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From the Editor õs Desk  

A Warm welcome to all our readers,  

It is said that, ôan Umbrella and a Human mind are similar in 

one respect, they both work only when it is open!õ Perhaps this 

is the right analogy as Muscat saw some rains in the recent 

days. It is also the time when our students open u p their minds 

to show their talents in all their non -academic endeavours. 

One of the greatest gifts possessed by humans is the ability 

to express our thoughts and feelings through words, and is 

also considered to be one of the most powerful means of 

expres sion. The initiative undertaken by the Board of 

Directors ð Indian Schools in the Sultanate of Oman for 

launching the E -Magazine is to provide students with a 

platform to express their creativity, and develop their skills.  

We consider this E - Magazine to b e ôthe manifestation of the 

spiritõ of the student community of ISWK which has 

strengthened our thoughts, ideas and aspirations.  All the 

interesting write -ups, essays, poems, paintings and puzzles 

that are lined up in this issue, would reflect this. We are  happy 
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to note that we had a tough time selecting the entries for 

publishing in our magazine. Though, that was a welcome 

challenge. 

On behalf of the entire student community of Indian School Al 

Wadi Al Kabir, The School Editorial Team wishes to thank the 

Principal and the School Management for giving us an 

opportunity to express our thoughts. We sincerely hope that 

everyone will enjoy this edition of the E -magazine and inspire 

others to take up writing. We wish a Merry Christmas and a 

Happy New Year to one and all! 

 

Happy reading!  

- On behalf of the Editorial Team,  

Shasank Rajaram and Owais Ahmed  
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India of my dreams 
By Sayanti Maiti 

I once saw a beautiful dream  

Not of chocolates or ice -cream; 

But of a magnificent place  

Lots of merry and cheerful faces;   

Of a country 

endowed with 

nature  

And a bl end of 

marvelous 

culture.  

A country free as 

a bird,  

Flying in the deep 

blue sky,  

In its bright saffron orange,  
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White as pearl, green as an emerald attire;  

Flying to the infinite,  

Away from the clutches of reality.  

  

A country with no 

demarcation,  

Of colour, gender or 

races 

But only a home to 

billion faces,  

A thousand diverse 

languages, 

And a hundred mixed 

cultures,  

Spreading its  tree -

like branches far and 

wide. 
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A land where religion 

knows no language, 

Where war fail s to 

show courage,  

Where no one grieves, 

only joys of what he 

achieves, 

Where no one cheats, 

fights or kills,  

But greets, smiles 

bright and refills love.  

Where souls unite,  

Not as Hindus, 

Muslims or Sikhs,  

Just as Indians ð the proud inheritors of this la nd. 

Such a place is my dream country,  

My incredible India,  

But I seem to have lost this country,  
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Somewhere deep in the dark;  

Will you help me to light up the lamp?  

And retrieve it back.  

  

Goodbye 

By Justina Mary Biju 

I come from the countryside ,  

from a v ery small family.  

We worked hard for a living  

but we did it happily.  

 

Father, kind and strong ,  

works on his field all  day. 

No matter how tired he was ,  

he always found time to joke 

and play. 
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Mother is such a dear ;  

so gentle and sweet.  

Her melody in the kitchen   

is such a special treat.   

My sister Jenny is 

lazy and loves to 

sleep. 

She helps Father and 

tends to the sheep.  

Then came the day I 

had to go to fight the 

war. 

Leaving my family was  

the most difficult 

thing I õd done so far.  

 

Mother wept; Father sai d,  

òYou donõt have to do this. ó 

Jenny patted my shoulder  

and gave on my cheek a kiss. 
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With this encouragement  

I went out to a vengeance flood ;  

from a poor Polish farm ,  

into a world thirsty for 

blood. 

 

I picked up guns and bombs   

and for years we fough t.  

But we had to surrender.  

In the end, we õre nicely caught.  

 

Now we are waiting, waiting  

for the hours to pass.  

Tomorrow weõre to be guillotin ed 

or, if most unfortunate, gassed . 

 

My last wish was to get pen and paper.  

To write this was my heart õs desire.  

How I wish I could once again taste  

Mother õs pot pie cooked on the kitchen fire.  
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Manhattan Rush 
By Ansh Dave 

It was another boring Tuesday at the station and almost 

everybody was half asleep. I hadnõt even bothered to look 

at the boring case files piled o n my desk. The police 

inspector came over 

to my desk and asked 

why there were so 

many cases pending. I 

said that all of these 

cases were too easy 

and not at the level 

of a senior detective, 

but at the level of a 

junior level cop. òThat is not your choice to make Detective 

Brooks,ó he said. I sighed and leaned forward to pull the 

files towards me. I started flipping through the files and 

found nothing. Suddenly, a file that read ôClassifiedõ in the 

case archives caught my eye. òWellé what do we have 

here?ó I murmured to myself. When I opened the file and I 
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saw the case of a serial killer, my face lit  with joy and 

everyone thought I had lost my mind.  

