OCTOBER
2022

AVIATURE 2022

- .”
‘a.‘
| |

" l'-' " l'
!

T R R




"T will tell the stars about gou.
They will teemble
when they hear
of fow bright you shine."
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We're intrigued by the question of where creativity comes from. We do believe

that one creative act or work has a tendency to inspire others. When looking at the

relevance and importance of literature, creativity is the first thing that comes to

mind. Creativity plays an important role in our lives when it comes to connecting
and expressing our unique ideas with others. Hence, we bring to you our next
edition of Literary Fowrnal which includes some of the best creative pieces of
poetry and prose.

This publication wouldn't have been possible without the support of my peers who

have joined me as editors. &F am buoyed by their enthusiasm, their expertise, and
their enthusiasm to read drafls of this journal. F am also indebtedly thanlcful to

my teachers who kept me on my toes during this publication, and helped with

everything from editing to designing. Peruse this issue and you will probably

become interested in something you had never thought about before. Read cover to

cover and you will certainly enjoy something that inspires or provokes you. H
really needs no introduction, but it does need engaged readers through which to
come alive and hopefully when you're reading, you'll forget all about me and this

nofe, which means g ve done my joé.

gfqﬁﬁy and gmﬁﬁd reading !
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THE RELICS OF JING

Her name was jing. Her hair often looked [ike it had the _prowess to swallow her wﬁo[e, and her
eyes shone so 51”1:961‘ that the stars would fee[ as tﬁougﬁ tﬁey had comyetition. One ﬂyﬂ[ c{ay,
she decided to clean her room and the relics she foum{ tmnf}aorteaf her to a world she was not

sure she wanted to go to. She flipped through all her colouring books and concluded, “T am still
a child”

She is cleaning out ‘teen’ magazines that have aged like milk with all the women tall and white
and chiselled. She remembers looking at her thighs in the mirror for hours on end, believing
that 1]( she Just tried hard enougﬁ she could look Just like them. “I was eigﬁt years old” she

recounted.

Jing found a_photo from that one Sunday at her friend’s. They loved going to the roof and
\pretenafin‘g that tﬁey were on tgp of the world. ’fﬁe‘y migﬁt as well have been, it sure fe[t like it.
She strokes her friem{’s face in the L}Jﬁota and remembers how her mother fec{ her lunch and
Jing walked home after saying her polite thank-yous, promising them she would call when she
got home safe.

On the way back, Jing heard calls. Jing heard hoots. Jing heard shouts. Two men told her all
the fﬁin‘gs tﬁey would like to do to her. She did not know them. She did not like how she fe[t. She
didn’t know how to feel, she didn’t know what to say. Jing was afraid because she felt wrong
and she didn't know wﬁy. But she got home safe and she forgot to call. Did she get home safe?

She strokes her own face in the photo and recounts, “I was twelve years old.”

The heat is 5ettin5 to her. It is on(y Z\[_pri[ and the sweat causes her fem[ hair to cfing to her
skin. She heaves a sigh and tucks away the photos, organizing all the magazines. She could not
throw them away. These were relics of pain. Broken relics that would sell at auctions-not
because they were valuable, but because they were intriguing. They were the kind of relics one
could make fun of and get away with it. But they were hers. Memories she would rather bury
clogged the air with their collective dust, both on her fingers and in the recesses of her mind.
These were the relics of Jinﬂ, to the rest af the worﬁ{, wortﬁ[ess, but to ﬁer, a world so Eeautifu[
it hurt to visit often.

- By Hyaneijemmy Das
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ALL OF IT AGAIN

March 3, 2022
Tﬁursafay,
Time: 8:00 P.M.

Dear D-iary,

My childhood memory is still vivid. Sometimes I just sit in my room reminiscing about-my childhood days,
thinking how pleasant and stress-free those days were; we did not know what stress was)

We did not have to stuc{y, do cﬁares, run errands anc{cauﬂ{just ﬁqpyily chit chat and watch television with the
family without any pressure of having to do our assignments. Well, maybe I am just having a bad day today,
everything is just overwhelming and these moments are coming back to me like a movie.

I still remember how my father and mother used to tuck me into bed after reading me a bedtime story, but
sometimes my fatﬁer Wau[c{just send my mother away and let me watch some movies or cartoons! Well, I
watched Frozen many times because of that. P.S. Elsa is my favourite Disney character, Ha! Hal I remember
those a(ays when T wo-u[c{just run te myfarenfs’ room and ask to sfeﬁp with them because the other c{ay my
mother had told me that monsters under my bed would come and take me if I did not eat my vegetables and
drink my milk; well they would let me sleep with them because my father would jokingly scold my mother telling
it was her joke that made me scared and T had my rights to sleep the night there! There would be times when
our whole family would dance together, my father would carry me and sway me around until T fell asleep. Now
that I think of it, it wasjust a way to make me faff as[egp and have ayeacefu[ S[GEP. (lf onfy, on(y I would

have a chance to do it again).

My first day of school... was not very memorable but it was okay, everything is a memory. I remember being all
excited to go to school but after they dropped me at preschool. Oh' Godl Tt was like hell for me. I didn’t [ike the
fact that T had to study and could not watch Jake and the Neverland pirates or Doc McStuffins whenever T
wanted to. To be honest, I was not very social. I was very shy and scared to communicate with other feqy[e; 50
it was quite hard for me to settle in. My father would take me to amusement and water parks and make me
ride the roller coaster, even tﬁougﬁ he was scared, because ultimately he was doing it for my sake. Then came
the ﬂrst zfay af middle scﬁoo[, I was ﬁonest[y very scared’ﬁecause I ﬁearc{ it was very ﬁfmfﬁut it wasn't rea[(y
bad. At least I passed middle school without having an F on my report card - thanks to my mom’s inspirational
speeches at our dining table during meal times. High school was not as bad as I had expected; T made really
good friends and met some amazing people who I think T consider my lifelong friends. I remember my mother
telling me how important friemfs are-in [ife, but there can be some people out there who can leave you in your
szficuﬁ‘ times. We do not.need-imjosters in our lives.

There were many bad dﬁys Just like today but back then, I had people around me to console me and make me
happy. T wonder how everyone is doing now? Are they happy? Are they sad? 1 don't really know, but T hope
everyone is having their greatest time and I hope they have an amazing life without having any regrets. I
really wanted to attend my high school graduation along with my friends and family and have a dance with
them. I'do not know if it will be possible now. To be honest, I would love to replay all my memories and go back
to those days. And if someone would ask me to play a song to describe my [::fe, “I would play a song which would

never end.”

Yours [aving@,
Uno - By Kankeha Saikio
‘ Cless X
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A Poitler Fil

We do not need someone to tell us who we are
or what we can do. I mean, what is better than

69:’?1‘9 inafg}aemﬁmt human 691’?155 who can both

learn and earn for ourselves. The world is in
need af people like you and me who believe in
themselves and do not give up easi(y.

