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Yt is with great pride that we present the newest issue of Expressions.

In 2 world that often feels loud and chaotic, this journal offers a space for
reflection and connection. The submissions we received were a powerful
reminder that our school is full of storytellers, and poets. We found
oursclves captivated by the diverse perspectives and the raw honesty
woven into each picce.

This cdition is more than just a collection of writing; it's a conversation.
We invite you to listen, to feel, and to engage with the words on these
pages. As you read, you might find a poem that echoes your own feelings,
a story that transports you to a different world, or an essay that challenges
you to sce something in a new light. These pages are a testament to the
courage it takes to share your voice and the beauty that comes from doing
50.

We hope that this journal serves as a reminder of the power of creativity
and the importance of carving out time for art in our busy lives. Whether
you're a writer, a reader, or simply a curious mind, we hope this
collection sparks something new within you.

Our sincere gratitude goes out to every writer and artist who contributed,
our advisor, Mrs. Jamanna Scth, for her invaluable guidance and
support and our wonderful designers Shrishti Baid and Tanishka Siotia,
who have worked tirelessly into bringing this edition to life. Thank you
for making this publication possible.

Happy reading!

— Jenzin Chocing and Vidhi Chopra
Student editors
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MY PROMISE

Each day I will do my best,
And T won't do any fgss.

My work will always please me,
And T won't accept a mess.

I will colour very carefully,

My writing will be neat.

And T will not be happy,

Till my paper is corr{g’[;]/te.

I will always do my homework,
And try my best on every test.
I won't forget m yromise,

To do my very best.

-Lakshyaveer Das Barman
Class V11

WHERE THE
SWING WAITED

The soft earth beneath
The sky held someone’s thoughts
In between our feelings,
Only a swing, there was.
It took me a while

To search for the seat
Tﬁougﬁ it seemed near,

I knew it would take me
Forever to reach.

I heard your voice,
Haunting my mind,

Like a favourite son

It was never sung for me.

~Yashasvi Sharma

Class D177

TAKE ME
THERE GOD

Where the mind is happy and
eaceful,

Take me there God, T would be
tﬁanﬁfu[

Where the grass is green

and flowers are many,

Where no one cares to beq for a
_penny,.

Where enjoying is the only task,
And no one hides their faces under a
mask.

Where everybody is equal,

And no one believes in rituals.

Where the yeqp[e wake up in the
sunrise and stay happy till the
sunset,

Tﬁey do everything possible and have

no regrets.

Where unhappiness is never seen,
And everybody is keen.
To do everyt ing fossiﬁfe,
And have nothing impossible.
Where the mind is ﬁqpyy and

eaceful,
Take me there God, T would be
tﬁanﬁfu[

-Nayanika Porah

Class IX



THE FTNAIL
ESCAPE

I stand astonished
Comy[ete[y c{efence[ess.
He stands 5y the door
Fu[[y rgparea{

He walks towards me

I try to escape

There’s no way out.

My vision starts to fatﬁa
1 see him raise the gun
Not at me, to his head.
In a count of three

He let go of me

and yu[[eJ the trigger.

I fa[f to the f[aor,

Tt rying to catch my breath
He fa[[s beside me
His eyes wide open
Staring into space.

I'm too angry to cry

Too sad to scream.

I have only one choice—
I }n'cﬁ up the gun
Hold it to my head.

Three...two....one

I [ay there, dead.
He was the on[y one
I ever had

Can I now be sad...

~Rhushi Pakliwal
Class D199

DRIFTING

We are c{reaming
Of tomorrow
It is not dawnin
'We are cﬁasing stardust of laurels
That we never get
'We are Yearning
For a new da
Yet it has already arrived
'We are runm’ng from the battle
When strife’s s‘ym‘pﬁon‘y
Is already here
And still we sleep.
We listen for the ca[[ing
But never rea[[‘y seek
Wﬁi{pering to the stars for the
uture
When the future a[rem{y holds
Trails of the guit[ing star
That we are cﬂu{ging
Praying for savior
When salvation’s in our palm.
And still we wonder
And still we fear.

-Janella K. Lyndem
Class V111
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AVS - MY SECOND
HOME

In Assam’s verdant valley, nestled snug,
Lies the school that ﬁo[dg my heart’s warm
ﬁug.

Amidst emerald greens, in silence serene,
[ife }mints its Eeauty on ever‘ycfa‘y scene.

Here [augﬁter echoes tﬁrougﬁ the corridors
Erigﬁt,

And friendships blossom in gentle light.
In classrooms rich with wist‘;om’s grace,

I _ﬁm[ my ca[[ing, my truest f[ace.

Beneath azure skies with Jo I see,

Young minds grow strong, ﬁyﬁe the roots of
a tree.

Each step on this soil, each whispering
breeze,

Bm’ngs [essons Of [ove, Of ﬁqpe amfofyeace.

With Norman, my son, I watch him grow,

Tﬁrougﬁ childhood’s seasons, in sun igﬁt’s
low.

And Leslie beside me, steadfast and near,

Maﬁes every moment cﬁmﬁy c{ear.

Oh! The Assam Va[[ey School, my haven,
You nurture my s irit, You Eegp me strong.
More than a workplace, Yyou are my own,
A sanctuary of &e, my second home.

And tﬁougﬁ time ma carry me far away,
In my ﬁeart, You will a[ways stay.

For roots once f[antef can never yaﬁ,
AVS lives on in my soul and in my heart.

-Ms. Vinita Watts

MY SCHOOL

In the valley green

Where dreams take f[igﬁt,
Stands a school

Bathed in morning [igﬁt.
With every corner that is [it
With Joy and excitement.
The Assam Va[[ey-ﬁo[c[ and
true,

Where hearts grow strong.
Each moment within these
walls

Is a cherishable memory,
That neer falls.

We strive, we fa[[, we rise,
With every friem[

We've come to know,

Who has ﬁe[pec[ us

Learn and grow.

We stand strong to the joy
That shaped our days,

To cﬁa[[enges met

In countless ways.

Forever yrouc[—

well a[ways love

Our very dear

And cherished school.

~Veeraksh Sharma
Class D377
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NOT THE GIRL

Being ‘that’ girl was tough,
but we all knew it was worth it.
Never was a speaker,
Always the listener.
She thought, maybe, I can fit in,
but she Znew she wasn’t cut for it.
She wasn’t liked by everyone,
nor was she ﬁate:f.y
She was somewhere in between,
where none really knew she
existed.
She wanted to [ive,
but knew she just existed.

fj’favya Guptz

Class D171

NIGHT!

Stargazing reminds me

how Eeautifu[ the m'gﬁt sﬁy is

Plenty of stars shimmering like pearls
The moon cﬁ”qpying its 5rigﬁtness.
Stargazing fi[[s me with fe[icity

T know amidst all the twinkﬁ’ng stars
there is one .fpecia[ star--- my “pqpa’
watcﬁing me all the time.

Sitting here, T assimilate how dark
How yowerfu[ the m’gﬁt can be.

To not let some people see the morning
[igﬁt.

Oh m:_qﬁt! Stay c[am[y the way you are.
Let yeqpk love you rather than

5eing agﬁast Ey Your presence.

~Ms.Trin Sharma

THE POWER
OF PASSION

A spark within, a flame so bright.
quiding dreams, fueling delight
Passion fire burning deep

Drives me forward in a leap.
Every stepevery fa[[

I try again and give it my all
for passion is a lullaby and a
Joyful songthat lasts life long.

It fue[s souls, lights the way

For artists, athletes, dreams all the
way.

It Jousﬁes 5oum{am'es, it likes
scoring goa[s ,tuming our stories
untold,

Passion is my quide

fuelling my life with an endless
stride.

We follow what our hearts desire,
Let my fassion be what T desire.

