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foreword

Spring is that quiet miracle we almost forget to expect—until it arrives. It’s a brief, golden in-
between—nestled gently between winter’s chill and summer’s blaze. And maybe that’s what makes 
it feel so special. It offers a pause, a breath, a flicker of colour and light in the long rhythm of the 
year. We take it for what it is: a season that arrives unannounced, stirs life into everything it touches, 
and moves on. It’s a quiet nudge to be present while it lasts. To look up. To feel warmth return. To 
let things grow, even if only for a while. Because sometimes, a while is all we need. As you turn these 
pages, we hope you find a few such moments—quiet joys, curious thoughts, and stories in bloom.

- Erik Angie Riba, Editor-in-Chief, XII
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A pledge to the demands of surveillance; 
a watchman in his element. 

Maybe the world hasn’t ended yet and rest is a kind 
of resistance. 

Maybe he’s waiting for nothing, and perhaps that’s 
enough.

- Kekhriesino Meyase, Editor-in-Chief, ISC 
Batch of 2023

poetry in 
photographs by Mikita Riba, XII

The leaves crunch under our feet,
Heavy with anticipation and fear.

The breeze blows the same as always
But now we are a little bit wiser,

Wise enough to tell that clocks tick,
Winds change, people wither away.

Wise enough to tell that soon
The bells will ring for us no longer,
Our familiarity will become distant,
The fights insignificant and foggy,

The heartaches turned into anecdotes,
The effort a fading itch in our palms,

And our habits nothing but an old friend.
But for now the leaves still crunch

The bells still ring, and the winds still blow,
The same as it has always been.

while the bell still 
rings

- Atoti Zhimomi, Editor-in-Chief, ISC Batch 
of 2025

the watchman’s 
rest
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Do you see God in the yellow? 
Starlight burns this olive skin. 
The eye catches it—the galaxy
—and I find God in this yellow dream. 

Milk toffee over spring-burned leaves
That laughter of trouble, of the carefree
Whisper your words. Chase off this sleep. 
God sleeps in the yellow burst of trees. 

They tell you that you’ll miss it one day. 
You don’t see it against this infinity. 
And I’m sitting alone with a drying pen, 

Stumbling woman telling you 
Darling, you will find it too,
The God in the yellow does not come free.

I’ll pray again in the absence of faith:
That religion that keeps you going in youth. 
The one that says, - here’s what comes next. 
You’ll pray the first time, then pray again. 

Do you see God in the yellow? 
I found her in the laughter and the love, 
In the bodies moving down the vanishing 
point, 
In the trees I have stared at for hours. 
I miss the God in the yellow, amidst this 
pigeon gray, 
And I’ll leave you with a kind word, 
I promise you’ll learn to pray.

you’ll learn 
to play 
- Hiyaneijemmy Das, Deputy Editor, 
Batch of 2023
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The branches writhed and wailed, their bodies 
creaking at her breath,

Fallen and forgotten, leaves on the fissures of mud, 
leered at the thought,

“Give us a chance at Life!”, a demand, a beg, a plea, 
a threat.

“Let us live another season, let us ache in the mud, 
the putrid and the rot.”

Yet Life knew not to listen, Life knew not to heed, 
Life knew the cruelty of time.

Thus, Life birthed Spring, in winds of Winter, in 
the torment of the frost,

Life birthed the 6:00 am light, the grass greener on 
Her side, the bluebells and their chimes,

Thus, Life birthed hope, Life birthed a beginning, 
Life then means that all is not lost.

So let Spring be kind, let Spring melt the rust on 
childhood, a time unsung,

Let Spring remind us of friendship afar, of those 
trapped only in memory,

Let Spring warm the turbulent swings of the past, 
the golden and the young,

Let us keep Spring in our pocket, to keep the 
gnashing nostalgia, heavy as treasury.

Thus, we can clasp this season, like a child, in the 
warmth of our palm,

Thus, when Summer and toils exhaust our beings, 
fragments of Spring can comfort,

Thus, when the Autumnal cold starts to seep, our 
bones grind and flesh tires from all its effort,

Thus, these shards of spring, these days in the sun, 
can soothe, can heal, can calm.