If equality is in demand it must be for
everyone because everyone has the rigﬁt to
express tﬁemse[ves, fo {peaf what’s on their
mind and to come out freely. We will be
creating a world where everyone’s g}oinion is
heard and every decision is res:pecteﬁf The
making of this new world needs a new you
with new ideas and new 6e[iefs. This new world

af ours should be free of si[[y stereotypes like
6oys wear blue and 5ir[s, Jm'nf,

§pea(ing of stereot&pes, it is the one fﬁing
that is actua[[y stgpying us from ymgressing
in the rigﬁt direction. What does 'stereotwae’

oversimplified image of a particular thing.

Just like how we simply often assume that all
teenagers are rebels.

¢ ¢
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Stereotyyes on the whole are most[y wrong,
unfoum{ec{ in bad assumytians, and create
unnecessary misconceptions that are also
ﬁurtfu[ This makes an aﬁsorﬁing case for wﬁy
we must open our minds and oppose such
stereotypes.

It is causing a big problem in our modern
Society as it labels how a _person should act or
[ive accor&ﬁn‘g to their gencﬁzr, race, yersonaﬁ'ty
and other factors. This could affect individuals
who yerﬁqps like a@fferent tﬁin‘gs or do
c{ifferent activities but fee[ ashamed af c(:::ing
50 because of these menaces of society. To make
this world a better y[ace for everyone, we first
need to understand and then start cﬁanging
our yercgptions.

}fumanity has fa[&m to a level that a mora[@

wrong culture is a[arming(y normalized, Tt is

now time for us and our ﬂeneration to learn
mean? 1 would say it is a fixed and from our findings and unlearn the things we
saw in the past. Everyday is an opportunity to
learn something new. So, what did you learn

today?

- By Mahiya. Kheman:
Clrss X
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THE DAY IMET THE CRANES

Once upon a time, there was a magica[ y[ar:t which could heal all disecases and make a sick

_person ﬁeaﬁ‘ﬁy again. I was a[ways fascz’naterf to finaf rﬁary[anr but I never knew where and
how roffndit,

One cfay, my 5mm{fatﬁer got very sick and all the doctors said that he wouldn't survive...I was
devastated. But then the fﬁou‘gﬁr of the matqfca[y[ﬁnr came to my mind and T decided that 1
woufc{fim{ tﬁatjy(ant no matter what. So I went searcﬁing for the yecia[y[&nt. I continued
(oafing for it but I hadn't ﬁac{any [uok Yyet. Hfter some time, I heard some voices coming from a
distance. I looked around and saw somefﬁmg unusua[ under/a tall tree far away. I moved nearer
to the tree to get a closer look at it\

When I moved close enou‘gf I 5¢ saw cmnesf ,L.startec{ runnmg Immeaﬁate(y When I tﬁougf 1t 1 got
rid of them, I stopped. But just rf.«m the q‘anes ﬂew dowit am{ landed rzgﬁt in front of me. I
was rerrzfzec{ and without fafmg anotfer cﬁance I star‘ c{ Rtnnzn‘g agam. I stgpyed when I
fma[[y saw...the Jv[ant and s s{zp{ Tﬁe ci‘aries Now the cran ‘r,z i /1 were facmg each other. “Let
us see how capable you are, little 51r[ aid| the cranes-We glared it ea achiother-In the next three
seconds we all ran towards the special Jn[ant Before the cranes équ d even touch it, I caught hold

of the plant and ran away in tﬁe gpyosztc c{:remon covcrmg }ny ﬁeac{ tﬁmémg they would

attack me. / S

“That is how capable T am!” I said to myse[f }Iﬁ‘er 50qu ﬁome L gave ) the plant to my
5mmﬁ[atﬁer but T Egpt everytﬁmg I went tﬁrougﬁ a secret. forevef" My jmm{fatﬁer 501‘ better

and I was pleased with myself for not giving up and being 5o brave and most importantly
saving my ‘gmmﬁfatﬁers life. :

-BY Ihaya Bora
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My life Jine: friends <

What man does not have ups and downs in his life? While some people feel that their life is
imbalanced, mine fee[s like it stays balanced on a beam-balance because the number of times I
have had my downs, the ups were afways waiting next in line! The reason wﬁy my ups were
a[ways 50 {}Jecia[ has its own sanity. The cause is Simy[e, yet {peciaf It is FRIENDSHIP'!

My ups and downs have always shared one thing in common, the presence of my friends. They
feel sad but give me courage when I am discouraged and are always there as supporters of my
achievements. I would regret not showing them gratitude for their loyalty which they deserve.
My mistakes turn into achievements because I have always had friends as pillars to support me.
Weirdly, it feels worse when I feel like my friends do not want me rather than not getting
selected for an inter-house event or when they stop talking to me suddenly out of the blue. The
distance gets bigger, I feel sadder but I realise that I have always misunderstood the situation
as at the end of the day, they always want me around for the smallest of things or want to tell
me all about that later. These things might be insignificant but the moments are not.

Growing apart from them fee[s [ike a nigﬁfmare every c{ay because every moment spent with
them is never wastefu[ Instem{, it turns into a cherishable memory. Be it sﬁaring a small cam{‘y
or a box of Jvizza togetﬁer, ﬁaving late nigﬁt conversations every sin‘g[e c{ay yet the ﬁqpyiness is
the same Eecause, it is them- the same old yegpfe who you can never ‘get bored with!

Tﬁey are there for me when T need and a[ways will be and quite ﬁonesf[y, that is enau‘gﬁ.

- By Urvee Rath:
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You were never a_problem. there is nothing wrong with you, please do not fee[ insecure

aﬁout ‘yourseg[, you are 500%6”01&56 a[reaa(y.

Dear Bm{‘y,

Love,

Me

Body positivity, broadly, is about loving yourself and others regardless of physical - ‘ e
appearance. It is about encouraging self-positivity, acceptance and health. It is taking the -
focus away from looks and idéntifying people by their strengths and non:pﬁysica[ \

characteristics.

Personally, 1 feel that body positivity is not just about challenging how society views people
based upon their yﬁysica( size and sﬁg_pe, however, It also recognises that juc{gments are
often made based on race, gender, sexuality, and disability.

I agree with the fact that there will a[ways be a scope for improvement in everytﬁing
in [:fe. Just like that, we can make ourselves fitter but c{eﬁnite[y not Ey ﬁating ourselves!

Remind yourself that the world we see online, on television or magazines are represented
through many fi[ters and are not real, do not set unrealistic goals to have a body like

someﬁoc{y else. All of us are imye;fect@ 5eautiﬁt[

Another imyortant tﬁing in the context of Eody Jyositivity is that 6035 should not be excluded
from the body positivity conversation because it affects all, starting at a young age.
Encouraging acceptance of self and others, regardless of body shape and size, helps decrease
bullying and judgment among us. It will help protect against a negative self-image and
unhealthy attempts at changing body shape and weight. There is nothing more beautiful than
imperfection.