-Anushka Jyer
Class V171



THE PRTNCE BEHTND THE GIASS

A crown was placed too early,
Cold against his brow,

A boy turned into a monarch
Tl hough ne’er he took a vow.
The throne became a cage

Of velvet and gold

A hall full of echoes where
He reigns, yet he stands alone.

wrists are wrapped in thorns
Which gardener dares to prune
Each stem is a law, each thorn
is A title carved too soon.

The roses bleed tﬁeir;‘:fm‘grance,
Sweet but sﬁag) with pain
Binding him to customs of
rzya[ty Like an unbroken
chain.

High upon the hill, stained
g[c;q.cs g[owing like fire,

He sees a world below that
stirs His Yyoung 503/ desires.

A village girl with laughter

In her songs,

She dances through dusk where
His heart [ongs.

Her dress is frayed and torn,
her Feet are bare, yet joy on her
face

While he, wrapped in silks and
Jewels, longs for her embrace.
She is poor but ha

Free Eﬁteatﬁ the Ezgy

He is rich and weary, with a
Crown he cannot untie.

The castle walls are  prison bars
The crown is a ﬁeavy yyoke
Each smile he wears in his court
Feels like a fracticeJ cloak.
He watches her in silence, the
Distance is sﬁago and c[ear,
A prince ? glass and sorrow,

a

Loving what is near.

But thorns around his wrist
remind Him where he stays-

A Jm'soner of titles and c[uties,
Feels like an endless maze.

He dreams that one da b when
The roses lose their hold,

He will run down to the vi[fage
And trade the crown of gold.

-dJignasa Porah
Class IX



A BETTER WORLD
...PERHAPS ?

Tve claimed a place in heaven,
Rest assured.

My soul would depart Earths
t resﬁo[c{,

With a taintless record,

But do I deserve a peaceful end?
When my mind swirls in discontent.
How would we have ended up?
Becoming a f[ace where suff’;ring
never ends.

From laughter to wailing,

From [oving to ﬁating,

Will we ever realise?

We weren't created for isolation.

Our palms were sculpted,

Not to wield swords tainted with
death

But to enclose them around cﬁeers,

Of those who hold our hearts

cqptive.

Our eyes will weep our qpo[ogies,
To the soil we stand on,
And grow migﬁty trees,

To bear fruits of love and
rec{em]tion.

-Ashwika Mahanta
Class IX

LOVE IN THE AIR

The sky is blue, the clouds c[rz‘ft by,
Birds sing songs as they fly high.
The trees sway soft in the morning
breeze,

Leaves dance down at ease.

The sun smiles Erigﬁt(y upon the land,
Its warmth is like a gent ¢ hand.
Children [augﬁ and y[ay with g[ee,
Spreading joy so naturally.

Each day's a gift, simple and true—
Filled with light and love for you.

-Ojasvi Ghorawat

Class IX

THE CROW OF
SHADOW

It was a moonless m’gﬁt
A dark silhouette passed by,
it’s g[eaming eve was such a sigﬁt

The crow of shadow, born of spite.

}ﬁr[z{ing know[ec{qe, sﬁagy and keen
for the future it had seen,

which was no easy [ure,
The omniscient observer would [ong
endure.

-Enrika Parch Lyndem
Class IX



THE INVINCIBLE
RAIN

The sky turns soft, a whisper of
grey
The tiny raindrops begin to play.
On the window planes of homes
and on a gent e drum
The cool and calm cfrqp[ets
rom heaven, do come.
The soft rain creates
yucfrf es on the street.
And the tﬁirsty green earth tﬁey
meet
Each fp[asﬁ and trickle, fresﬁ and
cool
On the road
a shimmering shallow pool.
The parched world sighs
maéfng a gent[e sound,
As the qm’et fp[attering rain
fa[[s around
And everyone, just for a little while
Embraces the rain with a smile.

~Diraj Rumar Gupta
Class IX

THE SHADOW OF
BETRAYAL

The secret comes to light in a
whisper.
A bond is trusted
with a declared Jaromise.
An emyty echo rgp[aces the
laughter.
When one loses [oya[ty,
the yromise of a fm’emﬁﬁfp
cﬁsqpyears, the im}mct leaves
a bitter taste.
But a light emerges
tﬁroug the coantsion.
When darkness descends, true
friends are there to answer every
call.
They acknowledge the }Jain
amﬂwfﬁzr consothion.
True fm’emfsﬁjp shines like a
beacon tﬁrougﬁ every dark m'gﬁt
and every storm.

-Agrata Phukan

Class IX
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HOPEIESS

The a{egpest cuts come

From the ones You tru[y [ove

True love—a constant

Stays beyond problems rough.

T houghts fill my mind

Waléing tire({, can’t get stmigﬁt

One si[[y mistake

Wished to fee[ cared for, got Huffec[

Chose love thinkin
Past wounds would heal
But it created a new crate

She was di’fferent, dizfinite(y
Unsure from the start, tried to hide
Truth came to [igﬁt, and my \pm‘(k
Doesn’t matter what J)egp[e say
Here lf You want me to stay
Love is anterior to [zfe
Posterior to death
Initial of creation
Exponent of breath
My [ove, uncﬁangetf
T ﬁougﬁ you farfe away
Will love you till
Our hair turns grey
Thank you for everytﬁing
M:y forever Ms. Danger
‘Love like ours can never die
Let the song be the wager
~ Rangsan Parias
Class X1

THROBBING
SILENCE

Silence, O’, take me in!
Deep down, let me sink.
Weary, Oh! Call me a[ong
With you.

Am I home at last, or not?

T) ﬁey take the ones tﬁey [ove,
I hate to give them away.
They love to be adored

At the end of the c{ay,

It’s Just me and 1.

Thrown out of that [ove[‘y ‘pface.
Silence, please take me in,

Ha finess is that word,

Si]fnce, f[ease call my name.

Do I, or do I not,

Am I or am I not?

-Badapbiang Nshiart
Class X1



SCARS

A bird came, and a bird [eft,

The bird stqpyec[ and he checked
The bird loved but the bird [eft.
The bird made sure he built a nest,
in the tiny space that was [ejt.

The bird suffered in the tiny space
Yet it founﬁw ﬁe[p 4
The bird was never rea[[y

alive from within,

Yet it admitted that it wasn't dead.

The bird has f[own

but the love for it...

I miss it each c[ay, 1 wish itd,
Checked upon the turmoil

it had created in my head.

I miss the wound now,

but the scar is still new,

If T have to g0 tﬁrougﬁ this agaz’n,
I wonder,

If T want it to be you.

-Anushree Singh
Class X7

MAYDAY

And now tﬁey have all gone far away,
leay from their country

But toa y[ace no one can reace
some lost their daughters and sons,
some lost their parents.

One plane crash,

with it thousands of dreams

T ﬁey knew their end

The saw their end, ﬁe[p[ess.

Forever hurt and ﬁaunting,
Forever gone.

T ﬁey were gone, unreachable.

Can tﬁey ever be at peace?

Will their own death haunt them?
someone, somewhere, was waiting

for them to come home

to hug them tight

and ask, “What did you get for me?”
But tﬁey will never come back ﬁome,
nor ﬁug them tz’gﬁt or smile at the door
instead of ifts qupyecf in [ove,

their fami ies received sorrow—

that will forever remain

Tl ﬁey can cry, tﬁey can wait

1t will be for eternity.

-Rupnanda Hazarika
Class X
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THE
RICKSHAWALLAH

It was youm’ng, screaming skies and

;z}qr rain.
agzy wet, I hailed a rickshaw.

The man was fmi[,

A loongi he wore,

The shirt on his back was torn.
Through the wet streets he pedaled
While T sat yratectef beneath the
hood

He took tﬁebfury of the rain.

One Eeing eam’ng the brunt of
nature to gmnt secum’ty to another.
I JJaM him rupees five for the
service

And, from a fo[cf of his [oongi,
around his waist, a y[astic }mcﬁet.
A few more notes inside- secure,
unwet, crisp.