I went to the inspectorõs office to find out more about the 

case. òHow do I not know about this case?ó I enquired. He 

said it was a cold case and I should leave it alone. I 

disagreed with Inspector Jones and after a heated 

argument, 

he 

reluctantly 

agreed 

with me. 

He 

suggested 

that I 

should 

take a 

partner with me since the case was related to the infamous 

Zodiac Killer case of 1968.   

The killer left clues and riddles at the crime scene and he 

wrote it in zodiac letters, but the clues were smarter than 

those of the killer from 1968. I decided to take my best 
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friend and trusted partner Ace Ryder. The inspector was 

really excited as the best detectives me, Zack Brooks and 

Ace Ryder were working on this case together. Ace and I 

called ourselves ôThe Wolfpackõ as we stuck together and 

were always loyal to each other. We investigated old crime 

scenes and questioned old suspects and witnesses. It had 

been 5 years since the new Zodiac killer had first struck. 

We had no luck with our investigation.  

A few days later, news came that the Zodiac killer had 

struck again with a series of murders all across the state 

of New York. I went to the captain and demanded a task 

force and said that I needed every detective to work on 

this case.  

The inspector agreed and gave us the permission to 

examine every single place in New York.  

We were 

given access 

to military 

grade 

weapons and 
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permission to initiate a statewide lockdown so that no one 

could move in or out of the city. A few days after 

investigation, we found a lot of clues and riddles that he 

had left. After a day of continuous work, we managed to 

decode all the clues from the letter he had written which 

we had found. The letter stated that the police only had 32 

hours to arrest him, and if we didnõt, he would do something 

that we 

couldnõt even 

imagine in our 

worst 

nightmares.  

The letter 

also stated 

that he will 

be in Manhattan the w hole time and the only information we 

had were the clue he left behind. Ace and I rushed to my 

car and started our hunt for the zodiac killer. As we 

followed the clues and investigated all the places, our last 

location was an old building in the Business D istrict. There 

we found that he had killed one more person. We went 
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around the building questioning people and finally found and 

old woman who had seen him. She described him as a bulky, 

6 foot tall figure with a deep voice and was wearing a 

jacket that ha d a design of a sinister smiling clown 

embroidered on its back. Suddenly, I knew where to go. We 

got in the car and rushed like a bullet through the city. I 

realized that I only had half an hour left. The investigation 

took us a lot of time. The killer was  hiding in an abandoned 

house of mirrors in a circus that had the same logo as on 

the killerõs jacket. When we entered the house of mirrors, 

we heard 

a sinister 

laugh. I 

shot 

towards 

the 

direction 

of the 

voice, but 

I had 

shot only at the mirror.  
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Then, I t old Ace to go to the station and get some backup. 

Now, it was only me and the killer. The killer appeared in 

front of me and I pulled my trigger. I realized he was using 

the mirrors to confuse me. I realized I can trap him by 

using his own tactics on him. Soon, I had him trapped and 

finally arrested him. The killer was given a life sentence 

and I was promoted to the position of a Sergeant.  

 

The City of 

Lights 

By Daniya Sejin 

Many of us like to 

travel. Some people 

like to travel for fun. 

While some others 

t o overcome their 

sorrows and others 

for solitude. I didnõt 
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think much about travelling and fun till I visited the city of 

lights - Paris. 

The airport in Paris was very cosy. The weather outside was 

very cold even though it was summer. Summer and spring 

are the peak times to visit Paris. The sky was clear blue, 

with no sign of pollution. We hailed a taxi and went to our 

hotel. The roadsides were covered with trees and bushes, 

all green like in some parts of India. After an hour we 

reached Joinville -Le-Pont and checked in to our hotel. The 

place was clean and beautiful. The receptionist seemed to 

be very friendly, though 

he spoke French and 

very little  English. 

Communication was quite 

tough in the beginning as 

most of them only knew 

French. After keeping 

our l uggage, we went out 

for a nice long walk. It was quite bright outside even though 

it was seven in the evening.  
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We were able to see the places for a longer time because of 

this reason. Most of the shops closed at 7pm. I really liked 

the place and the peopl e. They all treated us like natives. No 

discrimination at all. We went 

to Disneyland in Marne La 

Valley. I had to change my 

opinion that it was a place for 

only children to enjoy when I 

saw people and tourists in their 

fifties and sixties laughing and 

tal king and waiting in long 

queues to go for the rides. I 

was wonderstruck by the way 

everything was a made. It was 

only a similar one to the 

original but still looked like a 

replica. There were Disney 

characters and Marvel characters entertaining and taking 

photographs with people. There were dozens of restaurants 

and souvenir shops. The air was filled with laughter and joy. 

