
the rabbit’s birthday. He
decided to give a birthday
party on the beach. He went
and personally invited all
the animals in the jungle
like the elephant, monkey,

crocodile and the bear. He
did not invite Prithvi, the
lion. Prithi was very sad
and wished he could go for
the party. He thought of an
idea. He decided to go and

wish Timmy the rabbit and
give him a gift. So he took a
bunch of carrots and went
for the party. Timmy was
very selfish. He took the
gift but he did not ask the
lion to join the party. This
made Prithvi very upset.
He was sitting in a corner
of the beach watching all
the animals. All the animals
were playing on the beach.
Some were playing in the
water, some were making

The Mighty Lion

sand castles and some were
riding a boat. Suddenly, a
hunter came on the beach
and he scared all of them. All
the animals started rushing
here and there to save their

s

lives. Prithvi, the lion saw
this and came to their
rescue. He roared loudly
and chased the hunter away.
All the animals expressed a
sigh of relief. They thanked
Prithvi and extended a
hand of friendship to him.
Thereafter, they lived
happily, helping each other
in need.

& Students of I-G
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Friends In Need Are Friends Indeed
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lived three friends, a peacock, an tiger was left completely confused and did
emu and a deer. They always used not know how to react and thus started to
to play and eat together. One day a tiger fumble. This gave deer the time to escape.
_ saw the deer and wanted to catch it. The The deer ran far away and hid in its den.
ﬁi deer too saw the tiger running after it and Thereafter, the peacock flew away and the
g started shouting for help. The peacock and emu ran away. The tiger was not able to
L the emu heard the deer cry. They made a catch either of them. Thus, in this way they
plan to divert the attention of the tiger. The saved the deer.
peacock flew behind the tiger and started
pulling its tail and at the same time the emu @ Students of Class I-H

Once upon a time in a dense forest, started tickling the tiger from the front. The




here was a beautiful forest. It was
I home to many different animals like
the elephant, tiger, lion, rhinoceros,

and the zebra.

It was a sunny day and a poacher entered
the forest. He caught an elephant and
removed its tusks. Just then a boy came there
to collect his food. The boy saw the unhappy
elephant and was really angry to hear the
elephant’s story.

He immediately went in search of the
poacher. He had not gone too far when he
saw the poacher resting under the shade
of a big tree. Near him lay a bag with the

animal’s tusk. The boylooked up and found
a huge beehive on the tree. Immediately a
plan struck him. He quietly removed the
tusks from the poacher’s bag and told
his friends the bees to enter the bag. He
closed the mouth of the bag and ran and
hid himself nearby. After sometime the
poacher woke up. He picked up his bag. He
found the bag light. He opened the bag.
All the bees flew out and attacked him.
The poacher learnt a good lesson. The boy
enjoyed the show and narrated it to the
elephant bringing a smile back to the face
of the sad animal.

@ Students of Class II-A
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nce upon a time,
there lived a giraffe
in a forest. One day

as he was eating leaves of a
tree he saw a mouse walking
by. The giraffe teased him
saying that he was very
small and couldn’t even eat
leaves and could be eaten by
anyone. The mouse saw an
elephant passing by.

He asked him, “You are so
big. I want to eat leaves from
that tree. May I stand on your
back and eat the leaves?”

The elephant replied “Yes

of course you may.”
Thus he sat on the
elephant’s back and ate

leaves and told the giraffe
that by using ones brains
and with the help of friends
one can do anything. From
that day the giraffe and the
mouse became good friends.

One day the giraffe
couldn’t find the mouse. He
became worried. He searched
the mouse everywhere but
wasn’t able to find him.
Suddenly, he heard the
mouse shouting. The mouse
was stuck in mud. The giraffe
freed the mouse. From that
day they both lived together
happily and helped others in
need.

@ Students of Class II-B



Best friends for Life

named Daggu. Once they were playing near a lion’s den. The lion was sleeping
in his den. Daggu started singing; the lion got irritated and woke up. He got very
annoyed. He came out of his
den. Jaggu quickly climbed a
tree and saved itself but the
lion caught hold of Daggu.
Daggu was very frightened
and started crying. Jaggu was
sad for his friend. Suddenly
an idea clicked in Jaggu’s
mind. He plucked a big
coconut leaf and threw it on
the lion. The lion could not
see anything. Jaggu came
down the tree and started
tickling the lion. The lion
started laughing loudly, lost
his balance and fell down on
the ground. Daggu was now
free and he ran as fast as he
could. Jaggu also ran. In this
way Jaggu helped his friend.

O nce upon a time there were two good friends, a monkey named Jaggu and a donkey
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nce upon a time in a big forest there lived many
Oanimals. Of them, Chikoo Cheetah and Mickey

Mouse were best friends. One day they both were
playing in the forest and suddenly Mickey Mouse saw
something beautiful from far away on the bush. They both
ran towards the bushes and found a bright and colourful
butterfly. Though beautiful it was just lying sadly on the
bush. Mickey Mouse asked it, “Dear butterfly, you are so
beautiful, why don’t you fly around with your friends?”

had nowingsand soit couldn’t fly. Mickey made friends with
the butterfly. Mickey mouse and Chickoo cheetah took the
butterfly to their house. That night an angel came in Mickey
Mouse’s dream. She told Mickey that she would fulfill any
one of his wish. Mickey thought for long and replied he had

The Three
Friends

The butterfly started crying and told Mickey Mouse that it -:'!R
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The butterfly started
crying and told
Mickey Mouse that it
had no wings and so
it couldn’t fly.

lﬁ-,-s

everything and did not need
anything for himself.

He remembered about
the sad butterfly and told
the angel, “I do not want
anything for myself but I
want colourful wings for
that butterfly.”

Next morning when
Mickey awoke he was
surprised to see that his wish

had come true. The butterfly
had become more bright and
colourful and now it had
wings to fly. She was flying
around the house happily.
She thanked Mickey Mouse
for helping her. Mickey
Mouse told his friends about
the angel. They all thanked
God and were the best of
friends forever.

@ Students of Class II-D



n a cold winter morning, three
O rabbits were eating carrots in a farm

near the forest. A tiger was roaming
here and there in the forest in search of
food. He saw the three rabbits and started
moving towards them. The rabbits saw him
coming and ran towards the river. They met
an elephant there. The elephant helped
them to move on to the other bank of the
river. Then the elephant filled his trunk
with water and splashed it on the tiger. The
rabbits were saved.

@ Students of Class II-E




The Elephani' and his friends

nceuponatimethere
lived two friends, an
elephant and a deer

in a forest. They were best of
friends and always came to
each other’s help.

One day an ant came while
the elephant and the deer
were talking under a tree
and bit the elephant’s leg.
The elephant got furious and
was about to kill the ant by
stepping on it.

The deer stopped the
elephant saying, “He’s a
small thing he cannot harm
you, don’t kill him.”

Hearing this the elephant
let the ant go. The ant
thanked the deer for saving
his life and left saying that
one day the elephant would
love him the way he loved
the deer.

Oneday the elephant went
in search of food. Suddenly,
he heard the birds chirping
noisily, he said to himself
“Ah! I am a huge animal I
am not scared of anything.
Nobody can harm me.”

Just then he saw a cage
where a bunch of bananas
were kept. His mouth started
watering. He thought that
he must make haste and get
the bananasasitappeared to
be a hunter’s trap. He being
a huge animal couldn’t be
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trapped in that small cage.

The elephant entered the
cage for the bunch of bananas
but got stuck inside. He
started shouting for help. The
hunter came immediately
and locked the cage from
outside. He was happy to get
an elephant in his trap.

Meanwhile the deer was
drinking water near the
pond while the ant was with
his group near a tree. Both
of them heard the elephant
crying for help. The deer came
fast and saw the elephant
in the trap. The deer started
looking for his friend the ant
but couldn’t find him. The
deer started thinking of a
plan to save the elephant.

-

Quicklythedeergathered
all the other animals of the
forest and instructed them
to collect a lot of pebbles
and give it to the elephant
in the cage. As soon as
it grew dark the hunter
returned to the place to
check on the elephant
but to his shock he was
greeted by the shower of
pebbles from no where, the
other animals of the forest
screeched in weird sounds.
He was scared out of his
wits and ran away from the
site dropping the key never
to return again. All the
animals celebrated their
joint effort in saving their
friend the elephant

@ Students of Class II-F



ne bright sunny day,
a fox was walking
in the forest. He

was dreaming of what he
would like to have for his
dinner. Suddenly his paw
slipped and he fell into
a deep well. He was very
upset and shouted for help.
The well was very deep and
nobody could hear him.
He kept digging his claws
into the sides of the well so
that he could keep his head
above the water. He kept
splashing and was waiting
for someone to come and
help him. Many animals
passed that way, but
nobody stopped because
they all were very scared of
the fox. At last a goat came
along. She heard someone
splashing about in the well.

She peeped into the well.
She saw the fox in the well.
She thought that the fox
had jumped into the well to
drink water.

She asked, ‘Mr. Fox, I am
very thirsty. Is the water
good enough to drink?’

The clever fox saw his
chance to escape.

He replied, ‘Dear friend,
the water is delicious. It
is cool too and there is
enough for both of us to
drink. Why don’t you jump
in the water?’

Listening to that she
brought a bucket from a near
by village. She fetched some
water for herself and was

Rahul at the Zoo

nce Rahul went to the zoo along
with his friends. Rahul didn’t feel

good when he saw the animals sad

very content after having the
cool water. She smiled at the
fox and said,"Thank you dear
brother. You may continue
with your swimming" and
she walked away. The fox had
met his match.

@ Students of Class II-G

in the cage. He wanted to help them. A
Fairy passing above the zoo read Rahul’s
thoughts. She came down and gave him
a magic wand and told him that he could
use it to help the animals.

Rahul swayed his magic wand and
wished that the animals in the cage
reached their homes, the forest. His
wish was granted immediately. He then
handed over the wand to the Fairy so that
she could use it to help someone else.

@ Students of Class II-H
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ast year, during
Ganpati Utsav,
everyone

participated in

song and dance
performances,
including my friend
Nana. When
it was time to
practice she !
went down to W
play. She was :
busy with her e
drawing class, —
singing, shopping e @
and didn’t practice
well.

Her parents told her W
that if she wanted to g
win and have everyone o
clap for her, she would 3
have to work hard. \
They kept telling her to %
concentrate on her dance =
practice. She did not listen
to them. She went for all § = &4
the other activities but :

did not practice her
dance regularly.

When it was time to
perform, she could not
dance well. Everyone
got bored. No one
clapped for her. She
started crying. Then her
parents told her “ Don’t cry
over spilt milk. When we kept
telling you to pay attention
to your dance practice, you She said sorry to her
didn’t listen to us.” parents and hugged them.

Nana realized her mistake. @ Amnshita Gulati IV-A
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nce my parents decided to buy a new
Ocar, but they did not have enough
money. They

decided to  take
a huge loan and
bought the car. As our
vacation approached
we planned for our
holidays to Goa.

My parents forgot
about the loan and we
went for the trip. We
stayed in a resort and
enjoyed ourselves a
lot. Truly we had the
best time of our lives.
The thought of the
loan was just out of
my parents’ mind.

When we came
back from Goa my
Dad saw a letter from
the bank on his desk.
Seeing the letter it
struck him that the
due date for the loan
was very near and
he had to pay a lot of
money to the bank.

He realised that
the money, which he
had kept aside for the
loan, was spent on the trip to Goa. A day
before the due date the bank manager called
my father and said that he would have to go
to the bank on the next day with the money
and repay his dues.

My father was very worried. He sold the car
and all the gold my mother had. Still some
amount was needed to pay the debt. Later
he sold off our house. The problem now was

that we did not have our own house to live
in but had to rent a house.

From this incident my father learned a
lesson that one should always do his work on
time and should not delay it. This was a big
lesson for my father and he vowed that he
would never repeat this mistake again. After
facing many difficulties for so many years now
our family has settled and have also bought a
new house and yes, a shiny red car too!

® Arya K. ShahIV B




A Man Who Changed His Life

any years ago there
lived a robber with
his servants. The

king had warned him that
if he did not mend his ways
he would be hanged. The
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robber lived in the forest

and robbed temples and
nearby villages. One day
when he was sitting beside

it

a small pond a messenger
of Lord Indra came flying
in magical sandals. As
he went to bathe in the
pond, the robber stole his
jewellery and flew away in

his magical sandals. Now
he started flying to different
villages and carried out big
robberies.

This news spread far and
wide and the king came to
know about it. He disguised
himself as a soldier and went
to the forest. He went into a
temple. Inside there was a
man who was a devotee of
God. He offered food to God
every day.

The king asked him
“Do you keep food here
everyday?”

The devotee replied that
he did and that the next day
he would find that the food
was eaten by God. The king
became suspicious.

The next day when the
devotee kept food in the
temple the king hid behind
the door. Sometime later,
the robber came and ate the
food. When he started to go
back the king caught him.
He somehow freed himself
and started running.

As he ran, he saw a
group of saints peacefully
worshipping in the forest.
He joined them. He started
following their teachings
and felt at peace. Years went
by. He changed his ways
and became a saint who was
respected by all. Even the
king became his disciple and
found peace and joy.

& Anjali Agarwal, IV-C



nce upon a
time there
was a bird

named Pokiri. Pokiri
was a lazy bird. She
was always idle and
had no work.

\

\
\

One day she was
roaming here and there,
“Winter is near,” said
her friend Paro who was
in a hurry to make a nest
for herself. Paro asked,
“ Why are you not in a
hurry?” Pokiri replied,” I
am the mightiest bird in
the world, if I tell anybody
to give me his nest he would
be scared and give me the
nest.” “HalHalHa! Don’t
joke please!” said Paro. “l am
not joking!” said Pokiri.

Next day when Pokiri
was sleeping in her nest she
dreamtthatshe had snatched
ahawk’s nest and flown away.
The next morning when she
was idle she thought of her
dream and decided that she
would go and search for a
hawk’s nest .

The
Paro continued to build saw this. He followed swiftly, own nest and lived happily 1
her nest. Pokiri finally found caught Pokiri and snatched init. %
U

hawk she should have build her

a hawk’s nest. She snatched his nest back from her.
the nest and flew away. Defeated Pokiri realised that € Vanshaj M. Shah, IV-D




Pmatn@@ is the Best P@h@y tor Life
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ere was a boy named Linen. He was
I very kind to everyone but others used to
tell him that he could not do anything.
Linen was sad when he heard this. He used to
go home and cry. At home he was perfect but
was scared at school. The children in the class
would always laugh at him. He got remarks
and punishments in school. He thought his
life was truly in a mess.

That year for the Annual Day, the teacher
gave him the role of a sheep with no
dialogues, but only movements. He was glad,
: so he practiced though he was not perfect.

One day the main character who was
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going to play the role of a cock was absent
as he had fallen ill. The teacher asked the
students if anyone wanted to play the role
of a cock. Linen was ready for this. He told
that he knew the dialogues of each and
every character but still he was not sure of
his success. The teacher smiled and said,
“Practice until you get success.” He practiced
day and night.

Atlast, the skit wasamazingon the Annual
Day. The teacher was very happy because of
Linen’s performance. Everyone in the class
appreciated him.

@ Pearl R. Kunnethara, IV E



nce upon a time in a village lived
Ramesh, who was a cripple. Once
the King called him to his palace for

a special feast. He couldn’t walk properly so
it was getting late.

On the way he met a blind man named
Raghu. He told Ramesh to help him.

Ramesh asked, “Where are you going
friend?”

He answered “I am going to the palace”.
“Then let’s make a team.”said Raghu.

“You can’t walk properly and I can’t see, so
sit on my shoulders and tell me the way and I
will take you to the palace”.

In this way they reached the palace safely

and on time and enjoyed the grand feast,
and also their friendship.

@ Shantanu Motiani, IV-F

The Foolish
Housefly

nce there was a housefly. He was
very hungry and was searching for
some food. From a house he could

smell jaggery. The housefly followed the
smell and went inside the house.

He saw a whole lot of jaggery kept on the
kitchen platform. He was very happy and
jumped on the heap of jaggery. He ate and
ate and ate.

When his stomach was full he tried to fly
but could not. He tried again and again but
his legs were stuck in the heap of jaggery. In
the end the housefly gave up and waited for

the jiggery to melt in the summer heat. Oh!
How cold and scared he was as he waited for
summer.

® Jaladhi H. Vankawala, IV-G 1 ; i




here he was, sitting in a Mercedes,
wearing a suit, as it rolled into the
school campus. He stepped out and

everyone stared at him. He walked royally
into our class.

“Class, this is Ronald. He‘ll be studying
with us now.”said our teacher.

I watched him closely as he sat down in
his chair.

It was recess now and we were all on the
playground. The boys were playing soccer
and the girls were playing catch-me-if-you-
can. And Ronald was scoring goal after goal!
How impressed everyone was!, but I still had
a doubt.

It had been two weeks since Ronald had
been in our class and everyone was happy
with him, even me. Yesterday our teacher

told us that we’ll have a substitute teacher
today so we’d better be good. Actually, we
were good till recess. That’s when Ronald
told me that he was going to put a frog in
the teacher’s desk. I was shocked! Why?
Why would Ronald do such a thing? I
thought he was joking because when the
substitute teacher pulled the desk to remove
worksheets, a frog jumped out!

“Who did this?” she shouted.

As no one had seen Ronald when he had
put the frogin the desk, there was no answer.

As a punishment our teacher didn’t let
us go out for recess for three weeks. That
day everyone learned a lesson when Ronald
showed his true colours.

& Aaryan Shroff, IVH




My Scooter

ymotherisveryreligious by nature.
M She always believes in miracles.

Whereas my father is very practical
and full of worldly wisdom.

She also believes that someday luck will
favour us and our family will be blessed by
God.

One eye opening incident happened
with her last month which made her more
realistic towards worldly affairs.

One day a lady called on my mother’s
mobile phone and informed, “Good
morning Ma’am, this is to inform you that
your phone number has been selected to win
a special prize by our company.
And you have won a Scooter!

My mother was ecstatic. She
was so excited that she called
up all her friends and informed
them about her winning the
prize.

She rushed to the nearest
temple to thank God for his
favour. She offered a box of
sweets, a garland of fresh
flowers and many other things.

She told my sister that she
would teach her how to drive
the Scooter. She said that there
was a speed button in the
vehicle and that she could fly
like a cautious bird on the busy
roads. We were all very happy.

My mother also informed
my father excitedly. He also
congratulated  her.  Other
relatives also started calling up
and congratulating her.

After half an hour a call came
which informed us that it was
a joke. But of course it was the
first of April. Somebody had fooled my
gullible mother. All the dreams about the
Scooter ended in howls of laughter from us.

Poor Mom she didn’t know where to hide
her face!

& Aryan Lakhani, V-A




A Group Presentation

here was a group of students in my
school. The group was famous in
school because they led the school in

different inter school competitions. They
bagged many laurels for the school.

All the students of the group were well
mannered and intelligent. They were also
liked by all the teachers.

One day the teacher of English gave a
project to the group. The project was to
conduct a survey on knowledge one has of
English literature.

The teacher added one more boy in the
group. He was not sincere and hard working.
He was rude to other members of the group.
He always told the group, “I am in your group
not to work. [ want to enjoy with my friends.”

The group members worked very hard for
the project. But the new boy didn’t help in
the project. Instead he spoiled the project
and the other members had to do it again.

As he did not help in the project, the
group could not submit the project in time.

The teacher said, “I was very hopeful with
your group. But your project is not up to
the mark. I am sorry that
your group gets low grades for
‘*3  the project.”

The group became very
unhappy. The new boy has
spoilt their name. They felt
very guilty. When the group
members talked to the boy, he
laughed loudly and said," You
all could not do well. I am not
bothered for my grades.”

In the next project the group
did not take that boy in their
group. They made a fantastic
project. Their new project was
appreciated by the teacher of
English.

They were appreciated by all
the teachers when the project
was selected for a national level
presentation. The group members
were happy with the reward they
got for the project.

& Meet Agarwal, V-B



nce upon a time
there lived a wolf
and a tortoise. Both

were the best of friends. One
day a leopard came in search
of food.

The tortoise and the wolf
were happily playing. When
they saw the hungry leopard
coming towards them, they
both started running.

The wolf ran fast and
hid behind the trees but
the tortoise was unable to
hide as he was very slow.
The wolf asked the tortoise
to hide inside its own shell.
The tortoise agreed and did
the same.

The leopard tried to break
the shell of the tortoise but
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was not successful as it was
very hard. On seeing this,
the wolf came out and asked
the leopard, “What are you
doing?”

The leopard replied, “I am
trying to break this shell but
[ am not able to do it.”

