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POEMS

Vikram Batra: My Idol
Vikram Batra, my idol
You were the enemy’s heftiest rival
Added to your award of gallant
You moulded each one’s heart valiant

Each soul is galvanized 
To soar his nation’s honour and pride
Thus, thy countrymen have a gala night 
With the will to continue to fight

I feel allured to the emblem
Lion in the front prompts me, my duty
To sacrifice every drop of blood till I go numb
Grit summing up with my soldier’s safety

I seize the moment to exhibit
Fortitude, Courage, and Valour 
Resisting to wounds, but never quit
Like you attained the great dagger

For keeping the sentiment of nationalism alive
I will vanquish the agony and continue to fight
With this I hope to instill and unite the country 
This in return will amalgamate the boundary

With this little sacrifice of mine 
I am certain that
my tiranga will rise and shine
my motherland will rise and shine

— Nishant Malay Mishra, 11 PCMB
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Two Teachers
Rohit and Mohit were two teachers,
Both with their own peculiar features
Rohit was a satellite of prevalent system,
While Mohit was a radical and promoted wisdom.

Rohit emphasized solely on marks,
Max determined your potential he remarks.
Textbooks were true source of knowledge,
For that is all he will acknowledge.

Mohit believed marks was a mere number,
As a student’s cleverness must outnumber.
He taught his pupils to enhance their character and skill,
for that is what will help them climb life hill.

Rohit nurtured and fostered the rank race, 
Creativity end ingenuity in his class had less space.
In his antique perception nouns and terms reigned
but that is perfect education he claimed.

Mohit encouraged competition with oneself,
And practical learning for development of self.
He utilized the act of just knowing names of things,
For that is very different from knowing about the thing.

Let’s support Mohit’s principles and join in revolution, 
of changing course and transforming education.

— R Uthaya Murthy, 11 PCMC
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Footsteps Over Imperfection
Even when the brightest sun shines,
The prettiest stars begin to twinkle.
Christmas markets sparkle,
And bells begin to jingle.

She still walks home,
That mere brown stick.
Faded clothes, bare hands,
Black glasses and face toned.

She never spoke a single word,
Never smiled, never heard.
Her shadows faded into her abode,
That no man had ever known.

Maybe she had a fierce ego.
Maybe she let her happiness go.
Or drank immense arrogance,
Something that killed her eloquence.

And back and forth,
She went for a penny.
Not a single partner,
Not a single ally.

So let her die,
Her own world.
When there was nothing she bothered,
Why would we wonder.

But listen my blind world,
Stop your looping doubts.
When there is so much you can see.
Notice her black out.

Where a million colours,
You have, you say.
She has her own colour, a unique perception.
Let her build her own world, her footsteps to imperfection.

— Aarna Malot, 11 ABEM
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My Mom
When I am hungry, she becomes a great chef. 
When I am ill, she becomes a kind nurse. 
When I am frustrated, she becomes a clever guide. 
When I am in sorrow, she becomes a jovial friend.
When I am happy, she becomes a cheerful Angel !
When I am angry, she becomes a calm speaker. 
She is a wonderful magician with all kinds of talent. 
Dear mom, You have been an inspiration to all those you taught.
As the knowledge added up, the more of it sought. 
The more I learn through all these years, the more it takes away my fears.
I gained confidence- and began to score, and built strength down into my core.
For all of this, I have to praise, for teaching me your amazing ways..
Thanks for all the gifts- and my future life ahead.
All the wonderful things, that you put into my head.
LOVE YOU  MOM..

— Aadhya A, 4 C

Light
Light, light, light
It is very bright
It lights up the night,
Its colour is white.

We can study in the night
With the help of the light
Be it day on light
We need light.

I want to shine like light
By doing what is right.

— Jude J K, 2 A
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Life from God
What on Earth would it be to— 
sit on Monday morning?
Listening to lectures and do
While my soul might seem tumbling
I know that I’m not too smart
Nor am I creaking dull
But there was a sudden spurt
that made me in slug –null

Friends or foe, all I have
They do teach me fab integrity
And I am meek and brave
No idea about my mentality

But I know for sure that I
am who I wish to be
On the hand of God,  am I—a key
He holds me steadfast, you see

All my happiness, when it’s gone
He doesn’t forsake me
For He makes me strong as bone
And I never fall again, you see

When my friends think I am bright
All that I can is to refuse and say nothing
While I know inside, that He makes me right
And it isn’t me but He, while I am something

Started in school, while here
It is something else
And so I conveyed, cuz He isn’t mere
Imagination but something else 
All teachers and students are my friends
Who along with my parents are Gods’ bounty
Thee know they are not mere trends
But they all mean very much in my entity

I really wonder why I am here, connote not Bharata
On this world of God’s miracles and glory
But I use this esse to honour the alpha,
But one day I will prosper, through God surely

Oh God, I really thank you for everything
Your glory will always seem puzzling

— Jovin  J C, 9 D
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A New
As the day dawns today,
everyone is on the go.
Trying to catch up on things, 
not wanting to be slow.