The next was a visit to the Notre Dame Cathedral. Though 
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it was bombed recently, it still stood high and erect showing 

all glory. There were many tourists taking pictures of the 

Basilica from all angles while their guides explained the loss 

to them. The area was fully guarded by the police. There 

were lines of shops mainly for souvenirs. I went inside most 

of the shops and 

admired the 

thi ngs they 

contained.  The 

shopkeepers 

spoke French and 

therefore I 

greeted them with 

a warm smile and a 

quick ôbonjourõ. Because of this reason they all thought I 

spoke French.  Sometimes I was compelled to tell them that 

I only spoke English.  

Most of the pe ople in Paris use electric scooters or bicycles 

and thatõs the reason why there is no pollution. The last visit 

was to Champ De Mars where one of the Seven W onders of 

the World  was situated - The Eiffel Tower. On the way to 
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Champ De Mars I even saw the Vers ailles palace which 

reminded me of my history lessons. The tower was even 

bigger than I had 

thought. I stood in front 

of it with admiration and 

awe. There were painters 

and artists selling their 

drawings, guards checking 

on tourists and people 

selling diff erent things at 

a lower cost. We took a 

few photographs and 

moved on. After a while 

we saw the ôArc-de-

Triompheõ which is situated at a roundabout. It resembled 

the India gate. We had to climb 284 steps to reach the top. 

It was worth climbing as we could s ee a panoramic view of 

Paris. It was the most beautiful sight Iõve ever seen. The 

roads to different places in Paris diverged from this point. 

I really enjoyed my trip to Paris.  
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People all over the world crave to visit Paris at least once in 

their lifetim e. Over 40 million people visit Paris every year 

and I promise you that is a place worth going.  
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Itõs hard not to lie 

By Aleena Sabu Koshy 

That moment when you try to lie,  

Hiding the truth deep inside you,  

That moment when you feel it õs over,  

But has just started the 

trouble,  

Because lies tend to be easier  

But actually don õt prevail long. 

When your heart cries to 

shout out  

the truth, but your lips have no control,  

Because truth is hard to express ,  

but  once you have the courage to say ,  

then  you donõt need to fear none.  

Donõt Give Up 
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By Iffra Fathima 

Donõt give up donõt give in thereõs always an answer to 

everything.   

This my friend is for you the trails that you face,  

And the dreams that you chased,  

Youõre behind in your race, 

Then youõre straying from your pace,  

Your mind is 

scatter all over 

the place,  

Then youõre 

desperate for 

space, 

Little did he 

know this is your 

time to 

embrace? 
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Donõt give up donõt give in thereõs always an answer to 

everything. You  know we tend to hide,  

Whatõs inside? 

And waste time and what could have been it isnõt the key to 

believe in your identity,  

Your passports you here this 

is where it all begins.  

Donõt give up donõt give in 

thereõs always an answer to 

everything.  

So donõt sit hour after hour,  

While the tri bulations tower.  

Donõt forget the countless blessings which you have been 

showered,  

Find your shrimps then your powers,  

To rise above the cowards.  

Be like the flowers that give off its sense when itõs crushed 

and devoured. 
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The Locket 
By Sriram Vaidyanathan 

On a bright summer day John and Harry were searching for 

the table fan in Johnõs house. òI remember it being hereé" 

said John òThatõs what you said an hour ago!ó complained 

Harry òmaybe itõs in the 

atticó John replied to 

his annoyed friend. 

òFine!ó Harry responded 

òbut if it isnõt there Iõm 

going homeó. They went 

up to the attic and 

started searching. òYou 

are probably the only 

one in this world to be able to lose something as big as a 

table fanó teased Harry, òJust try to find it before we melt 

in hereó John replied. After searching for a while, they 

found an old locket. òWhatõs this?ó asked John òhow am I 
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supposed to know? This is supposed to be your house!ó 

replied Harry òyeahé Iõll ask mom!ó shouted John excitedly. 

òWe are supposed to be searching for  a fan!ó shouted 

Harry angrily. òForget about that for a while it looks really 

old and interesting.ó  

 òFINE!ó 

accepted Harry. 

They went 

downstairs but 

Johnõs mother 

wasnõt there. 

òOh yeah, she 

told me sheõs 

gone shopping.ó 

John told 

Harry. òTHEN 

WHY DID Y OU 

COME DOWN 

HERE ANYWAY? Throw that old piece of garbage and help 

me search!ó replied Harry furiously. òLetõs ask about this 

outside!ó suggested John. òWHY DO YOU CARE ABOUT 
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THAT OLD TRASH ANYWAY? Itõs none of our business!ó 

shouted Harry. òCalm down, besides its cooler outside 

anyway.ó Replied John. òFine!ó agreed Harry finally. They 

both went towards the door, but the moment they opened 

the door 

they were 

greeted by 

an old 

woman. 

òDoes that 

locket 

belong to 

you?ó she 

asked in an 

eerie 

voice. òI-I 

donõt think soó replied John. òDid you open it?ó she asked. 

It  sounded even creepier. òn-n-n-noó replied John. òGood.ó 
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She replied òfollow meó she said in a creepily kind voice 

after snatching the locket. They followed her quietly.  