And when Winter and her revenge comes around, 
and Life’s merry-go-around suspends in her track,

When the swings in their place and the wind on the 
dry branches reflects the throb in the eye,

Then we look for Life in the reminisce of Spring, 
where the boulder was not on our back,

Then we look for Life in the crossfire of nostalgia 
and childhood, where the peace within lies.

a small hope
- Emidaka Rapsang, Editor-in-Chief, ISC Batch 

of 2024
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Illustrated by Erik Angie Riba, XII
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Tales from the hills 

Thoibi was worried. Yeningthaa was 
near—warm sunshine had begun to replace
the cold winds. Khamba, her beloved,
had promised to return by now, just 
as he had sworn when he left at the start 
of heeyaangei.  Thoibi had begged to go 
with him, unable to bear the thought
of separation so soon after their wedding.
But Khamba had refused.  “You are too 
gentle for this journey,” he said, avoiding
her gaze. “It’s a task given to me by… 
your uncle, the King.” Thoibi, confused,
asked no more. She loved and trusted
Khamba too deeply to press further. 
“Will you  tell me what it is?” she asked. 
He only shook his head, guilt-ridden.

On a cold morning, Khamba left, offering 
nothing but a promise to return with
spring—and a warning.  “Remember what
I told you?” Thoibi rolled her eyes. 
“Yes, yes. I must not open the door for 
anyone but you.”  

He left at sunrise. Its light brought no 
warmth. Thoibi buried her sadness in work.  
Over time, she adapted to solitude. She 
even learned to hunt small animals,  
refusing   to leave their home for supplies. 
When knocks came, she ignored them. 
Whether traveller or hingchabi, it didn’t
matter.  Months passed in silence. Then

came Spring. Snow melted, plant revived,
and with them, Thoibi’s anticipation.  

One evening, as she worked, a knock 
echoed. She ignored it. It grew louder. She 
scowled, but it stopped.  Later, just as she 
was about to sleep, she noticed sticks poking 
through the wall. Fear surged.  She grabbed 
her spear and thrust it through.
A cry followed: “Oh, Thoibi!” Heart 
racing, she ran outside—and froze. There
lay Khamba, bleeding.  The fool must 
have been teasing her. She dropped 
beside him, devastated. “Why didn’t 
you just tell me you were home?” 
Grief-stricken, she pulled the spear from 
his chest  and drove it into her own.

They died that night, taking winter with
them. When their souls returned to the
heavens, the world rejoiced—flowers 
bloomed, birds sang. They had been deities 
sent by Lord Thangjing, certain they’d 
resist mortal flaws. But Khamba, paranoid, 
tested his wife’s loyalty. Thoibi, ruled by 
instinct, killed the one she loved the most.

From above, Thangjing laughed.  
“Did you think being divine made 
you immune  to mortal folly?”  He 
shook his head. “How easily we harvest 
ruin from seeds we plant ourselves.”

The Song of 
 XII

- Rianna Irom, XI
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Daughter of the 
River and FlameXIII

Tejimola lived with her father, 
a kind merchant, in a quiet 
farmhouse. Her mother had died 
young, and her father, hoping to 
fill that void, remarried. But the 
new step mother grew jealous 
of the love he gave his daughter. 
Bitter and cunning, she hid 
her cruelty behind a mask of 
affection, careful never to 
reveal her hatred in front of her 
husband. When the merchant 
left on a trip, the stepmother’s 
malice intensified. She starved 
Tejimola, forced her to work 
endlessly, and soon resolved to 
rid herself of the girl entirely.

One day, a wedding invitation 
arrived from a nearby village.
Surprisingly , the stepmother let
Tejimola attend and even packed 
a bag for her—supposedly filled 
with clothes and jewelry. But 

when Tejimola opened it, she 
found only  rags and stones. 
Realizing it was a cruel trick,
she returned home in fear.