The wolf said, “Brother
Leopard, if you will put it
in water, it will become soft
and then you will be able to
break it easily.”

The  foolish  leopard
did the same - he left the
tortoise in the water.

Now the tortoise with a
sigh of relief was saved. Poor
leopard sat for a long time
and got tired. He decided to
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go back to his den and rest.
The tortoise came out of the
water and thanked the wolf.

Some days later, the wolf
while playing slipped and
his one leg went into the wet
sand. He could feel himself
getting pulled into the sand.
He was so terrified he was
unable to think.

At that time the tortoise
reached there. The tortoise
asked the wolf to hold his
shell tightly and slowly the
tortoise tried to come out.

The wolf thanked him. In
this way they both helped
each other and lived happily
ever after.

@ Riya Chaudhavri, VC




Darrel Loses Her Temper

Once when Darrel Rivers, a student of
Malory Towers was coming to her dormitory
from the swimming pool, she heard
wonderful news from her friend, Morenda.
She learned that their parents would come
to meet them at the end of the term.

Darrel was overjoyed to learn this. She called
her parents to ask if this was true. Her parents
confirmed the news
and also told that
she could ask one of
her friends to join
them as they will
be going to a close-
to-Nature place for
lunch.

Darrel’s parents
came at sharp eight
in the morning to
pick her up. She
took Morenda
with her and both
had a wonderful
time. Both the girls
discussed about
Alicia, who was in
the second form with Darrel and Morenda.

When they returned from their joyous
trip, they were welcomed in the boarding
school by girls with bowls of strawberry and
cream. As Darrel sat on the table she saw an
empty chair. She asked her house mistress
about it. She said that it was Sally Hope’s
chair. Darrel was worried about Sally.

Darrel stood up and ran to find Sally in
one of the practice rooms. She could hear
the music. She opened the door and saw
Sally practicing music with a furious face.

She became more furious when she saw
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Darrel. She shouted in rage, “You double-
crosser Darrel, you busybody. Why are you
interfering in my life?”

Darrel was going red after hearing this
out-pouring.

She went closer to Sally and pushed her down
the floor. She picked up a flower vase and threw

it towards Sally. Then Darrel left the room.

She heard Sally screaming in pain, “My
tummy is hurt. It’s paining. Please someone
help me.” But Darrel didn’t turn back and
walked towards her dormitory.

On the way, a thought occurred in her
mind, “Whathaveldone?Icould not control
the red hot flame of temper. I used to always
tell Gwendoline not to lose her temper. But
today I myself did it.  hope Sally Hope is not
hurt badly. Immediately she went back to
Sally and apologized for her misbehaviour.

@ Jahnavi Bhuptani, VD



of ants on an anthill. One of them around. Joey felt sad on hearing it. Once
was called Joey. All the ants called when the queen’s son was playing he slipped
and got hurt on the leg.

O nce upon a time, there lived an army The Queen warned him never to be seen

Joey saw that the Prince was in pain and
wanted to help. As Joey approached the
. Prince the Queen appeared and got
© furious on Joey and asked him to go
Ilf' away and live on his own.

Joey left the anthill and lived all
alone, very lonely and sad.

On a rainy day when Joey was
collecting food for himself he saw an
antcryingforhelp.Joeyimmediately
rushed to help and saw that she was
drowning.

He pulled her out and saved her.
As it was becoming dark Joey
asked her to stay in his anthill
. that night.

Suddenly Joey saw that the
water level was rising. Joey
immediately took the ant
and called out for the ants on
the way and asked everyone to

move along with him. Everyone started
running with Joey and reached the top
of a hill.

When everyone looked down they
realized that Joey had saved their lives. The

him unlucky as wherever he was seen he ant whom Joey had saved was the queen’s
brought bad luck. daughter, Litie. The Queen was ashamed of
all that she had done to Joey. She repented
One fine day when all the ants were for her deeds and asked Joey to be back with
collecting food Joey appeared and all the his friends on the anthill.
food collected by the ants fell into the river.
Everyone blamed him for this. € Harsh N. Patel, VG




nce there lived a very
happy family. The
head of the family

was Mr. Rajiv Desai, a singer;
he used to sing at grand
shows and earned a lot of
money. His wife’s name was
Mrs. Rakshita Desai and she
liked to spend money on
shopping.

One day after a show,
Mr. Raj brought home
X 5 Lakhs and kept in the
cupboard. Next morning
Mrs. Desai saw it and decided
to go for shopping.

As wusual after she had
completed her work she
took X 40,000 and left for
shopping. She had a great
day shopping and returned
home late in the evening.

At night, when Mr. Desai
checkedtheamounthefound
40,000 missing. He got
furious and started shouting.
Mrs. Desai very politely

informed him that she had
taken the amount and had spent it.

Mr. Desai had kept this money for future
use. Suddenly the phone started ringing
and Mrs. Desai received the call. It was
a call stating that her mother had been
hospitalized and needed an immediate
operation.

They rushed to the hospital and deposited
the entire amount that was left and the
mother was operated on immediately.
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Thankfully the operation was a success as it
was done on time.

Later Mr. Desai explained that if he would
have thought of spending the money
what would have happened. Mrs. Desai
realized that money saved is money earned
and decided never to waste money on
unnecessary things.

@ Jhanvi Thakkar, VH
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A Great Competition

bhimanyu and Rohan were best
Afriends. Both were very friendly and
helpful. Rohan, however always
thought he knew almost every sport, as he
went to coach himself for chess, carrom,

football, table tennis and tennis. He wanted
to excel in every sport.

Abhimnyu’s parents were not as rich as
Rohan’s. So, he had joined only the table
tennis class, which was his favourite sport.

He played the game perfectly and was a

good player. He didn’t know how to play
either carrom or chess .

Oneday Rohan organised a competition in
sports and named it ‘A Great Competition’.

Many children took part in it including
Rohan and Abhimanyu. There were games
~o like chess, carrom, tennis

~ and table tennis.

Rohan took part in all
the games as he knew
them. Abhimanyu took
part only in table tennis
as he knew how to play it
perfectly.

After the competition,
Rohan was sad but
Abhimanyu was happy.

Do you know why?

Rohan did not win
in any of the games.
Abhimnyu was a winner
in table tennis.

Abhimanyu explained
to Rohan that one cannot
win all the games one
knows. To be a winner one
should know the game
perfectly.

He was nothing but
a‘Jack of all trades, master

of none’.

From that day onwards Rohan happily
attended only the table tennis class.

€ Aman Choraria, VI A




nce upon a time, in a small town,
O lived a boy named Raj. He was a very
impolite and rude child. He lost his
temper very easily. But he had a speciality too.

He could concentrate well and was very
particular in everything that he did.

Though he was unaware he had this great
gift. If he wanted, he could study hard to
make a mark for himself in life. But he didn’t
ever take interest in spending his time in
reading books.

At school, he did not score well in his
examinations.

He was unknown to the wvalue of
knowledge. Until he grew up, there was not
a change in his behaviour.

Other people tried to explain to him
the value of education but his behavior
remained unchanged.

He left his school and went to stay in a
nearby village.There, he made a small hut
near a school.

One fine day, an old woman saw a man
sitting near the footpath.

She asked him, “ Who are you? I have
never seen you before in this village.”

The man replied, “I am Raj. [left my school
and came here to live.”

“Left your school?” the woman asked him
surprised.

“Do you know, there are millions of
children who want to go to school but
cannot afford it, and on the other side, you
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left your school?”

The man thought for a while and said, “
What can happen now? I think it’s too late. I
have lost the chance to educate myself.”

The lady replied, “ It’s never too late to
learn.”

The lady’s words touched his heart. He
thought about it for a while. Then, he
decided that he would begin learning right
from that moment.

“My hut is close to a school. I will try to
listen to what is being taught in the school
and prepare myself at home. This could be a
wonderful way to learning.”

He practiced day and night and in this way
he kept learning and took some important
exams.

He later went to college and cleared all the
exams. Thus, the lady’s words changed his
life and he became a successful man and a
well educated man.

@ Parthvi M. Patel, VI B



MAGIC OF HEALTHY FOOD

nce there was a boy named Aditya. became more and more unhealthy. At last
O Heloved to eatjunk food. His parents  he fell seriously ill. His parents took him to
did not allow him to eat unhealthy a doctor.
food but he disobeyed them.
The doctorinformed them that Aditya was
Chocolates, cookies, cakes and cold drinks  suffering from food poisoning and jaundice.
Instead of ice creams he
had to take three bitter
medicines a day.

A few days had passed
and he had to keep on
taking the medicines.
He could not attend his
school too. He was fed
up with everything.

After his one week
course, he visited the
doctor again.

The doctor said that
his health had been
improving but still he
had to continue the
medicines for two more
weeks. The doctor also
advised him to have
only nutritious food.

After a few days Aditya
started eating healthy
food and was surprised
to find it quite tasty
too.Gradually he left
his habit of eating junk
were his meals. He used to have ice creams food. He was very happy to regain his health.
all seven days of the week, irrespective of
any season. This was the story of a boy who changed

his life by eating healthy food. Think what

His parents were very upset with his would happen if we continue eating junk
behaviour. food???

Months went by and day by day Aditya @ Deshna A. Shah,VIC




hat are experiences? They are the
Wevents which have taken place in

our life. Every day we experience
new things.

Teachers are the people who teach us what
is right and wrong. Our life experiences are
also our teachers because we learn a lot from
them.

He was a student who rode his bike at great
speed. Elders advised him to drive carefully
but he never listened to them.

One day he met with an accident and fell
into a manhole on the road. He was badly
injured. Then he remembered the warnings
given by the elders.

For instance,
our teachers and
parents always give
us wise advises. But
we, children always
find them as boring
lectures.
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We feel very
much irritated
listening to them.

But later in our
life we realize that
the advices that
are given by them
are very helpful.
The unpleasant
experiences teach
us the importance
of discipline and
obedience in our
life.

The knowledge
that we get from books are not sufficient
in leading a fulfilling life. Every day we
learn new lessons and our observations also
help us to become mature and responsible
human beings.

I share with you the experience of one of
my teacher’s relative.

He understood his mistake and decided
not to repeat this.

Our teacher shared this incidentin class so
that we would also learn from the mistakes of
others. Eventually we remember the saying:
Experiences teach us better than books.

@ Sindhuja M.Khaitan,VI D




here was a beggar. He
lived in a big town

with his old mother.

All he owned was a torn
pair of shirt and trousers, a
worn out pair of slippers, a
small golden lamp which
he inherited from his
grandmother and an idol of
Jesus Christ.

He stayed under a plastic
sheet tied with poles fixed
in the ground. He always
remained upset and was
never able to give his lovely
mother what she wanted.

Every morning he used
to pray in front of the idol,
light a candle and say, “Lord,
make me wealthy.”

Then he used to set out
to beg for food and money.
He went roaming around
the town all day. He used to
hardly get what he wanted.

One day he came across a
kind lady and begged for a
coin.

She said, “I'll not give you
anything. To earn you need
to work hard. Go and come
to me when you become
wealthy.”

This changed his life.

He pondered on what he
should do. He saw hawkers
selling things made by them

in their homes and people
who collect junk by going
from door to door. He also
saw barbers shaving people
under trees and people who
iron clothes for others.

Now he understood the
real meaning of hard work.

Hegottheworkofaservant
in four neighbouring houses
where he used to go to beg.
He started his work early in
the morning, went to all the
four houses one after the
other and returned home in
the evening. He earned one
thousand rupees a month.
He spent two hundred rupees
and saved the rest.

After a year, he had saved
quite a lot of money and
never looked sad again.

One fine day he came
across the same kind lady. He

was very grateful to her.

She replaced all his broken
and worn out things with
new ones and his little shed
with abeautiful little cottage.

She congratulated him
for his success. Then she
vanished into the blue sky.

After this, he and his
mother lived a happy and
contented life.

He became a gentleman
and never again prayed to
God for wealth, instead
thanked him for giving him
the urge to work hard.

And the lady was none

other than his fairy

godmother!
& Stuti S. Khandwala,
®VIE




The Talkative Tortoise in a new avtaar

nceuponatimethere
lived a tortoise who
was very talkative.

He was very impatient and
was not able to be quiet even
for a moment.

He had a dream to fly
high in the sky. He wanted
to touch the clouds, feel
the cool breeze and enjoy
himself in the vast blue sky.

Once he met a pair of
beautiful swans. They were
swimming peacefully in
the cold water. They were
patient, loving and graceful.

Soon it got dark and the
tortoise went back to his
burrow. While he was going
to sleep, an amazing idea
stuck his mind.

Next day, he went to the
swans for help. He said,
“Dear swans! I am a small
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tortoise who wants to touch
the sky and feel the cool
breeze. Can you help me?”

The swans replied, “Well
Mr. Tortoise, Let us think.

Hmmmm....... Tomorrow
you meet us at 8 o’clock in
the morning and also bring
a long stick with you.”

The tortoise was very
happy and thanked them.
As he was very talkative, he
kept on talking to the swans.
The swans got bored and
soon it became dark.

Next day, he got up at
seven o’clock. He was very
excited and was not able to
control his feelings.

At around half past seven,
he went to his neighbour,
Mr. Rabbit and started
showing off. He started

talking and went on till half
past eight.

The swans got ready and
were waiting for the tortoise.

Suddenly, the tortoise saw
the time. He started to panic,
took the stick and reached
there at nine o’clock. He
felt very tired. The swans
scolded him for not being
punctual.

The swans told him to
hold the stick in his mouth
and asked him not to open
his mouth. So he had to
keep mum.

Each swan held the stick
tightly from both the ends
and started flying towards
the great big clouds.

The tortoise could not
believe his dream getting
fulfilled. But as they were
going up the tortoise
opened his mouth and said,
“Faster”.

Splash!!! he fell into the
pond below. But he was a
clever tortoise. When he
saw himself surrounded by
a group of baffled frogs and
fish, he announced, "Here
I am sent by the Lord to be
your King" All the creatures
bowed in great reverence.

€ Bhumika J. Ahuja,
VIF



The Lottery Ticket

nce upon a time there was a girl
named Rita. She lived in a small
village called Rampur.

One day she bought a lucky ticket with a
hope to win a big prize.

Luckily her ticket won the prize of a tour
to Mumbai. She excitedly told to her family
members, “Ma, Papa, | have won a great prize
of a tour to Mumbai. We will go to Mumbai
and visit many interesting places. We will
have fun there.”

Her mother asked, “How did you get this
prize?”

Rita said, “One day when I was returning
from school, my friend advised me to buy a
lottery ticket from the market.”

Rita’s father asked, “But dear, buying a
lottery ticket is gambling.”

Rita agreed and said, “ Ok, papa. | promise
not to buy any lottery ticket in my life. But
this time you will also come with us to the
trip.”

Rita’s father agreed to her request.

All the members were overjoyed by the
news of the trip. She went on the tour
with her family members and had a great
time.. They had a lot of fun. They visited
many places like Nariman Point, Gate Way
of India, Borivali National Park, and Essel
World Fun Park.

She came back home with a thought to
buy more tickets. Her friends warned her
that she might not win every time. But she
didn’t listen to anyone. She bought many
tickets.

This time she lost all her money. She
bought more and more but every time the
result was disheartening. Her father came
to know about this. He called her and asked,
“Why did you buy lottery tickets? And if you
remember, you had promised that you will
never buy any lottery ticket after that.”

Rita said, “I am sorry papa.”

Rita’s father explained to her “You have
wasted a lot of money in your greed which
can’t be ever satisfied. You should be happy
with what you have.”

Rita also realized her mistake and
apologized to herfamily. She had understood
what Gandhiji had rightly said that there
is enough for everyone’s need but not for
everyone’s greed.

€ Khushi R. Poddar, VI-G




THEe WIiTCH aND THe CLeveR BOoY

nce there was a boy
who was an orphan. He
had lost his parents in a

natural calamity. Unfortunately
he did not have any other
relatives.

He started working in a factory
near his village. But the working
conditions were unbearable. He
fell very ill and the factory owner
dismissed him from the job. So
he wandered from place to place
doing odd jobs for his living.
Sometimes he had to beg for food
also. At last he knocked at a door.
An old lady opened the door and
took him inside and gave some
food.

The boy asked,“ Why are there
no children in the village?”

She replied sadly, “ There is
a witch who lives behind the
mountain. She needs a hundred
children to turn them into fish

to become young again. She has
taken ninety nine children till now.”

The boy decided to go to the witch and kill
her. She told a plan to the old lady.

He took a mirror with him and went
behind the mountain. He told the witch
that nobody gave shelter and food to him
so he had come there. The witch was happy.
She gave him food.

Then she uttered some words and a
dazzling light came from her magic wand.
Immediately the boy took the mirror outand
showed towards the light. The light reflected
and fell on the witch. She turned into a fish

bt

and died. The boy found the children in the
cave.

The magic spell was over.

The boy took all the children back to the
village. The villagers were very happy to get
their children back. The villagers thanked
the boy and told him to live in their village.

The old woman kept the boy with her. He
helped the old woman in her work and lived
happily ever after with her.

€ Ramit P. Monga,
VI-H
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9 life were that easy
Where would all the adventure he?

YW all about risks
And twists

9t reciw'myyau i, [mp
Beﬁ?m Jjou look, perﬁapy

Exp/ore and discover
Ponder and wonder

Never meant to sty

"9 wish 9 could have"

Zdrenaline rush is the essence 0][ existence
For it's not variety

But adventure

That's the spice of lite.

Each breathe a &é@ﬁﬁ[u/ bite to be
Cherished and savoured

For Adventures' the ﬁ/eﬁmcy
Life 5 got best to offer!

Rored and. 5'/65@
Tived and. f/mapy

What do you :ﬂea@ need?
With a mug of coffee

70 cﬁmye you up
Al you need is a thriller to read!

A tale of Mystery to interest
Or a detective 5‘1‘0@ mayée

With all those twists and turns
Like a /e@ﬁﬁ delicious and’ L‘mfyy

Such was Sir ﬁay[e s Holmes
Zind the Secret Seven of Em’&/ﬂ@fon

With stovies of suspense and excitement
And a flavour so Pepperecious
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his father, George were
enjoying the cool breeze
of the air-conditioner when
suddenly it was turned off.

It was summer. Peter and

can use the AC just for two
hours a day.”

“I go to the office. You are
the one sitting in the house

|'|
i

feel the welcoming air, they
turned around and saw Peter’s

mother, Emma.She bend
down and showed George the
electricity bill. It had gone up
by a huge amount.

She said “I know that all
day long you sit in front of
the AC,enjoying it. But just
look at the bill! Just because
of your carelessness, we will
have a problem with the
budget. So from now on, you
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refreshing breeze of the AC”,
pat came the reply.

So to sort out the problem
that who is more addicted
to being cool and refreshed,
they decided to play a game.
The only rule was that when
any one of them ever speaks
about how hot it is, the
opponent will get points
for this and also X 100 from
the other. Peter became the
judge.

Whenever George said
“Can I get something cool ?”
or “I'm burning”, it wasn’t
considered as a foul, but
when Emma said the same
thing, a hand would get
raised up and say,"A point
goes to George. Emma pay
him the money”.

This went on all day and
Emma had to pay the decided
amount to George every
time. Tired of the partiality,
Emma decided to get some
money for herself in her own
way. When George and Peter
were waiting on the table for
dinner, something caught
their eyes when Emma
came in with the tray. It had
two big bowls of ice-cream
in it, which looked very
welcoming and tempting.
But there was also one more
bowl that gave away steams of
heat as it came. It contained
boiling noodles, specially
cooked for George with care
and affection by Emma.

“Why this special treat-
ment only for me?” Asked
George in a depressing and
low-pitched voice,

“Oh! Because you just
love them. I still remember
that day when you asked me
for steaming noodles but I
wasn’t able to serve you any
as none was left in the house.
So now I just tried to fulfil
your wish.”



“But it was winter then

and it was raining outside,
cooling the atmosphere and
arising a wish in my mind to
eat noodles”.

“But food doesn’t change
along with the weather, right
dear?”

Not willing to argue any
more, he ate up all the
noodles and that too in a
hurry so that he could go

and rinse his mouth with
cold water and make himself
feel better. After eating as he
reached out for cold water,
he found that instead it was
hot. So now he had to go to
bed in the same state with
his burning mouth.

“Ah, it’s really very hot,
“Oh! it is making me feel
hot and sick” mumbled
George as he was trying to
sleep.

Inreturnhegotmanyreplies
as “Point 1 to Emma,point 2 to
Emma, point 3 to Emma,......
."Now Peter also couldn’t do
anything because his father
himself was speaking the
very word that would make
him pay the fine. In this way
the points of Emma kept on
increasing and at the end of
the day Emma was declared
the winner.