It’s a race for everyone, 
to catch up on lost time. 
All will fight tooth and nail, 
trying until the last chime.

It’s that time of the year, 
to pause and look behind. 
Figure what needs to be let go, 
and what needs a rewind.

Life has to go on ahead,
do not dwell in regret. 
Step into the new year, 
ensure that you beget.

Make the most of the moments, 
that are in store ahead for you.
You know this is your chance, 
to let go and start anew.

— Nikhiladitya, 4 A 

Magic of Forests
Once I had a dream,
It was dark and green.
I saw millions of trees,
Spewing fresh air.
Some alone, while some 
Standing in pair.
They were holding each other
Like a magnet,
While trying their best to
Cool our planet.

— Kavin Sharma, 4 A
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Humanity Manifested
From wooden spoons and halls of stone
From rise and fall of kingdoms unknown
From the ages of prosperity of the royal
Has our techno to its ultimate -grown?
And yet more will it shine through homos alone
The apex of all though never loyal

Humanity and its prosperity
Can be a full book of mystery
Our life is a cosmology
Of the hatred and enmity
And the end will be an annihilation
The most difficult recapitulation

Just like the shadows of space that lie
Is humanity on this Earth our home?
Though we have the technology
We are customary visitors, who one-day die
The power of nature which can never be gone
And so is our life still a mythology

From apes and beasts were our evolution
And by things unknown would be our extinction
Coexist with nature, there wouldn’t be any objection
But humanity’s selfish, who deserves self-destruction
Science is pure knowledge, yet it ceased honesty’s manifestation
And so, using techno for reincarnation is our obligation

— Judith J Charles, 5 F

Butterfly
Creeping, crawling in the woods,
I ate it all that I thought was food.
I grew up healthy, long and strong,
I dreamt to fly all day long.
I built a cocoon under the moon,
I set out to fly the next noon.

— Mugdha B Rao, 3 C
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Light
Light, light, light
It is very bright
It lights up the night,
Its colour is white.

We can study in the night
With the help of the light
Be it day on light
We need light.

I want to shine like light
By doing what is right.

— Jude J K, 2 A

Healthy Eating “Health–The Essence of Life”
Fruits and Veggies on our table,
Make our health very stable,
Remember!
A healthy outside starts from inside.
Eating healthy day and night,
Keep our future looking bright,
Proteins and dairy,
Makes our life merry,
Sprouts and grains,
Improve our brains.

— P Pranavi,  3 E

Brother and Sister
Brother and sister are like a line,
Wherever they go they shine.
They fight for toys and remote, 
They love to wear each other’s coats.
Mother is the root that holds them tight,
Even after so much fighting.
Father shows them the light,
And teaches them what’s right.

— Naina Mishra, 4 B
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Colourful Crown
Clip clop,
The droplets drop,
The rain keeps falling on the rooftop.

Every cloud so dark in the sky,
So much so that it starts to cry.
All that the children could do was sigh.

Some read books in silence,
In their residence,
Seeming to pass the time in continuance.

While others cook meals to warmth,
Moving around back and forth,
In reason to regain their strength.

But the question lingers on,
Will this forever go on?
In the minds of children, it stays on.

Drip-drop,
The rain slows down,
The sky dressed in a colourful crown.

— Rania Khan, 8 B

Every Tear Has A Tale
When a child is born 
The tears are nothing but 
That of joy.

When a person dies 
The tears are nothing but 
That of pain.

The heart is lite 
When one is happy
The same heart becomes heavy
When you are sad.

So, always keep your heart lite 
And let tears of happiness fill your eyes.
Make every moment wonderful 
In your life. 

— Aashritha L, 8 D 
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The Enchanted Woods:  
A Journey Through Nature’s Wonders

Oh, Forest with your magical presence,
you make me feel whole,
I can stay here listening to the silence.
The only sounds the break,
the distant rivers, animals and birds awake.

When something feels wrong,
any tension, anxiety,
or you just need a place to belong.
Head out to the forest,
to find some rest.

Surround yourself by nature at its best,
calm yourself, focus
and let the magic do the rest.
There is something magical about it,
I enjoy every bit.

Feel the magic in the air,
and the power in the breeze,
feel the energy of the plants 
and the bushes and the trees,
to the soul it appeals.

Just look at this Universe, 
what magic it preserves.
To protect this forever, I resolve
and to guard their Heaven-sent beauty,
shall ever be my duty.