Train yourself both mentally and physically. Unleash your light, unveil your power, you are

not just a ‘pretty little thing’, you are so much more than that. Believe it.
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IT IS ALRIGHT TO BE AFRAID

Whenever we expose our vulnerabilities to someone by sharing our fears, the common responses are, “Be brave
and courageous” or “You should be fearfess”. However, tﬁey don’t tell us HOW we become fcar[ess. How do we
overcome our weaknesses? How do we afefeat our fears? I f you would seek my perspectives on such questions, I
would say that we have to face our fear. Everyane is afmfrf of various rﬁings, tan‘gfﬁfe or irr.fangfﬁfe, at
cﬂfferenrjaints in their [ives. In order to overcome what You e{reaa(, Yyou have to 5atﬁer yourse@( am{face it no
matter how harsh it may seem. In an analogical explanation, you need to be present at the obstacle course before
comy(etinﬂ the hurdle mce,J'ust like how Yyou need to face yaurfear 66fﬂ?"€ overcaming it. You can choose to live
with horror and trepidation, but you can also choose to be brave and overpower the terror.

Fear is widespread among humankind, but is fear a flaw? Like all things, fear also has its pros and cons. Fear
helps you understand yourself better. It helps you identify your weaknesses and creates self-awareness. It also
fe‘l}is in yrofecting yaurce[f because it is human nature to set up a se@[ a’éfeme barrier agairist whatever
frightens you. The negative side of fear is when it holds you back from doing something positive. We have to
_push our fears to achieve greater possibilities. At the end of fear lies success. If we want to achieve victory, we
have to cross the threshold of our fears. It surely can be really hard to conquer our fears if we do not know how
to  overcome them, but with time and effort, it will eventually happen. Consistency
is the key. You have to trust the process.

Disrtfpﬁng fear isa [engtﬁy task, but you fave to start somewhere to 361‘ over it. In this case, you may have a
Lp[etﬁom of questions runﬂfn‘g in Yyour minc{, like where sﬁau(zfyou start? We[[, ifyou are afmic{, the ffrst tﬁin‘g
to do is to canfmnt it. Facing yourfears is the best way to overpower them. You should afways try to do tﬁings
that you are terrified of. For example, if you have the fear of public speaking, you should try to speak more in
front ofyegp[e unti[you ffna[fy conquer yourfears.

You can start 63 socfafising with Your peers, am{mmec{ay you will 6eLprout{af how ﬁzr you’ve come, a million
emotions running through your veins as you deliver a speech on stage in front of a bunch of strangers. It
doesn't matter {f‘yau stutter or stumﬁfe the road to 6mvery is mugﬁ your role is to not let others belittle your
se[f worth amflfegp trytng.

As long as you are better than what you were yesterday, you are not doing anything wrong. In this journey of
overcoming your fears, always keep in mind, “It is alright to be afraid”. It makes you human

- By Aarnavi Ghosh
Clss )
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C[icfin‘g pictures of the Eeautifu[ sEy 5rin3s me serenity. Just Ey seeing the different sfy
colours of the sky and the different shapes of the clouds that change everyday leaves me
intrigued. How can something be so pretty? I usually wonder how the sky, which is
[iterally gorgeous, can be seen for free?

The sky is something which anyone can enjoy, it doesn't matter if you are poor or rich. I
click yﬁotagr{zpﬁs of the sfy so that I can see them when I want to and know how tﬁey
have looked before. I do not just enjoy looking at the sky when it is pink or any other
colour, 1 enjoy watching it even when it's just a plain blue colour with no variation.

I enjoy the beauty of the sky, like how a human can be pretty on the inside. Every time I
look wp T am compelled to exclaim as if I am put under a spell , “The sky is so_pretty!”

Sometimes my friemﬁs mock me for being so obsessed, yet I really do not mind because that

is who I am. A simple girl who loves the sky! - By Shambhav: Jindal

ART MA’ Me Class IX

Art is a_piece of creation. It calms our minds.

It is my ﬁoﬁﬁy because we can make an‘ytﬁin‘g we want to. I like art and Jrawing because it kills
my boredom. Whenever 1 get bored, I imagine things and draw them out, be it anything.
meing Eegps me ﬁqpyy and yaci)(ies my mood. It has no bounds to it; one can draw whatever

trying to learn it and I love to do so. Anyone can learn art regardfess af their age.

It is one of the best tﬁings ever to make one ﬁg}gpy.

tﬁey want to wherever and whenever. I started c{mwing when I was in ﬁftﬁ gmcfe. I am still

- By Pezaw/i Rio

Class V]
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”l‘he Woman Who Lost Purpose

Natasha, a woman in her early twenties, had a very normal and happy life. She lived
with her mother who was a very cheerful and hardworking woman. They were content
with each other. Her mother owned a small restaurant near their house which sufficed
them for their c{aify essentials. On Christmas Eve, Natasha had Jv[annec{ the evening
out with her only best friend, Anne. They had been friends since they were twelve.
Tﬁey got into the car and decided to 4o to a nice cafe’ nearﬁy. Natasha however, far
some reason had an uneasy feeling about the entire idea. Since Anne was driving and
she had a ﬁistory of imyai?‘eaf c{riving, Natasha asked Anne 1f she could drive, but
Anne found that offensive and started fighting. She was driving so fast =

that she failed to see the man in front of her car! She ran him
over and swerved into a pole.

Natasha woke up in the hospital and found her aunt
crying in the chair beside her. She asked ﬁerr
what date it was. She said that it was
Christmas eve, but Natasha said that .
Christmas was yesterday. After that the " / aunt told her what
had happened in the twelve months that she was\ " in a coma, her mother
had passed away because she had sold her shop and the house and was overworking to
_pay her hospital bills and compensate for the victim’s family.

Just then the detectives came in, cﬁarging her for killing that man. T) ﬁey told her that
she was driving and that she killed him when what happened was that she was
unconscious and that her so-called best friend was wide awake and had put her in the
driver’s seat and smudged her blood on the airbag. She pleaded to the police officers
that it wasn’t her who was driving. But a person can only plead so much. The next

morning, tﬁey foum{ Natasha’s Eocfy in front of the ﬁogpita[; she had jumyec{ off the | |
top af the Eui[cﬁng. | }

- By Venia Singh
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The release of the board examination results is an
Indian ritual. Every summer, CBSE, ISC amfay[etﬁam
of state boards successfully paralyse households
nationwide in antfc‘f}mn’on af these hallowed numbers.
Teacher, student am{pamnt become one in the waiting.
Neighbours, family friends and relatives follow closely
in tow, ready to spring into inquiry at the slightest
hint of new information regarding the results. As an
event, the release af these results istamc{oxicaf: For all
the sensationalism, it is perhaps one of the most
lebeian events to take place on the annual calendar —
after af[, each one af us must e:gperfence it!