@ Sakshi Bagheria, VII-A

nce and only once
(Thank God! We
were lucky.) there

was Mr. Sharma alone at
home as Mrs. Sharma was
out for shopping. It was
afternoon and Mr. Sharma
thought of taking a nap.
When his neighbour saw
him going to bed he took his
loud speaker, went out of the
house and started shouting,

“Everyone
ears”.

cover  your

In a moment everyone
in the place had covered
their ears (no wonder news/
rumours/gossip spread so
fast) because everyone knew
that if anyone would hear
him snoring while he slept,
they’ll be deaf for the rest
of their life and probably in
the next one too! Even the
glasses and windows of Mr.
Sharma’s house would break
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but he would never come to
know the reason behind it.

When he woke up, he
opened a trunk which was
kept in the bedroom and
took out some window
glasses out of the thousands
kept in it and replaced them
with the broken ones in
the house ( part of his daily
activity). After replacing
the glasses he was hungry.

He thought to cook for
himself. Mr. Sharma had
great knowledge about fruits
and vegetables but when
it came to spices, it was the
other way around. So while
cooking, Mr. Sharma added
washing powder instead of
salt, baking powder instead
of sugar and tea leaves
instead of almonds for
topping. Now he required
oil. There were two bottles



of oil out of which one was
sunflower oil and the other
was castor oil. Unknowingly
Mr. Sharma picked up castor
oil and murmured,

“Idon’t need Mrs. Sharma
anymore.”

After some time the trash
he was making was ready but
he was really disappointed
when he came to know that
the result of his hard work
was a few smoke releasing
stones. He thought not to eat
it and kept it aside.

Then came Mrs. Sharma
and told Mr. Sharma that she

had brought some food for
him. Mr. Sharma was really
happy and told her,

“I’ll be back in a minute
as 1 have to go to the
washroom”.

In his absence she saw the
condition of her kitchen
and quickly hit upon a plan.
She replaced what she had
brought for him with what
he had made. Mr. Sharma
was very hungry, he didn’t
notice what was in his plate
and as he took his first
bite he fainted. After two
minutes when he woke up
he asked Mrs. Sharma in an

A Tiny Piec

angry mood,

“What have you given
me?”

She replied “Don’t be
angry, it was just a joke
and to make you realise my
worth I gave you what you
had made for yourself but I
did not know that you were
such a bad cook.”

Mr. Sharma pledged he
would never cook in his life
again.

@ Pranav Agarwall,
VII-F

e Of Glass

arun's mother's birthday was just

s / around the corner. He had planned to
give her a surprise. And to do this, he

had asked his father to prepare a homemade

cake and decorate the house while he would
keep his mother out of the house.

The big day arrived. Varun 's father
sneaked out of the house for the goodies and
decorations. .

But it so happened that while he was
keeping the supplies in the car, a can of
soda fell down and when he picked it up, it
opened unleashing a wild gush of soda on
the poor man's face, breaking his glasses.

Around nine in the morning, Varun and
his mother were wide awake.

Varun asked his mother, "Mother,can we
go for a movie today, I'll buy the tickets."



His mother was extremely
delighted and Varun assured
his father that he would keep
his mother away from the
house till dinner. Varun's
father started baking but
instead of baking soda, he
added flour and instead of
water he added vinegar, all
because of the tiny piece
of glass that went wrong.
He then thought he should
soon invite people over for
dinner.

Hehaddialledallthewrong
numbers and convinced all
the wrong people to come
over for dinner all because of

the tiny piece of glass.
Then he remembered
about the decorations.

Quickly he called some of
Varun's friends.

"Children my glasses are
damaged, and I don't have
an extra pair, so if you help
me [ would be extremely
thankful."

All the children showed
signs of leaving in haste but
one of them said "Yeah,sure"
with the most evil and broad
grin you and I would have
ever seen. He instructed
everyone to start working
with the stickers kept near
the television. The boy and
his friend started decorating
the hall in the most absurd
manner. Seriously, there is
no good will left in the world!

As for the gift he wrapped
a table cloth and packed it
instead of the dress which
was to be given. As for him,
he wore old clothes and as he
was going to the hall to place

the cake, he slipped and half
of the cake slipped down. In
an attempt to save the cake,
Dad fell straight on the floor
and spoiled his clothes.

All thatVarun's mother got
when she returned was what
tasted like the remnants
of cookies from hell (that
was the half that hadn't
tfallen); her husband turned
beggar featuring a purple
eye. Some people whom she
didn't know; a wall that said
‘Our Condolences’ and her
photo below it . But, she also
received lots of greetings,
new friends (mostly the
ones who weren't angry)
and lots of love. Though Dad
sang ‘For want of a pin the
Kingdom was lost’ instead of
‘Happy Birthday’!.

& Aditya Rakesh, VII-D

The Haunted House

e had moved into
a beautiful bun-
galow. My family

was a big one consisting of
my grandparents, parents,
uncle, aunt and cousin. In
a few days, I made friends
in the neighbourhood. I
was happy there till I got to
know from my friends that
the bungalow in which we
lived was haunted! [ was
scared to enter the house.
My mother asked me what
the matter was. I told her
what [ had got to know. She
laughed and took me in. As

I was scared all the time, my
mother went to my friends
and asked them to avoid
discussing such topics with
me. They stopped doing so.
I started feeling better but
was still having that fear
inside. One night, I was cozy
in my bed, when something
fell on me. I was frightened
and shouted loudly. Later

I found that it was noth-
ing else but my kitten. My
mother asked me to sleep
with her that night.

Next day was a Sunday. It

was the day to oil our hair.
But my cousin refused to do
so. She never liked to oil her
hair. The day passed well.

We went out for dinner. That
night my cousin slept with
me. [ couldn’t sleep for a long
time .After a while, I started
feeling drowsy. Just then I
heard the door open. Some
figure was walking towards
us in the dark. I was so scared I‘W
that I covered my face with e

ey

my blanket. Suddenly my ol
cousin screamed. On hearing %
that I too screamed loudly. L]}
When our room lights were 1)

gt [




switched on we discovered

that it was my aunt who had
come in to apply oil on my
cousin’s hair. She had been
waiting till we fell asleep.
Everyone in the house
had a good laugh
when

know about this.

A few days passed. Again
my friends started narrating
horror stories. I was terrified
and decided to sleep in my
parents’ room. That
night I felt someone
lifting my pillow
in the dark. I

screamed out
very loud. My
s mother switched

o .
e W ON1 the lights.
\——all’ My father was

standing in front
of me staring at
me in shock. He
was trying to keep
a Christmas
=¥ present for
me under my
pillow to give me
_asurprise. | felt
g very silly that
moment.

For some days
after that we
were busy with
our exams.

On the last day of the exam
my cousin and I decided to
have a late night party in
her room. We danced, ate
snacks and chatted. We fell
asleep after some time. In
the middle of the night [ was
woken up by the sound of
the television. [ saw that the
TV was on and my cousin
was nowhere to be seen. |
looked around and called
out for her but there was no
reply. I shouted her name
out loud only to find later
that she was lying on the
floor and had fallen asleep
while watching TV.I felt like
an idiot.

Day by day such
incidences took place which
made me realize that it was
not the house which was
haunted but my thoughts
which scared me. I made up
my mind that [ will never
ever believe in horror stories.

¢ Chetana].
Lalwani, VII-G

The Mystery of The Jade Tiger

olly was off to her
uncle’s house in
Bridport. She reached

the airport and discovered
that no one was there to
receive her. She rang up at
Mr.Gerry’s house but no one
answered. After waiting for
long, Holly decided to leave
the airport. She called the
cab and left from there. She
1K 4 had come here to investigate

[~

about the case of the Jade
Tiger, a precious statue which
had gone missing from the
museum of Bridport.

In the car, she noticed the
driver who was behaving in a
very strange manner. She was
confused. He was fair with
spectacles hanging around
his neck. He was driving
with his hood on and had a

tattoo of the Jade Tiger on his
hand. On seeing this Holly
froze, she asked the driver
to stop the car and jumped
out. Somehow she managed
to reach Gerry’s house and
rang the bell. She knocked
at the door, which to her
surprise flew open. She could
see nothing but darkness. She
called out for Gerry but could
hear no reply in return. She



was really confused. She got
out of the house when she
saw that suddenly the bushes
on her left were shaking
violently, not because of the
wind but because someone
had just run away from the
bushes in order to escape. She
got a feeling of danger and
called up the police.

The police investigated and
tried to find Gerry when he
did not return home the next
day.

Holly now needed some
rest. She could not con-
centrate on her case due
to all this fuss. She was
lying on the sofa when she

heard the doorbell ring.
She opened it and within
a fraction of a second
someone covered her nose
with a handkerchief and
she fainted. Fortunately at
the same time the police
arrived to inform Holly
about Gerry. They saw Holly
lying on the floor and Gerry
in the house. They arrested
Gerry. The police sprinkled
water on Holly’s face. After
she regained consciousness
they asked Holly about
whatever had happened in
the house. On seeing Gerry
and the tattoo on his hand
she panicked again and
pointed her finger towards
Gerry. The cops understood
what Holly was trying to say
and they put him behind
the bars.

Gerry accepted his crime
that he stole the statue of the
Jade Tiger which was worth
a fortune. He also accepted
that he had tried to threaten
Holly by leaving the house
empty and purposely drove
the car showing the tattoo
of the Jade Tiger because she
was here to investigate about
the same case and he wanted
to threaten her so that she
would leave the case and go
back to London.

This was how Holly dis-
covered the truth of her uncle
Gerry and also the thief of
the Jade Tiger.

@ Srishti Agarwal
VIII-A




Deathly
Shadows
of the
Mountain

Some creature

had very brutally
killed a girl.
Another perplexing
thing that I saw
was monster like
footprints emerging
g from the valley
and leading to the
village

al

( adu tell me a
bedtime  story,
it’s awfully hard

to sleep without one”.

“What type of story do you
want to listen to, honey?”

“An episode of your life
that you can never forget
which is as vicious and
pernicious as anything on
earth would be.”

“OK then. This story harks
back to some 30 years ago
when [ was in my agile youth
- amidst the the mists and
mellow magic of my beloved
mountains,” sighed Dadu.

“It was 10:30.The night
was pitch dark. The sky
was banked with massive
moisture laden malevolent
clouds and thunder rolled
down the valley engulfing
the entire ravine. However,
this seemed to be a strange
night with evils lurking in
the dark hungry for revenge
as if to bring about an end
to the human race. But I was
certainly unruffled by the
vagaries and concerns of
the world, alienated for that
moment from everything
else in the world, nestled in
my own abode of warmth
and love, painting the
canvas with vibrant hues of
resplendent colours. After
completing the last stroke
and extremely tired by the
day’s hard work, I had fallen
asleep for a short nap. I
guess just twenty to twenty

five minutes had passed
when there was a scream-
an extremely creepy and
uncanny in nature. One
which was eerie and spine
chilling.

I got up to check out what
had gone wrong. I looked
here and there but didn’t
know what the night had in
fold for me. Thinking it to be
a part of a dreadful dream,
I went back to my room
totally baffled at what had
happened.

The next morning I was
woken up by a knock at my
door and there was Lakhan,
the constable with the newly
posted inspector of our
town, S.R Rao, who urged
me to come along with
them. What I saw was hard
to explain and extremely
unbelievable. Some creature
had very brutally killed a girl.
Another perplexing thing
that I saw was monster like
footprints emerging from
the valley and leading to the
village.

“Itisagain thatmahishasur
that has done it. He has a
shrill tucked-in sort of face.
His eyes are the shade of dark
velvet. His nose deformed,
oozing out muck from the
nostrils. His lips dangerously
thin and open like a tunnel
and his canines that stick out
from his red lips as sharp as
steel. He had asked us to leave
and if not he had threatened
to Kkill us”. A lady cried out



the details in great anguish.

“I know you educated
people will not believe this
but at the same time you
can’t deny that if the smell
of the Himalayas creeps
into a man’s blood, he will
return to the hills again and
again, and will strive to live
amongst them always.” An
old man mumbled trembling
in fear.

Then the inspector wanted
to have a word with me.

“What were you doing
the previous night?” The
inspector questioned me.

“Well inspector, I was
paintingbutI heard a scream.
A very unusual one. But
surprisingly when I went out
tocheckwhathad happened,
I didn’t see anyone and so I
returned. If ever  had known
that the dawn was going to
reveal such a bitter truth, I
would have called you last
night itself. But on a serious
note inspector, this case is
becoming formidable day
by day and in case some
immediate step is not taken
things could turn out to be
hazardous, taking many
lives. It’s said that the last
policeman was also killed by
the same monster.” I replied.

You're right I had heard
about it but we can’t be
so judgmental about the
incident wunless we get

the news from the report

about the footprints and
impressions sent to the
laboratory.”

The next morning another
thing that I discovered while
conversing with Hariram,
the tea stall owner was that
the previousnighthe hadlost
his most precious gold chain,
a treasure that his forefathers
had kept with them for ages.

constable broke the news

that inspector wanted to talk
to me. I rushed to him with
the constable eager to know
what truth would have been
revealed by the reports. The
results were not very impres-
sive. Nothing could be scien-
tifically proved by them. Also
another surprising thing
that I saw was a gold chain




that the inspector had found

during the investigation.
Shockingly, it was the same
gold chain that Hariram had
lost. I couldn’t connect those
two incidents. The investi-
gation depicted a two sided
picture,one that a supernat-
ural power existed and sec-
ond a human was present at
the scene of the crime.

I requested the inspector
to meet me in my cottage.
At night, there was a knock
at my door and it was the
inspector. I got a warm drink
for him to cheer him up as
he sat around the fire seizing
warmth from the glazing
flames. Grabbing the right
moment, I told the inspector
that 1 suspected Hariram
who had recently lost the
same gold chain. Together
we decided to visit Hariram
the next morning. I was
restless the entire night. It
was very difficult for me to
pass the night as I tossed and
turned in bed waiting for the
dawn which had in its fold
the secret of this mystery.

The next morning we both
were ready to visit Hariram.
But we were shocked to see
that his cottage and the shop
that he used to run were
closed down.. The inspector
asked his constables to go
and check in the nearby
villages and find Hariram.
After three days we could
trace Hariram. The inspector
took him into custody and
interrogated him but he
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was found to be innocent. It
was revealed that the night
before he left, a thief had
creapt into his house and
had stolen the chain. Scared
of the uncanny news that
was spreading in the village,
he had left home. And this
was confirmed when the
next morning the constable
broke the news of the death
of another girl even though
Hariram was in the police
custody. Maybe it was a real
monster, a devil, an evil spirit
that was on prowl.

“That’s pretty spooky
dadu. I'm going to have a lot
many nightmares tonight.
But did that monster really
exist, DADU?”

“We all were seeking an
answer to the same question
but there was no solution.
However from here the
situation changed a bit
when Lakhan the constable
wanted to have a word with
the inspector privately.
I thought maybe there
was something going on
between them, something
I was unaware about. So I
secretly followed them and
heard their talks and truly,
I became really despondent
after listening to them. The
veryinstantIpacked mybags,
wrote a note that I was going
for my sister’s wedding and
that I was never ever going
to return as I was posted to
a new town. Maybe I was a
coward but I did this for the
people of Krishnakunj in an

effort to unfold the mystery.
I shouldn’t have heard him
but I had no option and left
for my bus within an hour.”

“But, what did you hear
Dadu?”

“Lakhan said that I was
the brain behind all this
heinous  crimes  taking
place in the village as all
the crimes took place near
my cottage. But Time heals
what reason cannot. It is
the wisest counsellor of all. I
realized this fact when after
two weeks a letter dropped in
my post box at house and to
my surprise it was from the
inspector. It read:

Dear Pritam,

Hope you’re fine and your
sister is happily married.
After you left, I felt really
desperate and grew frantic
day by day. But maybe
its truly said that Time is
nature's way of Kkeeping
everything from happening
all at once. So one week
after you left I along with
my senior officers planned a
conspiracy under which we
had decided to burn a statue
of Mahishasur and claim to
the public that he was dead.
I’'m sure you would be awed at
our stupidity for doing this.
But the significant part is yet
to come. This confederacy
was known to only the
seniors in our department as
we were a bit doubtful about
our juniors. Two days latter,



we decided to celebrate the
death of Mahishasur. Now

comes the most crucial
part of it. We arranged this
party because we were sure
of the fact that on hearing
the celebration of his death,
Mahishasur would certainly
show his appearance in the
party. I know there was a
great risk for the villagers but
it was high time that we had
to take some immediate steps
like this. We all gathered at
the place and just within two
hours time there was a dark,
gigantic and shadowy figure
amongst us.. People fled at
his approach. But I along
with my crew stayed silent,
anxiously anticipating his
arrival to reach the point
where we had planned to
trap him. And bravo he
was trapped! He was none
another than a human who
was behind these atrocious
and inhumane acts. Believe

me Pritam, I had desperately
wished that you were there,
so that I could share that
moment with you. It was
the end of that Mahishasur
and again the victory of
good over evil. And the most
surprising thing was that a
business tycoon wished to
make an amazing resort in
Krishnakunj, a village known
only to some and situated
on the banks of river Beas
in the lap of Nature, taking
the benefits of its climate,
well connected roads and
away from the humdrum
of the city. And for this
they wanted the villagers to
abandon their land. They
all proposed this plan to the
government and the people.
But when the government
refused the proposal, they
were enraged and decided to
hatch a conspiracy with the
constable Lakhan who was
bribed for this. Finally this

horrifying and inexplicable
enigma has come to an end.
The people of Krishnakunj
were elated and I'm sure so
must be you at this point of
time. I really wish to meet
you Pritam. Hope in future
we get another chance to
unfold a mystery but surely
not hideous and ghastly like
this one.

Yours truly

Inspector S.R.Rao

“So this is what the whole
story was about. Time for you
to go to bed. Sweet dreams,

my darling”

“Sweet dreams, my brave
Dadu.”

& Kavya Phophalia
VIII-C

Murder in a Room

etective Beckett gets
a phone call from her
team of a murder at

5th Avenue. She rushes to get
there and finds that the room
isin good condition and with
no signs of struggle between
the victim and the Kkiller. So
that means that the victim
might have known the Killer.
The other detectives identity
the victim through his L.D,
‘Mr. Jack Coonan’.

Detective Beckett notices
two glasses of wine and

sends them to the lab for
testing. She asks the other
detectives to canvass the area
and question neighbours
for any unusual activities
that might have happened
in the past few days. But
none of them report seeing
anything related to the killer
except a child who says that
he saw a man coming out
of the apartment around 10
p-m. the day before while
he had entered the room
around eight. According to
the boy’s description the

man was well built and was
around the same age and
height as Mr. Coonan.
Detective Beckett thinks
that the man who entered
the room at eight might be
the last person to see Jack
Coonan or he might be the
killer she was searching for.

The forensic reports came
thenextday stating thatJack’s
drink was fiddled with the
other glass had fingerprints
that matched with that of his
brother Dick Coonan.
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Beckett brings Dick in the
precinct for questioning but
he states that he was with a
friend from 5 p.m. to 11 p.m.
and he alibis out. Detective
Beckett is in a fix as she was
sure that Dick Coonan was
the killer. She asks the CSU
to do a complete sweep of
the apartment to find prints
or anything that might lead
her to the killer. The CSU
manages to find a knife with
blood and no prints on it.

Beckett then sees a man
who had been observing
them from the beginning
of the investigation. She
catches him and asks the
other detectives to get
a search warrant for
his house. Meanwhile
Jack’s financers come
and state that he was in
a debt of $3.2 billion and
owed $2 billion to
his brother Dick.
Beckett had seen
people kill for far
less. The other
detectives find a
recording device at
the man’s house
with the same
man'’s voice who
alibied Dick out
but was nowhere to

Beckett gets a warrant to
break into Dick’s house but
he isn’t there. She sends
out an APB to bus stations,
airports, railway stations
and every news channel and
newspaper.
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be found after that. {4

She then gets a call from
the airport stating that they
have a man who resembles
with the description in the
APB. She gets there and
questions Dick and gets
a confession that he
had killed his brother
because Jack owed
him $2 billion and
that Jack wanted
money to get over
the financial crisis,
so he had started
stealing it from the
money their father

further
loss, he
had to
kill his

had left them.
And to stop
him ™ a n d

é avoid

brother.

Detective Beckett arrests
Dick Coonan and goes back
to her house with another
homicide case closed.

& Ankur Apte, VIII D



The Girld %/ELEE The Star 'E@EE@@

arah Hart was a she forged some documents  ultimately Jane gave her
S commoner except and prepared a false identity = consent. So, Sarah went to

for the fact that she and named herself as Ashley  college where she got her
was born on a planet Penson and locker number,
named “SPARX” and had went to her class

a star tattoo on her mid
collar bone which almost
appeared like a necklace.
She had two eyes, one
nose, two ears and all
the normal features

of a human face.