The stepmother flew into a 
rage. As punishment, she made 
Tejimola pound rice—a task 
that needed two people. When 
Tejimola reached out to check 
the grains, her stepmother 
brought a heavy hammer down, 
crushing her hands. Then her 
legs. Then, finally, her head.
Tejimola was buried, but from 
her grave grew a lau creeper. 
When an old beggar tried to 
pluck its fruit, a voice sang from 
the vine:  “Don’t pick my fruit, 
oh beggar woman, for I am
Tejimola, buried here.”  Terrified,
the woman fled. The  step
mother, enraged, chopped the 
vine down and tossed it into

the river. But a plum tree rose
where the vine floated. Again, 
Tejimola’s voice warned off 
those who approached. The step
mother destroyed it too, hurling 
the remains into the river.

Later, Tejimola’s father, sailing 
home, spotted a blooming lotus. 
Reaching out to pluck it, he 
heard a voice:  “Don’t pluck me, 
father, for I am your Tejimola. 
Your wife killed me.”  Shocked, 
he asked for proof. The lotus 
transformed into a white dove, 
which flew into his hands. 
Back home, the dove became 
Tejimola before their eyes. The 
wicked stepmother fled, never 
to be seen again. Tejimola and 
her father lived on, their 
bond stronger than ever—a 
love no cruelty could destroy.

- Tanveer Ahmed, Associate Editor, XII
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Hanami:
お花見: 伝統の花

In Japan, it was believed that once 
the cherry blossoms bloomed in 
spring, the Rice Paddy God had 
arrived to bless the village. Thus, 
the farmers would hold a feast, 
similar to a religious ceremony, 
under the sakura trees to pray 
to the deity for a full harvest. 

There was a deep understanding 
and belief that the deity would 
dwell within the sakura tree, as 
indicated by their name — “sa” 
refers to the Rice Paddy God, 
while “kura” implies a seat for 
the god. Hence, farmers would 
pray to the cherry blossoms for an 
abundant harvest, reaching out to 
the deities enshrined in the trees.

Over time, this concept evolved as 
the tranquil beauty of the sakura 
trees became a focal point. Thus 
emerged the tradition of Hanami 
(花見). The character “花” (hana) 
means “flower,” while “見” (mi) 
means “to look.” Together, “花見” 
(Hanami) or “お花見” (o-hanami) 
translates to “looking at the 
flowers” or “flower viewing” — 
particularly the cherry blossoms, 
otherwise known as sakura.

As indicated by the name, Hanami 
is a tradition where people gather 
to enjoy observing the cherry 
blossoms. In ancient times, 
farmers prayed for a bountiful 
harvest; in the modern day, 
celebrating the Hanami season 
has become akin to wishing for 
a wonderful fresh start. This 
is because the blooming of the 
cherry blossoms coincides with 
the start of both the school year 
and the fiscal year in Japan.

While the practice of Hanami can 
simply be a stroll in the park, it 
traditionally involves a picnic party 
under the blooming trees. Hanami 
parties have been held in Japan 
for centuries, in both public and 
private gardens across the country. 
It is common to reserve a picnic 
spot long before the party is held 
in some popular locations. This 
often involves marking the picnic
sheet early in the morning with 
either the group’s name or the 
party’s starting time — sometimes 
even positioning a person there 
throughout the day until the rest 
of the party arrives after work, as 
many parks prohibit people from 

leaving their sheets unattended. 
People often gather to enjoy food, 
drinks, and celebrations, which 
can take place either during the 
day or in the evening, once the 
sun has set. Evening parties 
are uniquely beautiful. They 
are referred to as “夜桜” 
(yozakura), which translates to 
“night sakura” or “cherry trees 
at night.” These celebrations 
often include the hanging of 
paper lanterns among the trees. 

Another traditional way to 
celebrate Hanami is by drinking 
sake and traditional tea,  
enjoyed alongside seasonal 
foods — particularly sweet ones.
Hanami dates back to the Nara 
Period (710–794). What started as 
a celebratory ritual where farmers 
prayed for a bountiful harvest 
has now evolved into a tradition 
shared among groups of people 
— be it family or friends — who 
gather to observe the tranquil 
beauty of the cherry blossoms 
as they quietly welcome the new 
beginnings that spring brings.

tradition in bloom
- Rianna Irom, XI
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AROUND THE 

A springtime sweep through floral traditions 
and celebrations around the world.