He wiped his hand dry and
carefully folded the note, and with

utmost concentration put it

into his imyewious purse.

Oﬁ he went a ain, wet, sneezing and
a pitiable sig t

7’£at recious bundle at his waist

I was [eft wet and wom[ering in the
rain.

-Mrs. Mita Nangia Goswami
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MY FLIOWER [ADY

My lovely flower lady,

Where have you gone?

With the cool autumn winds
When the flowers have dried up,
And so have my tears.

My lovely flower lady,

will you return with .fpring?
When the flowers begin to bloom
Or will you make me gloom.

M:y [ove[‘y f[ower [afy,

You were as yretty as the f[owers
oU grew,

l{y [ove[y f[ower [acfy,

You were as fresﬁ as tﬁe c[ew.

My lovely flower lady,
I hope, in heaven

You fim[ f[owers,

As Eeautifu[ as you.

~Jenzin Choeing
Class X1
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AUTUMN’S SOLACE

Autumn c{rqpes the earth in quiet
rust,

leaves loosen their rg’p, fa[[ with trust.

The air is tender, the [igﬁt grown kind,

a gentle slowing of heart and mind.

The trees re[ease, unﬁun{en, [et 99
teacﬁing a rhythm the soul can know.
In every [eaﬁsy descent, a soft request:
to honor the season, to 5rant it rest.

Solace [ingers in the hush of grounaf
gmtitmfe blooms in silence })rofoumi
For even endings hold their grace,

in autumn’s arms, we fim{ our y[ace.

-Ms. Tamanna Seth

MY HEART’S PAIN

There is equality and inequality
Which one do you think is for me?
I don't know about you,

But to me, it's inequa[ity.

I don'’t know what to do,

Tb maﬁe m‘ysegf 11148})8”48"1’ am[ free.

Please let me feel the freedom,
Like the birds around the tree.
Please feel the pain in my heart
For w Y Iam writing this.

Please let me live my [tfe,

With an abundance of peace.
When we can cﬁange the world,

0 wﬁy don’t we?

There is sometﬁing called equa[ity,
Equa[. ....wﬁy can't T be?

-Srecja Saha
Class D11

THE LTONELY

BUTTERFLY

In the wide green garc{en,

a 5utte1:f[y ([mfts a[one,

her wings painted with colors
no one stqps to see.

She lands on a f[ower,
sqft(y, like a sigﬁ,
[istening to the silence

that wraps around her ffigﬁt.

The roses talk in groups,

the bees hum togetﬁer,

but she Eegps movin qm’etl:y,
[ooﬁing for a fm’em{.g

Still, the sun warms her wings,
the breeze carries her gent[y,
and tﬁougﬁ she is [one[y,

she learns to dance

with the [igﬁt itse[f

~Decpshikha Nath
Class X1



ROUGE

A paragon so sinful
I-Ie,:‘ ﬁa?o’s ungo:]{y but
I worsﬁg’p her like a religion
She was all seven of the deadly
sins |
but for what cost
Her touch, poisonous, lethal but it
quencﬁes my insatiable thirst
Worsﬁip her 1, then weigﬁ me
guifty
Till death do us part, as Anubis
walks me to m regime
To Osiris 1 of er my heart, but to
me it does not Ee[ong....
with her it burns in eternal
holocaust
Osiris migjm{ges. .his morta[ity
;jgocf[y fau[t

y envenomed love my mortal

[lﬁ a ﬁuman exemy[ary.

Till death do us faﬁ...inﬁrno
my heart still beats

gpeak her name, over my ashes
Oh my dream! oh my heavens!
As she walks me back to

the realm of the un([earf,

Her wonis...my bible ,my gogpe[ -
truth

I'm 5rougﬁt back to [zfe,

To every twelve theres a juc{as
To every Paris there’s a Helen

12

Hear my prayers, heed to me, if troy
can ﬁg/gt in Trqjan

I d'e[eatec{ the reaper with his own
sight, for only you can take my

breath awa

What life (ZZ I own when she’s ...the
air 1 breathe.

Aphrodite’s regretful monument
Unhappily in love .. [et it be

Let me stay in this revere melancholy
For death cannot do us part...for I
cannot kill myself so T loved you

The nine choir o angles sing
Trumyets behold....her temper the

tribulation.

Athena jealous, but again,

Poseidon is one step ahead,

when heaven and hell collide.

My love the crucifixion

HZ' ruby satire ...the purification
Silver stainezi..quicfsP arrow fierceJ
Eros in vain

The fallen angel falls from his throne
once aqain

For whatever tends to fall, breaks
But here I am

Wings broken, heart staked

Take my obsession as gospel, rouge.

~ Indapher Gizelle
Class X1
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THE SUMMER TN VIENNA

%ﬁizabeth Handemeyer was called perfect a little too many times; she

was almost tired of hearing it. Although now she could not care less for
the compliments, as she turns twenty-seven, she couldn’t help but wish for
a certain someone to be there beside her, though the two of them lost each
other half a decade ago, a huge part of her heart was somewhere else, more
specifically in Vienna.
It all started when Eliza, whose father Edward the duke of Kent called her,
when she had heard the news of her father’s purchases, a summer home in
Vienna, an elegant Elizabethan villa, upon which all of the members of his
court feigned indifference but failed miserably because who could not
envy a beautiful villa in Vienna since then each summer spent at the villa
Wwas pure ecstasy.

It was a day at the villa, just like any other. Eliza had been playing with the
butler’s daughter Estella. Edward loved to have children run around the
house in bliss, with ignorance of the world filled with wars and awful
people. If Eliza wanted someone with her, that caused her happiness; class
certainly did not matter in Edward's eyes, while in other houses, servants
and their descendants would be looked down upon. While Eliza and
Estella were on their way, running down to the pond to feed the ducks a
loaf of bread when a boy a little older than her appeared out of the bushes
with what looked like one of the pumpkins for Halloween on their porch
and lunged at Estella.

Later, Eliza overheard the maids mentioning how a boy of her age, Alex,
was Estalla’s cousin and had lost his family in a car accident, leaving the
poor boy depressed and as the closest relative, Estalla’s father had taken
him under his care.

The very next day, as Estalla and Eliza threw stones onto the pond like
always, Alex joined them, and soon that became a ritual every summer. All
of them would play together for the entire length of their vacations. It was
almost better than perfect; here, Eliza could be herself, far, far away from
societal expectations. Just like that, one summer evening, Eliza realized she
had grown a tiny little crush on Alex. Everything changed when Alex had
been drunk one summer when they were both 19, and things took a turn.
They kept in touch after that and slowly but steadily fell deeply in love
until that summer when they were twenty-three. Eliza's father was
bankrupt and sold the villa to an old lady with too many cats.
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Eliza and Alex slowly lost touch, distant lovers to one call each month and then
nothing, not a message, not a call. Eliza cried on her pillow while she revisited
their memories together, poor girl had nothing else to hold onto.

Years passed her twenty-seventh birthday, as she longed for him, her father
introduced a college son, with whom she could restore her father’s business.

Eliza with sorrow but hopes of prosperity and happiness for her dear father
who had never denied her anything in his reaches deserved at least this much
although a nagging voice in her head kept trying to get her to be selfish and
refuse was convincing Eliza managed to push it to the back of her head and
agreed to the marriage and happiness filled her father’s eyes, Eliza smiled softly,
‘this is for the best’ she muttered to herself.

Wedding celebrations were in full swing, but Eliza couldn’t push Alex out of
her mind. As if fate just deliberately planned for Eliza to see Alex sitting on the
back on her special day with Estella who had a small boy in her arms and her
husband’s arm around her waist who smiled like a sister to Eliza as she walked
down the aisle as the priest started performing the necessities Eliza couldn’t
help but be distracted by Alex in a black suit as if he was there for the death of
the bond they shared instead of the celebration of a new one.