She was a normal
human being. She
had a protector
named Jane Doe.

Now you must be
wondering did she
need a protector?

The fact was that

she was taken as a
refugee on the planet
Earth by Jane. She

was her protector,
foster mother, as well
as her companion.
Sarah was very fond of
her.

NN
Sarah was a |

magnificent girl

with charming

features, leadership
qualities, and brilliant
in academics. She never
set her roots anywhere;
she was always on
the run and ran from
Ohio to Japan to
Philadelphia, USA to,
London, England to,
Perth, Australia. She
was eighteen plus and
completed college but she college. She did have schedule and her books. ¥
wanted to study more. So altercations with Jane but TherewasthisotherboyJohn L.I'




One day she heard the terrible news of her
mother Jane’s death. Ashley was very lonely but her friends
never let her feel this

who was being taken to task
by the Principal for playing
football during class hours
and fooling the teachers by
saying he got the official
permission. Sarah observed
him and then turned away
quickly. On the way back
the Secretary asked John to
show Sarah her locker. On
the way there they had a
small conversation.

John asked, “ What’s your
name?”

Sarah replied, “Ashley
Penson and what’s yours?”

John said, “My name is a
bit long, it’s Johnny Daniel
Rugby Buzzy Smith Jr. XII.
So, just call me John.”

“Okay, John, what was
going on in the room with
the Principal?”

John said, “I'm in the
school’s  football team
and I was just practicing
shoots, you know, trying to
improvise, by the way where
do you live?”

Sarah replied, “Elizabeth
Street, 45th lane, house no.
113. I actually don’tlive here.
We just moved in recently.”

John, “So, where did you
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live earlier?”

Sarah, “I'm always on
the move, sometimes here,
sometimes in Philadelphia,
Ohio, Perth, London and
all. We just don’t stay at one
place.”

John, “What does your
Dad do?”

Sarah, “I don’t have a Dad.
It’s just my Mom and me.”

John, “Sorry, I shouldn’t
have asked.”

“No, it’s okay, it isn’t your
fault.”

“Well, here’s your locker.”

He said this and turned
away.

After a few days Ashley
adjusted herself in the new
environment and felt great.
She had made some friends,
Abigail, John, Sam, Lennon,
Chole and Riley. She
attended classes regularly,
was on the top of everything
and led a normal life. She
was very happy. She shared
secrets with John; they spent
most of their time together.

One day she heard the
terrible news of her mother

Jane’s death. Ashley was
very lonely but her friends
never let her feel this. John
started asking Ashley about
the tattoo, she kept trying to
avoid this but then one day
the inevitable happened. He
was persistent.

John asked Ashely
“What’s so special about this
tattoo? Why don’t you tell
me about it? Are you hiding
something from me?”

Ashley replied, “It is just
that I can’t tell you”

“But why not”

“Because, you aren’t
supposed to know about it,
at least not now. It’s a secret.
I’'m sorry but I can’t tell you
about it.”

As time passed Sarah and
John became very fond of
each other. They led almost
a perfect life but strange
things did continue to
happen. Many people got
lost, some got kidnapped
but there wasn’t any sign
of them. The police had no
idea where they were or who
kidnapped them.

Then came the final day of
the college and the students
organized a prom in which



Ashley was the prom princess
and John was the prom
prince. They both danced
together and had a great
time. They went up the stage
for the last round of dance
when suddenly there was a
great tremor and chaos all
over the auditorium. People
were running like insane,
banging into each other,
into the walls, rushing out of
the auditorium in this chaos
Ashley and John somehow
made their way out and
helped their friends and then
escaped in the forest. But they
had the feeling that they were
being continuously pursued.
Ashley tried to stop John
from coming with her but he
was more than determined
to protect her so he followed
her.

They ran and ran until
their legs felt like lead. They
had run the whole night
and were still being pursued.
Finally, they were captured
and taken prisoners. Ashley
recognized their torturers
at once but John Kkept
on staring at them shell
shocked. The creatures had
three eyes, four hands, one
leg, no ears and five noses.
John asked Ashley who
these people were.

“These are the Morganians.
They killed my family; my
parents, and my brothers
and sisters and even Jane.
They destroyed my kingdom
and blasted my planet into
billions of pieces. I'm so sorry

that you got into this mess
with me,” stammered Ashley.

“No, it’s not your fault. It
was my choice.”

Ashley smiled athim then
became serious again. She
was thinking of a way to get
both of them out or at least
John out of this thing. She
then did the craziest thing
that she could ever do. She
didn’t know whether this
would work or not but she
did it anyway. She touched
John, with her tattoo and he
started fading. All those kids
who had been kidnapped
by the Morganians also
disappeared from there as
the beams fell on them. All
that was left was Ashley and
her enemies. She somehow
managed to get out of her
bonds and then charged
for the Morgnians, she
nearly killed them all but
was almost strangled by
the last living Morganian.
It was Lempson the Chief
Morganian and he was
ready to strangle her. He
had already disarmed
her and that’s when she
realized that, she could use
her star tattoo to destroy
him even if it meant killing
herself. She summoned all
her power and the tattoo
started to glow brightly. It
produced such anenormous
power that Lempson was
shocked to see it and was
disintrigated the minute
the light from the tattoo
touched him. As for Ashley
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she somehow -manageci to
land safely on the ground
and then collapsed.

When  she  regained
consciousness she saw that
she was in a hospital and her
friends were kneeling by her
side. John and the children
who had faded were also
there. There were also some
police inspectors and a few
members of the army. They
were standing on guard
outside her room. She gave
the Police the details about
what had happened, except
about the Morganians. She
then told her friends her real
identity, who she was, what
she was doing there, and
why she was always on the
move. But for her and John
this was the most exciting
adventure they had ever
encountered.

@ Aarushi
Saxena, VIII-E
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The Mystery of Courtney Mansion

any a times I
have heard about
Courtney Mansion.

Legend says that a wealthy
merchant lived there. He had
amassed a lot of wealth, but
because of the fear of bandits,
he hid his wealth in a secret
place which was unknown,
exceptto Anne, hisonly child.
A good looking girl who went
insane due to an unknown
reason.lcameacrossanarticle
in the newspaper which read,
‘Reward for the person who
solves the Courtney Mansion
mystery.’

You guessed it right, my
friend Rose and I stood up for
it.Itwasrisky, achallengeand
required a lot of brainwork
but still we thought we could
take a chance. I went to the
Department of Detectives
andrequested them to giveus
the responsibility of solving
the case. They hesitated but
finally gave us the job.

We went to meet the
mechant’s daughter Anne.
She sat alone in the corner.
We came to know that
someone had assaulted
her due to which she had
been in a state of shock.
She babbled nothing but
“ABC..,house.. library...” 1
took out my notepad and
listed those words.

At around 8:00 pm I
went to Rose’s house and

over a cup of hot cocoa we
discussed about those words.

She suggested, “Maybe we
should go to the house, learn
ABC from the library.”

“Don’t be silly, let’s take
this seriously.”

“Ok, ok.”
Many hours passed, still we

could not make head or tail
of it. We went to the house
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for further investigation. I
tiptoed inside the house while
Rose fixed the flashlights.
Nervousness was steadily
creeping in my mind. I
suddenly had a brainwave!
I immediately went to the
library and read Anne’s diary.
It was blank but a note came
out of it. T unfolded it and was
astonished.

It read ‘Behold those eyes
that come across this note.
At the valley of flowers near
which 3 black men stand .
Move the breath of the deer
and you will witness the
answer. Open it and you will
see a stand which you never
witnessed before.’

Suddenly the
o lights
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flashed on. Rose had fixed

them. I got scared out of
my wits, but she giggled.I
saw 3 statues of black men
A part of the mystery
was solved! I immediately
went near the statues.
A bunch of flowers lay
across the table. 1 kept
wondering what the deer’s
breath was.

Rosesuddenlyexclaimed,
“Ah! deer breathes from the
nose, may be the important
part is ‘the nose’!

[ slapped her high
fivel She immediately
twisted the nose and

a secret passage led us

The Night Prowler

usty, dusty, musty
Rwere the only words

entering my head
when I entered the new
house. "No wonder no one
lives here!” said Frank, my
friend from college. "Well,
it'stheonlyoneintown. The
rest were far too expensive.”
I said. We moved on and
checked the other rooms
which weren't any different.
"We must settle here as soon
as possible. Get used to the
environment, and to that
batty old man...” Frank
muttered. Just moments
before, a wild old man had
been telling us ghost stories
about the house. About
some spiritwhoroamsin the

in the darkness. We
quickly switched on the
flashlights. We were led to
an old, chipped wooden
door.

The lock read
enter the password’.

‘Please

I was dumbfounded but
Rose was an expert of deci-
phering codes.

She asked “Could you
please repeat the 3 words?”

“Yeah, umm A-B-C, 1-i-b-
r-a-r-y,h-o-u-s-e.”

She kept muttering ABC,

ABC....

rooms at night. A few days
later, we were at the house.
No college that day. Frank
was getting the internet
wires set and was getting

She exclaimed, “If we
compare the letters of the
alphabet with numbers, we
get 123!”

“Yoo-hoo! We have

We went to Chief Brown
and he announced that we
would get a cash prize and a
certificate!

We were (perhaps) the
happiest persons on earth
that day.

& Ayushi Borvankar
VIII-F

worked up over the guy from

the net company. "Leave
the poor man alone Frank.
Let him work on it as he
wants." “But ... But, I know




things that he doesn't about
this!” The old worker looked

wearily at me. I shook my
head and went back to my
room. | happened to glance
at the mirror when I saw
a flash of silver, and then,
nothing.

The next day, I wondered
whether the flash I had
seen was my imagination
at play, though it seemed
real. I shunned the idea
away. There aren't any such
things as ghosts! Nor can
that neighbour be right.
As 1 kept repeating these
thoughts, however, a tinge
of doubt was hovering over
my mind. Finally, I planned
to meet with the man next
door. It turned out that
he was an occupant of the
house at one time."Ze ghozt,
ze ghozt!! Yes, yes, you smart
tocome and azk! Yes, heiz ze
spirit of ze owner of ze 'ouze.
Alwayz irritates peopul. First
he will zee your acsions and
pattornz. Zhen he will drive
you crazy, az he has done to
me!!” he cackled. Invaluable
info...

The old man also told
me that only mirrors were
the ghost's weakness. You
couldn't see him otherwise.
Thus, I set out on my night
prowl. I wanted answers. I
wanted to dig. I wanted to
know and meet "ze spirit of
ze 'ouze". I took a torch and
many mirrors to a room and
hung the mirrors on the
walls to see where he was. |
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sat and waited. Frank had
set up a mechanism to close
the door of the room from
where [ was to trap the ghost
inside... To catch a glimpse...

Beads of sweat formed
on my brows and I was
beginning to  wonder
whether the ghost stuff was
just a cooked-up story after
all. I had been flashing my
torch on and off, but there
wasnotahintof movement.
And then, suddenly, as I
was switching my torch off
again, I saw the same silvery
flash. Instinctively, I shut
the door and heard nothing
but silence. Seconds later,
there was a howl that sent a
chill down my spine. I saw
many flashes in the mirrors
through the light from
my torch, and then, a still
figure in front of a mirror.
It was like mist, only it had
the very distinctive shape of
a human. "You know where
[ falter.” the ghost said in a
distorted voice. The voice
had a hint of admiration
in it. "I know you, your
weakness, and your tactics.
Why do you wish to drive
people mad?” 1 said in
the bravest voice I could
muster. He looked grimly
at me and said, "I built this
house and lived peacefully,
till...".”Till  what?" "Till
an unscrupulous cheat
took away my peace!” he
screamed, trembling with
rage. "He tricked me out
of my house and left me
with nothing.” "And you?”

"Inquisitive, aren't you? I
had no choice. No food, no
home, no money, nothing!
[ left the cruel world as
it was, and became this.
Since then I've been after
the people who live in
this house and drive them
out and sometimes, mad.
"Well", T said. "My friend
and I will not trouble you
within these walls, so you
can spare your practices
on us.” "Oh don't worry.
I'm released from the curse
which bound me here,
thanks to your bravery. And
I've actually got quite sick
of this stuff. After all, [ guess
I can use my appearance for
other good things...”

And he smiled and
vanished into thin air. It was
the next day, morning. I was
explaining to Frank about
the events of the previous
night. "And how can you be
so sure he won't return?” he
asked suspiciously. "I don't
think he'll come back. After
all, his secret was discovered;
he was released from the
cursethatboundhim". Frank
nodded his head, and then
asked, "What good could he
possibly do?" "Dunno, work
for a charity, help people, or
something?” Frank smirked
and said, "Yeah sure, maybe
he'll tell kids ghost stories."
We laughed and left for
college, as two normal
people, leaving the house
without any ghost.

@ Akhil Lasrado, VIII G



The Time stone

mature enough to do

my own things properly,
although the mess in my
room can be counted off the
list. I think this is why my
parents left me here with
my Uncle. While leaving,

Iam Fourteen now, and

Sea...!” and,

“All the people spoke the
same language..!” and stuff
which no one understood
or even tried to believe in!
Heis hasty, and never listens
to anybody but himself.

Uncle”, was what my father
had said. I don’t know why
it sounded so unconvincing
now.

The house was still as a
rock, absolutely silent. I
thought the only sound

I still wasn’t concerned
about tidying my room

I never understood my
Uncle, a great lunatic at
times. It was always amystery
to me how, half of the year,
this man was nowhere to be
found, and anonymously,
he’ll return and boast things
like.... “Egypt was once a

The moment I reached
his old and creepy looking
house, I for sure knew that
this was the worst idea my
parents had put up for me.
He offered me aroom on the
first floor, I agreed, though
not a whisker satisfied with
its look.

“You'll enjoy with your

heard, was
rumbling, so I went for
the fridge, but ended up in
the gallery leading to the

my tummy

basement. Astonishment
filled my face when I
saw that picture of my
‘young’ uncle. There was

a monument of prizes
and  trophies,  mostly
in archaeology. 1 never
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thought of my uncle this
way. The basement seemed
to have shrunk, for it
looked much smaller than
it should have been. It was
pretty dark, and I was about
to sneeze with all the dust
in that suffocating room.
I huddled across the wall,
searching for a switch,
when..... “aachoo!!”. At last
I managed to find a switch,
‘click’, and I was even more
astonished to find this.....

In the dimmest of
lights, I uncovered a way
to an enclosed part of the
basement. I was blinded
by curiosity and tried to
play with the amazing
things there..... Fossils,
historic coins and... what
a giant rock! with a sun-
like feature on its centre.
Who could stop me now?
Curiosity had  already
overpowered me. By this
time [ remembered coming
across a coin with a similar
kind of carving as on the
stone. I reached for it, as
I couldn’t resist thinking
about a link. I analysed the
stone carefully, but no luck!
I almost gave up to anxiety,
when suddenly the sun at
the centre started heating
up! It became intense and
the streaming rays set fire
to my body. It felt as if I
would explode! I couldn’t
hear my own thoughts....

Few minutes later, I woke
up, with much uneasiness,
as I was in a different place,

I~

for there was no basement,
no house, the only thing
visible in a vast stretch of
sand were the Pyramids of
Giza!! I couldn’t speak for
a while, even my thoughts
echoed twice, a total deja-
vu! My senses started re-
sponding and I found my-
self wearing a loincloth I
remembered my red T-shirt
and Jeans perfectly, but...
then I realized the great
stone structure, still in con-
struction I immediately re-
alized that this must be a
dream, but wasn’t so, it was
not a dream. I had to pinch
myself hard.

From a distance, I heard
a boy, of my age calling
out to me. I seemed to be
understand every word he
said, though I had no idea
what language this was
supposed to be. He puz-
zled me with the knowl-
edge of all my details for
I was new there and not
seen before. While I had
this foreign language con-
versation, I could finally
figure out that I was in a
totally different time...
makes sense.....but rather
I had to think about a way
out of here! I asked the boy
if he knew of a stone with
a sun-like carving on it. He
gave me a suspicious look
as it I was never to utter
those words. He explained
that the stone was sacred
to them. He kept on telling
about their rules and cus-
toms but it faded out, as

all I had was relief of find-
ing something to return
to my time.... and place. I
thoughtitwastheonly way
left. I ran towards the large
rock, ignoring him and the
other’s trying to stop me.
Once again I touched the
stone and similar reactions
took place, just this time,
my body was really twitch-
ing! To my relief, I was
back home....... not exactly
home, but to my own part
of the timeline. And good
gracious! It had only been
an hour here. I was certain
I spent at least half-a-day
in this tour. I guess ‘All’s
well that ends well!’

Time 1is a dangerous
thing, I don’t need to do
that again.... For sure!!

Now there seemed to be
this link, as to where my
uncle disappeared all the
time. He isn’t a lunatic
then.

“This mystery shouldn’t
be known to anyone else,” a
voice echoed.

Uncle! Oh I was so at ease
then. Yes, he had hisreasons
tokeepitallasecret. Though
now, my respect for him has
increased a million fold.
But every day, I still wish
to travel again, and unlock
mysteries of time that has
puzzled the best of minds
through the centuries.

¢ Soumik Paul, VIII - H



Who’s That Knocking At My Door????

raindrops were beating against the
window panes,though unwelcomed,
the sound of the raindrops seemed to
be pleasant. Then the electricity went
off and the whole
house was dark and

It was half past eleven in the night. The

brought back a baseball bat with me for my
defense. Amidst the ‘loud’ banging on the
door, the ‘loud’ sound of raindrops outside
and the ‘loud’ respirations of my terrified
soul, everything was so very frightening!

silent. TERRIFICALLY
SILENT........ I wonder
why it happens only
when I am alone at
house.

I was looking out from

the windows at the garden
when suddenly I heard
someone knocking at my
door.

“Who could it be at
such late hours during
the night?” I thought.

I was curious but
frightened at the same
time. I got off the bed, and walked towards
the main entrance of my house. I did not
put on my slippers so as to avoid the sound
of my footsteps. I groped my way in the
dark corridor for the main door. I heard the
knocks once again, only that this time they
were louder (I would rather call them ‘bangs’
instead of ‘knocks’). Imust confess that I was
terrified this time. Being alone in a house is
really frightening, I admit.

“What if the person is a murderer, or a
burglar, or a sinister clown?”

“Yes, I hate clowns, maybe I have
nephophobia, a fear of clowns”. Imurmured.

For the first time in the whole night, I
acted sensibly -  went to the storehouse and

I heard a voice inside my head urging me
to muster up some courage. Finally, after
coughing up some courage, I placed my
hand on the doorknob and turned it.........
Whoallt was pitch dark. It seemed as if I had
opened the door to a black hole in outer
space, I did not know where I was. After
some time, [ regained consciousness. I found
myself on my bed. It was half past twelve in
the night. The raindrops on the window
panes,the books, the garden, the........ Is that
someone knocking at my door?!! I better get
my baseball bat! I felt dizzy.

My younger brother very lovingly patted
on my shoulder to know what happened.
Thank God it was just a dream!

& Aayushmaan Mazoomdar, IX A
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hat day, as Mira
I refilled the jars of
sugar, rice and flour
on her kitchen shelves, she
suspected her cook, Bina.
The jars, as Bina had showed
her, were nearly empty,
although Mira had filled
them herself only two days
earlier. She watched Bina
closely as she rushed about
like a whirlwind, chopping
vegetables, flinging spices
into sizzling oil and stirring
energetically, till the kitchen
and the entire bungalow was
filled with the aroma of dal
and various curries.

0

Binawasagood cook, both
efficient and quick. Mira
hardly ever had to direct
her, beyond a reminder
now and then, to use less
oil, or to clean the gas stove.
Bina’s rice was flaky and
soft, her chapattis like soft
warm rounds of silk and her
vegetables soft or crunchy,
as required. There were
never any complaints from
the family at the dining
table. A good cook was a
treasure to be cherished,
not suspected and blamed.
Besides, arriving punctually
at four every evening, she

worked like a miniature
cyclone in the kitchen, till
all the covered -casseroles
were placed ready on the
sideboard and the gas and
counters wiped sparkling
clean. Then, with a glance
at the clock, exactly at seven
thirty, she would zoom out
gracefully, with a murmured
word of farewell, wiping
her heated forehead as she
went. Speed and expertise,
yes. Thievery? Not likely or
possible. Then who...?

Mira frowned as she
closed the door after Bina.