— Deepanshi Patnaik, 4 F
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A Dandelion’s Dream- The Skies Above
I, a dandelion yet to be,
Spent the day dreaming of adventure to be.
When the North wind blows,
Carrying me to destination unknown,
Of all things to see, all my worries set free,
For I, dandelion yet to be
Am on a quest to find eternity...

I, a dandelion yet to be,
Floating above the skies, I see
Flowers dancing to the wind’s music of silence
While the clouds clear, ending the sun’s act of inexistence.
While I search the place where I can bloom
And oh how long will it take?  I wonder as I wait,

I, a dandelion yet to be, 
With all my might am left to be free,
As I float with these wings above the nameless sky,
I will live for long, that I’ll try,
For now, I explore everything there is to, for me,
For I seek nothing, but to learn how I long
This isn’t a quest, but a journey to make me wise,
Wiser, The wisest. 

— Sanhita Dara, 8 B
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Future of Sustainable Transportation
The future of the automobile is electric,
a power that is efficient and eclectic.
Charging with the sun, or plugging in the night,
the electric car is for sure a future delight.

No more noise, no more smoke,
no more gas, no more fumes,
no more tune-ups or oil changes to do,
it’s safer for the planet- for me and you.

A car that’s safe, a car that’s clean,
a car that’s powerful, a car that’s green.
A car that’s dependable, a car that’s strong,
a car that’ll make every journey a song.

Boring long trips to the gas station,
the electric car is the best solution.
It’s time for a change, that’s no lie,
to all fuel cars, let’s say bye-bye.

—Shivangini Sahoo, 6 B

Time Explains Its Value
Time is the most precious thing in our lives. 
Time is the greatest teacher of all. 
Though we can’t control it, we can use it in a consecutive way, 
often serving us with the most memorable and successful experiences of our lives.
To realize the value of ONE YEAR, ask a 
Student who failed a grade.
To realize the value of ONE MONTH, ask a
Mother who gave birth early.
To realize the value of ONE WEEK, ask the 
Editor of a weekly newspaper.
To realize the value of ONE HOUR ask 
Friends who are waiting to meet each other.
To realize the value of ONE MINUTE, ask a
Person who missed the train.
To realize the value of ONE SECOND, ask the
Person who merely avoided an accident.
‘A minute now is better than a minute later’. 
Thus, Time is as precious as water. 
Every drop counts: every second has a value.

— Anwitha Nair, 8 C

14



Unhappy
I’m surrounded by happy faces
They look like they’re going places
I’m not ready and I’m scared to the bone
Is this how it feels to be alone?

I look out and notice the flurry 
All I see are flashing lights, it’s all so blurry
Everybody has got a place to be
Somebody they need to meet

Why is it that I have nobody?
I’ve been walking with my head held down
When I look back ahead, there’s nobody around
Why do I feel like everybody is a ghost town?

Is it just me?
Or is the world a battleground?
I step out and take in what lies before me
All I see are the heartbroken bleed and heartless greed

People, so filled anxiety but no emotion
Hurting each other like its out of passion
Are we all living in a competition?
I block out my senses

I don’t want what I see
What I hear and what I feel
Is the world really so scary?
Or am I just unhappy?

— Benedict Niall, 12 PCMC
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STORY

The Lost Bag

A 
rainy day—the entire school is in a chaos-children and teachers running in all directions after 
a failed final rehearsal for the annual sports day of the year! Also in the crowd is Salma, pacing 

up and down the corridor in utter distress and worried about her lost bag!
While to everyone else their bag was just an aid to carry things up n down, to Salma, her green 

wildcraft bag was a prized possession- something that she dreamt of buying and got after requesting 
her parents multiple times! The bag was no less to her than what a doll is to a small child! 

Today, began like any other normal school day for all of them in LMS, where everyone was gearing 
up for their sports day-the first event of the academic year! Until, they saw the dark clouds gathering 
and suddenly it starts pouring cats and dogs when the rehearsal was mid-way through! Well, like any 
other child, Salma also began running to the school building and the moment she stepped inside the 
class, she realised that she had forgotten something—her…her bag! Off she goes, running back down 
to the ground floor in desperate search for her bag.. Soon she realised that her bag was nowhere with 
the other bags that were brought from the ground.

She goes off to the teachers standing at the entrance and pleads to go to the ground to search 
for her bag, only to be chased by the other teachers making their way indoors! Having given up all 
her hope, she began walking back to her classroom-her mind full of worry of how to figure things 
about-when suddenly, she sees a green bag exactly like hers—a Wildcraft bag that was green, next to 
the staffroom! Surprised, she ran towards it and began searching inside if it had her belongings and 
indeed it was hers!