 òW-w-who is she?ó asked Harry. òMy name.....s Marieó she 

replied . They 

could not 

understand her 

eerie voice 

clearly but they 

followed her to 

a house that was 

five houses away 

from Johnõs 

house. òPlease 

come insideó she 

said again in a 

creepily kind 

voice. Not 

having the courage to d isobey her they entered it. Inside 

was an old but clean house. The walls were painted blue and 

there were some old -fashioned toys lying around. òWhere 

are we?ó asked Harry òIn my houseó replied the old lady. 
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òYou can play here. As long as you want.ó she continued in a 

disturbing voice. òN-no thanks I think our parents will be 

worriedó replied John politely. òFine the exit is that wayó 

she replied creepily. Harry and John walked towards it 

slowly and when they reached outside the turned back. 

They were shock ed. The house 

was empty! It was really dusty 

and it didnõt look like any 

anything lived in there except a 

few spiders, with the wallõs 

paint worn out.  

 òLetõs just go H-h-homeó said 

John òsureó replied Harry 

horrified. When the opened the door they were greeted by 

Johnõs mother òSurprise!ó she said as she showed them a 

new table fan òI bought this in exchange of the old one!ó 

she told them excitedly. òHuh, you donõt look happy are you 

okay?ó she asked worried. òYeah weõre fineó Replied harry 

òdo you know who lives five houses away from us?ó asked 

John òI donõt think anyoneõs been staying there for years. 

Not since its owner passed away twenty years ago. I still 
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remember that kind old lady who let us play in her house all 

day long. I can still remember that  bright blue wall and her 

kind voice. What was her name again? Oh yeahé it was 

Marie.ó 

 

 The Brave Laxmi Agarwal 

By: Nivedya 

òHe changed my face, 

not my heart.  

He threw acid on my 

face, not on my 

dreams.ó  

-Laxmi Agarwal  

Laxmi Agarwal is an acid 

attack su rvivor who was 

born and brought up in 

Delhi, India . She is also the director of the Chhanv 

Foundation and runs the ôSTOP ACID ATTACKõ, Campaign. 
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Laxmiõs dream was to become a singer, but her dream was 

ignored by her family as she was a girl child.  

At the  tender age of 15, she was attacked by a 32 year old 

man, whose proposal to marry her was rejected. This 

enraged the man and he attacked her. After the acid 

attack, she lost her consciousness. While unconscious she 

was hit by three cars passing that way an d yet, was 

miraculously saved by a taxi driver. She had to undergo 

multiple major surgeries after it. She wanted to see her 

disfigured face but she couldn õt, 

as all the mirrors in her house 

had been removed to keep her 

from seeing the horrific sight.  

Stil l, she managed to see herself.  

After seeing her face, all her 

friends left her and her 

neighbours even asked her 

parents to kill her but they refused. Laxmi õs father assured 

her,ó One day, you will love this face of yours. ó  
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A few years later, her  brother  was diagnosed with 

tuberculosis and it was certain that he wouldn õt live. After 

hearing the news, her father had a heart attack and passed 

away.  She had to start working as there was no one to 

support the family. Unfortunately, despite her 

qualifications , no one gave her a job because of her 

disfigured face.  

Eventually, after all these challenges, she initiated the idea 

of banning the sale of acids which was fully supported and 

implemented by the government of India. She is a true 

inspiration for all the  girls around the world.  
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Vijeta V Bhat, VIII C  
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To My Mom 
By Fathima Noushad 

When I opened my eyes,   

I felt like my life 

was thrown like a 

dice 

Just to a world,  

Which is new and 

blurred  

Your lovely face like 

heaven, 

That no one can 

create it even!  

You, my mom! 

Like a burning sun, 

You always gave me fun 

Hiding your secrets which,  
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I could know like leaflets  

You always struggle for my nature,  

And I find a future...  

This world is you...  

I've just seen through my eyes like,  

A scenery view  

You are mine like a newborn flower   

I n my heart, new...!  

 

By Anusha 

Why was war invented?  

When both the sides repented  

When both the sides repented   
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Can anyone give me an explanation? 

Why to fight for nation?  

T understand this is our 

motherland  

But... 

 Why  not every land  

Stay wi thin their plans  

Why was war invented?  

When both the sides repented  

When both the sides repented  

Couldnõt t we just live in peace 

All this hatred should come to a cease  

All our hopes and dreams  

Come crashing down 

When one little war  

Broke out  
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Why was war invented?  

When both the sides repented  

When both the sides repented  

Both the sides fight  

About a million 

die 

Both the mother 

s cry  

How much they 

try  

She just 

couldnõt t stop 

Why to expand  

When our 

motherland  

Do not agree  

To sacrifice million for free  

Why was war invented?  
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When both the sides repented  

When both the sides repented  

But no luck  

Everybody just duck  

With pride and hope  

Along with sadness of 

rope 

Then everything is quite  

As the nationõs pride 

As everyone rose  

From their chore  

And bow 

To the Braveheart of the war  

Who died for nothing?  