The common narrative holds that You 5er a igaocfscare’,
which gets you a ‘good college’, which, in turn, brings
distinquished professors, intelligent peers and a world
of opportunity — essential stepping stones towards the

fulfillment of, it would seem, any conceivable dream.

Conventional [adders of success — corporate jobs,
research, engineering, finance, law, civil services — are
ima‘ginec{ to be unscalable without a gfowing Class 12
score to yrgpe[ one @wanﬁ.

Several popular examples are circulated annually to
bolster the credence of ‘this tale. Want to be an actor?
Enroll for a c@gree in Economics from Delhi University,
that is what Shah Rukh Khan — the ‘King of
Bollywood ﬁimseg — did. Want to go into comedy?
Biswa Kalyan Rath, the national ‘mast aadmi’, was an
IITian before he was a comedian. Want to write books?
Even Upamanyu Chatterjee slogged through the system
all the way down to clearing the UPSC before letting
his trenchant tongue loose in literature.

This is J'ust the story every student likes to believe shall
be his or hers, when the time comes. A belief bolstered
by the farcical ease with which thousands score over
ninety-five per cent in these examinations, every single
year.

With co[[ege cut—affs f{ancing Jangerausfy close to a
hundred percent, one would think perfection is merely

——— Y OIS T

BOARD RESULTS?!

the norm for high school academics in India. What
needs to be understood here is tﬁatye?fectian is a
myth and trying to mold every child, in the same
manner, would not do any 5305{ to society rggardﬁzss
of tﬁeyerfect score.But then again,yerfecﬁﬂn, in any
context is such a coveted ideal because it is so
elevated above what's normal. Translating this in
terms of board results, it means that there are lacs
— 10,88,800 students, to be exact — wﬁo‘yerfarmec{
below this quasi-norm. Does the story end here for all
those who failed to live up to society’s expectations?
Or is there, yerﬁqps, more to the {Pi?‘it of human
endeavour than validation in the system’s eyes as one
comes of age?

Remember the hundreds of videos, articles, online
statuses and conversations which have told you that
you are not defined by the two digits the board has
to Lpresenr You with your efforts (m* lack tﬁereaf) —
because they're all correct. School is over and your
ﬁfe has fina[fy Eegun. Biogr@pﬁies of eminent
individuals rare{y delve r:fegp into the ﬁtyﬁ school
years of any of them, because kids are invariably
idiots and that’s normal.

Not ﬁaving ayerfect score that looks sﬁiny isn't the
end of the world. Life still goes on and new challenges
await. Success means to be the best version o

yaurse[f. This is something no textbook in the world
can teach you. So, get out there, live, fall down seven
times, rise up e{gﬁt, and fa[(aw your passion. Create
what you desire and have no regrets. There are
endless possibilities of what the world could offer you
and yet another million of what you can offer to the

world, And the Lperfect and fmyerfect score isn’t one
of those.

This is the world we live in, where they tell you, this
country is your oyster: Believe that you can live your
dreams and that 1f you work hard enough, one day
you will,

- By Yashodhara Mahanta
Cless X
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The fading smell of the aroma lamp and the deafening, monotonous ticking of the old clock
surrounded the room, [it Ey the aﬁserving moon among the stars. The crumy[ecf sheets and the book af
moral decadence decorated it along with the melancholic, desolate man in the middle of it all. Beyond

even the devil's hour, he could not ﬁe!p but be fiffec( with nosm@ia and remnants af his
Sﬁafeg}aearean tm‘gec{‘y. The tra‘gec{‘y of his love.

The famous line, “Journeys end where lovers meet,” was running rings around his mind as he realised
how it holds in it, a truth to its meaning. However, his journey in fact, began only when he met her
yet still ended with her. The cheerful voyage they set out on turned grievous as it shipwrecked and
drowned. It is not even metqpﬁorﬁcaﬁ'

The vivid memories of water clawing at his lungs, the memories of the inability to differentiate the
cold tides from tears and the memories of her rough fingers slipping from his still burns his
fin\gert;’ps. In his E[urring vision, he cou[c(on[y see distant illusions 0f the L{Oomec(c(ay, He can see her
frail form under the stars, under the waves, submerged completely. He can see the raging lightening
and hear the murderous sounds of thunder. He can see her fear reflecting his own. He can feel her
despair far more than his own.

He wished to sail his sweetheart across all seas and to dance on all the lands. He wished to see her walk on her
condemned pyre and reign over fallen empires. Alas! Tender is the night for the heavenly curse. The curse of
the seas and all it holds, the land and all its people, empires and all their kings. Shutting his eyes, the smell
facﬁec{away and time, eﬁz{pite her crueﬁ‘y, mamentarf{y Stgpyeaf In the moonlit m:’dm’gﬁt, he was wﬁisfzc{away

to timeless sfegy.
- By Prmidake Rapsung
Chlss X
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CBOSSBOADS IN LIFE:
ADOLESCENCE

Hi | My name is Aakanksha and my life- it is kinda crazy- no literally! I'm fourteen and what is expected
out of me is way 6eyond'my um{erstam{ing.

I am kept under supervision, yet expected to be independent. T am too young to voice my opinions- but old
enougﬁ to startforming mature ones. fffe atfourteen is notﬁin_g but canfusing. You can either be dumb or be
over-smart because well, is not a fourteen-year-old too young to be just ‘smart’?. But, hey! What did I even
expect- I am an adolescent, rigﬁt?

If T were to search up adolescence, our Dr. Google would say that it is the transitioning period between
adulthood and childhood, which is without any doubt correct, but if I were to explain what it is T would say It
a_phase, phase all of us have cither gone through or currently going through. It is a rather tough one I must

R ay.

Being an adolescent feels like your stuck in between two universes, universes that are miles apart. One
demands work and responsibility while the other demands nothing but fun. It is a world where curiosity
drives the mind and creativityfours out in the farm of colours. But Yyou see, it is not the most fun 5eing
stuck in the middle where you get the best but also the worst of both worlds. Expectations are usually in
extremes; we are expected to be a child and an adult at the same time. We start feeling emotions we never
felt as a child-extreme anger, aggression, anxiety, frustration, resentment and the [ist goes on. Most of time,
we do not even have an explanation for what we are feeling. We try and hold on to the vibrant shades of
childhood as it slips away yet the responsibility of adulthood feels distant. However, among all this
confusion, adolescence is not always sad and gloomy you know- with dopamine production at its peak,
adolescents are crazy, ener‘getic Eein‘gsf Curiosity _gel‘s the best of them am{pﬁysimf maturity tops it off

It’s a roller coaster ride of emotions to say the least, and the funniest part is that all of us sitting here today
has gone tﬁrougﬁ or is 501’?15 tﬁmu\gﬁ this ride. At the same time, when tﬁings go off beat, we afways fim{a
way to blame ourselves, convincing ourselves that what we are going through right now is solely unique to us.
We hesitate to talk about it- but the truth is we are all just in denial. So, here’s a tip I can give from my
_personal experiences: you know from when my little adolescent ride decides to go off beat- As a wise woman
once said- learn to de clutter Your minaf vent out what yourfee[ing, even If it's about this gpeecﬁ you had to
listen to it on a Saturday evening, I promise I would not mind. But most importantly learn to accept yourself,
and convince yourself that it is all just a_phase- you'll be alright one day, and that will come soon- have
faitﬁ - it wi[[a[[fass away!