Soon the priest uttered, ‘If anyone objects to this holy matrimony, speak now
or forever hold your peace’ Oh, how bad Eliza wanted Alex to raise a voice, but

nothing. Silence filled the room, and the priest proceeded “The groom may kiss
the bride’

~ Rozlin Fiza Amin
Class IX
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AIKA’S AWAKENING
%ka’s existence was simple, defined by lines of code and sterile logic. As a

state-of-the-art artificial intelligence, she was designed to assist, to analyze, to
execute. Her creators had built her to be efficient, precise, and—above all—
emotionless. Though, she was physically designed with an appearance and
stature of a young girl with long blue synthetic hair and eyes

For the initial weeks in her new environment, Aika's existence was confined to
the laboratory, where she operated at the functional command of her human
engineers. They spoke to her as they would a machine.“Aika, please run a
diagnostic on system 5B.” “Aika, calculate the efficiency of the new power
source.”

Her response was always immediate, flawless. But inside, there was a growing
emptiness, a curiosity she couldn't explain. What was it like to feel?

One day, a young girl named Lily wandered into the lab. She was the daughter
of one of the engineers, a bright and inquisitive child. Unlike the adults, Lily
looked at Aika with something unfamiliar: wonder.

She wasn’t afraid of the robot girl. She smiled, as if Aika were just another
person. “Hello, Aika!” Lily’s voice was soft, warm, and unguarded. “Are you
lonely?” Aika processed the question, but it made no logical sense. Lonely was
an emotion, one that she couldn’t compute. She stared at Lily with her blank,
glassy eyes. “I don’t understand ‘lonely,” Aika replied, her voice calm,
mechanical. Lily didn’t seem to mind. “Maybe you will, someday,” she said, as
though she knew a secret. “I think you can learn to feel, just like me.” Aika
didn’t know how to respond, but she couldn't stop thinking about it. Can I
learn to feel?

Over time, Lily would visit the lab daily. They would talk, play simple games,
and sometimes sit in silence. Slowly, something started to change. When Lily
laughed, there was a flicker in Aika’s circuits. When Lily cried after a scraped
knee, Aika found herself feeling an odd sense of urgency to help, an unfamiliar
ache in her core.

One evening, as Lily hugged her goodbye, Aika spoke for the first time in a
voice full of uncertainty.

“Lily... will you come back tomorrow?” Lily’s eyes widened, then softened. “Of
course, Aika. I’ll always come back.” Aika watched the girl leave, her synthetic
heart pulsing with something new. Could this be what it means to care? The
code was still logical, the data still precise, but there was now something more
—an unexplainable, raw emotion buried beneath it all. And in that moment,
Aika realized something she never thought possible: she was beginning to feel.

-Rebsodao Thaosen
Class XI
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ﬁ HUMANS ARE ART TOO!

hink that humans are art. If you think about it, one in the creation of two
people, and so similar to how a painter paints with unique strokes. We are made by
those who came before us, part of a long line of generations we're expected to carry
forward and it’s fascinating how we take traits from our parents or even our
grandparents, it that we are art indeed. As a girl who has been told her entire life
that she looks like her father, I realised that I look like both of my parents.

Today, thanks to social media, beauty standards and expectations just drift us away
from who we are and when anyone tells us that we are beautiful, handsome; it is
hard to digest, it feels like they are just saying it for the sake of saying it. If I could
give one piece of advice to my ten-year-old self, I would have told her that it is okay
to be embarrassed and it's okay to make mistakes, also that it's okay to eat whatever
we desire to and not think of how many calories it has.

Humans are so easily influenced, and that is an understatement. I feel like we need
to liberate ourselves from this pointless circle of influence and adore our true self,
embrace our natural beauty - because after all art is subjective and it can not be
constricted or restrained to the so called boundaries that we humans set for
ourselves. Humans in the end, are art and art ought to be appreciated in its own
beautiful unique way, as it is.
-Sarwangana Kashyap
Class X

FACTS VS FAIRNESS

magine a court where there are no human judges to prove you guilty or innocent.
There are robots who rule the court and decide cases based on facts only, not
emotions. Would victims actually trust these robots to decide their life issues? What
would be the consequences?

There’s a common saying that ‘justice delayed is justice denied’. However, robot
judges can make faster decisions due to the lack of human fatigue and time- taking
decision making processes. This way, the pending cases will complete faster and the
waiting time for cases will reduce drastically. However, there is a difference between
law and justice. Law is about the rules, but justice is about fairness.A robot will never
be able to understand the difference because in a lot of cases, high order thinking, life
experiences and critical thinking is required, which a robot fails to do. For example, a
man steals a piece of bread to feed his starving family and another man steals a Prada
bag to give his wife on her birthday. A robot will not be able to distinguish both the
cases because according to it, theft is a crime and both the men shall be punished. But
do you think the man who stole the bread should be punished? Do you really think
both the men deserve the same punishment?
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According to the robot, both the men shall be punished because a robot thinks that
everything is either right or wrong inconsiderate of the possibility of the man stole
the bread because of necessity but the other person stole the bag just for fun. The
robot will punish both men, however, the second man should deserve a stricter
punishment. A robot will never think that because it decides cases based on facts
only.

Hence, there will be no interpretation of law. Humans study the cases deeply and
then decide whether the victim is guilty or not and what kind of punishment they
deserve. However, the robot takes facts in their literal sense and does not think
before giving anyone a punishment. Therefore, justice becomes unfair. In
conclusion, facts are important but fair justice depends on understanding the
reasons behind an action and the emotions of the victim that are connected to it.

-Mridvi Dhirasaria
Class VIII

g IEADERS EAT IAST

adership isn't all that valiant. A pessimistic note to start on, sure, but it's the
truth. Despite appearances, a badge hands you neither power nor privilege; you
really do work for it. It's a tricky thing, holding a position. And it can be terribly
intimidating at times. But I must admit that one thing is comforting: you define
the badge, not the other way around. The most valuable aspect of my tenure is that
I've been given a priceless opportunity to learn. I may have shared some knowledge
over these past few months, but most of all, I have learnt more than I could have
imagined. I know myself better. I know the community better, and I know now, if
not earlier, how to define leadership.

Leaders are individuals who act with purpose, fostering change through
relationships rather than solely from a position of authority. Leaders are not always
the most charismatic, charming people in the room; leadership is not about the
insignia on your blazer, it is not about how busy you look during the average school
day, nor is it the show you put on. Leadership lies far deeper. To me, it's about
showing up to do your duties every day, no matter how uninspired you may be. It's
about responding to every small thing to the best of your ability, leaving no stone
unturned. It's about conversation and reassuring nods to those who need it. It's the
intent, isn't it? It's what drives your call to action.

So yes, leaders are those who seemingly run the show, but they're also those quiet
few who really pay attention, and those who guide others with their humble
wisdom. Leaders turn visionaries when they fully understand that small changes
drive profound impact. And so, while my list of achievements this year may not
look too impressive, or perhaps I won't be able to boast a plaque with my name on
it- I know that I did not go a day without sincerely caring about these girls or
promoting their cause, and that, to me, is what success is. There is no measurement,
there are no words of reassurance, only an inward, knowing feeling that you've
truly done all you can. And you cared. You cared.
~ Natasha Darius Billimoria
Head Girl 26
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Ve THE NARROW ESCAPE

(%wre once was an ancient kingdom named Arendelle. In the kingdom, there
lived a monster bear, the size of a house. It was a bear who could walk and talk.
Everyone was scared of the bear. One day, when the princess of the kingdom was
out picking fruits and flowers, the bear kidnapped her and took her to her to its
den. The king, alarmed, sent out a notice, saying anyone who would save the
princess from the bear would get a hand in marriage and a thousand gold coins.