THE VALLEY OF FLOWERS
- Khichu Kath, Associate Editor, XII

The Flower Valley of India, also known as The 
Valley of Flowers, located in the Chamoli district 
of Uttarakhand, is one of India’s most beautiful 
natural wonders and a UNESCO World Heritage 
Site. Nestled in the Himalayas at an altitude of 
around 12,000 feet, this valley is renowned for 
its vibrant meadows filled with over 650 species 
of flowers, including rare ones like the Brahma 
Kamal, Blue Poppy, and Cobra Lily. Discovered 
in 1931 by British mountaineer Frank S. Smythe, 
the valley has since become a favorite destination 
for nature lovers, trekkers, and botanists. 

The valley is part of the Nanda Devi Biosphere 
Reserve and stretches across 87 square kilometers. 
It is surrounded by snow-capped peaks and dotted 
with streams, waterfalls, and glaciers that add to 
its breathtaking beauty. The valley bursts into a 
riot of colors during the monsoon season (July 
to September), when flowers bloom in full glory.
Reaching the Valley of Flowers requires a trek that 
starts from Govindghat, followed by a steep climb 
to Ghangaria village at an altitude of about 10,000 
feet. From Ghangaria, it’s a 4-kilometer trek to the 
valley itself. The trek is moderately challenging 
but offers stunning views of lush forests, mountain 
streams, and towering peaks along the way. The 

valley is open to visitors from June to October, with 
July and August being the best months to witness the 
floral bloom. Visitors need to obtain a permit from 
the forest department before entering the valley.

The Valley of Flowers is not just about its 
natural beauty; it also holds cultural and spiritual
significance. Locals believe it to be a mystical land 
inhabited by fairies and divine beings. It is also 
mentioned in Hindu mythology as the place where 
Hanuman found the life-saving Sanjeevani herb 
during the Ramayana. The valley is home to rare 
wildlife like the Asiatic black bear, snow leopard, 
musk deer, and Himalayan monal pheasant, 
making it a haven for wildlife enthusiasts.

To preserve its pristine environment, strict rules are 
in place—plastic is banned, littering is prohibited, 
and visitors must carry back all their waste. There 
are no accommodations inside the valley; tourists 
stay in Ghangaria and return before nightfall. 
The Valley of Flowers offers an unforgettable 
experience with its stunning landscapes, 
rich biodiversity, and serene atmosphere. 
Whether you are an adventurer or someone 
seeking peace amidst nature’s grandeur, this 
Himalayan gem will leave you in awestruck.

9
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Each spring, Japan transforms 
into a living painting—soft hues, 
drifting petals, and a collective 
pause to appreciate beauty in its 
most fleeting form. At the heart 
of this transformation is hanami, 
the centuries-old tradition of 
cherry blossom viewing. Dating 
back to the Heian period (794–
1185), when aristocrats would 
gather under blooming trees to 
write poetry and reflect on the 
impermanence of life, hanami has 
evolved into a beloved national 
ritual. Today, parks fill with 
friends and families sharing meals 
beneath the blossoms, continuing 
a practice that balances celebration 
with quiet reverence. But sakura 
season is just the beginning.

Japan’s appreciation for seasonal 
beauty extends far beyond 
cherry trees, expressed through 
an entire calendar of flower 
festivals. Among the most 
striking is the Fuji Shibazakura
Festival, held each spring at the 

base of Mount Fuji. Here, 
hundreds of thousands of moss 
phlox—known as shibazakura—
bloom in sweeping pink carpets, 
their bold colour contrasting 
perfectly with the distant snow-
capped mountain. The result 
feels orchestrated, almost surreal: 
nature as art, with Mount 
Fuji as its timeless backdrop.

In Tochigi Prefecture, Ashikaga 
Flower Park hosts one of Japan’s 
most enchanting floral displays: 
the Great Wisteria Festival. Some 
of the vines in this park are over 
150 years old, and their lavender 
blooms cascade in long, glowing 
tunnels. Visitors stroll beneath 
them at twilight, the air filled with 
soft fragrance and the glow of 
illuminated petals. Purple-themed 
treats and seasonal décor complete 
the immersive experience, 
reflecting Japan’s meticulous 
attention to aesthetic harmony.