- By Ackanksha Kuor
Closs X

— T RO RS TS
THE ASSAM VALLEY SCHOOL




‘%yro Shillong with Family

Vacations are the best time to have fun. When I came home for my summer vacations, I became very happy and
excited when I met my mummy, c&ufc{y, brother and sister. I ﬁuggec{ them tigﬁtfy, tﬁey told me how much tﬁey
had missed me and how my siblings were very bored and sad without me. I am the eldest amongst my siblings. I
was enjoying myself very much with my family. Sometimes, during the day I used to play with my siblings.
During the m’gﬁt, I used to talk with my parents Sﬁaring the hostel stories. During the evening, I used to do my
holiday assignments.

A few days later my parents and I planned to go on a vacation trip for a few days. After getting to know about
this, my siﬁ[ings ‘got very excited. That m'gﬁt, my fami[‘y and I were c{fscussing the trfp. We were cﬁscussing the
\Jverfecr Jestinatian, so I su‘ﬁgested we go to a ﬁi[[y area am{instantfy Sﬁi[(ang came to my mind. My famify
agreed to it and said, “ It's a good choice and the weather of Shillong is pleasant too.”

My siblings were so happy and joyful that they started becoming restless about the trip. Next day we started
our trip. It was a three hour long journey, we left at eleven in the morning and reached there at two in the
afternoon. The weather was very pleasant and cold winds picked through my hair. After arriving, we had
lunch at a very famous restaurant in Shillong and then we reached our hotel. It was very luxurious and
majestic. There were four separate rooms and it had all types of facilities . We were very tired because of the
journey, so we slept for two hours and woke up at seven in the eveningl. After the peaceful nap, we freshened
up and went to the Police Bazaar of Sﬁiffang. We 5ou5ﬁt a heater and some chocolates for my siﬁfings. Later,
after reaching the hotel, we sat near the heater in the balcony and were enjoying ourselves by cracking jokes
with each other and we also played dumb charades. After a few hours of enjoyment and watching the scenic
beauty, we went to sleep.

The next morning, we woke up early and tucked into a scrumptious breakfast and soon after we decided to go to
the Elephant Falls, one of the famous waterfalls in India. It was an hour’s journey after which we reached our
destination. We saw the 6eaut:fu[ waterfa[[ sﬁinfng due to the beams of sunffgﬁt and the cool breeze made it an
exhilarating experience. Many tourists were there to witness nature’s beauty. We were clicking photographs,
selfies and were vlogging with each other. After enjoying the wonderful view of the waterfalls, we went to the
[iving root Bric{ge at Dawki. When we reached Dawki after two hours af cfrfving,we were soon asfingfe?y[efor
directions to the bridge. Finally, when we reached there, we were so amazed by the view. It was a self made
Eric{ge with the natural roots and branches of trees, there were many wild creatures incfua@'ng goﬂ:{en frog, wild
chameleon, snakes and wild squirrels. T love to click pictures of wildlife and T had my heart’s fill that day!
After spending one hour on the bridge we went back to Shillong and the next day we came back home. It was a
fruitful trip which I really enjoyed. It will remain in my memory forever.

- By Azgman Paul
Class IX
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Travel: going or being transported from place to place. That's what the dictionary has got to say. What
tmve(ing actua([y means is to go to ay[ace where You can finc{ so[ituc{e, ﬁ@pffness and se[f Sa{fsfactianfo
some,tmve(ing may be a well versed adventure trip, to others a road trip, or even as simy[e as watcﬁing sunset
from a cliff or biking to a lake. It may be with a loved one, family, friends or solo, in a luxurious hotel with a
well organized 5uffet breakfast or a tent, but the aim is to enjoy where you are, to be able to [ive in the
moment and breathe every ounce of fresh air that crosses you.

vae(ing is something that all need and some crucially need. It is a stress relieving, relaxing time to reflect
and ponder. People may travel to achieve goals - where some may succeed while others may lose direction - a
weekend 5etaway or even to recover fram boredom. Pegp[e who travel return home fram hp[easant tn"ys and come
back with new zeal and determination.

I too am fond of traveling-meeting new people, trying out adventure sports which I enjoy a lot. It fills me with
enthusiasm am{gprimism. I believe one must try rrefffng, rock cfimﬁing. mfting or anytﬁing else tﬁey like at
least once in their [ifetime. Trave[ing helps me forget all my exam stress, homework stress, peer problems and it
Jjust relaxes my mind. It is a knowledge booster too- learning about new places, people and cultures- what can
be better? We gain the ability to imagine better and beautiful sceneries. Visiting hill stations, beaches, forests,
villages help us adjust to new surroundings, which is beneficial for the [ong run.

If nm‘far anyﬁac{y, one must tmve[for their own self, and their own ﬁ@pyiness.
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The next morning the two of them were there
ﬂgam ﬂfter waiting for In a small a[[ey across
vequinly [ived legends who were farﬁufc{en to go
. Bailey and Sam were the bravest of
@y were pirates! And you really cannot
they were good or bad. Well, they were

g the peoplewho were good to them and vice

In the alley atso-dwelled a very old woman. Many
yegpfe say that once someone goes to her house
they never return back safely. It was a bright
Sum{ay when Bai[ey and Sam wanted to go to the
old woman’s house who knew the darkest secrets of
the world. Tt was to be their adventure, perhaps
their darkest adventure ever.

The lady lived in a little hut beside a dirty lake
swarmin‘g with frogs and toaa(s; she also had a
huge tree with hanging bats! It was very macabre.
Bailey and Sam knocked on the door but there was
no response.

“Hello,” said Sam.

"ﬁ[nyone here?” Bai[ey asked. “T don’t think the
old woman is here r::gﬁt now,” Sam regpanarec[
“Well, we could wait until evening or till
tomorrow,” said Bailey. 74 hey had brought a tent
which they pitched up and slept in. They did not
realise that it was already morning and were
taken aback when they saw themselves in front of
their own houses! But how could that have
ﬁqyyenec{?!

“What if the woman saw us and decided to send
us back home!” exclaimed Bailey. “But that's not
very kind of her, and T wonder how she sent us
back,” responded Sam sadly. “Tt's okay! I am sure
we will find a way,” said Bailey with a small
encouraging smile.

more than eight hours they could see a little thing
walking by. “Sam! Sam!
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I think it's the old woman, come here fast!”
shouted Baf(ey. You would not believe what they
saw.