She tapped her lower lip and
pulled at it, as she usually
did when she was puzzled.
She pushed the matter to
the back of her mind and

walked into her home
studio to finish painting
her latest poster. As she
unscrewed the bottle of red
paint, her eyebrows rose.
The bottle was practically
empty! She  hurriedly
unscrewed other bottles in
the box, only to find them
also nearly empty. What on
earth was the matter? Who
could be stealing her paints,
and why? Pulling at her lip
and frowning again, she
put away her brushes and
palette. The poster would
have to wait until she could
buy more paint, tomorrow.
She frowned even more. An
evening wasted, when she
had promised the poster to
her friend Shiraz tomorrow,
in time to be printed to
announce the new play
by her theatre group next
week. Everything would be
delayed now!

The missing paint
complicated a  humble
domestic puzzle into an
exotic mystery. Rice, sugar,
flour and now, paint!
What could it mean? She
decided to spend the rest
of the evening tidying out
her wardrobe, a chore long
postponed. Opening the
wardrobe, she got another
shock. An entire bag full
of outgrown clothes she
had been collecting on the

bottom shelf was missing!
How could this happen? No
one touched her wardrobe,
by her strict orders. She
preferred to pull out clothes
and stuff them back in, at
random, before deciding
what to wear, and tidied
out only when she could no
longer find anything at its
right place.

When Mira was tired of a
blouse or a pair of jeans or
a skirt, she stuffed it into
an old Nike travel bag on
the bottom shelf. From
time to time, she added
to the bag, her husband’s
old shirts and discarded
ties, or Shanay’s outgrown
shorts and T-shirts. She
had wvaguely planned to
sort out the clothes, some
day, and decide what to do
with them, may be donate
them - and now the bag
itself had vanished! She
was the epicenter of crime
unfolding all around her!

When Abhay arrived
home that evening, he faced
an angry and perplexed
wife, who overwhelmed
him with tales of missing
items everywhere. “Why
blame me?” he said, when
he could finally geta word in
edgeways, “Do you think I'd
take your groceries, paints
and old clothes? What
would I do with them?”

“Don’t be silly!” fumed
Mira. “This could turn out
to be more serious. Check if

anything of yours is missing,
first.”

“Right now? Couldn’t
it wait?” objected Abhay.
“'m hungry and tired.
Let’s have dinner, first.” He
could see that Mira wasn'’t
willing to be distracted
from her problem. “Where’s
Shanay?” he asked, to divert
his wife.

“In  his room, doing
homework,  hope. He hasn’t
come out all evening,”
grumbled Mira. Ever since
you got him that iPad, he’s
constantly net-surfing,
or updating his blog or
Facebook page!”

Abhay went across the
living room to open the
door of his son’s room,
and peeped in. “Finished
your homework, Shanu?
Or are you busy e-gabbing
with the thriving online
community?” hejoked. Mira
followed him into Shanay’s
room and exclaimed in
surprise. Shanay’s room
was even more messy than
usual - and what was more -
strewn across the floor, were
an old Nike bag stuffed with
clothes, brown paper bags
filled with flour, sugar and
rice, and four big posters
painted with the words
- Friends, let us help the
survivors of the Cyclone
Phailin. Thousands are
destitute and devastated!
What can YOU do to help?
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Shanay, sprawled across
his bedroom floor, was busy

painting human figures
being engulfed by huge
waves around this message
on a fifth poster. Here at
last, was the answer to
the riddle that had been
puzzling Mira all evening!
Too busy to do more
than just look up, Shanay
grinned at his parents. “No
homework today, dad,”
he said. Mrs. Sanigrahi
said, that we were to make
posters and put them up in
the main landmarks all over
Bhuvaneshwar. Then, we
are to collect old clothes,
money, food and anything
we get, to hand over to the

To Fulfil
My
Ambition

But who knew
that her life will
be so short. She
was murdered and

of 1 she had screamed
iy in pain as the
%g» knife pierced
i through her body

I~

Utkal Sahayata Samiti, who
are helping the cyclone
victims”.

“What will you do with
my rice, flour and sugar?
It’s hardly enough to feed
your refugees!” exclaimed
Mira.

“Mrs. Sanigrahi will show
us how to boil them to make
glue, to stick our posters,
mom,” said Shanay, busy
painting. “I was going to tell
you all about it at dinner” he
added.

“Well, son, you’ve
solved the mystery of the
missing household goods,

though your mother has
been playing detective
all evening,” said Abhay.
“Come and eat your dinner,
now. You can finish those
posters afterwards”. Shanay
looked up, surprised.

“What mystery?” he said.

“Don’t forget to wash your
hands with soap,” added
Mira, the detective back to
being a mom again. “I'm so
relieved to find that there is
nothing to worry about. In
fact, I feel proud to be your
mother.

& Akshaya Sivakumar
IX-B

boss Ms. Avantika Kulkarni had been murdered the

Neha was waiting for the police officials to arrive. Her

previous night in her laboratory. Soon the police

official arrived with his team.

“Where is the body?” asked inspector Lalit Kumar.

“Inside there.”

“How many of youwere presentat the time of the murder?”

questioned the inspector.

“None of us”

“Then how did Neha come to know that there was a
murder? How did she call me up then?”

“Sir it was around half past ten when everyone had left for
their homes. We being her juniors had to stay here so that we
could help her in her research. She was doing a research on
how cancer cells could be destroyed. If she would have been
able to research on all this she would receive a lot of cash



prizes, awards and of course a lot of fame.
But who knew that her life will be so short.
She was murdered and she had screamed in
pain as the knife pierced through her body.
The guards quickly came in to see the matter
and then called me up and I called you up.”,
Neha sobbed as she spoke.

Soon after Avantika was taken to the
hospital for the post mortem. The Police
were searching for clues. Inspector Kumar
was inspecting the window.

“No grills and no glass”, he talked to
himself.”

Suddenly the mud below caught his eye.
He took a few other men with him down.

“See if you can find any footprints here.
Due to heavy rains the garden was wet and
muddy. It is quite possible that the murderer
would have stepped in here while escaping
because the way leads to the forest”,
explained Inspector Kumar.

After about ten minutes an official came
up to him and said that he found some
footprints. Inspector Kumar followed him.
There were many footprints there. He
looked above and saw that the window was
exactly on top of the footprints. He noticed
something peculiar about it. The footprints
were not heading to the window but towards
the forest which meant that the killer had
entered from somewhere else.

“Search for some more clues here quick!”
ordered Kumar.

They followed the footprints and found
that there were a pair of boots lying behind
the bushes.

“Size 6”, murmured Kumar.

Now he knew what he had to do. He went

inside and asked everyone to remove their
shoes. Kumar examined the reason to them
and then spoke at last.

“Yes Neha, tell me why did you do such a
crime and how?”

“No I didn’t do it!”
“Stop lying and tell me”

“Avantika was being helped by me in her
research. She was just about to announce
the discovery of her theory when I murdered
her because I was overwhelmed by jealousy,
the green eyed monster. So I killed her. At
night when everyone left I remained here
waiting for the right time. The time came
and I snuffed out her life. But she put up a big
struggle and screamed loud enough to wake
the dead. I hurried my way down but heard
the footsteps of the guard. So I thought of
jumping through the window. It was easy.
But as I came down I noticed the footprints
but being in a hurry I just left them in the
bushes. I returned after changing my blood
stained clothes hence no one suspected me.

“You were clever, but not clever enough,”
said inspector Lalit Kumar

@ Sheen Warikoo, IX D




Future Demands Save Earth

o my horror the creature metamor-

I phosed into a giant caterpillar that al-
most filled the entire room. I knew I

was not dreaming as its hot breath hissed on

to my face and a gigantic drop of perspiration
was falling, as if in slow motion, on me. The

and instead metamorphosed into a bird. It
scooped down and caught me before I could
comprehend of the latest changes. The dark
ugly bird took me and flew for days and
then finally we reached a place which was
nothing less than Heaven itself.
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1) Fountains of rainbow
coloured water, boulevards
] of rare plants, a picture

¢ |perfect place. The bird finally
| transformed into a girl, not
| exactlylikeoneonearthbutyes,
there was a close resemblance.
She said in a language that I
could understand that I was in
the 31st century. She warned
me that things would take an
ugly turn unless we humans
st Huse Nature wisely. We had to

moment had brought great horror and also
surprise. It was all so sudden that I couldn’t
even think of what to do next and [ started
panicking.

The caterpillar continued growing; hislegs
grew out of the room. His eyes opened with
a cracking sound and were large enough for
the room to be reflected in their pupils. I ran
from the backdoor to the lobby and then
on to the ground. I ran so hard that [ almost
tumbled off. The caterpillar shrank a little to
manage its way out of the window and then
it transformed into a long snake. A snake
long enough to see both its ends together.
It started crawling behind me at lightning
speed. As I ran, I jumped into a big river on
the way and swim like one possessed. Even
before I had completed my first kick in the
water, the snake transformed into a tortoise
and started on its way to the river. I swam
as fast as I could to cross the river. The
tortoise however, didn’t go into the water

Il e
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il ~“.protect our Mother Earth. I
understood the gravity of the situation and
promised to look after Earth. But, still scared
of my plight, I asked her the way back home.
She showed me the way, a tunnel with
multihued lights glowing and making the
most dreadful sounds. At first, I was scared
but then I gathered courage and walked
through it.

Suddenly, I fell into a hole in the ground
and landed on my bed. The next day,
everyone anxious of what had happened to
me asked me about my adventure. I just told
them to save our Earth. They left promising
to do so. I later started an organization that
would take concrete steps to save our planet.

A few days later, the same girl appeared in
my dream and said, “Thank you, Grandpa!”

& Anurag Sundarka, X-B



The Fourth Dimension

he drops were rolling down like
I raindrop volts on a mountain. I
was lying down straight on my bed,
eyes focused on every minute motion of
the giant panda. For a moment, I could
not hear the sound
of the mammoth’s
movement from
here and  there.
With a little bravery,
overlooking all my
Achilles’ heel, I tried
lifting myself from
the bed. Gradually,
in a tortoise speed, I
removed the blanket
and crossed my legs,
tookadeepbreath and
thought of another
step to be taken. To
my amazement, my
legs were hanging
down the bed when
I tired jumping. I felt
like something was
carrying the directions. I always believed
that Earth isn’t a rotating object but
everything around me started rotating.
The circulation caused me to run out of
the room. I- like a brave soldier- begin to
throw pillows down from the bed, just
as a soldier throws stones at his enemy. I
turned my goofed up head down and what
came into my notice was the most powerful
and gigantic, panda - standing like an idle
scamp in front of me.

BANGGGG!!

My heart popped out of my mouth. My
heartbeat stopped. Again, all I could sense
was silence. Suddenly, the panda laid down,
bounded with numerous toys of mine.

“Joseph - come out of the room, dinner is
served.”

[ threw the popcorns from my hand. The
soft drink was spilled on the ground and

L e e ——

I was back to my senses. The reality was
that [ was watching a movie. [ wondered
how I could be lost in such a movie. The
hot breath was my own and my sweat was
still rolling down my cheeks. Everything
around me turned upside down. I got up,
took a deep breath, opened my wardrobe
and threw out my toy panda. Running
towards the washroom to wash my face,
I saw the panda having a bath in my bath
tub with my little ducks.

It smiled and waved a ‘Hi!’ to me.
Goosebumps! I shut the door, literally
banged it and hurriedly ran out of the

room!!!

@ Priyal Bhatia, X-B




God’s Heavenly Creation

y stomach twisted and a shiver
Mran through my whole body as
if punching a hole in my chest.
Everything felt silent. The silence was

not the usual silence I had experienced
throughout my life. It was eerie. First time in

my life, had I been in death throes. I could
feel the waterworks start to escalate down
my cheeks. There was a tumult of noises
and voices in my head. But, suddenly the
creature which was facing me did something
that was unusual, even for a pet dog to do.
It spoke with its deep baritone.Gazing into
its eyes, I felt the urge to scream for help.
Searching for my cell phone I found out that
it was lying on the sofa which was across the
creature. Tears were oozing out from my eyes
non-stop. I stared out through the window
towards the sky as if praying to God to send
someone through a miracle to help me. And
suddenly, a spaceship coming towards my
house with a quickened pace was all I could
see. Probably, God had sent someone to help

e

me! Or maybe this creature had called in for
an alien invasion!

Oh my God! I froze. My legs were free to
run, but I couldn’t make a try for it because
this giant creature would catch me in two
big leaps. The
second guess was
partially correct.
They were the
aliens. The bad
ones, but this
guy! This creature
was the good one.
The aliens were
coming for me to
grab their death
ray machine as
I thought and
this sweet little
actually big
creature leaped
in front of me
and saved my
life. Everything
happened in a
flash of a second.
I could not see
the moves made by this heavenly creature,
but it was the one who saved my life.

[ was taken aback by this. I just wanted to
hug it and it would have made my day. To
my astonishment, the creature turned into a
smallboy who had ethericwings, whom God
had sent as an answer to my plea for help.
The boy with a wide grin and a mischievous
wink flew away leaving behind a heavenly
perfume and an iridescent feather.

“Thank you!” was all I could say, but I
couldn’t be sure whether he heard it.

& Anushka Dhabuwala
X-B




The

Promise

his is the story of
Thomas Stewart.
He was an ordinary

guy with extraordinary
dreams. He worked in the
Research  Department
under a great scientist.
He dreamt of being
promoted as the Head of
his department.

The companywassince
days researching about
life on Mars. Thomas
was really impeccable at
his work. He had all the
futuristic equipments.
He was very smart at his
work and was idolized by
his juniors. He wanted to
solve the enigma of life
on Mars and wanted to be
a part of this project. Fate
was in his favour and so
he was asked to join the
project and contribute
his researches. He was
really happy to find this
and started preparing
putting all his efforts so
that he could achieve
his target. Then came
the moment when his
journey began to Mars.
The countdown began




vy Vvy

10,9,8,7,6,5,4,3,2,1....and the rocket was
blasted off into space. They reached Mars
and their journey was spectacular, but
while landing the craft hit a crater and
crashed. With God’s grace they were saved
and no one was injured. They hurried out
of the spacecraft with all the necessary
equipments. They tried to contact the
research quarters but failed to do so. Then
they went forward to complete their project
even though their space craft had crashed.
As they went Thomas found that all his
companions who were following him had
vanished. He began looking for them and
went ahead. After searching for about an
hour someone tapped him on his back.

“Whoever you are...stay still. If you move
we shall kill your friends”, said a very
strange figure. This inhabitant looked like
a clone of the humans but they had a very
outlandish headgear which differentiated
them from the normal humans.

I e
:

“Don’t worry I won’t harm you. I am a
human and I have come from Earth.” I said.

“You Earth people won’t let us live in
peace? Why have you come here?”He asked
in his harsh voice.

“I’'m sorry.  have not come here to disturb
your life. I promise I won’t tell about your
existence.”

“That’s good. We’ve erased the memory
of your team mates and we will also repair
your spaceship.”

“] promise that [ won’t ever disclose your
secret. Please let us go.”

“Alright. Go but if ever our existence is
endangered due to your existence then we
won't let the people on earth live in peace
and especially you.”

“Please...Ipromise,Iwantreveal anything
to anybody”

“Good. You are a very good human. We
appreciate. Thank you. If our little secret is
out then our existence will be threatened.”

Then Thomas and all his mates returned
to Earth. Everyone still asks Thomas what
happened there but he smiles and says that
they couldn’t find anything and that it was
a waste of fuel and time to go to Mars. He
thinks it is better to keep this secret then to
get promoted. He prefers to be a good citizen
first and then a scientist. He resists that
success which he would get by endangering
someone’s existence.

Truly success has to be measured by what
you had to give up to get it. And Thomas
was in no mood to give up the word that he
had given to those gentlemen from Mars

& Mishika Arora, X-E
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Chocolicious

ﬁw a crunc@ sweel mm?e...
Small tender souls On a moonlit ﬁyﬁmy
Faqger t
E?:: fzj/ej:;; IK RUW/"@ and Charles Dickens
Eaﬂ or o DIl Or 7<ip5@ G ?\/fauyﬁ or Sher Khan
Bi%’”’fé"zw ﬁ/[? b/ Roald Dahl or RK Namyan

Al ﬁ:ﬂeyenfmcﬁ iimyey Chocolicious

For mischief and /amn@' ever so many!

Stories that recollect such memories
Those with a distinct cmnc@ sweet nw@e
Fun, /ﬂ@ﬁfer and nabgﬁ@ childhood

Remain in the heart farever

The c:yyz‘a/ clear imnocence
?/meyeﬁ/ cinnamon

Hot dark chocolate

On vanilla icecream

Such are Life Experiences

A me/ﬁnj pm‘

af memory concoction







Chilhood Meories Last Forever

childhood is the best stage of one's
life. It is a stage when we don’t care
about our clothes or our hairstyle; we just do
what we want to. Some really funny, scary
or serious incidents take place at this time
which we cannot forget throughout our life.

Everyone loves his childhood. In fact,

One such scary incident happened with
me when [ was around six years old. I had
many friends in my colony. One day, my
parents dropped me at my friend Simran's
house to spend some time with her. It was
afternoon and her mother was enjoying her
siesta. We were very excited playing with
the new toys and forgot to close the main
door of the house. While we were playing in
the room, two strangers entered the house,
locked the door from inside and started
taking our belongings. When Simran and I
came out of the room, we were shocked to
see the robbers.

When they saw us, they sprang towards
us. These men followed their chief’s
instructions and tied our hands together to
our chairs so that we wouldn’t move. Then
Simran's gave a loud cry. I was too panicked
to react. Simran’s mother came out when
she heard the noise. The moment she saw
us in that condition, she screamed loudly
to wake up the neighbours. The two people
stuck a grey tape on her mouth and tied her
along with us. Then the servantin the house
was caught calling up the police secretly.
They locked the four of us in the washroom.
And then they continued their job in which
they seemed pretty good. After an hour or so
they opened the door and asked us to give
whatever we had. Simran's mother gave
away her jewellery and Simran and I were so
innocent that we gave them our hair clips
and bands because we didn't have anything
else. The thieves shouted at both of us so

[ e

loudly that we broke into tears. They left the
house and told us not to inform the police or
else they would harm us. I went home and
narrated the terrible ordeal to my parents.
My father informed the police immediately.
The police reached Simran's house with
sirens blaring. They inspected the place and
then took us to the police station to collect
further details.

The cops did a commendable job as
within a week the thieves were caught and

we fortunately got back all the things..

€ Muskaan Sethi, VII-C



an enchanted place where colours

are brighter, the air softer, and the
morning more fragrant than ever again.’
This is well said by Elizabeth Lawrence and
the same is true for my childhood. When
I was younger I'd put my arms in my shirt
and tale people I had lost my arms. Would
restart the video game whenever I knew I
was going to lose. Slept with all the stuffed
animals as a child so none of them got
offended. Faked being asleep so I could be
carried to bed, used to think that the moon
followed my car and used to sing in the
shower which till date I do. Though I do
remember this awful day in my childhood.
I was six years old and it being Diwali
everybody showed a lot of enthusiasm.
People followed the tradition of wearing
new dresses and preparing cakes and sweets
at home.

‘ There isa garden in every childhood,

Father bought some firecrackers from the
nearby store and said, “These are used for
our enjoyment and to enhance the beauty
of the night”.

At first I thought that it was a terrible
idea as it scared the hell out of me. I got
goosebumps on my hands but then slowly
and steadily I started liking it. ITwas jumping
actually galloping on those chakras and
enjoying the scenic beauty of the display
of firecrackers. But then I got a glimpse of a
box kept aloof from the others. I picked up
that box and started opening it too curious
to know what actually was there inside.
Suddenly out of no where a big lizard
crawled out. Its big yellow eyes looked into
mine. I shrieked and dropped that box so
forcefully that out came tiny balls which
sounded like tiny bombs. I was shocked
at that sound and started calling for help.
My mother took notice of me and calmly

asked what the matter was. I told her my
tale of woe and she started laughing at me.
I was annoyed but thought it was wise to be
quiet.

Just then she explained to me that this
was no bomb but a small firecracker which
though small makes a loud sound. I looked
a total mess and so decided to eat the
scrumptious dinner and go off to bed.

It was a very embarrassing moment for a
six year old girl. But all’s well that ends well.

& Spriha Kejriwal
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It My

Childhood Would Return. . .

nce a middle aged man stressed and
O tired of his work came home and as
soon as he was about to open the
door,a ball hit the window pane and broke
the glass . He was angrily standing there

when suddenly a child of around six years
picked the ball and asked the man,

“Will you play with us?”

The child unaware, fearless wanted to
play more. He could not see any loss in the
breaking of the glass. Asmileappeared on the
angry man'’s face because of the innocence.
He did not scold him and went inside his
house. He then sat on his chair and fell fast
asleep. Then he dreamt...