Which is considered something  

Why was war invented?  

When both the sides repented  
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When both the sides repented  

 

Luminescence 
By Irene Susan Josey 

Light; itõs an amazing phenomenon, it cannot bend, be 

stopped and is the fastest travelling object in the layout 

that science has planned for the world. Everything we do is 

based off of it. There is no plant or animal that can live 

without it; it is the necessity of all, the inevitable route we 

all seek. 

I was five w hen I first broke a light bulb. A crack erupted 

from the bulbõs glass meeting the marbled floor. I watched 

the light go out, and then a hum, a buzz and a spark of 

electricity and then it was gone. My motherõs annoyed 

shouts prevailed in the background but I stood still; for the 

first time in my life, I had seen how light could be stopped; 

how light gets dimmer and dimmer until it was just a shell of 

what it used to be and finally extinguishes.  
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We are filled with this light, whether we know it or not. We 

are filled with light. Literally. The Greek philosopher was 

not completely 

wrong. Like all 

living things, 

humans are bio-

luminescent: 

We glow. We 

are brightest 

during the  

afternoon, 

around our lips 

and cheeks. The 

cause may be chemical reactions involving mo lecular 

fragments known as free radicals.  

But there is a different light we rarely ever talk about - the 

light that governs our existence as a whole.  
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There is a light that switches on whenever we are doing 

something we love- be it painting, dancing, cookin g, 

calligraphy or seemingly random trivial activities. This is 

more than just mere phosphenes of feeling, they are the 

radical love we feel when 

completely emerged in 

catharsis.  

There is a light bulb that 

connects all your dots, seems to 

fill all your hol es. It buzzes in a 

trepid, coy volume and yet, it is the loudest thing in your 

life. Your light is your life. You are the hum that runs your 

life.  

 But sometimes, just like the light bulb I broke when I was 

five, your light is susceptible to diminishing an d 

extinguishing. When you feel like nothing is worth doing 

anymore, even your light, your hum reduces its intensity. Its 

then that most people feel lost in the torpid, never ending 

loop of static time.  



 

Imagining, Creating and Exploring                                      44  

When the world weighs you down with expectations, you r 

light bulb hums and 

buzzes and finally, 

stops altogether; a halt 

to your creative 

experience. And as the 

filament breaks, so do 

you. Light moves along 

at full òlight speedó 

ñ186,282.4 miles per 

secondñonly in a 

vacuum. In the dense 

matrix of a diamond, i t 

slows to just 77,500 

miles per second. But in 

that moment, it feels so painfully slow.  

The only way, then to bring your light back is to wait, love 

yourself and give yourself time. Indulge in self -growth 

strategies as a catalyst to your character; becaus e when 

your light dims, you have to be your own light. You have to 
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restart the hum of your own engine, start singing your own 

song. 

 I was five when I 

broke my first 

light bulb, and 

even though I 

broke it, I found 

my light that day. 

A story, a song, a 

poem, a puzzle- 

anything could be 

a muse. 

This will shine through your eyes, and you will just know you 

have found it.  

And that day, I came to believe that we can all be more 

than the sum of our parts. There is an ineffable energy 

inside all of us that is a f orce to be reckoned with. And the 

world might be a collection of black holes  stitched together, 

each waiting to swallow you up whole. It might be the 
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darkest pit ever, but on that day, I just seemed to glow 

brighter.  

 

A Sound Mind in Sound Body 

By Jeevan Devasia 

Once upon a time there lived a smart young man in a village 

of Palakkad in Kerala. His 

name was Prabhu. He was 

very energetic and vibrant 

in all his work and walk of 

life. All his friends and 

relatives loved him very 

much. He was a gentle and 

generous man, who was willing to help his fellow beings.  

Unfortunately, he was struck by a dreadful disease ð 

CANCER! It was like bolt from the blue. Due to cancer, he 

lost one of his legs, which carried him for 27 years. He lost 

the income of his family, he lo st his favorite sports like 

Kabaddi and Football, he lost all his savings and he lost his 
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beloved lover whom he loved more than his heart. Among 

them the most heartbreaking incident was the departure of 

his beloved, whom he saw as the future wife and life  

partner. He thought when he lost 

everything in his life; she would 

stand with him and help him to 

bring back all that was lost. Many 

nights his pillows were wet with 

his tears and sobbing.  

Which she took with excitement 

and happiness. He used to spend 

his hard earned money for her as 

if he was her husband and she was 

his wife. It made him proud and gave him satisfaction. He 

did his best to make her happy. He never let her down. As a 

strong male he thought that it was his duty to make his 

partner happy.  

However, she left him when he was attacked by cancer and 

lost one of his legs. She said, ôõHow can you look after me 

with your cancer and just a leg. I am a practical girl. I donõt 

want to waste my life with you. So please donõt wait for me. 
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I am leaving. GOOD-BYE.õõ Those words shattered his heart. 