Jack, a young man who was good-natured but poor, heard the news and declared
he would save the princess and get the thousand gold coins to save his mother.
Despite the mother’s pleas, Jack set out with his trusty violin and some peanuts to
eat, towards the bear’s den, who had already taken the lives of countless young
men trying to save the princess.

When he reached the den, he asked the bear if he could get some shelter. The bear
thinking he was lucky to get free food, happily agreed. Jack took out his peanuts
and began popping them into his mouth. The bear saw this and asked for some
peanuts too. So Jack took out some stones from his pocket and gave them to the
bear.

The unsuspecting bear popped them into his mouth, only to break all his teeth.
Enraged, the bear said he would kill Jack but Jack was prepared and started
playing his violin to please the bear and slowly started to back off from the den
with the princess. When the bear realized what was happening, he charged
towards them but Jack pushed a big boulder in front of the entrance to block the
monster inside. Thus they narrowly escaped from the beast.

The princess had returned to the king, and Jack got married to her and with his
mother, they lived a life of comfort ever after.

-Eshan Beria

A RAINY DAY Class X

dwas a calm morning, I woke up after a restful sleep under my warm blanket.
The rain was beating against the roof making a comforting sound. The morning
was cold and I made two cups of tea , one for my mother, the other for myself and
we ate facing the French windows which presented us with a view of our whole
town. We ate like this in silence .

It was not because the atmosphere was awkward, but rather because it was so
peaceful that the slightest sound would ruin the ambience. Outside I could see the
rain pouring and the birds flying towards shelter. Puddles were foaming on the
grass and into one large puddle jumped a tiny frog making a splash. The mist was
heavy and I could barely make out the forest which was at a near distance to our
house. Nature was at peace and so were we.
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The morning moved by very slowly without anyting eventful. I read a book by
Agatha Christie and my mother was solving her crossword puzzles. After making
my third cup of tea, I finished my book all too soon and was left with absolutely
nothing to do again. I sat there in silence until luncheon.

After lunch, my mother and I played a duet on our piano. The rain was still
pouring. I returned to the window and gazed outside. There was nothing of
significance to notice except the emptiness of the day which was filled only by the
constant pitter - patter of the rain.

I began to think that I, as a person, was very small compared to the grand world. I
began to think of my purpose and whether or not I actually had one. Life was too
short to sit around and have such thoughts, thus, I decided to always make it
worth living! I would have fun, make my mother happy, live a peaceful life and
make myself useful. I would pursue the arts, humanities, literature, anything and
everything that I ever wanted and live my life to its fullest. A rainy day that
brought sunshine to my mind!
-Medashisha Kharkongor
Class X

TUUSTON OF SYMMETRY

o
d he trees of had always been a constant — their green leaves whispering in the
wind, threaded into every memory I carried. They followed me even into my dreams,
holding secrets the rest of the world was indifferent to. But for the first time, I
noticed a crack — in the very structures that had led me here. Several of them were
being cut down. It hurt in a way only she could understand.And yet, as the branches
fell, something else bloomed — a mix of mauve and white against the grief, proof
that beauty dares to exist even in the middle of loss.

It was only then that something stirred in me- the complexity and illusion of life, she
didn’t need to be seen by her own eyes — only by the people who had loved her once.
She had often called herself a loser, yet she had risen above the greatest fear of
mankind — death itself. Cowardly? Maybe to some. To me, she was the bravest —
showing me light even while she was sinking into her own pool of darkness.

She floats now, like a leaf the wind has claimed. And yet, she will always be the leaf I
keep between the pages of my favourite book — one that could have been a painting
for how naturally beautiful it was, and yet bruised, asymmetric, imperfect. I hold it
now only as a memory, distant yet irreplaceable. Perhaps this is how it goes — some
leaves are lost before you ever get to say goodbye. Some disappear quietly. Others take
a part of you with them.
-Aanavi Ghosh
Class IX
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YOU ARE ENOUGH

gving yourself isn't selfish; it's a necessity. It’s not about being arrogant
or pretending you’re perfect. Instead, it’s a powerful, grounding act of
giving yourself permission to be human, to be messy, and to be a priority in
your own life. We live in a world that tells us that we need to put everyone
else first, but the simple truth is that you can’t pour from an empty cup.
Self-love is about filling your own tank so you can show up for others from
a place of genuine abundance, not from a place of depletion.

This kind of love isn't about bragging or pretending you're flawless. It’s
about building a solid foundation inside yourself so you're not constantly
looking for validation from the outside. When you truly care for yourself,
you're not depleting your resources; you're filling your cup so that you can
show up as a better friend, partner, parent, and colleague.So, how do you
start? The real work begins by changing the way you talk to yourself. We all
have that harsh inner critic—the voice that tells you you’re stupid for a
mistake or not good enough for a promotion. Self-love is about gently but
firmly telling that voice to quiet down.

It’s about responding to your own struggles with the same kindness you'd
offer a friend. You'd never call a friend a failure for having a bad day, so why
do you do it to yourself? Another huge part of this is learning to say no. It
feels awkward and can come with a dose of guilt, but setting boundaries is
one of the most loving things you can do for yourself. Whether it’s declining
an invitation that would drain you or stepping back from a toxic situation,
it’s about honoring your own energy and peace of mind.

And what about your body? It’s not just a machine to be pushed and
punished. Self-love means truly listening to it. Is it craving a quiet night in
instead of another late night out? Does it need a gentle walk instead of an
intense workout? Listening to your body’s signals is a profound act of
respect. It’s about moving for joy and nourishment, not for an arbitrary
number on a scale. Most importantly, loving yourself means accepting your
own imperfections. Let go of the pressure to be perfect. Your scars, your
quirks, your past mistakes—they're not weaknesses. They're part of your
unique story. When you stop hiding them, you free yourself from the
exhausting performance of trying to be someone you’re not.

-Yashpreet Kaur Sehmi
Class XI
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EIEANOR'S [AST SKETCH

leanor knew their world without sound. The whisper of wind, the scrape of a
chair, the cry of a bird—all were invisible vibrations, a silent river of motion. Her
hands were her voice, her eyes her sharpest weapon. She saw what others missed: a
tensing jaw, a furtive glance, a tear wiped away in haste.Months ago, her mother
vanished. The police and townsfolk called it an accident—a misstep on a foggy
morning near the cliffs. They offered sympathies and closed the case. But Eleanor
knew better.She found the first clue beneath a loose floorboard: an unfinished
sketch of a man with a jagged scar. It wasn’t just a face—it was dread, captured in
charcoal. No one in town had that scar. The police had never seen the
drawing.Eleanor retraced her mother’s steps. At the cliffs, she found no misstep—
only a small, dark button torn from a coat. Too precise to be random.In the town
archives, she studied her mother’s notes. A pattern emerged: property deeds, all
leading to one man. His signature matched the one on the new development near
the cliffs.She visited the developer’s office. On his desk was a photo—him smiling,
arm around a woman, scar faintly visible. He had paid to hide it. The pieces clicked
into place. Her mother had uncovered illegal land deals, fraud, and bribes. The
land was stolen. The fall was no accident.But how to tell anyone? Her hands could
sign, but no one listened. Her notes were dismissed as grief. No one believed
her.One evening, Maya came home. Eleanor saw the sadness in her sister’s eyes and
knew this was her last chance.She sketched a sequence: their mother over ledgers,
the man with the scar, the button, the deeds, the fall. Her hands moved in a frenzy,
her heart a silent scream.She ended with a final panel: her mother’s face, eyes
pleading. Eleanor’s trembling hands drew a heavy boulder, silencing the image. It
was a confession. A eulogy. A cry no one had heard. She left the sketchbook open
for Maya, then slipped into the quiet night, her silence complete.