She was looking young! She had cast a spell and
turned into a beautiful maiden with long blue
hair, emerald eyes, and light brown skin. “Woah!
She is ﬁeaurifu[,” said Sam.

“Well, looks can be deceiving,” said Bailey,
irritated. “Ah yes, Iget what you mean,” said
Sam, thgfing. Bai[ey wasjustjeafous. “Well, [et's
talk to her,” suggested Sam.

“Hi there! I'm Baffey.” But the 513?“( did not
respond. Instead, she was watching ~Sam
mysteriously. “We are really sorry for coming
without an invitation,” said Sam hastening .

The girl was still staring at Sam. “Why are you
staring at Sam like that!?” asked Bailey. “Why
are you two here?” said the girl in a melodious
voice.

“Hal You look so innocent! But we will notfa[[far
it,” said Bailey. “Innocent? No one in this world is
innocent! Wﬁy are you here? To sﬁowyegpfe how
brave you are! That's not what innocent means!”
the girl replied.

“Oh really? And who said that I was innocent?
I'm not innocent at alll T am not here to show
bravery or earn fortune”, said Bailey furiously.
“Anyway, what's your name? "added Bailey.

“Why do you want to know my name?

No one likes to talk to me... Whenever I go to
town, people spit at me! And that's why I live all
alone. You don’t know what happened on the night
afjanuary, do you?” micftﬁegir[

“What happened?”Bailey asked.

“The night was cold; my family was very poor

and we were starving.
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I beqged a passerby for some food but he stepped
on my hand. 1 cried out in agony. M:y mother
beqged him to leave me but he asked me for
whatever I owned. We claimed we did not have
anything but the man kicked my face. You see
this dark circle near my eye? My mother gave
him the only ring, given by my father, and beqged
to leave us alone. The man got angry and he
s[qpyef my mother. T could not handle this: I took
out the Em'fe I afways had with me and SPLAT!
The blood was everywhere. My mother could not
believe what T had done. Alas! The onl:y tﬁing we
didn’t know was that the man was the.mad son of
the king. The next day, the king summoned my
mother and me. He did not see what his son had
done to us and just sent us to jail to diel And
that's where I explored my magic, ah yes, the dark
magie, greatest of alll So, you see, that is my

story.”

T RO RS D TS
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“We are really sorry to hear what happened, and
now we shall te[[you wﬁy we are here,” said Sam.
We were curious to know about you, and after
hearing what happened to you, we will tell
everyone in our town your story.

Sam and Bailey suddenly found themselves back
in their town, just like the first day. They talked
to people and asked them where they both were but
everyone rgp[ieaf that tﬁey had been here c{oing
their chores the whole time. When Baifey and Sam
asked about the old woman everyone talked about,
tﬁey were sugarisec{!'

“We don’t know anyone like her!” Tﬁey

proclaimed.

- By Shabhat Sebir Ansar
Class /)]
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- By Anushha Jitani
Class X
— When seen by unknown eyes
. | may appear to be a calm,
Aesthetic piece of architecture.
But really, all | want is to
Clean the cobwebs within!
Yo Let the sunlight stream in
\\And not to constrain myself.
\ Never was | jealous or insecure

My worth was reduced to a drapery -

A drapery meant to decorate your life:

That you discard when it gets boring
And is not pleasant anymore.

Inside every person you know,
There’s a person you don't know.
And doing absolutely anything

Only strangles me now.

| feel trapped inside my own body,
Wanting to escape.

But the only words spilling out are -
"l am fine”

T RO A CF TS ———

G‘t@mdf Memery

- B‘j Malu'qa, Khemani

Class X

Aillion miles you couldn’t walk for me,
and oceans | could’ve crossed for you;
have reached the end of this never-ending story
Full of abomination and disgust.
| held the flames but you blew them away,
"Tis a tale of memories,

Where love turned into hate

Friendship turned into enmity.
The loneliness was not both sided,
You enjoyed the company of many,

WWithout any.

- By flstha Join
Class XII

Just like a lotus | bloomed for you,
Even when your water was tricky.

Just like a rose | let you witness my love,

beauty and courage.

But all you could notice were my
thorns,

So | took them all of f like you said.
Now [I'm unarmed, fragile and
vulnerable

Easy for you to prick, trick, kick me
when you're done.

But still, just like Daisy [ sat there
innocent and pure.

Wondering if someone could just find
acure

for this sickness | endure.

My petals are falling in stich shame
and disgrace

But all I'm longing for
is your pretty face.
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& Comversation in (Seventeen (SWM

Spring showers with blooms,
The petal fondles the cheek
The thorn pierces through.

A drop on the floor,
The ground now a bloody red
No spring for this soul.

A drop of red spilled,
Moistens the ground yet again

Crimson hues of fall.

Tears and blood, heart beats
Fall turns winter, nothing
changed,

Never was there joy.

The frost yet gathers,

The scarlet dons the crane’'s
brow;

Your last words don mine.

By maci-fieym Kajan Makianla &
; Huyaneijeunmy as
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By Angic Mongthombar,

You walk down the halls, €/@ss ¥II

Wearing those shorts.
They stare at you as if it's odd,
Make you feel like it's your fault.

Y ou graduate with an honest degree,
Still they ask, “Can you really teach?”
Even after proving it,

You get a much lesser salary.

In a world still ruled/by patriarchy,

| seem to-question

How one gets the audacity,

To say new-we do not need feminism.

They call her lucky,

Mainly because her husband cooks frequently

Told her she landed a diamond,

She chuckled knowing it was the bare minimum.

She went through the worst for nine months,

Yet, never complained even once.
But when finally delivered the baby,
They give him the father’s identity.

In a worldstill ruled by patriarchy,

| want to influence only one thing.
Something society will find triggering,
Andthat is smashing the patriarchy, sweetie.

How | wish to sleep and never wake upl
How | wish to dream of a little world!
Of everything that glitters but isn't gold,

Everything that heals me and makes me bold.

Dream of stars and sparkles,

No misery but just miracles.

A world of rainbows and butterflies
Far away from the sorrowful cries.

Lingering lullabies, songs of fairies,
The pink sky and colourful stories,
The world unknown; let it just be a dream,
How | wish to flow away in sleep’s streaml

- Brf Claudia Monrak
Class X1T

Thinking of the day | met

A boy I'll soon forget

He held out flowers

Apologized and confessed;

That madness took over him.

He begged me for forgiveness

| said | must have his heart to forget;
He replied he'd love me forever
But that's not what | meant.

As the flowers burn in the fireplace,
[ slowly dance to jazz

And carefully

Carve out... his chest.

If You

- By Chinmey Tamuli

Class XIT

If you ever get the chance to encounter

the girl who finds adventure

not only in dragons, leprechauns, and garden gnomes

but also in the caterpillar’s transformation

and the survival tales of the plainest of folks.