These festivals are not only 

visually stunning—they’re deeply 
rooted in cultural tradition. 
Japanese society places a strong 
emphasis on kisetsukan, or 
the awareness of the seasons, 
and flower festivals serve as 
both celebration and reflection. 

There’s also the concept of shinjo, 
an appreciation for emotional 
subtlety—quiet awe, soft nostalgia, 
and the gentle joy of fleeting 
beauty. Unlike in the West, where 
flowers may mark occasions or 
express sentiment, in Japan, they 
become the occasion. They’re not 
just admired—they’re honoured. 
Through centuries-old customs
and modern celebrations alike, 
Japan invites people to slow 
down and engage with nature in 
a deliberate, meaningful way. In 
a world that rarely stops, Japan’s 
flower festivals offer something 
rare: a moment of stillness, 
wrapped in colour, tradition, 
and the quiet power of nostalgia.

IN FULL BLOOM: FLOWER FESTIVALS IN JAPAN

- Erik Angie Riba, Editor-in-Chief, XII

“In a world that rarely stops, Japan’s flower 
festivals offer something rare: a moment of 

stillness.”



The Land of Blue 
and White
- Zerayah Cadessa Syiem, XII

Beyond the ocean-hued window,
There lies a whitewashed building,
Soaked in the breath of the warm winter sun.
Nothing else— merely a building, washed in cream. 
I refuse to look either side or even up and down,
However, my curiosity pulls me in—
I was drawn towards what lies beyond.

I gaze below and there I see,
The sight of a bustling street, alive with people 
scurrying here and there;
Voices rise in unfamiliar languages everywhere. 
I breathe in the fresh aroma of Souvlaki wafting 
through the air.
I watch how people, young and old, spend their time 
under the clear blue sky. 

I glance left, then right —
Pastel buildings and vibrant green trees offer shelter 
from the sun. 
I hear the resonance of laughter, 
The symphony of voices mingling in conversation. 
What a captivating scene under the warm winter sun!
What a moment I know I will never forget.

I long to go back-
Back to the place of islands, myths and tales of ancient 
history;
Of gods and goddesses who reigned supreme,
Of battles fought and conquests won and lost.
I wish to go back to Elysium—the land of blue and 
white,
Where the sun-kissed shores of Greece meet the 
horizon and the beauty of life unfolds.  
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The Whispering Floors

I was eight years old the 
summer my dad moved us to the
countryside. My older sister, 
Ally, was fourteen. We were 
used to bouncing between our 
divorced parents. But this place 
— a creaky old farmhouse, 
surrounded by wind-worn fields 
— felt different. Isolated. Quiet 
in a way that made your ears ring.

Dad seemed distant. Preoccupied. 
He brushed off our questions 
with vague smiles. The only 
neighbors we knew of were my 
grandparents, a few miles down 
the road. At first, the days 
passed in peace. But a week in, 
I started whispering at night.

“Something’s calling me,” I told 
them. “From under the bed.”
My voice would tremble. Dad 
just waved it off as childish 
imagination. Maybe he really 
believed that. Or maybe... he 
didn’t want to talk about it.
Ally wasn’t so sure. A few 
nights, she heard something too 
— soft, scuttling sounds, like 
someone crawling through the 

walls. She told herself it was 
just rats, or the wind twisting 
through the house’s old bones.
 Or at least, that’s what she told 
me. Then, one night, I showed up 
at her door, scared and shaking.
“Can I sleep here? It’s calling 
me,” I said. She could’ve easily 
let me stay, and we could’ve gone 
to sleep. But she told me she’d 
check my room, just to prove 
there was nothing to be afraid of. 
I begged her not to. She didn’t 
come back. I waited, curled 
beneath her blankets, every 
creak of the house pulling my 
nerves tighter. I called for her. 
Then for Dad. My voice echoed 
through the halls. No answer.