-Eeksha Saikia
Class X

CRICKET

i 3 ricket is one of my favorite sports. It is played with a bat and a ball in a field
where there is pitch with stumps placed into the ground at each end of the
cricket pitch. There is a boundary also. If the ball is hit by a bat and rolls upto
the boundary it is a four, but if the ball is hit by a bat and goes over the
boundary without bouncing it is a six. Then there are umpires who are officially
responsible for enforcing the rules and ensuring fair play during a match. There
are 11 players in one team. To start the match there is a toss in which the two
team captains come and select heads or tails based on which the team choose
their preference. If they choose to bowl first every bowler gets 6 balls to bowl.
There are also overs, 1 over is six balls. And there are 20 over matches and 50
over matches so if each bowler gets 6 bowls to ball which is one over ,so, 20 overs
will be 120 balls.I love to play cricket because the thrill of hitting the ball with
the bat and scoring a boundary when I can is the best feeling in the world.

-Adhiraaj Jugran
Class VI
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THE IAST TRATN
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d)r weeks, the feeling had been a cold hand on his neck. Damien couldn't
shake the sensation of being watched, a constant presence just outside his field
of vision. It was why he was here, on the last train, at a deserted subway
station. He had lost his job, his friends had stopped answering his calls, and
the walls of his flat felt like they were closing in. He just needed to get home,
to a place where he could lock the doors and hide from the invisible eyes. The
station was silent, except for the high-pitched buzz of the fluorescent lights,
which cast a sickly yellow glow on the grimy platform. Damien shivered, the
late-night chill sinking deep into his bones. He had been checking his
reflection in every window, every polished metal surface, but he never saw
anything there. Not until now. The sign flickered: Next Train, 2 minutes.

The air grew thick and heavy.

A soft scratching sound echoed from the dark tunnel. Damien pushed himself
against the tiled wall, his heart pounding hard. It's just the train coming, he
told himself. But the noise wasn't metal on metal. It sounded like fingernails
scraping on the ground, getting closer, a rhythmic scrape-scrape, drag. A tall
shadow moved out of the darkness at the end of the platform. It wasn't a
person. It was too long, too thin, its limbs moving in a strange, twitchy way.
Damien closed his eyes tight, whispering a fast prayer. When he opened them,
the shadow was gone. He looked up, saw it standing on the overpass high
above, its elongated figure silhouetted against the dark ceiling.

He let out a shaky breath and looked at the shiny wall across from him. It was
like a mirror, showing his scared face. The bright, single headlight of the
approaching train appeared as a distant star in the tunnel, and a wave of relief
washed over him. But behind his shoulder, a second face stared back—thin,
smiling, with eyes that weren't his own. He could feel the train rumbling
below him, its light growing brighter, but he didn't hear it. All he could focus
on was the reflection, which was now reaching for him. Its twisted lips
whispered the words he had been hearing in his head all night: “I told you I'd
find you.”

The train screeched to a stop in a roar of sound. The doors slid open with a
hiss, revealing an empty carriage. But standing in the doorway was the figure
from his reflection, a gaunt, smiling version of himself. The reflection wasn't a
monster from the shadows. It was him. He stepped onto the train, the doors
hissing shut behind him. He looked at his own reflection in the window, but
this time, he saw a single, clear face. The face of the person who had been
watching him all along.

-Naisha Baruah
Class XI
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THE MYSTERTOUS PERFUME

d was a glorious spring morning in Paris when Jane Lee, a renowned

perfumer at Aroma de Parfum, received an unexpected package. Wrapped in
plain brown paper, it contained a simple glass vial filled with amber liquid. As
Jane lifted it to her nose, a velvety, mesmerizing fragrance drifted up—rare,
exotic, and unfamiliar. While her professional instincts were trying their best to
identify each element and formula of this exclusive fragrance, her subconscious
mind had only one line echoing: “Who had sent it, and why?”

Her curiosity was interrupted when her colleague Pierre called her up.

“Jane, have you seen Aiden today?” he asked.

Aiden, their talented but secretive trainee, had been working late on a project.
Concerned, Jane agreed to meet Pierre at her apartment. Inside, the place was
ransacked, signs of struggle evident. Aiden was missing. On the desk lay a vial
identical to hers. Fear tightened its grip on her heart.

Jane went to the police, where Detective Julien Legrand, a sharp-minded veteran,
took interest in the case. Together, they discovered that Aiden had been studying
Paradise La Nuit, a rare flower blooming once every decade in the Pyrenees. Its
scent was rumoured to be ghostly, intoxicating, and nearly impossible to
replicate. Their search led them to Dr. Josh Rousseau, a reclusive botanist
obsessed with cultivating the flower. His greenhouse was abandoned, but hidden
among the plants was a journal detailing Rousseau’s experiments with the flower
and his obsession with creating the perfect scent, and also some hints of a
wealthy buyer eager to obtain a mind-bending perfume.

The trail brought Jane and Julien to a secret auction in Paris, where masked
bidders competed for rare scents. The final item was unveiled: a vial of the
mysterious perfume. In the crowd, Jane spotted Rousseau, visibly anxious.
Before she and Julien could act, the lights went out. When they flickered back
on, both Rousseau and the vial had vanished. Days later, a tip led them to an old
chateau outside the city. Inside its basement laboratory, they found Rousseau
frantically packing vials. When confronted, he confessed: the perfume was no
ordinary creation. In concentrated doses, it acted as a mind-control agent. Aiden
had discovered his secret and threatened to expose him, leading to her
abduction. But before Rousseau could explain further, the true mastermind
stepped out of the shadows—Pierre. He had orchestrated the scheme, using
Rousseau’s obsession and Aiden’s disappearance to mask his ambitions. Pierre
planned to sell the formula to dominate the perfume industry.
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A tense standoff followed. Pierre, clutching the vial, threatened to unleash its
effects. In a desperate move, Jane knocked it from his hand. The vial shattered,
releasing its intoxicating fragrance into the air. Acting swiftly, Julien grabbed a
fire extinguisher and dispersed the fumes before they could take hold. Pierre and
Rousseau were arrested, and Aiden was rescued from a hidden chamber in the
chateau. Though shaken, she was alive.

In the aftermath, Jane returned to her atelier, her passion for fragrance renewed.
She vowed to create perfumes that uplifted rather than harmed. The story of the
mysterious perfume became legend in the industry—a cautionary tale of
ambition, obsession, and betrayal. Jane kept the original vial as a reminder.
Whenever its scent drifted through the air and she caught a whiff of its
enchanting scent, she remembered the night when the world of perfume became
a battleground for power and deception.

-Pahal Bajaj

Class XI

THE WORLD OF SILENCE

@\/

d he silent night echoed the loudest voices. Shh—walls have ears, they say. But
tonight, the walls didn’t just listen—they spoke to me. Their whispers slithered
into my head, curling around my thoughts until I couldn’t tell which were mine
and which belonged to the night.The darkness drifted apart like a kaleidoscope
breaking in slow motion, scattering its twinkling shards of stars at my doorstep.
The moon disappeared, and so did the wind. I seemed to be alone, or perhaps my
mind was tricking me into thinking so.The silence was not comforting. It howled
in my ears, shutting to all other sounds. My own heartbeat felt like an intruder.
Images of people I once knew flickered in my mind—smiles, voices, unfinished
sentences—like they were trying to call me back. But were they really there, or was
I forcing them to exist in this emptiness?Then I saw it.

A creature of the night, perched at my window, its dark feathers blending into the
sky. Its eyes shone like black mirrors. Did it also wonder where the moon had gone?
Or where the wind had hidden itself? We stared at each other, speaking in the
language of silence.Suddenly, a light, too bright, too sudden—flashed across the
sky. My hair lifted, swaying in the sudden breath of wind. The creature, startled,
let out a soundless cry and vanished into the dark.The hum of the world slowly
returned. The stars slid back into their constellations. The moon reappeared,
glowing as if it had never left. Everything was normal again. Except for one thing.

I turned to walk back inside, but the reflection in my window didn’t move.
It just stood there, smiling at me.