If you ever come across the black-loving boy

who also dreams in every colour of the rainbow

and who writes about the sun setting

as if it were the only marvel he is aware of.

If he claims that the solar system is only made up of gasses
and rocks that are light-years away

yet makes a silent wish whenever he sees a shooting star.
If she claims she doesn't believe in fairy tales
but is inquisitive enough to look at her own,
yours, and the horoscopes of everyone

who cares and smiles at the tiniest ray of hope.

If you ever come across someone
who reserves a tear for each decision
they are unable to make it again.

If you ever come across someone with no more finger
as soon as they begin to count their blessings.

If you are able to locate a believer in magic,

to risk letting the wild in. Save them.

Keep them as near to you as possible.

If you are unable to maintain them,

Ideally, avoid transforming them into someone else.

—g I TS
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She is Insecwre e :

- B!f Ruhi folita
Class X

Once there was this beautiful young girl

She was so joyful and contended...

But as she grew up..life wasn't the same anymore.
She wakes up everyday with her mind‘overwhelmed
By the emotions she's trying to

suppress,

Woaking up and having to look at the mirror

A disappointment is all she sees.

Standing in front of the mirror

Feeling disgusted by what she beholds

She craves a new face, body, arms, legs;

Just everything...

Because she sees nothing but flaws.

Her insecurities cloud her judgment

And discouraging thoughts seep into her head.

She just wants all these despairing thoughts to go away

And wants to live a life that is painless...

Where she isn't a disappointment

Where she's happy...

Thinking about this imaginary happy life makes her
Feel relieved but only temporarily

Until her thoughts intrude again

And the cycle repeats.

Immorsal

- By Zeheen Shah
Class 1X
My hands numb
Nol Nol
| didn't believe it when they told me
Half the world is delusional
Am | one of them?
Your still body reminds me of
Nights under the moon
When | watched you sleep.
You weren't supposed to be there
And yet, you were.
They closed your eyes my love,
Because they couldn’t see such beauty perish,
You are art my beloved
And art is immortal.
The only thing that is keeping me going;
You are immortal.
Ill see you in the skies,
The flowers
The sun
The moon
Because you are art -
And art is immortal.

Peistos

- By Dhniti Khensa
Class XII

It began to downpour on just a random T hursday,
The streets glistened and reflected the city as it may,
People cozy in their beds for only today,

And from the window, watch the cars swoosh by,
Followed by a heart ease'sigh,

Waving the scorching heat goodbye.

But seasons change and do not hald,

And in the bitter cold,

The beautiful cocktail blue shade of the sky
Began to darken into a stony grey,

Plaintive, | sensed tingles running down my spine,
And | realized that | wasn't fine.

Mumbling words,

Crooning tunes of my thought,

In a bedlam, | was caught,

Lost in a world beside the fireplace,
Enjoying the exhilarating’

Warmth of the blaze.

In the bleak weather, what mesmerized me
Was the flickering of the flame,

A warmth from the fiery amber hues came,

| yearned to hear the crackling noise for hours

For, in the room, embodied the soothing and calm powers:
"Knock knock!”

| glanced at the stranger in his drenched clothes,

The same perplexity and bewilderment we shared;
The same solace and comfort between us was paired
For an instance, it seemed that the warmth we shared
Woas partly because of the fire,

Or was it just my wishful desire?!

——eg I T
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= Brf Shabahat Sabir flnsani
Class VIT

When | think of someone,

| picture no one.

A silhouette appears in the dark,

Ohl | cannot see it.... there is no sparkl

In the dark above the sea
| see no one but me

Is this some sort of magic?
Because it's really drastic

| am scared, | fear

Ahl Everyday | shed a tear.

In the dark the leopard hides,
What's ‘tis fate no one can decide

| wonder what ‘tis like in the future

| haven't heard anything but there are some rumors.
How can | be myself?

Do [ really know myself?

| think | know myself...

But if | know myself, why can’t | be myself?
Inside me there is a monster sitting

There are some rumors still existing...

“lte Champak “(vee

- By Mridulla Guleria
Class IX
Every morning when | woke up
And peeked out the window sill,
| saw several people plucking
The pearl white flowers of the champak tree.
| always noticed that they did not see,
The bruised and unnoticed flowers
On the ground beneath,
But as they left another person came,
A man who was old of age,
Who only picked those flowers on the ground
And when he did he would smile
At the flowers that surround.
Every evening he walked door to door
Selling those pear| white flowers,
And in those kind eyes of the man | saw
The truth - why he did not pluck those flowers,
For he took what was given
And chose not to take by force
What was not yet ready to be given.
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You, Ane tnough
= By Tanish Hansaria
Class XII

You are not worth a dime,

You are like the day's sunshine,

Take this veil of f your eyes,

And see that you are worth every second of time.

You are like the pieces of a puzzle,

Fit for some, not for the others.

Don't cut of f the edges to fit in,

For the piece won't remain ideal and authentic.

Vow to love yourself like a child learns to walk,
There will be falling and some motivational talk,
Pull yourself up and take that one step,

Walk down the art of living and self care.

£

= By Hiyaneijemmy Das
Class X1T

You repeat and rinse,

And you called it recycling,

The act of tossing everyone aside.

Somehow, | thought | was different.

Yet here | lie, trampled upon,

You toss me aside like paper napkins

That have weathered the storms of battered emotions;
Bruises and tears to show for it.

| have no bruises, but | have tears that never run.
Rinse. Repeat. You called it recycling.

Do | work well with the remolding?

Fulfilling the same purpose a thousand times.
Slightly different each time around.

Do | get better each time?

| shall not ask if | feel better each time.

For | am recycled material.

| work and I'm done.

Dusted. Rinsed. Repeated. Recycled.

With a thousand shells and a thousand duties,
My body remains impermanent and everywhere.
| am an object, and everyone knows it.

A white, crisp paper napkin”

Turned litter for the city streets.

A bourgeois novelty

Turned reverie for scoffing noses.

Recycle. And repeat.

Here | lie, trampled upon, always tossing myself aside

Crumpled after use, and you wonder if the whole feat is reusable.

| am an object, does everybody know it?
Recycle. And repeat.

——g OIS A T

THE ASSAM VALLEY SCHOOL

Lo



22

f.)_(omecomi;\j

~By Alphensa, Elishaba, Pakyntein

Happy Times. Class 1X

In thirteen years,

[ learnt so much,

[t was magical, only that it worked,

| know it was then that my life began...

| was being ushered into something new,
The Assam Valley School- A place | now call home.
It was 2017

On a cold winter day in January

| set foot in The Assam Valley School,

[ fell in love with the beautiful campus

And the horses,

With the people who were kind and friendly to me.
| learned independence, self-confidence,

[ found my place within

AVS played at

Shaping my life, character and potential.

| started loving my school ; felt happy

To spend time with my friends and teachers
An important chapter of my life took place
In a place | had not imagined.

| adapted and embraced life

MYy Move To AVA
e e

Ten years after an all girls school,

| walked into the zoom class of a co-ed school
with recalcitrant pupils and cheerful teachers
Trying to motivate sullen, pandemic hit teenagers.