At dawn— 6:37 a.m. —I finally 
left the room, heart pounding, 
slightly sleep-deprived from 
the night before. Dad’s bed was 
unmade. Empty. Ally’s room? 
Untouched. Terrified, I hesitated 
but made myself check my own.
Everything looked the same. 
My bed was messy, just like 
I’d left it the night before... but 
something felt off. The silence 

was too heavy. Then the doorbell 
rang. Two police officers stood 
outside, calm but tense. “Is your 
father home?” one asked. I shook 
my head. “My sister’s gone too.”
They didn’t say much. Just 
quietly sent me over to my 
grandparents’ place. I later found 
out they’d been searching for 
my dad, who hadn’t shown up 
at work in two weeks. But... I 
did see Dad go to work, right?

Weeks passed.

By the time the news came, I 
was already back at my mother’s.

H E A D L I N E S :
Bodies of Ally Rowan (14), Lewis 
Rowan (51), and an unidentified 
individual found hidden beneath 
a bed in a West End farmhouse. 
The third corpse is believed to have 
been deceased for over nine weeks.

Ally and Dad...They had been 
calling me too, hadn’t they?

- Abigail Linda Kharkongor, XII

“Something’s calling me...”

“...from under the bed.”
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The Unseen
- Jentina Yaomei Shangkhu, XII

It’s strange, the way life can 
slip through your fingers when 
you’re not looking. I was always
invisible—the kid no one 
remembered, the name no one 
recalled. No friends, no noise,
no reason to be noticed. I
thought it was safer that way. 

Maybe  that’s why I ended up 
here.

I woke up in my bedroom, 
everything the same, yet 
distant—like I was seeing 
it through fog. I stood, 
expecting the weight of 
my body, but felt nothing. 
No heartbeat. No breath. 
Outside, the world was 
still. Cars frozen, people 
moving like shadows—passing 
right through me. I tried to 
scream, but no sound came. No 
one looked. No one ever did.
Days, maybe weeks, passed. I 
wandered the streets, my house, 
the school. My parents didn’t see 
me. Not the barista I greeted every 
morning. Not the classmates I 

once sat beside. I was nothing. A 
ghost. One night, I drifted into the 
school gym. A boy stood alone on 
the court, practicing free throws. 

He looked... like me. Head down. 
Isolated. Familiar. I stepped closer, 
drawn to his loneliness. Maybe, 
I thought, he could feel me.

And then, he looked up. His gaze 
landed exactly where I stood. For
the first time since I died,  
someone saw me. But instead of 
fear, he said, cold and calm: “I’ve
been waiting for you.” I froze.
Hope stirred in my chest. 
Someone could see me. Someone 
knew I was here. But as he stepped 

forward, something shifted.
His eyes weren’t kind—they 
were hollow. Dead. “You’ve 
been  waiting  too,” he said.  

“Just like me.”

A chill spread through me. 
He wasn’t just a boy. He was 

like me. Forgotten. Lost. 
Dead. “You’re not just a 
ghost,” he whispered, his 
smile sharp. “You’re the 
one who never left.” And 
I understood. We weren’t 
invisible to the world—we 
were invisible to memory. 

The forgotten souls who 
never mattered enough 

to be missed. Cursed to linger. 
To watch. To wait. And 
the worst part? Even we 
would  forget each other.

We were the ghosts of those never 
seen. Never remembered. Bound 
to shadows. Forever unseen.

“We were the ghosts 
of those never seen. 

Never remembered. 
Bound to shadows. 
Forever unseen.”

“No one looked. No one ever did.”

“Cursed to linger. To watch. To wait”
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A Jinn at Dawn
- Zaheen Rafia Shah, XII

As the guard of the mosque looked out onto the 
empty street, he sighed and put the gate keys inside 
his kurta’s pocket. It was a luminous Thursday 
night, the moon so bright it made the streetlights 
feel purposeless. He sat down next to the main 
door of the mosque, took out his blanket, and tried 
to wrap himself with it. Leaning his head against 
the door, he closed his eyes, hoping to catch a few 
hours of sleep before he had to wake up for Sehri.
He thought, “A few more days of Ramzan and I can 
finally go home. Allah, please give me strength.”
Noor kept tossing and turning, uncomfortable 
with the cramped space he had to sleep in. As time 
passed, his frustration grew. The bright streetlights 
irritated him, his neck hurt from leaning awkwardly 
on the door, the blanket felt too hot, but if he 
uncovered himself, mosquitoes nipped at every part 
of his body. His middle-aged back was already 
sore from years of sitting on this rugged footpath.
Time dragged on as Noor cursed the mosquitoes, 
the pebbles beneath him, and the life he found
himself trapped in. Through his angry mumbles, 
he was slowly starting to drift to sleep.