He never anticipated such a negative reaction from her 

part. Later on she went into the life of another person with 

all the ornaments and dresses she received from her 

former lover, Prabhu. When Prabhu saw her mov ing with her 

new lover he prayed in his mind for the poor guy to have a 

better life. She had left Prabhu who loved her more than an 

angel. Her negative words about him changed his attitude 

and 

temperament 

towards his life.   

After that, he 

became very 

stro ng and bold; 

became very 

powerful in his 

mind and body better than before the attack of cancer. 

Prabhu had attacked the cancer that came to take away his 

precious life. He had a mind which could defeat the death. 

He had such a powerful and indestructible m ind. So he said, 
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ôõ If I have such a bold mind and heart, no one like you can 

beat my life, ôSILLY GIRLõ and poor ôCANCERõ. GOOD-BYE. ôõ 

After a short gap Prabhu defeated the dreadful disease 

cancer with his willpower and married a very beautiful girl 

far better than his previous lover. Now he is one of the 

leading businessman in Kerala. He now leads a very happy 

and comfortable life although he had lost a leg  
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Journey of Life 
By Sarah Quadri 

Our parents will be the first one to warn us from doing 

wrong, 

Later a storm will come which will be very strong.  

There is nothing wrong in listening to their advice,  

As they are more than us wise.  

  

They can understand us more than we do,  

We canõt fool them how much ever we try to do. 

They are our guardians, wh o will guide us towards the light,  

When we donõt understand whether we are doing is right. 
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Somethingõs of our parents still we lack, 

But donõt worry they are right behind our back. 

Because of you itõs not what you are today, 

But because of your parentõs hard work done yesterday.  

  

They are the one, who 

we saw first,  

But not the one who we 

will see last.  

Along the age gap 

between your parents 

and you, 

Take care of them 

otherwise god will take them away from you.  

 

Night Voices 
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By Isra Indikar 

It was a scar y night,  

With no bright light.  

I sat very quiet,  

Thinking everything was alright.  

  

By the time something appeared,  

That looked very weird.  

I closed my eyes thinking of fairy land,  

Or on beach making castle of sand.  

  

Then I heard something behind me,  

But I stayed free.  

I ignored the voice,  

But I heard it twice  

I got up from the chair,  
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To look whatõs there. 

But noticed it was just a 

bat,  

With no tension I sat.  

  

I was thinking about the 

voice, 

Which I heard twice.  

When I opened the door,  

It was nothing but  a beggarõs snore.   
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Shanabaz  

VII C  
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Football Forever 
By Alok Gopinath 

In India, hundreds of thousands of kids love one sport. 

Football. In the humble state of Kerala, a kid was watching 

the Champions League final. Real Madrid vs Juventus. 

Mesmerized by the live a ction football taking place, he made 

a vow to live and breathe the sport. Vivek was a young kid of 

15, with a talent that made everyone go crazy. He was a 

goalkeeper for the school team. Everybody saw him as the 

new Indian team goalkeeper.   

One day, he was playing a school team game. Turns out, by 

complete luck, a 

scout was present at 

the game. The game 

was tight with 

oppositionõs striker 

being the top scorer 

of the season. The 

game was stuck at 2 -2 with Vivek saving a penalty. In the 

89 th  minute, Vivekõs defender tackled the opposition striker 
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badly and gave away a penalty. Vivek was angry but was 

determined to save it. The striker stepped up and shot to 

the top corner, Vivek saved it! Basically pulled off the best 

save of the season.  

The scout couldnõt believe his eyes. He had seen La Liga or 

Serie A goalkeeperõs goal keeper but not that well. He 

picked up his phone and called his team manager and said òI 

think we found the one... bit rusty... but he looks like the 

real dealó. 

Vivek went home a champion. He had saved one of the best 

shots of the season! His parents werenõt happy though. His 

parents never really understood his talent and didnõt want 

him to pursue football. They were happy but wanted this to 

end quickly and wanted him to study more. He wasnõt the 

greatest at education. It was never really his strong sport. 

No footballer is good at studies, if they were then Iõm 

pretty sure Ronaldo would know the meaning of the word 

ôconfidenceõ. 
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The next day, Vivek was in physics class, sleeping when the 

peon came in and called him. He was nervous because he was 

going to the Principalõs office. He had been there before, 

for winning school tournaments. He entered the very cold 

room, he now understood where the school budget went. 

The principal started clapping.   

Vivek had a bad feeling in your stomach. Usually, school 

teachers and principals try to spice it up by clapping and 

continuing with, òYou are expelledó. The principal opened his 

mouth and said òYou have had some good times in this 

school. But, there 

comes a time when 

everybody needs to 

leave. I just received a 

call from 

Wolverhamptom 

Wanderers. They want 

you to join their youth 

squad. They want you to 

be the first Indian Premier League player.ó Vivek dropped 

to the floor. The nurse was called he woke up a fter 2 
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minutes, trying to digest what he just heard. His parents 

were called. They looked happy but Vivek knew they were 

pretending. He was sad because his parents didnõt trust his 

talent.  