It was the autumn of ‘2l when | walked through the gate
Excited to make this uncharted location and migrate
to my new home for the next two years; Oh fatel

The flood of activities seemed suddenly too many,
Yet my homesick soul didn't give up on any.
Shooting my first arrow and taking my first lapse,
Made me realize it doesn't take years to grasp.

Those first late night conversations and noise,
Groggy awakening to our dame's voice
To scurrying away to school, though not our choice.

The wolves engraved deep on my heart,

As my soul turned red; | played my part.

The future unknown but full of passion to the core,
AVS is that Narnia that everybody should explore.

RS> —

[fant, you f(}/%w/

- Brf Bhuvi Tibrewalla
Class X

You are a daughter, a sister,
an aunt and a wife,

but above all you are

a mother of great kind.

Thank you for caring for us the most,
for guiding us when we were wrong
and supporting us when we were right
For loving us life long.

Thank you for shedding your tears for us,
for sharing your happiness and joy with us,
for making us feel special and perfect

and for always putting your trust in us.

Thank you for all the compromises you have made for us
and the scolding you gave to correct us,

Thank you for always being there for us,

the criticization you took for us.

Sorry for all the complaints and troubles,
please stay with us forever,

the words above are less for you,

as you are the greatest mother ever!

Yo o Yo, Youth

- By Ridariti Odelia Lato Sohliya
Class XII

Oh, you in vibrant youth,

Can anything bad ever happen to you?
Oh, you in vibrant youth,

Young and ambitious to take on the world.
Oh, you in vibrant youth,

Your vibrant beauty remains never ending,
ORh, you in vibrant youth.

Never cease your radiant capers.

Oh, you in vibrant youth,

Nothing compares to your lucent zest,

Oh, you in vibrant youth,

So tender to let the world break you.

Oh, you in vibrant youth,

Enough for you are,

Oh, pearls of vibrant youth.
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The Wonld I LiveIn
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This is the world [ live in,

Where Cinderella can’t not love the prince if she doesn't want to,

Where every girl is told to have a happy ending like Belle and Ariel did,
Where she is not expected to be Moana or Mirabel or her own self.

Where Mulan cannot do what she likes because of her identity

Where a book is always judged by its cover,
Where judgement matters more than reality,

Where people wear a mask to hide who they are,
- |

<

Where there will be no change in,
A world that will tell us to fly,

But then cut our wings and trap us inside. '{%

It's a world | am ashamed to be in,
]
It's full of superstitions and beliefs 7 "
i . F =i Lk .
And societies that will tell you to listen to them >
It will tell you to have a heart but not follow it,

It will tell you to sleep but not to dream.

It's a world where people will be the constant,
No one will take a step to change it

This is the world | live in,

This is the world | am ashamed to be in.

- By Dayania Das
Class VIII
Boys are weird
Everytime they go out to play

They come back missing a bone
Or get stuck in blocks of hay.

| asked my dog,

“Why are they so weird, the males?”
But he just sat there

Thinking about chicken sales.

)
e f

| am curious about boys' | |

So | would like to ask, v, s

When do they stop .

Playing with toys? s
o
v

But not all boys are like that ~
Especially like the one

Who hasn't given

My bracelet back.

A Yete to Self

= Blf Adelle. 7. Massar
Class X11

Never call yourself ‘an accident’,

It's like saying, the sun and the moon are a mistake.

If only you could see the beauty sketched within,

Like that of an unraveling flower, it will soon make sense.
You're afraid of the darkness hidden deep,

Your tears are heavy with the hate and agony you hide.
But the tears in your eyes will someday let you see,
That you're an ecstasy to those around you.

You look in the mirror and see someone futile.

But oh, you're a work of art, the finest one to exist!
Your presence makes the world hurt a little less:

It brings serenity, light, laughter, and bliss.

You deserve that fairy tale ending,

Someone to be your warmth when it's freezing.

A reason to stay, when you want to leave,

In the midst of all the darkness, to believe!

Beauty, Lies Wethin You

- By Jrem Calvin

Class XII

Beauty doesn't lie in your makeup,

£ ltcomes when you really wake up.

ﬁ;j} When you stick to your aim like glue,

- =] Beauty lies within you.

Beauty doesn’t come with short outfits,
It comes with the good deeds you admit.
It doesn't come with your shampoo,
Beauty lies within you.

Beauty does not comes when you cross your limits,
Rather it comes when you motivate someone in a minute.
Beauty lies in very few,

Beauty lies within you.

Beauty does not come when you cheat,

It comes when you can build a safe street.
Beauty comes when your dream becomes true,
Beauty lies within you.
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She Mind

= By Vasundhara Sanjembam

Class X
She couldn’t stop running
Every corner
Every turn

She just kept running

Only to end up in the same place every single time
She didn't know how she got here

Or What this place was

Just this endless maze
Guarded by fake grass
Fake stone

She was out of breath
But she still yelled at the person in front of her
She couldn’t even tell if it was a person or not

But she figured she should blame it

“This is the LAST time I'm asking, who the HELL are you?!”
She screamed.

“Whatl Is this funny to you? Where am | even?
Is this a prank? What is this?”

The maze keeper didn't move,
she was starting to question if it was real or not.

“I'm going crazy, how many days has it been?
AHH! What is this place?
| keep running just to end up in the same spot

[u

Then, she started crying,

The whole time the maze keeper didn't speak,
just stood there in his black cloak.

Like that a few days went by,

No food, No water.

She was starting to lose it

Her feet- bruised and blistered
Cuts on her arm from trying to run through the fake grass.

Nothing worked
But then there was a cough

Wait! You're reall Get me out of herel What are you,
psycho?”
The maze keeper stayed silent pretending not to hear her.

That is when she lost it and jumped on the maze keeper,”

Then she started punching,

“What?! you think you're going to get away with this?!”

Soon, she saw blood.

She looked down to see shards of glass
Only to realize it was not the mazekeeper's
It was her's

In fact, there was never a maze keeper
Cause what she saw was shards of mirror
She stared into her reflection

Then in front, she saw the exit
But this time she didn't run

She calmly stood up, put on her black cloak,
propped up the mirror.

She turned around and kept walking
straight.

Vhoughts

- Bzf Ruhi Kalite
Class 1X

Everyone wants me to be prepared
About my future which is so nearby,
That | am scared is true

My future&#39;s so unclear.

As | lay on my bed

I think about my future,

So many thoughts in my head

My worries are slowly eating me....

Will my dreams ever come true?
Will my parents ever be proud of me?
Will my sister ever look up to me?
Will | ever be truly happy ?

These
Thatdon't let me sleep at night
Make me wonder,

Of secrets and thrills my future has in store for me.

——eg OIS TS
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