He saw that he was playing with his friends
and enjoying himself when his mother
called out lovingly.

“Complete your homework child!”

But he, not being bothered, continued to
play. During that period he felt no stress and
no burden. His mother then said, “I will not
talk to you! You don’t listen to me...”

When he saw his mother was upset, he
came close to her but she ignored him to
make him realise his mistake. He started
crying and then said sorry as many times as
he could.

Then his mother hugged him and said,
“You're the best child, mamma loves you a
lot.”

His heart was filled with innocence and

e

sensivity at that time.Then his mother
started teaching him. Suddenly she
remembered an important task and told
him to continue his work till she came. But
as soon as his mother went, he also went out
quietly and began playing again. He was a
very naughty child then.

Dhammmmm!!!!

Came a voice, the man woke up and saw
another window pane broken. This time he
took the ball and went to play with the chil-
dren who had broken the window. Observing
and enjoying the same innocence, naughti-
ness and sensivity hidden in them,he wished
his childhood would return.

& Gauri.P.Gaba
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Fruiticious
ﬁw & juicy /mncé...

Lifeis a feast You have brains brilliant

With mym’mf Havours to serve You have a heart colossal

Yust sit hack You have feez‘ ﬁ:ﬂm n your shoes
Breathe in You can steer yaum’eé[ in any direction
\S’i/en@ observe ﬂe/aemﬁnj on the Career Yyou choose
Surprises jﬂ/m/'ﬂ Enjoy every bite

Some /J[eamnf Be it a little sweet or not so nice

A few unp/em'anf Each moment finds you

Choose the @ﬁf A little more able

On life's forked, /mz% A lof more wise

Make cach /ay a masterpiece For life's flavour a/aémfy

Roar out that little voice Life's flavour Fruiticious.
For different flavours of life '
Each Profession 5 g0t to offer
'Mnmw/ﬁnj mysteries
Flavours appeasing
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NURSE - FHAPPINESS
CLOWN -'“ﬁ FEACE
OFFICER. 2\ - SWEAT
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hunger for success would bring me on the verge of

destroying myself. Dr. Franklin, who had just completed
his internship and had joined Care Nursing Home, was a
passionate and determined psychologist. His intelligence
could not be challenged and he was well aware of this
fact. He was so impressive that all the patients trusted his
medications and that made him the most recommended
doctor. There was nothing to stop his success and within a
few years of practice he was the dean of a medical college.
He became the power drunken ruler of his castle and this
marked his first step towards his downfall and also the end
of his life too.

Ihad never imagined in my wildest dreams that the

He had treated many patients with psychological
problems but in the short period of his career, this was his
first case of multiple personality disorder. Samantha, a girl
in her twenties was accused of four murders and her defence
lawyer claimed that she had not committed them even when



all the evidences clearly pin
pointed her. Now it was
Dr. Franklin’s duty to give
concreteness to this case.
He hypnotised Samantha
to bring out the truth but
in this process she met her
alter Allete. Samantha was
simple and humble unlike
Allete who was annoying
and aggressive. Multiple
Personality disorder was
not a recognized disease
then because it had no
standardized tests. It was
clear Allete had committed
those murders and not
Samantha, but proving her
innocence on this basis was
difficult.

The press, and the
paparazzi linked Dr.
Franklin in the case and
now it had become a ‘gain
orlose everything’ situation
for the power drunken
doctor. He urged to save
Samantha, not because he
knew that she was innocent
but because he knew that
people would lose faith in
him if he lost this case. In
the next hearing in court,
he tried to bring out Allete
in front of the judge but it
did not happen. He shouted
at her and tried his utmost
to bring out Samantha’s
alterbutherepeatedly failed
and the judge announced
the next hearing of the
case. Dr. Franklin could
see himself losing and the
people laughing at him. He
couldn’ttakeit. Thiswasthe
first and probably the last

time this ruler could see his
powerful castle crumbling.

He immediately called up
asessionwith Samantha. He
again tried to talk to Allete,
but she wouldn’t answer.
He shouted and screamed
but Allete wouldn’t appear.

Dr. Franklin’s fear and
anger brought out his
frustration. He couldn’t

think how he could talk to
Allete until he saw a knife in
the fruit basket. He picked
up the knife and showed
it to Samantha. She was
scared but still Allete didn’t
appear in her defence. He
brought the knife closer,
nothing happened, more
closer, still nothing. He
was very frustrated and
angry and shouted aloud at
her. Unknowingly he had
stabbed Samantha to death.
He didn’t mean to kill her
but his ego; fear of failure
killed her. It appeared to be
a bad dream but it wasn’t.
He couldn’t think or feel
how did it happen. He had
turned numb.

In the court he declared
that Samantha had
committed suicide and
her alter made her do this
during the session. Dr.
Franklin was saved. Even
though he proved himself
innocent, something
within him died.

He understood that life is
not a king’s kingdom where
power  speaks. Certain

things are beyond the
capacity of human beings
and taking too much pride
in oneself is not worth the
trouble in the end.

He woke up the next
morning with a new
passion for his patients and

Dr. Franklin’s fear
and anger brought
out his frustration.
He couldn’t think
how he could talk
to Allete until he
saw a knife in the
fruit basket. He
picked up the knife
and showed it to
Samantha. She
was scared but still
Allete didn’t appear
in her defence

e

not power- the passion to
save their lives. Samantha’s
death taught this power
drunken ruler to rebuild
his castle with love and
compassion instead of ego *
and pride.
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ichard Castle was an amateur author
Rwhose talent was yet to be fully

appreciated. Like any other man, he
got up and did his chores every morning
before leaving for the garden which always
gave him ideas and new plots for his books.
Today was no different. It’s not a cliché
that extraordinary things always happen
on ‘very ordinary ‘days.

14] %

Unaware of all the other forces which
were at play just to make sure that he
tulfilled his destiny, Castle idly did his
work humming some tune to himself.
After all how much can a man expect from
life when two years of his hard work on a
manuscript went to waste as it was rejected
by all the publishers of the city. But no, he
hadn’t given up. He knew that there was
something in store for him, something



different from others but didn’t know
what it was.

Castle slowly trudged along the walk
way to meet up with the only person who
understood him, his best friend Nico
Di’Angelo. Yes, Nico was someone who
was always there for him, right from their
playschool days to their freshman year
in college and to the present. On hearing
about Castle’s recent rejections, Nico
immediately guessed how devastated
Richard would be and had suggested a meet
up. These meet ups were always a source of
joy for Richard - invariably there was one
or the other surprise in store. Although
feeling low, Castle was curious as to what
new surprise Nico had in store for him and
hence agreed to meet. Soon he reached the
garden and found his way to their secret
workshop. By now the two of them had
been to the workshop on countless previous
occasions, but the anticipation was fresh
each time!

Castle walked in to find his friend deep
in thoughts as if he was debating over
something. It was some time before Nico
could realize that he had company. He was
quite troubled to see Castle’s fallen face...
Nico had always felt protective towards
Richard but now he was all the more worried
as he recalled the prophecy made by the
strange man regarding Richards’s destiny.
His mind was still reeling from coming to
terms with the fact that his naive buddy,
Richard Castle was the prophesized One.
Moreover, Castle’s destined task and ability
were even more startling. Now as he looked
at his friend’s face, he knew that it would
be best for him to act as he had been told.
After a long discussion, details unknown
to laymen like us, a frustrated Richard
came out. He never felt so betrayed in his
life. Nico told him that he was a “Silver
Tongue”, a person who had the ability to
read characters out of a book.

Castle’s day had just turned on its heels!
No matter how hard he tried to imagine,
he couldn’t get how any of it could ever
be true. But there was no way he could
completely ignore what he had just been
told either. After an extended period of
contemplation, Castle finally decided to
give it a try. He opened the book ‘Wizard of
Oz’ lying beside him and started reading it
out aloud. The passage was about Dorothy
and her dog walking through Grassland. As
he read, he could see flashes of the scene
around him and suddenly Dorothy’s dog,
Toto appeared on his bed, barking at him.
Castle was dumbfounded.

“No, this can’t be actually happening!”
he remarked aloud.

He was so sure that all of this was just
a weird coincidence or illusion that he
picked up various books and read out some
excerpts from them. To his utter disbelief,
many characters from the book came to life
- be it pixies and fairies, dwarfs and wizards,
or gold and other precious jewels, you name
itand he had them all!

Castle had no option but to finally accept
that there was substance to what Nico had
said.

“Yes, Nico had been correct all the way
long”.

As soon as the gravity of the situation
dawned upon him, a thousand miles away
in a world well hidden from mortal eyes,
the clock started ticking, and the people
realized that the Chosen One had arrived.
Little did Richard know of this awakening in
the distant land, and even lesser that his life
would never be the same again.

@ Trishita Bhatacharya
XI-B



Girls have an Equal Right

espect your elders and
Rneighbours, love and

care for everyone, treat
every person equally etc.
These are some of the values
we are taught in schools
from the very beginning.
I always wanted to be a
teacher. I wanted to be a
role model for someone.
I wanted to help the next
generation develop. So here
I was standing in front of a
village school in Bilaspur,
Chhattisgarh. I always feel
that actual intelligence and
the will to do something lies
with the village people and
so developing a village is the
first step to develop a nation.

I entered the school and
saw hundreds of students
around. But I also noticed
that they were mostly
boys. I went straight to the
Principal’s office. It was a
smallroomwith a ceiling fan
making screeching noise,
two cupboards with lots of
files. The Principal was a 60
& year old man with round

glasses. He wore a simple
dress suit with a brown tie.

“May I come in, sir?” I
asked, surprised to see myself
asking like a student. “Yes,
sure” he politely replied, “I
¥ guess you are the new maths
teacher, Jiya Joshi, for class
1rith”. “Yes, sit” I replied.
il “Good-good”, as if talking
iy to himself. Then he handed
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me over my schedule and
wished me well.
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My first class in second

period. “XI-C” the board
read. I peeped inside. Boys
and boys running and
playing around, teasing
their friends, laughing,
smiling and reminding me
of my school days. And
there at the corner I saw
a girl sitting alone. She
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was tall, thin, wore two
plaits and must say she was
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indeed beautiful. I went
inside and to my surprise
no one took any notice of
me, all children were busy
with their work, or to be
more precise, their play. I
said “Good Morning” and
guess what? Well, I was still
unnoticed. “GOODDDDD
MORNINGGG!!” I shouted,




a shock for me too. But thankfully this
worked and they got to their places. 1
introduced myself to them and taught
them geometry for the next period.

The bell rang and before I could wind up
everyone already started to run outside as if
I was a monster who had caught them and
now they had to run for their lives. So even
I started packing up. “Thanks ma’am”, a
pleasant voice came from behind. I turned
and saw that same girl. “You're welcome”, I
replied.

“Hope you like it here” she wished and
started to leave.

“Thanks. Hey wait, what is your name?”1]
asked.

“Suman” she said and left.

Why did she leave? I wanted to ask her so
many things.

Second day. The class did notice me. I
continued the previous day’s chapter. Bell
rang and as usual they were already out. I
went to Suman and asked, “You’re the only
girl in this class?”

“Yes, I am the only child so my parents
wanted me to go in for higher studies,” she
replied.

“The other girls? Did they drop out?”

“Yes, their parents needed them to be at
home more than in school, that is what they
say.”

With India developing so fast there still
exists an unequal treatment among girls
and boys. Why can’t girls complete their
education?

That same evening I went to the school

I_HIIHIII’.L.' 1
e T ST A

office and asked the watchman to open
the store-room. Then I began to search the
previous years' files and saw that a total of
ten girls had left their schooling. I took their
addresses and left.

I went to my first decided place. It was a
smallkutchahouse.Iasked the peopleabout
their daughter but they didn’t bother to
reply and instead asked me to leave. Second
home, they at least welcomed me in. [ asked
them the reason for letting their daughter
drop out and they simply replied that they
didn’t have enough money and resources.
So I told them about the scholarship that
the Government was offering. They asked
for few days to think about it. Well it was
the same story for the next five families.
The rest of the three families had migrated
to other village.

After a month I saw those six girls in my
class. They were weak in maths so I started
taking extra classes for them, after school
hours. They studied hard and practised
harder. And out of seven, five of them topped
in maths test.

My Principal was really pleased with me
and gave me lots of good wishes for my future.

& Manya John, XI C
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A Home-Maker To Be A Food Writer

ising sun, twittering
of birds, cool
winds blowing, an

atmosphere of calmness and
peace spread all through
making up a pleasant
morning. Today's a pleasant

and the Sharma family is
busy with their routine,
living in a 3-BHK flat in a
new developing area of the
city.

Rekha Sharma, 5'2", a tall
lady with a fair complexion,
sweet face,straight hair
and black eyes, is

the 'manager of the
family ' and gets
up early to prepare
food and children
ready for school...
Mudit Sharma is 5'7",
a tall gentleman who
gets ready and goes
to office for earning
his livelihood and
is Rekha's husband.
The couple has a
daughter named
Kritika  Sharma,
an 8 year old
girl and a son
named Atul
Sharma, a

6 year old boy

going to St.Mary's

School. Rekha, after sending
the children to school and
helping her husband get
ready for office, gets busy
with the maids to get the
house work done. When the
children return, at around
10'clock in the afternoon,
she gets them their food
and tired with the morning
routine, she and her
children have a siesta. She
wakes up an hour later and
gets busy in managing the
house and getting ready for
a 'get together' organized for
the colony women.

While going to Mrs.
Dorling's flat '502' for the
'get together', she wakes
her children and asks them
to do their homework . She
reaches the flat and gets
busy with the group of ladies
chit-chatting and spends
a joyous time with them.
The discussion is related to
their routine lives. All the
ladies were discussing about
their lives and how they
managed their profession
with their daily life. Rekha
found it a bit troublesome
and interesting, but at the
end of the discussion, she
was happy being a 'home-
maker' as she could keep her
husband and her children
smiling.

When she returned home,
Atul and Kritika showed



her their homework. Atul

told Rekha about his day at
school and also about his
friend Shrey.

Atul said, "Mom, Shrey
told me that his mom is
opening a boutique and
is nowadays busy with his
mom for the inauguration
preparations. He said that
he was proud of his mom.

What are you doing
mom???" Rekha was
speechless. Kritika changed
the topic by saying, ‘My
homework next.” Rekha
thought about it all evening.
When Mudit returned from
the office, he handed over
his briefcase and tiffin-box
to her and said,'"Today was a
tiring day'.

So, Rekha thought it
better not to discuss about
her matter with him then.
After dinner, she asked
Mudit, "Dear, can you
please help me out with the
internet? There seems to be
some problem.' But Mudit
engrossed in the tensions
of the office, irritatingly
replied, "Can't you do
this little thing on your
own?? Every time you see a
problem, you just jump and
never try to solve it on your
own." Rekha was hurt but
mindful of his problems,
preferred to be quiet.

All night, thoughts of
doing nothing and not
being a good mother, good

wife and a good home-
maker clouded her mind.

The next afternoon,
Rekha was reading the
newspaper and came across
the profession 'Food Writer',
a person who experiments
with food and comes up
with good recipes and writes
a column in newspaper and
magazine. Rekha being a
good cook and having a
passion for food, found this
profession to be perfect for
her. The thought this would
make her children proud
of her and also keep her
occupied.

She decided to share this
with her husband. At night,
when Mudit returned, he
was in high spirits and said,

"Today my day went
well." After dinner, Rekha
broached the topic with
Mudit. Mudit apologised
saying, "Dear, it was only
because of stress that I lost
my temper yesterday and
children do talk silly, please
don't take them seriously."

Rekha replied, "That's
okay dear, but I want to
take up this profession
and it's perfect for me. Are
you happywith it? [ mean
I thought that this profes-
sion can be carried on sit-
ting at home and it per-
fectly suits me. So,do you
have any problem if I opt
for it?" Mudit said, 'Dear, I
will support you in all your

decisions. If you like it, go
forit."

Next day, Rekha took a
fresh paper and decided to
pen down a recipe of canapés
she had tried a week ago.
She felt nervous as she was
doing this for the first time,
but with her husband's
moral support, she wrote
it down neatly. Later in the
evening, she visited the
nearby newspaper office and
gave the written recipe to the
person sitting at the counter.

The receptionist said, 'Our
editorial team will surely
look into this and if found
suitable, will surely publish
it'.

Hearing this, Rekha went
back home on winged feet.
she told Mudit about her
visit to the newspaper office.
Mudit was happy to see her
happiness. The whole night,
Rekha was busy praying
that her recipe would be
published as she would later
see a smile on her children’s
and husband's faces.

And so did it happen. The
next day, in the cookery
column of the newspaper
her recipe was published.
What a pleasant surprise it
was for the whole family!
And Rekha treated the
whole family to her special
strawberry ice-cream with
hot chocolate sauce.

@ Yashi Agarwal, XI D
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The Case of Internet Kidnapping

he world has become increasingly
competitive and challenging for all

professions and earning a living is no

really the most difficult one, but a trigger
off to several such incidents thanks to the
internet technology.

|

It was the morning of
December 26, 2002, and I was
out for a walk. Work those days
was not very overwhelming;
thanks to the diligent police
commissioner and more to the
warning that had recently been
given to maintain the so- called
‘decorum’ of the city. It was a
pleasant morning until I received
a call from my assistant about a
client waiting at the office. As I
spoke to him, [ hurried across the
park to the bus stop and took the
immediate next bus to the older
part of Delhi where my office
was. Talking to the client I found
that the case was of kidnapping
of a teenage girl from her house
on the night of December 24,
when her father and brother
were out to visit a relative on the
occasion of Christmas Eve. A visit
to the girl’s house revealed that
there were no sign of physical
struggle since everything was
in its place and nothing broken.
Furthermore, the door lock was
proper and two meals waited at

child’s play. The profession of investigation
is known for its seemingly unreal,
unbelievable, unacceptable and complicated
events but which are yet a routine. Rampant
curiosity arising out of a wide horizon of
possibilities and impossibly tricky evidences
make it difficult and exhausting to solve
such mysteries. I am often recall one of the
numerous cases that I encountered. It wasn’t
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the kitchen counter with Alice’s
(victim’s) finger prints on both.
The door was reported to be open by the
father and brother when they reached
home. Also, Alice’s email account lay open
on the desktop, her last chat being with
some ‘Charlie D’ ending in inviting him
for supper and his agreement to come right
away.

Later investigation showed that the details



of the ID of this Charlie D were all fake (as
expected) and this gave us some direction
to work on. We could have been wrong, but
the open door showed that Alice had been
expecting someone, or rather that someone
had probably arrived, which made me a bit
confident about the lines we were thinking
along. A brief conversation ensued with
Mr. Paul (Alice’s father) at my first visit to
her bungalow at Raj Nagar, a fairly pleasant
place with a colorful ambience and a well-
maintained garden, which seemed to be
watered daily due to the prolific burst of
flowers everywhere.

Me: So, at what time did you return from
your relative’s house and what did you see?

Mr. Paul: We had left at 9 pm and were
back by 10.30 pm in the night. When we
returned, we saw that the watchman was
lying unconscious in his room. First we
thought that he was asleep, but later we
realized that something was fishy. Worried,
we rushed to the bungalow to find that the
front door was already open. As we went in
shocked, we found everything in its place.
The lights were all on and the only strange
thing was that the kitchen counter had two
plates (uncovered) waiting, but we assumed
that she would have made supper for us.

Me: And what about Alice? I am sure you
didn’t see her..?!

Mr. Paul: Oh, I am coming to that....As we
went to Alice’s room, we found it empty. The
washroom was also vacant and there was no
sign of Alice- nonotes, nomessages. The only
strange thing was that her email account lay
logged in! She generally forgets to log out
when in a hurry and so we assumed that as
mentioned in the morning she would have
gone for a movie with friends and would be
returning home anytime.

Me: So after realizing that it had been long

and she should have returned, what did you
do?

Mr. Paul: When she did not return even
after an hour and a half, I sent her brother,
Michael, to search and check in all the
surrounding areas. When we still couldn’t
find her, we called up all her friends, but, she
was NOWHERE! (Sob... sob...). The next day,
i.e. yesterday, we searched the entire town,
all her favorite places, and talked to all her
acquaintances, but there was no sign of any
help so we came to you.

Me: Why not the police?

Mr. Paul: Because sir we didn’t want to
take any risk.

Me: Did you talk to the watchman?

Mr. Paul: No, actually he was not in a
condition to talk; only this morning he
gained proper consciousness while we were
at your office, after which we came here.