Vivek got a call from a man with an English accent. òWe have 

booked your tickets. Welcome to the team. We are excited 

to unveil you to our fans in the Molineux stadium.ó Vivek 

knew this stadium. He was happy that he got picked for this. 

He was going to play for their under 18 side. Vivek went to 

Cochin International Airpo rt to go to the UK. His parents 

accompanied him because they came to know his salary.  

They were dumbfounded. He sat in the leather seat and 

realized the dream he was living. He started to tear up 

because no goalkeeper has done this. He was getting an 

unveiling. He was getting exposure! He loved business class. 

Better than that, his new team had paid for everything. He 

slept like a bay on the flight. He reached Dubai on transit 

and boarded another flight to the UK.  

He reached the UK and found a man outside  with a sign with 

his name on it. He was mesmerized by the sights he saw on 
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the way to the hotel from Heathrow Airport. He saw other 

stadiums on the way. He went past the ôTheatre of Dreamsõ, 

Old Trafford. He wanted to play against Manchester United 

one day or the other. Then, he reached the stadium of his 

new team. The Molinuex Stadium was beautiful. He entered 

to find a woman who showed him the sights and history of 

the team. The team had a historic rise to the top a few 

years back. He was only 16 but the y treated him like a 

player of quality. He met the physios and everyone else who 

were related to the club. They made him follow the club on 

all social media.  

They made him sign a contract that kept him at the club for 

5 years. They took a photograph and p osted it on Instagram. 

When that post went up, his phone exploded. Everyone sent 

him messages congratulating him. He was really happy.  

Vivek spent the next few months knowing the team and 

understanding the tactics. He was amazed by the managerõs 

involvement in the under 18 squad. He played his first game 

with his new mates. He enjoyed their company. Every now 

and then, he spoke with Patrick Cutrone who he became 

good friends with, about everything. It didnõt faze him that 
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he was from India or that his count ry wasnõt great at 

football. The season went great for Vivek as he won the 

Youth FA Cup with Wolves by saving a penalty to win the 

game. He bought a flat in London and lived there for some 

time. He frequently called his parents every week about 

problems or  daily chores. He was the first choice keeper 

for the under 18 side at the age of 16. Vivek slowly started 

getting noticed by other clubs but they were doubtful of 

the effect he would have on the club. Vivek was then given 

the coveted number 1 jersey. The dream of every 

goalkeeper.  

Wolves won the youth Premier League and qualified for the 

youth Champions league. Vivek was pivotal in every game 

because of his acrobatic saves and genius positioning. 

Reporters asked him questions constantly but one time he 

was asked by a reporter òHow does it feel to be a future 

star of one of the worst International lineups ever? ó Vivek 

was furious. He immediately replied by saying òI donõt think 

England are doing too great eitheró He left the room after 

answering. People called him arrogant but accepted that he 

was proud of his nation no matter what. During the 
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international break, Vivek got a call. The voice was familiar 

but he couldnõt place it. It was Sunil Chettri! Vivek was once 

again dumbfounded. He asked òWhy are you calling me right 

now? Donõt you have a world cup qualifier this week?ó 

Chettri replied by saying òYes, but I need you in goal against 

Omanó. 

Vivek had gotten his first International cap for India! He 

was ecstatic. He ran around his room and called everybody  

he knew. Next thing he knew; he was on his way back to his 

homeland. Everything felt nice and familiar. He was playing 

in Kerala too!  

Everyone he knew came to watch him play against Oman. He 

saved shots and won the game 2 -0. He was named man of 

the match ! Everything was going really well. It was the 

beginning of the career of the soon to be hottest prospects 

in World football proving to the rest of the world that 

talent could be found anywhere.  

Two years later, Vivek was a well -established player in the 

Wolves squad. He was slowly making appearances for the 

first team and his transfer value was now 10 million pounds! 
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He was a fan favourite and some considered him better than 

Rui Patricio, the current first team goalkeeper. He had 

gotten 15 caps for India b ut unfortunately couldnõt lead 

them to the World Cup. He won the youth Champions league 

by saving a penalty in the final against Barcelona. He also 

won the Youth Premier League. The headlines couldnõt stop 

talking about him. He became the most sought after  player 

in the world. He had crushed mighty opponents and came to 

be known as the ôIndian Warriorõ by the fans. The chants, 

the slogans, the signs, he took it all in slowly. One day, Nuri 

Dos Santos gives him a call. Dos Santos was the manager or 

coach of Wolves.  

He said òYou are doing well, V Rui is getting older and wants 

to leave. Our second choice and third choice keepers arenõt 

fun to use. They donõt have an impact on the squad. I think 

you what Iõm talking about...ó Vivek swallowed and couldnõt 

speak for 2 minutes. òWelcome to the Premier League, sonó 

The manager said. 