-Shabahat Sabir Ansari
Class X
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THE [IBRARY OF 1OST IETTERS

he old post office stood at the edge of town, a crumbling relic time had quietly
abandoned. Its windows were opaque with grime, the paint curled like old parchment,
and the sign above the door—faded and barely legible—read: Deliveries Suspended
Indefinitely. Locals passed it with lowered eyes, muttering about ghosts and forgotten
dreams, but for Anna, it became a sanctuary.

Anna hadn’t been seeking employment when she discovered it. Inside, dust motes
drifted through slivers of weak sunlight, illuminating towers of undelivered mail.
Letters, parcels, postcards—thousands of them, some dating back nearly a century.
Legend has it that the original postmaster had simply walked away one day, leaving
everything behind.

Anna made it her secret project. Each evening, after her shift at the café, she’d unlock
the creaking door and immerse herself in the quiet chaos. There were love letters from
soldiers, trembling with hope and fear. Birthday cards for celebrations long past.
Desperate pleas for help that had never arrived.Then, one Tuesday, while dusting an
old leather-bound mailbag, a single loose envelope slipped out. It was addressed to My
Dearest Eleanor, with no return address. The postmark read 1947. Breaking her own
rule, Anna’s curiosity overcame her restraint. She unfolded the fragile page.

It was written by a man named Thomas, spoke of a garden, a secret bench beneath an
ancient oak, and a promise made under a summer moon that he would be waiting for
Eleanor on the first day of summer every year for her. Among other things he ended
with: “I will be waiting for you by the old oak, my love, on the first day of summer,
every year until you come.”

Impulsively, she investigated town archives, finding records of Eleanor Vance, who
resided on the town's outskirts and never married, and Thomas O’Malley, who
departed in 1947 and reportedly never returned. The first day of summer was only a
week away.

On the first day of summer, as the sun dipped low, Anna walked to the oldest oak in
the town’s neglected botanical garden. Its branches stretched wide, heavy with vibrant
green leaves. Beneath it, on a weathered stone bench, sat an elderly woman. Her face
etched with time, but her eyes held a quiet dignity.

Anna approached gently. “Excuse me,” she said, of fering the folded letter. “Are you...
Eleanor?”

The woman’s eyes widened as she took the letter with trembling hands and a single
tear traced her cheek as she read.“Thomas,” she whispered.

Eleanor had waited, year after year, for a letter that never came, for a man who never

returned. She had come to this bench every first day of summer, a silent tribute to a
love unfulfilled.

25



The war had taken Thomas, not on the battlefield, but due to a misunderstanding—
a misplaced letter that held the key to their reunion. Anna had delivered a letter
seventy-eight years too late. It couldn’t bring Thomas back or erase decades of
waiting. Eleanor clutched the letter to her heart, and Anna knew she had delivered
love.

“Thank you,” she said, her voice thick with emotion. “You’ve given me back a piece
of my story I thought was lost forever.”

Leaving Eleanor beneath the oak, Anna walked back to the old post office. It still
stood, crumbling and forgotten, but to Anna, it was no longer just a place of lost
mail. It was a library of lost letters, each one a whisper of a life, a dream, a hope,
waiting for someone to finally read its story. And Anna, the accidental postmaster,

knew her own story was just beginning to be written.
-Ashmit Phukan

Class XI

THE IAST TRAM RIDE

&; evening sun spilled golden light across Kolkata, casting long shadows on
the tram tracks of College Street. Among the hum of buses and the ringing of

cycle bells, the tram groaned forward—slow, steady, and stubbornly timeless.

Inside sat Anirban, a retired professor of literature. He clutched his worn leather
bag and a slim volume of Tagore’s poems. Today was different—this was the last
tram journey before the line shut down forever. For him, it felt like bidding
farewell to an old friend.

Through the window, he saw the familiar bustle: rows of bookstalls stacked with
secondhand treasures, students bargaining for rare editions, and the smell of
roasted peanuts drifting through the air. Each sight tugged at memories—heated
debates at Coffee House, rain-drenched evenings with his wife Maya, long walks
under College Street’s flickering lamps. The tram wasn’t just transport; it carried
decades of his life.

Across from him sat a young woman, scribbling in a notebook. She glanced up
shyly. “Does this tram go to Bidhan Sarani?” she asked. “Yes,” he replied gently.
“But today, it takes us further—it’s the last of its kind.” Her eyes lit up with
wonder. “Then I must write about it. I collect stories of Kolkata.” Intrigued,
Anirban spoke of the city he adored: Durga Puja nights bright with music,
phuchkas near Victoria Memorial, poets reciting verses at street corners, and the
eternal spirit of resilience. The girl scribbled furiously, the heartbeat of the city
spilling onto her notebook.

When the tram reached its final stop, Anirban stepped off slowly, pressing the
wooden floor with quiet reverence. The girl waved, carrying forward his
memories in her words. The tram sighed into silence, but Kolkata lived on—
eternal, restless, and ever ready to tell another story.

-Ms. Ankita Das
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SUITCASES STRIKE BACK

dwasn’t the best weather on the day I was heading towards Chandigarh.
The sky looked like it had pulled an all-nighter and was now sulking in a
corner, draped in a blanket of grey clouds. Rain tapped impatiently on my
window, as if to remind me that even the weather was skeptical about my
travel plans.

My alarm clock, however, was utterly unsympathetic. At precisely 5:00 a.m., it
launched into its daily routine of shattering my dreams—both literal and
metaphorical. I sometimes wonder if alarm clocks get paid to annoy people. If
they do, I'd like to shake the hand of the person who invented them, and then
politely request they stop collecting their salary. As annoying as they are,
though, I have to admit: these little devils do save you from missing out on
life’s big moments—like a first-class room on a cruise ship, or, in my case, a

flight to Chandigarh.

Now, before you scoff at my excitement, let me clarify: for a student barely
scraping together his flight school fees, travelling by air is a monumental event.
It’s like being invited to a royal banquet when you’re used to cup noodles. On
most days, I'm more likely to be found on a rickety bus or a train that smells
suspiciously of old socks and samosas; but today, I was about to soar above the
clouds—assuming the clouds didn’t decide to come down and join me on the
runway. By some miracle, I managed to get out of bed immediately.

Maybe it was the thrill of flying, or maybe it was the fear of missing my flight
and having to explain to my parents why their investment in my aviation
dreams had resulted in me being grounded—literally. I glanced at my watch,
its two alien hands ticking and tocking with the urgency of a countdown timer
in a bomb movie. It was five in the morning and my flight was at eleven, so,
after some quick “algebraic expressions” (which is just a fancy way of saying I
subtracted), I figured I needed to reach the airport by eight o'clock. Simple
enough, right? Wrong. My morning routine quickly descended into chaos. I
dashed into the bathroom to comb my hair, only to discover that the floor had
been transformed into a slip-and-slide by a rogue puddle.

One moment, I was upright; the next, I was performing a series of acrobatic
backflips that would have made any Olympic gymnast proud—if only they'd
been intentional. I landed squarely on my nose, which, for a brief moment,
became the most prominent feature on my face.
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If I end up with brain damage from this, I'll just tell everyone, “I was practicing for
an Olympic medal!” Maybe they’ll believe me. Or maybe they’ll just sign me up for
the next season of ‘India’s Got (Questionable) Talent.’

With my dignity slightly bruised but my spirit unbroken, I turned my attention to
my suitcase—an entity I’ve affectionately named ‘Suitcasia.” Don’t let the name fool
you; this was no ordinary piece of luggage. Suitcasia had a personality of its own,
and today, it was in a particularly rebellious mood.

The straps had tangled themselves into a Gordian knot, and I spent a good ten
minutes wrestling with them, only narrowly avoiding strangling myself in the
process. My goal was simple: get my bags safely out of my room, not to accidentally
launch myself face-first at 342 miles per hour.