Just as his eyes were shutting, the bright light in 
front of him dimmed — obstructed by a figure.
A blurry figure, like a cloud of smoke. His brain 
jolted awake. Surely, his drowsy eyes were lying to 
him. He stood up straight, rubbing his eyes and 
squinting to focus. As his vision cleared, he saw the 
figure walking towards him. He now stood face-to-
face with a massive man — almost like a human 
mammoth. The man was nearly eight feet tall, his
sturdy frame draped in a long white robe. A thick 
beard, almost reaching his waist, flowed from his 
chin. A topi rested atop his head. From Noor’s low 
angle, the man’s eyes seemed almost red. Noor,
who looked like a child next to him, didn’t flinch.
 
He stared up at the man and asked, “What do you 
want?” The man replied in an eerie, hoarse voice,
“Is it Sehri time yet?” Startled by the man’s deep,
rumbling voice, but too prideful to show fear, 
Noor simply shrugged and said, “No. It’s in 

another 20 minutes.” The man stared at Noor with 
unsettling intent, then asked, “Can I have 
something from your Sehri?” That put Noor’s 
guard down. He sighed and answered, “Yes, come.”

As they walked toward Noor’s bag, kept near 
the mosque’s gate, a sudden, sharp smell of fire 
filled the air. Noor sniffed, looking around for 
the source. But soon, realization dawned on him.
The smell was coming from the man.
Jinns, Noor recalled, are made from smokeless fire.
Noor sat down at his usual spot, crumpling the 
blanket to make a seat. The man sat across from him, 
his massive frame oddly gentle under the streetlight, 
his crimson eyes locked onto Noor with a strange
patience. Noor could see his face clearly now. The 
man’s eyes were undeniably red, but they weren’t 
threatening — they simply revealed nothing.
Noor took out his steel tiffin, used the lid as a 
plate, and placed one of his rotis on it for the 
man. As he rummaged through his bag for his 
water bottle, he turned —  and saw no one.

The man was gone.

No tiffin lid.

No roti.

Nothing.

...

The air around him suddenly felt heavier, thicker.
Noor looked around, heart racing, the street eerily 
silent under the watchful moon. But he brushed 
it off. Just a mind trick, he muttered to himself.

He ate his Sehri quietly and slept more 
peacefully than he had in days. But when he 
woke up the next morning, he found something 
waiting at his feet — the steel lid of his tiffin.
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Arabian Nights, or One Thousand and One 
Nights, is not just a collection of stories—it’s 
a magical journey through time and space. 
The 1001 tales centre on the brilliant and 
courageous Scheherazade, a woman whose 
words are as sharp as a sword and as 
mesmerizing as the stars themselves. She 
marries King Shahryar, a ruler scarred by 
betrayal, who swears to  marry a new woman 
each day and have her executed at dawn. 
But Scheherazade is no ordinary 
woman. She turned to the king and said, 

“May I tell a story?”
“Yes,” he said.

And she said, “Listen.”
She weaves tales that enchant the king, 
starting each night with an unfinished 
story, leaving him in suspense. In her call to 
“Listen,” both a command and an invitation, 
Scheherazade begins a journey that takes the 
listener from the rolling dunes of Baghdad 
across the length and breadth of Arabia. 
Her stories, rich with adventure, love, and 
mystery, bind together the very essence of 
Arabian Nights—a world where fantasy 
and reality blur into an eternal dance.