Vivek trained hard for his first game in the Premier League. 

Unfortunately, he was going up against Man City in their 

first game of the season. Vivek was very nervous but tried 
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hard to stop the ridiculous shots at goal by Aguero and 

Sterling. Sadly, they lost 2 -0. Vivek couldnõt stop a 20 m 

strike from Rodri and a magnificent free kick by De Bruyne.  

Vivek was not sad as he knew this was the case in the 

Premier League. The manager and th e rest of the team 

applauded him and the fans did too. At 19, he was playing 

against such a big team and put up an okay performance. It 

wasnõt great for a debut though. The season was dull. 

Wolves came 6 th  which went they qualified for Europa 

league footba ll. Finally, Vivek would play in Europe.  

He was ready for the Europa League. He was going to be the 

first Indian to play in the UEFA competitions. The league 

was going well for Vivek, putting up consistent performances 

day in day out. He was enjoying his f ootball and was loving 

life. He turned 20 and felt mature. His training became 

more intense and he was getting muscular. Wolves placed 

fourth in the Premier League and qualified for Champions 

league. Vivek cried on the day of the final game when he 

realize d that he going to play in the competition he only 

dreamt of. The Europa League wasnõt easy. Vivek tried his 

best to reach the Final and they did. Wolves were on the 
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brink of European glory. In the final, they went against 

Manchester United. This was a ver y strong opponent. The 

game was very tight and after 90 minutes it was 1 -1. After 

extra time, it went to penalties. Wolves scored their first 

two. Manchester United scored their first two as well. Vivek 

stepped up to take the penalty as he was good at shoo ting. 

He scored! He then tried to save a penalty and did that too! 

Wolves had won the Europa League!   

 

Prideful Experience of being a NCC Cadet 
By S J Sureka 

National cadet corps (NCC) is a voluntary organization 

engaged in grooming the you th of the coun try into 

disciplined and patriotic citizen s. 

They recruit members from schools 

and colleges across the country and 

are given basic military training in 

small arms and parade.  
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I would like to share my prideful patriotic experience in 

NCC. My personal motivation to join NCC was the awesome 

sight which I witnessed, of the Republic and  Independence 

Day parades and the many inspiring uniformed people around 

me including my father. I decided to join NCC to dedicate at 

least a little for my country as a young c itizen. It changed 

me from a common person to a special person. ôSpecial 

personõ does not mean how others look at me but it is how I 

felt within.  

There were more than fifty participants in the selection 

round of the NCC. I thought it would be very tough t o join 

and I was really scared. But I gathered a lot of courage to 

compete. We were divided into five teams. They made us 

run 200 meters and duck walk around the ground. I was the 

fourth candidate to complete all 

the rounds in my team. But then I 

realized nobody is going to be 

rejected, but it was conducted to 

check our physical fitness and 

stamina only. Also the cadets who 
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attend early morning parade punctually from 6:00 to 7:30 

AM become permanent cadet.  

During the training process I learnt drill (parade) , co-

ordination, team work, leadership, unity, physical fitness and 

also gained stamina. My first camp (combined annual training 

camp) was in 2017 December at Sachidananda Jothi Niketan 

located in the foot hills of Nilgiris, Tamil Nadu. This camp 

was held for ten days. I was nervous about how I was going 

to manage and excel there. Those 

ten days also built up my mental 

stamina as we had competitions 

like drill, tent fixing, cultural 

programs, and rifle  shooting, Aero 

modeling and also choosing the 

best cad et. We got trained for 

parade and small arms firing early 

morning and late nights. As a result of our effort, our team 

got the runner up position among 15 schools and I was 

awarded the best cadet award in the camp. Now it made me 

feel I was also a major pa rt of Air Wing of the NCC.  
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This part of my life is so precious and unforgettable in my 

life. I learnt values of a good citizen. I also learnt how one 

can take our nation forward to a better future by 

contributing ourselves to this mother land.  

I would li ke to convey my heartfelt thanks to my NCC mates 

and instructors, who encourage  d and believed in me. This 

experience also further motivates me to join the defence  

forces. I would like to conclude by saying, all the citizen of 

our nation must feel proud to  an Indian and  walk with their 

head held high.  
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The Beautiful World 
By Samith Seejo 

The world suffused with life,  

As beautiful as life.  

Creatures here  

Animals there....  

  

Plants missing 

Humans everywhere  

Plants adorn it  

Humans destroy it  

  

Plants expand the,   

Beauty of the world  

Humans destroy and  

Build the world...  
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Nature creates  

Humans make 

changes 

Nature re -creates...  

Humans change it 

again!! 

  

Waiting to see...  

When will it be?  

When plants and  

Humans together be....  

  

I wish to seeé. 

The change in us 

That will result in  

Changes in the world.  