It suddenly struck me and I rushed to
the watchman’s quarter. As a matter of co-
incidence, someone had probably seen us
enter the main gate in the morning and had
told the culprit about it. So, I caught him
red-handed. As I reached the small room, I
saw a middle aged man running out with a
blood stained shirt. The watchman was lying
dead with a knife stabbed into his stomach. I
rushed behind the culprit as he entered one
of the shops in the nearby market.

I entered the shop to see that the man had
exited from the back door, and escaped on
a bike with another man (probably his ally).
AsIwalked back disappointed and with over
a million questions in my mind, something
shocking caught my eye. The man sitting
at the counter was checking his mail. The
strange part was that he was busy deleting
some junk mails and chats from the account
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of ‘CHARLIE D’... How did he know the
password..?!

Now the case was crystal clear. I
immediately called the cops, explaining
them the case, and got the person arrested.
As the later investigation revealed, the other
two people, along with one more person,
were his allies, and it turned out that these
people had created a series of fake IDs and
were involved in serious cases of child abuse
and exploitation through the internet. All of

them were later tracked down and a charge
sheet was filed. Alice was rescued by the
police. A promising young woman she has
recovered from the trauma quite well. Seems
like life is back to normal again! This also
makes me reflect upon how technology has
been a boon and a bane even in a detective’s
life.

@ Kirtishree Somani, XI - E

The Last Assignment

Target : 1250 yards

Elevation : 50 feet downhill
Wind : smph from Northwest
Collateral Damage : None

Taking Aim.

Next day he saw the letter at 8:15 hours. It
said:

The Hawk.
26 Opera House.
Brussels.

Target: Senator Bishop. Time: 929 hours
Date: 21 May 2004 Payment: $200,000.

Meet Mr. Church at the Louvre at 1700
hours today.”

He thought “I am going to stop now. I have
enough money to retire in The Bahamas.
This is the last hit for me”.

At the Louvre, he met Mr. Church, a man
!-‘"' who meant business.

“A heartless killer probably, but he can’t
be involved”, thought the Hawk.

Mr. Church said, “You probably got the

L %

idea about the job. Success is essential. If you
miss, we certainly won’t. Think of it this way:
your life is on the line. If the Bishop is seen
alive on the 22nd you won’t be”.

The hawk said,” I am the best in the
business. Don’t worry.” He was trying to
look worried but failed miserably.

Church said, “Just keep things in
perspective. Here, this is a folder on the
Bishop-what he eats, where he eats, his
interests etc. Learn it, your life depends on
it. Literally I hope we do not meet again. If
we do your death is a foregone conclusion.
Good Luck”.

He walked to his apartment in 15 minutes.
He opened the lock and went into the living
room. His entire house was ransacked.

He swore loudly, “What do these guys
want?”

He made himself a cup of hot cocoa and sat
down on his table with the contents of the
‘Bishop’ file emptied on it. He went through
the routine of the senator from Florida. He
learnt about his likes and dislikes, passions
and prejudices.



“This block has some great security.
Unreachable from anywhere within 200
yards” he thought. With a schedule such as
his, chances were slim and he would need
considerable luck and a cool head.

It was certainly the toughest job of his life
and if he would pull it off, he was going to
cementhis placeasthegreatesthitman of the
generation. He decided that the best time to
kill him would be on Sunday at the Brussels
Golf club when he would be teeing off with

He drove down to Brussels on Saturday,
2oth May, had dinner at the Marriott and
slept soundly. He woke up at 500 hours
and felt quite confident about the hit. But
something bothered him. He thought,
"Killing isn’t so easy when your life hangs in
the balance.” He collected his golf clubs and
reached the golf club at 545 Hours.

He teed off at 600 hours, finished up at
900 hours and waited in the car park for the
target. He looked at his scorecard. A 71.

the head of Interpol. The
Hawk thought, "That
would be the crowning
glory, killing him under
the nose of the Interpol
chief."

The logistics of the
operation were a problem.
He would get only one
shot from the car park
when the senator would
be playing 18th.
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“It would be fitting”,
thought the hawk, "That
he would die on the golf
course. He is crazy about
golf”.

After a week, the hawk
had everything in place. A
tee time at Brussels GC at

He thought,” At least
I broke par in what may
| turn out to be my last
round”.

Then he waited.

o Target: 1250 vyards
Elevation: 50 feet

i§ downhill Wind: smph

=3 from northwest

Collateral: None

Taking aim........

The senator stood
at the 18th tee. He
| addressed the ball,
% took the club back,
and swung it forward,
3 hittingtheball perfectly.

600 hours. He would finish his round, be in
the car park packing up when he would take
the shot.

A golf club camouflage for the rifle was
clever on his part. Nobody would search for
a rifle in a golf bag. Escape was not an issue.
Take the highway and reach Amsterdam in
3 hours. Everything was perfect, except the
shot. It was the toughest shot of his life and
his life depended on it.

Atthat moment he heard a car backfire in the
parking lot. The ball flew high into the sky
and dropped near the green, rolling towards
the hole.

He hears a whizzing sound behind him;
the ball falls into the hole and he slumps
forward with his last shot.

TARGET ELIMINATED

€ Anurag Limbdi, XII - A




The
Golden
Bird

e bird was unlike any
other I had seen in my
career as a vet treating

birds at the sanctuary. It was
so large and so beautiful that
I wondered how any of us
had missed seeing her before.
When we had cleaned the
blood from the wound, the
golden feathers shone in the
light. Sharp talons ensured
thatitdidnotattractpredators,
while the long, straight beak
suggested that it was not a bird
of prey. In fact, it resembled a
peacock, without the heavy
train and with powerful wings
adapted for flight.

I had joined the forest
officials during the annual
census, hoping to watch
the birds in their natural
environment, especially
some that had just recovered
from broken wings, feathers
that had to be carefully
replaced. We heard aloud cry
of pain nearby, and found
the golden bird fluttering
uselessly on the ground. It
appeared to have been shot;
the wings as well as its body
were grazed by the bullet.

“Poachers” 1 exclaimed,
shocked and angry at the
thought that someone would
harm such a magnificent
bird. It tried to shuffle away
from us.
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“We won't hurt you, we're
here to help you.” I coaxed it
gently.

Then she-it was a female
bird-raised her head and
looked at us. For a moment
it looked into my eyes, and
[ felt that it understood
somehow. Now, birds are
fairly intelligent, but the
level of intelligence and
comprehension [ saw
surprised me. Then she
lay down quietly, and we
brought her back.

We named the bird Jyoti,
for the red-gold feathers
that resembled flames. She
healed, surprisingly quickly
and began attempting to fly
almost immediately.

“What is she?” my
colleagues wondered to each

other, not for the first time.

A team of scientists came
to look at Jyoti.

“And there are no others
of this species that you have
seen?” They asked us every five
minutes between excitedly
chattering to each other.

“We must keep it under
observation,” one told us.
“We are taking it”

“Her” I corrected.
The scientist continued.

“Away from here, to a
larger conservatory to study”

I barely stopped myself
from asking “What if Jyoti
doesn’t want to be studied?”
and instead asked, “When?”

During those  weeks
of observation and care,
I noticed that Jyoti was
different. There was an
almost human intelligence
in those eyes. 1 felt that
she only tolerated being
treated like a bird because
we helped her.

So, afew months after Jyoti
was taken away, I was not
surprised to find her perched
on the gate of our sanctuary.
She trilled a melodious
song, which made every
forest worker and even the
other birds stop what they
were doing and listen. Then
without warning, there was
a burst of flame and she
disappeared, leaving behind
only a single, golden feather
in the dust.

@ Shailee Dixit, XII - B

A Rainbow Promise

(( his one is supposed to be a
masterpiece” said Aradhana. “I
have put six weeks of hard work

into this painting” said Abhimanyu Rai, a
well known artist of the 1990’s.

“l guess this creativity will bring you
millions. You do have a way with colours”
Aradhana mused. But all Abhimanyu ‘The
Artist’ could do was just laugh. In reality his
life was not as rosy as his paintings were. He
had a dull, monotonous life. He had no real
friends or family, all were merely flatterers,
sycophants. His only friend was Aradhana,
an editor in a daily newspaper. On their way

home, Abhimanyu asked “Do you think this
will bring in more flatterers or real friends?”

“Well, I think this time this beautiful
painting is going to get you a real friend”.
Said the ever optimistic Aradhana with a
huge grin. “Let’s hope for the best”.

The painting which was supposed to be
a masterpiece was merely a mix of all the
colours which showcased his turbulent
emotions and unfathomable feelings.

On the auction day, thousands came to
bid on the piece of trash which would have
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no value if the name Abhimanyu was not
attached to it. Keeping his fingers crossed,
he and Aradhana walked to the hall with

the unlikely hope of winning a friend .The
cream of the town was there. Also a beggar
who had no money to buy a square meal,
let alone a painting. He stood out like a sore
thumb in the august gathering.

As the auction began, the bid started with
a million!! Only a fool would pay a million
for a canvas full of different colours and no
real drawing. The bid reached as high as 51
million.

An upset Abhimanyu sighed, “Why am I
cursed with the misfortune of loneliness?”

Just then, the beggar stood up and said
“I bid love, friendship and care for the man
who shows his loneliness through such bold
strokes of colour.”
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This lightened up the artist’s face, he
exclaimed, “I am grateful to you that out of
such shallow people with so much in their
life, you and only you, my friend, could
understand and see through the paint.”

And in great jubilation he declared, “My
canvasis sold to this man for his friendship.”

He went to the beggar, hugged him and
murmured in gratitude to the powers above,
“Thank you.”

For years to come, the beggar and
Abhimanyu Rai remained friends, a support
and powerhouse for each other.

Truly they say, ‘Friendship is a promise to
stay together forever.’

@ Devanshi Mandalaywala, XII-B



then it's heaps of hard work. Having

survived three major heart attacks, a
heart transplant and a threat of lung cancer
Amy still stands tall. A young charming
women of twenty four, singing was her
passion, singing was her profession. At
the age of seven, her father left her side.
Having no keen interest in studies and not
a single penny in her pocket this little girl
volunteered in the world of glamour and
glitz. Being launched by just a local kid’s
band gave no meteoric rise to fame and
fortune. But she was determined and hence
undeterred.

Success bears no price tag. If it does

She followed her dreams, her passion
and sang.

Sang to the masses and was admired and
recognized.

She got her due bread and butter at a
tender age. Circumstances made her kneel
down and she had to support her family.

Growing up, she was wise and seventeen
gave her a recognition explosion. She
became the heartthrob of millions, an idol
to another hundred.

God didn’t give her enough strength
to handle fame and family. So she leaned
on drugs for sanity. They were her key to
survival. A concerned mother rebelled and
she retorted, as devastated as she was. Amy
rebuked and threatened to leave home.
Fortune was on her side for the time being
hence she left home in search of shelter.
Album after album, her fame and fan
following grew manifold and so did her
addiction. Series of a major and five minor
heart attacks didn’t change anything in

Lost Spark - A Saga

her life. She was one of the blessed.

Suddenly one fine morning at nine when
she was supposed to be in the recording
studio, she didn’t show up, nor an hour
later. Hours kept on passing and no sign of
her coming. Troubled as the people were,
they broke into her residence and found her
intoxicated and in the grip of another heart
attack. Her battered heart gave way, but she
was lucky to receive a heart transplant.

This was the turning point in her life and
she was keen on resurrection. She didn'’t
get any breaks. Her source of income was
absolutely nothing. She redeemed her
ways, reconciled with her mother. The
prodigal daughter was accepted.

She took charge of her life and made sure
everything was on track.

True eh? Who said Fame is easy.

& Aditi Dhawan, XII - B




The Unsung Hero

octor Emmer Brown was an
Dunsuccessful physicist working in

a small firm - Oscorp. He earned
his PhD from the NYU. He previously
worked at the multinational corporation
of Stark Industries - the largest producer of
iron works in the world - as a subordinate
technological development manager. His
boss, Mr. Samuel Jackson, fired him saying
that his ‘So-called’ inventions were crude
and useless. Samuel said that his invention
of a flexible iron polymer was absurd since it
was of no practical use to the world.

After being fired, he was depressed. He
had no confidence in himself. It was three
months and he hadn’t found a job. Then
one of his friends suggested that he could
work as a technological innovator and
researcher at the small firm of Oscorp.
Unlike, Stark Industries, Oscorp was not a
multinational corporation but had almost
all the technological devices and amenities
required for research and development
purposes.

As soon as he joined Oscorp, he started
workingonthedevelopmentofacarbonbased
chemical which can be used as a hardening
agent required by many industries. After
three months he successfully produced it.
He named it Carbon Emulator. The next day
he went to his new boss. Just like Samuel,
he disapproved of it dubbing it as a piece of
trash. Though he was not fired, he was very
depressed since he could lose even this job.
He put the Carbon Emulator back in his
back pack which contained all his previous
inventions - a self-sustaining generator, a
small arc reactor and of course his flexible
iron polymer.

He went home, sad and depressed and
threw his backpack on the table and
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went to sleep. But when he was asleep, he
was unaware that his life was going to be
changed forever. When he threw his bag, the
test-tube containing the Carbon Emulator
broke and all of it fell on the flexible iron
polymer. An unnatural chemical reaction
took place. This reaction was such that it
could produce tons of energy for hundreds
of years. The next morning he observed this
and was utterly fascinated. He made various
calculations and found that the energy
released from the reaction could be used to
make a Flux Capacitor which in turn could
be used to make a time machine!!!

He then spent days building the time
machine. He was going to become a time
traveler!!! He then decided to time travel
the next day but then it struck him that
his invention could be used for destructive
purposes and if it reached wrong hands
then it could mean the end of the world. He
decided to destroy the time machine. It was
truly a small step for a man but a huge leap
for mankind. He didn’t see his own good but
the good of the entire human race.

@ Pratham D.Ghael, XII B



Vitton on her arm and Steve Madden on

her feet, yelling at Julia, her assistant, for
her daily dose of Starbucks. People assumed
Julia to be really desperate to work for a devil
like her. This devil, Rachel Victoria Berry,
the editor of a prominent fashion magazine,
in New York was a terror. The work place fell
silent when she was around. She liked to go
by the name Victoria, it felt powerful and
she was driven by this power. Rachel was just
a weak, pathetic fragment of her past.

She barged into the office with a Louis

Julia came in with an invitation from
Ohio Public School; it was the reunion for
the batch 1999-2000. That wretched place!
Where she was bullied, thrown around,
made fun of because she was always bur-
ied in her green book with colourful pages,
which was her personal diary. That girl was
beautiful, she didn’t go by the status quo,
and she wanted to make a difference. She
swore she would never bully or hurt anyone.
She was another Person.

Victoria decided to go, if only to brag. She
was successful and big. She wanted to show
those “Popular kids” that she was not stupid,
she wasn’t a loser and she was definitely not
a fool!

As she drove into the driveway in her
shiny black Benz, an air of memories con-
sumed her and as she was walking towards
the gymnasium of Ohio Public School
where the big reunion was to be held, She
saw a small office where she spent most of
her high school, it was Mrs. Grey’s office.
She was the only person who she missed at
this school-- her friend, her mentor and her
guide. As she was about to stepin, a little boy
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of seven ran to her and said in a shrill scared
voice, “Grey sent this for you, she couldn’t
come. She is visiting her daughter in De-
troit”. Victoria saw it then, the green book;
she had given to Mrs. Grey hoping to never
see it again, to bury her past in Ohio, it had
a post on it which read, “Dear Rachel, if your
10 year old self met you now would she be
proud? Love, Mrs. Grey”.

Victoria went in the office, sat their crying
her eyes out, reading her own words, reading
Rachel’swords! Shehadn’tmadeadifference,
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she hadn’t fought bullying, and she hadn’t
been who she wanted to be! Rachel wouldn’t
be proud of Victoria. She had broken all ties
with her parents. She had forgotten herself.
She had lost herself. She had become a self
absorbed little witch.

Not anymore.

She had to become who she wanted to be.
She wasn’t alone; she had just lost all those
who cared for her. She never went to the
reunion. She went back in time.

She called her mom and apologized. She
went back to office next morning, but this
time she wasn’t Victoria, She was Rachel.

The office, New York didn’t seem like hell
anymore.

The next issue of her magazine theme was
“Inspire”, it didn’t figure size zero Victoria's
secret angels, it featured real women,
mothers, daughters, sisters, Michelle
Obama, Mother Teresa, Julia, Mrs. Grey, it
featured happiness and being the real you.
It was a reminder that everyone is born
beautiful.

This is not a story of a Fashion Designer, it
is the story of a real woman, it is the story of
finding one’s TRUE SELF.

@ Shikha Shah, XII C

Life of A Doctor

ife of a doctor is both harsh and blissful. They save
Llives but sometimes even the best doctors make
mistakes that may claim a precious life.
Doctor Crateman qualified with a glorious degree
from Stanford University was working his way up the
ladder to become a renowned heart surgeon. Being an

intern was definitely turning out to be
gruelling part of his career. Working
14 hours a day, 7 days a week,being
on call most of the time, standing
ram rod straight in long surgical
procedures, observing and making
careful attempts for hours without
enough sleep was routine, swaying
while walking and dozing off while
talking was nothing unsual. Apart from
the ever so frequent ‘code blue’ responded

by racing hearts, pressure and grief of death were just
another emotional hurdle. Being a doctor, one has to
be emotionally detached; this human instinct is hard to
master control over.

cloud of depression, nostalgia and sleeplessness



hovered in Dr. Crateman’s brain cells which
were tired of over use. Having stayed up
for the past 48hours, he was exhausted,
and the potency of his body’s dire need
to sleep was very hard to fight. Gathering
his residual strength drifting in and out of
consciousness,he somehow made it to the
his first heart surgery that he was allowed
to scrub in. Never had he thought that his
exhausted self might almost jeopardize his
career.

On the surgery table, he carefully held a
human heart the size of his fist, waiting to
be placed back where it belonged or rather
did his best to be alert . He almost dozed
off once and was awakened with a sharp
snap from his attendant, too tired to be
embarrassed he managed to use every ounce
of consciousness left to keep his eyes open
and his brain from slipping into the much
needed sleep. Things went smoothly and
the surgery was over without any codes.
He saw his nail had punctured through his
latexgloves; worry flooded his veins as he
calculated the possibilities of it puncturing
the tender heart tissue. But his brain was
too jumbled to make any sense of all that
had happened in the last hour leave alone
remember the details too minutely. Praying
everything goes well, he left with a pale dead
look and dark shadows under his half open
eyes.

Later in the day the same patient whose
vitals seemed just fine all day seemed to
have a halted heart due to excessive bleeding
which was seeping through the sutures.
Panicked he managed to explain to the chief
surgeon in a breathless manner as to what
may have caused itand that he was very sorry
for not having mentioned during surgery.
An angry chief left giving him a scathing
look. And doctor Crateman realized with an
over whelming sense of disbelief that this
might possibly be the end of his career at the
beginning itself.

The patient survived. The law body called
a meeting for his dismissal but the attendant
intervened and saved Dr. Crateman’s career.
He spoke of his own experience of such a type
of carelessness which could have claimed
his career, but with the second chance
he’d managed to find by keeping quiet, he
had saved a lot of lives and had the lowest
mortality rate. He praised Crateman for
being honest. Doctor Crateman was granted
his second chance after much deliberation
to once more attempt a climb to the summit.

& Srishti Mohan
XII-D




Superhero

daddy” said little Noorie to her

father, indeed he was her super-
man. What could be more heroic than fight-
ing for one’s own country and saving it from
ever growing rodents commonly known
as terrorists? Noorie was talking to Pratap
Singh Adhikar once known as Major Pratap,
one of the bravest men in the Indian army;
he had won every possible medal that the
army could confer, and now was going to be
awarded the Magsaysay Peace Prize for his in-
valuable contribution for war afflicted chil-
dren from India and Pakistan.

( The only superman I know is you

“Daddy, please tell me about Kar-Kargil,
what happened when you went there to
fight? Did you kill the bad guys? Did you hit
them? What happened then?”

Pratap Singh smiled. Known to be a
hardcore military man, he melted like butter
in front of his daughter; Noorie aka Nora was
the apple of his eye.

“Okay listen carefully Noo, here it goes. It
was the year 1999, July 4, we were in Kargil,
a town some 200 km from Srinagar. It was
midday, yet biting cold. We were fighting for
more than six hours now to capture Tiger Hill.
All around was dust and blood. Gunshots had
no effect on my ears, they were already numb.
[ was already hit in the knee. Bullets whizzed
past from all directions; I felt dizzy, I tried
to walk but the bullet in my knee wouldn’t
let me. All I could do was lie down and pray.
I was nauseous; one minute of waiting felt
like a hundred thousand years, my body
ached, my throat was parched. I tried to seek
refuge behind a boulder only to find myself
at gunpoint of an enemy soldier. He was a
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Pakistani. My end is near I concluded.My
entire life flashed in front of me. I closed my
eyes. Could I pretend I was dead?