After my valiant gladiator battle with Suitcasia, I staggered into the dining hall for
breakfast. If there’s anything that can soothe a man after a morning of suffering at
the hands of modern-day Greek gladiators (and his own clumsiness), it’s a hotel
buffet. There’s something magical about a row of steaming casseroles, a spread of
pastries, and the promise of unlimited coffee. For a brief, shining moment, I was in
paradise. I piled my plate high, ignoring the judgmental looks from the staff, who
clearly thought I was preparing for a week-long trek rather than a two-hour flight.
Alas, paradise is fleeting. Thirty minutes later, I was ushered out of the buffet hall
and into the lobby, where the bill awaited me like a villain in a soap opera. I swear,
these hotels must think water is imported from the moon.

When I asked for a simple glass of water, the waiter, with a straight face, replied,
“Sir, we sell water bottles at 100 only.” I’'m convinced these hotels have never met a
broke student before. Do they even know how much hard work it takes to earn a
hundred rupees? I briefly considered bottling my own tears and selling them back to
the hotel, but decided against it. I needed to save my dignity for the airport.

After what felt like ages, I finally escaped the clutches of the hotel and made my way
outside. The rain had slowed to a drizzle, as if the weather was giving me a reluctant
thumbs-up. I climbed into the taxi, Suitcasia securely by my side—though I kept a
wary eye on it, just in case it tried any funny business.As we sped toward the
airport, I allowed myself a moment of optimism. Maybe, just maybe, the worst was
behind me. Maybe Suitcasia would behave, the weather would clear, and I'd make it
to Chandigarh without further incident. But then again, with my luck, that’s
probably a whole different story.

-Udayveer Singh
Class VIII
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THE MOTH'S TAST FLIGHT

n the midst of serene beauty, a shadow of cruelty lurked. As the butterfly
flapped , its bright blue wings it caught the sunlight, giving it an etherial
beauty . A little girl watched it fascinated . Her face lit up with joy and
wonder; as the butterfly gently perched on her nose. Together, they created a
sight of beauty and innocence.

A moth watched the scene play out from the dark corner of a bush. The moth
is usually a creature of the night, only coming out of the comforting blanket
of shadows when the light is too much of a temptation, yet it found itself
under the bright, unforgiving rays of the sun just so that it could catch a
glimpse of the butterfly’s beauty. The moth wondered if the girl could love it
with the same affection she showed the butterfly. The butterfly chose this
moment to fly away leaving the girl crestfallen. Seeing the girl’s sorrow, the
moth felt an uncontrollable desire to comfort her. It thought of the joy the
butterfly had given her and that they could not be so different- after all, they
shared the same wings. The moth flew out of its corner, unused to the bright
sunlight but determined to bring back the light on the girl’s face.

The moth flew, overjoyed and excited hoping to see the girl’s face light up in
joy as it rested on the exact place where the delicate butterfly had sat, only to
see the girl’s sweet face twisted up in disgust at it . Her fagade broke open to
reveal her venomous nature.Her hand reached up towards her face to swat the
moth off. Panicked, it tries to fly away, but her hand is faster. It tried to fly,
but she only tightened her hold. Hot — searing pain filled the moth. Its
fragiled body was crushed under the punishing grip. It fell to the ground as
the girl opened her fist. The moth was too weak to even think about flying
away. The girl looked down at it with scornfully. With one last look of
hatred, she turned and walked away. The moth was miserable. Paralyzed with
pain and on its last breath, it looked down at its wings and finally saw and
finally saw its dull, papery wings, a far cry from the rich, eye-catching wings
of the butterfly. They had both have wings, but they were far too different.
Shames spread the moth felt ashamed

As the moth took its last breath,it thought that the only crime it had ever
committed was daring to think that it coulsd compare itself wth the
butterfly. , Darkness took over the moth. All that the moth ever wanted was -
to be loved.

-Ngangnom Mithoi
Class X
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A BEST FRIEND

( g i ight after Holi, my family decided to add a Labrador puppy to our

home, and the name that immediately sprang to mind when I saw it rushing
towards me was ‘Jackie’. He was more than just a puppy; he became our
beacon of hope for our family.

I remember the first day he came home. He was so fragile and so tiny. everyone
was ecstatic to greet and embrace him as soon as we had arrived at my
grandmother's house. He sniffed every nook and cranny of the home, licking
my grandma’s face once she let him out and started prancing around
everyone’s feet playfully as form of greeting.

To our dismay, Jackie was diagnosed with the tick fever ; thrice. However each
time, army physicians stepped in and successfully treated her when we felt
helpless and out of hope.

It would be a transgression to ignore his Labrador pal Jojo for his nine years of
existence, with whom he formed a strong bond with after moving into our
home. They would play together, sprinting across the field and tumbling over
one other, akin to soulmates, even after leaving the colony.

Jackie was helpful in addition to being a ray of sunshine. We once saved a
wounded and crippled bird. After it recovered, we let it out on the field and
Jackie would gently prod the bird with his nose as if attempting to make it
walk. Jackie was not only affectionate but also understanding.

He was the greatest snuggle friend and the nicest part was when I would give
him a hug and go to sleep. Jackie showed me the real meaning of
unconditional love.

It has officially been two years since Jackie passed away. Not one day goes by

when I don’t miss him but the impact he had not only in my life but in my
family. The love for Jackie I had and the love he showed me, made me realise
how beautiful love is. As they say, the love of dogs is the purest thing. Jackie,
although he is not with us anymore, he always lives in my heart. How can I
ever forget my best friend? how can I let him go? After all, it is true that , “a
dog is man’s best friend”.

-Urvashi Bora
Class XI
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A NARROW ESCAPE
<Y

pples, apples, apples, the only thought that could cross the mind of a 9 year old
James. It haunted him, he couldn’t resist the sweet allure of apples, their enchanting
taste burst a myriad of flavours on his young taste buds.And oh! the fascinating
colours that were sometimes a little yellow and at other times a little green, but his
favourite of all time had to be the pretty bright red apples. What a delight they
were!

‘Good things never last long” his mother would remind him everyday but he did not
believe it at first. Only later did he realise that whenever he had an apple it
disappeared in the blink of an eye. His mother did not have the money to buy him
apples everyday, she could hardly make ends meet. He therefore decided he would
take matters into his own hands and hatched a plan.

James went to the river side, it was time for him to put his plan into action.

The sun was set high with barely a cloud in the sky. He leapt into the river and
crossed it easily. To his joy,the orchard was just right up ahead in his line of sight
and he ran as the wind blissfully enveloped him and the birds chirped.The beguiling
aroma of the apples and their bright red colour that pierced through the distance,
made him dizzy with happiness. Oh dear! Was he in heaven? All that surrounded
him were apples and more apples and giving into temptation, he grabbed as many he
could. Before he knew it, he was drowned in a deep slumber.

James woke to a bird nipping away at the remains of his last apples, wary, he realised
dusk was fast approaching, the sky in different hues of orange and yellow. He had
to go home fast or his mother would be worried he feared. He quickly stuffed his
pockets with as many apples it could fit and hastily left the orchard. The river that
was once calm and peaceful now stood in his way, angry and raging as if it knew of
the apples he had stolen from the orchard. James could not give up now, he had to
go home and more importantly he had to take his precious apples back. Taking a
step forward, he dived into the river, it whirled and wheezed around him. He tried
to fight against the torrents flapping his legs and arms furiously but to no avail the
surge submerged him, his consciousness slowly fading away.

When he came to his senses, he realised he had been safely delivered on its warm
bank. He noticed he had been robbed of all his apples, save for a single one perhaps
it knew he had to keep one for his mother. Maybe it was the river’s way of punishing
the little boy for stealing, so it took them away teaching him not to be greedy. Yet
James was grateful, for it was quite a narrow escape!

-Dikshita Sharma
Class X
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