2. What is the origin of 
The Arabian Nights and 
what cultural straits  

does it reflect?
The first physical trace of the tales of 
Scheherazade was discovered in Cairo. The 
style of storytelling reflects the Sanskrit
tradition of framing fables but with a Persian 
backdrop. Over the next five centuries, 
Scheherazade’s witty, lively, and dynamic 
voice was embraced by storytellers across the 
cultivated urban centres of Baghdad, Cairo
Damascus, and al-Andalus, incorporating 
influences from multiple traditions, including 
Greek, Coptic, North African, and Hebrew.
The stories within Arabian Nights 
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- Aanya Paul Sarkar, Deputy 
Editor, XII Nights
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1. What is the 
Arabian Night?

The



glow like a thousand lanterns, each 
flickering with the values of a vast 
and ancient culture. In the desert 
sands, where every wind whispers 
a secret, the tales reflect the Middle 
East’s deep reverence for wisdom, 
honour, and the sacred bond of 
hospitality. Magic carpets, flying 
genies, and treacherous sorcerers don’t 

just serve as entertainment—they 
represent the boundless imagination 
and resourcefulness of the Middle 
Eastern soul. These stories remind us 
that the world is a place of wonder 
and that our actions, no matter how 
small, can echo through eternity.

3. Why have Arabian 
Nights remained so 
influential across 

generations? 
The Arabian Nights is a timeless 
trove of stories passed down through 
generations, glowing with universal 
appeal. These tales—of magic lamps, 
heroic sailors, and love-struck 
princesses—transcend cultural and 
temporal boundaries because they 
reflect our deepest dreams, fears, 
and longings. Their vivid worlds 
and enduring themes of adventure, 
justice, wisdom, and redemption 
speak to the human spirit. More 
than mere stories, The Arabian 
Nights weaves a spell that continues 
to enchant hearts across the world.

4. What role does 
magic play in the 

stories of Arabian 
Nights?

Magic is the lifeblood of The Arabian 
Nights, threading through its tales 
with shimmer and unpredictability. 
From jinn in enchanted lamps to 
creatures guarding hidden riches, it 
opens doors to realms where fishermen 
summon genies and merchants 
uncover treasure. Yet, magic is not 

5. What are some of 
the most unforgettable 
tales found in Arabian 
Nights, and why do they 
still resonate today?
Aladdin, Ali Baba, and the 
Fisherman—three tales from Arabian 
Nights that reveal the power of 
wit over might, the price of greed, 
and the truth that wisdom and love 
outshine wealth, echoing timeless 
lessons through magical storytelling.
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always kind—it demands wisdom, 
for great power brings great risk. 
It reflects the vast potential of the
universe and the fragile balance 
between light and shadow. 
It’s a world where the impossible 
can become reality, but only 
for those who dare to seek it.

a world where 
the impossible 
can become 
reality but only 
for those who 
dare to seek it. 
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afterword
There are places that live in us long after we’ve walked 

their halls.

In the hush between classes, in stairwells echoing with 
laughter, in sunlit windows and shadowed corners—
our school has always held stories. Some told aloud, 

some whispered in brushstrokes and verses, and some 
only daring to exist as flickers caught in a photograph. 
This issue was our attempt to catch the flicker before it 

vanished.
 

What you hold in your hands is more than just an 
issue. It is a frame—capturing the way light fell on 
familiar walls, how time softened edges and turned 

memories into myth. It’s the poetry of growing up, of 
holding on and letting go. It’s the art of haunting and 
being haunted—by faces we still see in our dreams, by 

moments that refuse to fade.

Here lie our ghost stories—not of fear, but of presence. 
Of tall green trees that remember every secret, of 
classrooms echoing with unfinished thoughts, of 
corridors that knew us before we knew ourselves.

Spring does not arrive loudly. It tiptoes in, carrying 
change in small, almost invisible ways. And in that 
spirit, this issue unfolds—quietly, delicately, like a 

memory returning when you least expect it.

To everyone who offered a piece of their soul for 
these pages—thank you. And to you, dear reader, who 
wandered through them—we hope you found a piece of 

yourself here, too.

Some stories end. Others echo.

And this one, perhaps, will stay with you a while longer.

- Aanya Paul Sarkar, Deputy Editor, XII
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