“l haven’t even killed you yet,” said the
Pakistani.

This was not going to work, I knew there
was no way out. | summoned the warrior
within me.

“If you are going to kill me, then please
kill me fast. I have never liked waiting”,I said
feeling relieved.

“You are the first man I have ever met
who wants to die quick, won’t you plead for
mercy?” He said with a surprised tone.

“Look, I don’t have any weapon neither
can I run; I am defenseless, I can just wait
for you to kill me and if you think I will drop
myself to you, you are dreaming.” I said in a
sneering tone.

I was never going to ask him for mercy, you
see for a military man country is the supreme
religion.

I told the young man: “If  am going to die
please let me be the hero, my daughter will
atleast not be shattered”

Suddenly the enemy’s expression changed.
“I have a son who idolizes me, I know how
you feel. Iwon’t harm you, the guilt of killing

a father would always hover around me”.

The man paused and his eyes became
watery.



“I know you think that I
am betraying my country,
but for me I am taking a step
towards humanity”.

I couldn’t believe my ears!
ForamomentIcouldn’tutter
a word, my voice choked.

Finally I said,“ I....I cannot
thank you enough.”

The man interrupted
“Please don’t. 1 will leave
right now, hope you have a
good life ahead.”

Off he went. Tears of joy
rolled down my cheeks, I
realized that war is a mess, a
mess of dead bodies as well as
of lives.

I never saw that man again.
But I owe this life to him. He
taught me what peace is,
what true joy is. It is to see
your daughter smiling and
calling you a superhero.

July 4 will always be a
memorable day in India’s
military annals. We had
captured Tiger Hill after an
11 hour long bloody battle.
The Kargil war ended on July
26 with India’s victory. For
me it was a new beginning. I
left the army and took up the
rehabilitation of children
who had lost their families
in the war. This is how we
found Veer and Chandni
and Zara and all your other
friends dear Noorie. There
is no victory in war, no one
wins; instead lives are lost,

families broken, children
abandoned, wives shattered
and homes devastated! If
that is winning, who wants
to win? The real winning is

winning hearts not lands,
my Princess!

€ Himanshi Saboo, XII E
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tearing down deep rooted ignorance

and negativity, directing the
muddy waters of one’s life towards
the Ocean of Infinity. For me
the blessing came in the form
of a book; Autobiography of a
Yogi by Sri Sri Paramahansa
Yogananda. It brought
about a complete
metamorphosis in my
life, as it has done
and continues to
do to millions of
others around the
globe. Translated
into more than
twenty-one
languages and
used as a text and
reference work
in universities
throughout the
world, it is no
surprise that the
book has been
voted as one of
the hundred most
influential spiritual
books of the last
century. Interestingly
this was the only book
which Steve Jobs had
downloaded on his
[Pad. And he made
it a point to reread
it every year. Jobs
had first read the
book as a teenager
and had travelled
to India in quest of
a master. After his
heroic battle with cancer
he had left instructions
that copies of this life
changing book will be

D ivine Mercy often descends like an avalanche

gifted to all who would attend his funeral.




During my college years I had read the
first few pages of the book with skepticism
bordering on ridicule that is typical of
extreme youth. But slowly the contents
possessedmeandIdevouredithungrily
quenching the turbulations of my
young soul.

L

At the end of it I was
',_ exhilarated and exhausted
; as after a long and arduous
% pilgrimage to  some
= mountain top shrine.
-, The journey made

¥ Fhp
L~ me ponder, weep,
ik Y chuckle and gasp
with emotions
completely new
to my nature as
layer upon layer of
truth was unfolded
to reveal the pristine
wisdom  written
with rock like
conviction of a
true man of God.

In a colossal
sweep the work
embraces
knowledge
in its capa-
cious range;
from the
working of a
crescograph
revealing the
subtle inner
life of plants
and  metals
to an insight
into cosmic con-
sciousness. High phi-
losophy and science
rub shoulders with the
author’s experience with reincarna-
tion, resurrection, the law of miracles,

outwitting the stars, the soul’s journey af-
ter death, just to name a few. With deep
candour and subtle wit the sage describes
his meetings with Jagdish Chandra Bose,
Tagore, Mahatma Gandhi, Luther Burbank
and many more savants in their field.

A look into the lives of modern saints
of the world from Sri Ramana Maharshi to
the Catholic stigmatist Terese Neuman are
given in vivid and interesting detail.

Everythingisincluded and intermingled
with the author’s personal quest for self-
realization. Devoid of spiritual chauvinism
he makes us realize that God is not the
monopoly of any one particular religion.
The devotee with the ardour of his pure
love complels the Divine to appear in the
form dearest to him. The book also gives a
brief look into ancient India’s greatest gift
to mankind - Yoga - or ‘union’ with the
Infinite through a certain action or rite.

In the Autobiography there is a chapter
devoted to a holy cave in the very womb
of the Himalayas. I had an ardent desire to
go there, but knew it to be a preposterous
idea “may be in some other birth,” 1
sighed. Years later, miraculously my
defence personnel husband was posted
to the region. In an equally marvelous
manner we became acquainted with a
pious little group of the sage’s devotees
there. They took us to the holy cave and
after a few weeks we were posted back to
the plains! Surely the officials would have
never suspected a Divine hand behind the
shuffling! Each day I awake with the divine
presence of the Master whose celestial
promise rings through eternity: ‘I give you
my unconditional love’ a vow which offers
a deep solace in the midst of a strife torn
world.

& Sandhya S. Nayar
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illiam Buck has retold the story of
Prince Rama with all its nobility

of spirit. courtlv intrigue. heroic

alial

renunciation, fierce battles and triumph of
good over evil in a length and manner that
will make the great Indian epic accessible
to the contemporary readers. To this end
William Buck spent many years in studying
Sanskrit, planning and writing. Ramayana
was originally composed by Aadi Kavi (the
first poet) Valmiki of Sanskrit literature.
Many Indian writers have retold the story of
Ramayana in vernacular versions but Buck’s
English version of the Ramayan remains so
true to the lyrical verse and every line is a
rivetingand conjures upimagesasany classic
epic fantasy should. The tale almost takes
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different hues, although Buck has made

utmost efforts to maintain the originality.

Ramayana is not only the greatest
epic, but it makes up the framework
of Hindu religious culture and social
imagination. Valmiki not only tells the
story but transmits moral and ethical
values, speaks of the true identity of the
individual's real significance of family
andbalancing oflife. Buckhassucceeded
better than anyone in conveying the
spirit of the original. The retelling
also remains remarkably succinct and
the epic is reduced to mere 430 pages
without losing any section of the story.
It is a pity that Buck died at the young
age of 37 before he could translate more
of Indian classics into English.

I strongly believe that legacy is more
than financial inheritance. Legacy and
values are more powerfully conveyed
by telling stories to children than
through legal documents. Long before
the written word people told stories.
Stories are a part of the life fabric of the
whole community, the glue that holds
a society together. They are as essential
as food and shelter. Story telling speaks
to the human heart. We all should tell the
stories of Indian epics to our children.

The story of Prince Rama helped me in
knowing values, managing fears and being
neutral and accepting different values.

The basic function of this Indian Epic is
identity maintenance. When a person or a
community is more interested in fortune
seeking than in identity maintenance stories
are left behind and storytelling dies....

€ Bagampriyal
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udha Murthy’s '"Wise
SAnd Otherwise', 1 call

it 'Life in Words' as it
has real incidents of life
beautifully woven into
words. It represents talks
about and celebrates life the
way it is. It is a collection
of many stories and every
story brings out a facet
of human nature to life
and has something to say.
The passion with which
all the stories take birth
is remarkable. Some are
reflective, some require
understanding and some
need comparisons to feel
them. But all make you
think to be more humane
which is often forgotten.

When you take a look at
the cover page you come
across a dove and a lady
with innocence exactly
like that of the dove, both
staring at the world in front
of them as if asking you to
stop for a while and take
a look around to measure
the fathom of your life and
the happenings, they tell
you not to be judgemental
but reflect and analyse your
growth and development as
humans, want us to relate it
to the surroundings and the
present time, inspect and
retrospect.

Sudha  Murthy, the
author is another name
for simplicity which is

-

Wisaom “Shhar.ed

deeply felt in her treatment
given to the book. The
language, the characters,
the description of various
people and places almost
everything in the book and
about the book makes you
feel at home and connected
in no time. The way she
speaks about traditions and
customs clearly states that
she holds them in high
esteem. In her stories she
has covered and captured
Indianness. There is a story
in which She talks about her
teacher who said that, “the
greatest joy to a teacher is
to produce students better
than him". That story in
particular, is very close to
my heartbecause it keeps me
motivated and encourages
me to move ahead without
losing my focus, to be
honest and sincere in my
efforts and to give my best in
whatever I do. It pushes me
towards self- improvement
and in turn places a higher
goal to achieve in front of
me. It helps me keep myself
grounded and reminds me
of constant hard work. All
her stories knowingly or
unknowingly makes you
ponder and deepens your
understanding about life.
Anyone who reads this book
likes it instantly. The book
has evergreen appeal and
does not have any age bar.

The author has crafted

her experiences without any
pretensions and leaves it on
the readers to decide on the

moral grounds. The author
has written it with honesty
and wants it to be treated
with honesty.

The book is like a world
in itself where you meet
people from various
background and class, and
of different upbringing
and personalities whom
you may like or dislike,
appreciate or disapprove of,
but surely can't disconnect
with because it is part of
you, part of your world.

Rightly said, ' A Salute To
Life.'

& Dhvani K. Patel
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A Maglcal Journey

r I \he novel 'The Alchemist' written by
the Brazilian writer Paulo Coelho,
tells the tale of Santiago, a Spanish

shepherd boy who has a dream and decides

to follow it. The boy ventures in his personal
journey of exploration and self discovery,
symbolically searching for a hidden treasure
located near the pyramids in Egypt. During
his journey he sees the greatness of the
world, its diversities, the forces driving the
life on earth, and the materialistic realities
which are really immaterial. By the end of
the novel, he discovers that the treasure was
the journey itself, the discoveries he made,
and the wisdom he acquired. The book has

a hue of religion, but the message conveyed

is more important, that success is for those

who chase their dreams, their ambitions,
and rightly guided by the omens, success is
obvious.

So in order to achieve your dreams we

should keep moving forward leaving aside
our monotonous life, find new avenues,
hone our skills for reaching our destination.

According to the dictionary the word
'Alchemy' means any magical power or
processof transmutingacommon substance,
into a substance of great value. I believe we
all have that magical power within us. Each
and every person can be an Alchemist. As the
alchemist himself says, when he appears to
Santiago in the form of an old king, "When
you really want something to happen, the
whole universe conspires so that your wish
comes true." This book helps us to coruscate
our inner self. It touches your heart as the
story comes to an end. It teaches that every
treasure lies in our own heart and there is
no need to search for it in the outside world.
Search yourself and you get the world.....

& Lizzie Jackson
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A Metamorphosis In India

the first sight. The book

with its 9oo-some-
thing-pages loftiness,
maybe enough to waver
you from your choice. But
once you begin, the book
turns out to be addictive
and simply leaves you
wanting for more and it’s
then you realise that thisis
no ordinary novel. ‘Shan-
taram’ is one of those rare
books, which can make
one rethink life from an
entirely different perspec-
tive. It is almost a medita-
tive experience. A semi-
autobiographical  debut
novel of Australian writer,
Gregory David Roberts,
it tells the story of a pris-
oner who escapes to India
where he spends 10 years
before being caught and
extradited back to his na-
tive land. The book vividly
describes the beauty of in-
credible India, Mumbai in
particular. But at the same
time, the author does not
refrain from pointing out
the hypocrisies of the hu-
man nature. The fluid, de-
scriptive language is the
USP of the book. But it’s
the plot and the charac-
terization of Shantaram,
which appeal the most to
me and makes the book
my all-time favourite read.

I tmaybe, uncertainty, at

& Manashni Bawa




The Call From The Beyond

he book I have read recently is ‘The
Laws of the Spirit World’ by Khorshed
Bhavnagri. In 1949, Khorshed married

Rumi Bhavnagri and had two sons, Vispi
and Ratoo.

On February 22, 1980 she lost her sons,
Vispi and Ratoo in a tragic car accident.
The couple felt that they would not survive

for long because of the

trauma. They had lost
faith in God until

a  miraculous
incident

happened in their lives. The spirits of Vispi
and Ratoo tried to reach their parents
through a chain of people. It gave them hope
and helped them to continue the journey of
life. Khorshed and Rumideveloped powers of
concentration and started communicating
to their sons through a process called
‘Automatic Writing’. Vispi and Ratoo
unraveled the secrets of the spirit world and
thought that it would be of considerable
benefit to human beings on earth to know
the true laws of God and the spirit world.

According to the author, spirituality is a
“light’ subject. It is not about running away
into the mountains. It is about living your
life right here amongst people, facing your
problems and fulfilling your duties and
responsibilities. It is all about completing
your spiritual mission on earth.

I got this book from a friend and I believe
that I was destined to read it. It changed me
immensely in my personal and professional
life. I became more aware of the intentions
behind each and every thought pattern
and action. Analyzing the thought gave

me an opportunity of purgation
and I try to do it on a daily
basis only because of its
influence. The book
gives an elaborate view of
karma and how to lead
a life devoid of wrong
doings. We realize the
purpose of our life and
are unaffected by the
actions of others.

The book came to me when I had doubts

on the concept of life after death. Death is

not an end of life but a continuation of it.

The book says that we have to definitely

pay for each and every action, even the
feelings that we had gone through in this
life. It throws light on many things that we
usually neglect in our life.

It was truly a life changing experience for
me and it helped me to modify and approach
life in a more responsible way. I believe,
realizing the true purpose of this life is the
most important thing which is possible if
youexploreit. [suggest thisbook to everyone
as it enlightens one’s consciousness.

€ Nancy Chandran
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The Wisdom of Faith

(r I Nhe secret’ by Rhonda Byrne reaf-
firms our faith and reassures us that
we are meant to have an amazing

life. It makes us understand that each and

every moment of our life should be full
of excitement and we should enthuse it

with positive energy. It also shares that we
are born for a purpose and acceptance of
life as it comes and being grateful for each
and everything that we receive, is the key
to happiness and success. We are meant to
have everything that we love and desire. It
i tells that life is very simple and full of magi-
| cal moments. The only thing we need to do,
) is realize and discover that we are meant to
y appreciate and enjoy that magic within. We
W are nothing, but the most beautiful crea-

Il %

tion of this universe which is most powerful
and we individually have the power that the
universe shares with us. This book shows
us the way to an amazing life. We discover
something incredible about ourselves, our
life and the universe. It shares that life is so

much easier than we thinkitis, and as we
understand the way life works, and
the power that we have inside us,
we experience the magic of life
in its fullness and then our life
is full of magical moments.

This book shares that

everything that we want to be

or do comes from Love and we

have a choice, whether to

love or harness the positive

force or not. It tells that

we are a magnet and we

attract everything in life.

The law of attraction is

unfailingly giving us every

single thing in our life based

on what we are giving out. We

magnetize positive and negative

circumstances on the basis of what we

give out to the universe in the form of our

thoughts. It also focuses our attention

towards the feeling of gratitude towards

everything  that

we receive from

the  universe.

The book also talks about discovering joy in

relationships and the presence of the heaven
within.

The book ends on a very positive note and
it was a great learning experience for me.
I have only one thing to say after reading
it.....Become one with the Universe and let
the Magic of your life begin.....!!l!

& Preeti Luthra



ail not our Feast - Vin-
Fcent Godfrey is a play

with a true and genu-
ine storyline that reflects the
meaning of friendship. The
play is notable for its thought
provoking and insightful
analysis of human nature.

The play revolves around
three women characters. It
depicts the struggle of Nora
Blake, the protagonist to
maintain friendship despite
all upheavals. Strangely, the
friendship is carried on to
the next level when after her
death, Nora’s spirit returns
to fulfill the promise that
she had made to her friends.

Nora, Joan and Matilda
are three friends who make
a promise in school to have
a yearly reunion. They grow
up and end up in different
professions. Nora, the one
down on her luck, becomes
a thief wherein the other
two seem to be in noble pro-
fessions. Joan Conway is a
M.P and Matilda Walters
expects to become the Prin-
cipal of a prestigious school.
At their usual gathering,
they meet but without Nora
who is imprisoned for steal-
ing furs from a shop. How-
ever, Nora turns up in time
to attend the gathering and
keeps her promise. Matilda
however sees it against her
social status to be with a
shoplifter and rebukes her
and decides to leave. Nora

realising that she was an un-
welcomed guest decides to
leave. Though Joan, requests
her to stay, the cold and cal-
lous attitude of Matilda
forces her to leave the place.
Right then, Joan receives a
call and to her shock, it's re-
vealed that Nora committed
suicide in order to keep her
promise and it was the ghost
of Nora that had turned up
for their yearly gathering.

The play turns to be a trag-
icone arousing the feeling of
pity for the protagonist. The
readers or the audience are
left with varied questions
in mind; was it right on her
part to commit suicide or
why does the social barrier
in friendship affect to such
an extent that it makes one
friend go against other or
have we forgotten the age
old thought a friend in need
is a friend indeed?

To me, a divine touch or
gesture can cure many a ag-
ony of life. A patient ear can
bring peace to a troubled
mind. Had Nora's friend
been kind to her, they could
do something to change her
ways.

Friendship is not always to
laugh and enjoy but a deeper
meaning imparted to stay
together in all situations.
Friendship in its right mean-
ing is to encourage each oth-
er and stay calm and bonded
in all situations that life has
to offer. Sadly the situation
that prevails today is this
missing thread of trust.

It is a play that can touch
one’s heart and at the same
time make you realize the di-
vine friendship that can cross
all barriers for its fulfillment.

@ Reshmi Nair
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A Lyrical odyssey —The Ramayana

ome stories are epics. They are
Swritten by a class of people with

unmatched depth, intelligence and
emotions. A reader can only desire to
lay hands on the original text of such
literature, and comprehending them is
a luxury which only few can earn and
afford. India is wunapologetically rich
in such spell binding and life changing
literature. Yes, life changing because that
is undoubtedly the principal aim of the
divine poets and authors who wrote them.
Among the myriad of Indian literature,
The Ramayana,is a classic which people of
all ages find irresistible. The Ramayana is
said to be the world’s first poem. It is an
oceanic collection of 24,000 verses which
sings about King Rama and incarnation
of Vishnu - the Supreme God who came
down to earth as the perfect man to fulfil a
divine destiny.

The Ramayana - A Modern Translation
by Ramesh Menon is a smooth journey
for someone reading this dramatic tale
of intense philosophy for the first time.
It is a beautiful compilation of all the
Kands (sections), mythological facts and
enthralling short stories related to the
main characters. Some fragments in the
book seem nostalgically similar while
some shockingly novel, some imbibe
purest of joys while others leave the face
tear stained; the narration being strong
and dramatic guarantees a whirlpool of
emotions in its readers. There exists a
passionate feminine grace in the subtle
rhythm which flows graciously through
the book. The descriptions of characters,
their personalities and the events relating
to them inspire mental visuals of brightest
anddullesthues. Allin all, Ramesh Menon’s
poetic translation is brilliant for a novice to
Indian philosophy such as young students.

It gives first hand factual knowledge
required regarding the plot and characters.
The book however does not analyse or
interpret the events into philosophical
doctrines; it simply kindles the fire of
excitement towards Hindu philosophy
and leaves the reader with a choice to pulp
out the knowledge it offers indirectly.
One should dedicate a considerable time
reading and understanding the rich
meaning of the Ramayana through other
pieces of literature also.

This exceptional story of Vishnu
and Lakshmi born as Rama and Sita is a
heroic yet ironic tragedy in which Rama
restores the balance of goodness and evil
by demolishing Ravana - The greatest
Rakshasa of Treta yug because his wife is
kidnapped by the demon, but eventually
is separated from his beloved anyway.
Unlike the usual fairy tales adorned with
“Happily ever after” tags; the Ramayana
talks about the inescapable Karma which
even the Gods live by. The moral of the
story lies in the realization of duty towards
universal goodness and compassion,
even if one does not achieve a perfect end
while achieving it. The Karma one attains
by extending compassion to all is of the
highest rank and shall be carried forward
to the next life while you presently balance
out the karma of the previous one. Power
of choice precedes our behaviour which
results into Karma. We choose between
good and evil, ignorance and knowledge,
compassion and anger; we hence write
our destinies. The Ramayana guides us
through the choices we face in life, hence
leading us towards the divine. Read it and
feel peace at heart and soul.

& Swati Kokra
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