That’s how our life sometimes is, we might search for things high and low, in all possible places and 
when we would have lost all hope, it comes to us in the most unexpected place and time!

It sounds a simple silly story right?? But deep within the chaos, the turmoil, the confusion little 
Salma went through is what we all go through in some point or the other of our lives. But what did we 
learn?? We learnt a simple thing… never to lose Hope or to give up the search of our identity…our self. 

— Irene Nibin, 12 PCBC

This Is My Story: Our Story

O
ur bond is pretty old actually. It all started with a cry. So, when I was around two …two and 
a half years, I went for some vaccination. The shot was on the leg. It was so painful. The pain 

troubled me for around two to three days that’s when my father bought my first blue coloured tricycle 
to pacify me. We had a great time. In the evenings, I always used to ride it from the porch. Then, slowly 
I started riding it on the street that’s when that misadventure took place… Dogs of the street chased 
me; that was the first time I left my love and ran alone. Anyways, it didn’t complain because it knew I 
was a kid. 

It was my fourth birthday, my parents bought me a normal cycle. I found it difficult to abandon my 
old one that I used to tie it to my new cycle and ride it on the porch. Initially, I had support wheel on 
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either side of the rear tire. I slowly started going on the streets with my father. One of the support 
wheels broke but then I managed not to fall. That was actually something I was proud of and 
started riding on just two wheels. Slowly my love and interest in cycling increased day by day and I 
enjoyed been spotted always with my two wheeler: my cycle.

My real journey started when I was in Grade 9. It was my sole companion and I used to enjoy 
riding it for several hours exploring my locality and some distant places. But this didn’t last long 
as corona put us in lockdown. Then as the circumstances eased, for a change and variety, I started 
exploring places I didn’t know. It gave me a very different vibe and I loved it. The thing that made 
me feel good was the experience of peace and the ambience of the places I used to go. The journey, 
the distance increased as I travelled far and wide with it. No one believes I have blessed myself with 
some cycling records. 

The first ride; the ride to MG road both to and fro. It was about 40km. From there the real game 
started. I started travelling more and more. Then, someday I rode 67km towards and back home. 
The longest distance I have covered is 116 km towards Nandi hills and back home. This was too 
stressful and stamina-consuming but worth doing and achieving it. 

The ride I enjoyed the most until now is the ride I had in Kerala in the woods. It was the route 
towards Athirapally falls via Malayatoor road. It was a forest. I had a small hill to climb and then a 
lot of sharp turns which I enjoyed cornering at great speeds. 

 It was such an awesome feeling though I couldn’t reach the destination as it was unsafe and 
had chances to be attacked by herd of elephants. 

But, I have decided to join the Cycling Groups and complete my journey with lot more places to 
tick of my bucket list.

Cycling attracted me to travelling. It opened a lot of gates for my inner soul to attain peace and 
tranquility. This journey is an ever-ending story of my life. 

— Alex Stanly, 12 PCMB
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Dreams Are Not Just Shadows

O
ne day, five friends met each other in a coffee shop. While chatting, their topic of 
discussion turned towards dreams. Raj, whose hobby was watching movies, described 

his dream. “I dreamt I was a king, offering rewards to the needy, punishing the guilty and 
enjoying whatever came my way. Then, a soothsayer came and proclaimed that I was merely 
a crescent moon, compared to the other kings and emperors, who were full moons. But 
I replied, “A crescent moon waxes, whereas a full moon wanes. And then the soothsayer, 
impressed by my response, blessed me, and went away. There the dream ended.” Next, 
Varuna, who was normally silent but violent when provoked, described his dream. “I 
dreamt I was a fisherman, fishing in the ocean. On the horizon, a tsunami approached, but 
I remained calm and continued fishing. The tsunami came closer and closer until the fish 
were disturbed and I was furious, for my efforts to throw in the nets were all wasted. Then I 
raised my hands, and the tsunami dared not to come any closer. There my dream ended, and 
I woke full of freshness.”

The third, Taara, who was a simple girl with lofty aspirations, spoke up, as she felt that 
her dream was the best. “I dreamt that I was a star, making my way through the heavens. I 
saw everything that was and everything that will be, until I came upon castles in the sky. I 
got so excited that I woke up, but I was disappointed. Why can’t dreams be real?” Vishwas, 
the wise man, the mediator, the glue of the group then spoke. “Dreams can be real, if you 
believe in them enough. I dreamt that all of us were meeting up in this very coffee shop 
again when we became adults, and described our experiences to each other. Each one of 
us had become exactly what we dreamt of, and all of us were happy. I remember all of you 
being thankful to me because I had helped you all believe what your dreams dictated, and 
because of that, you all became successful.” With this he grew silent, pondering the rest of 
the dream, which he didn’t tell to anyone. Raj, who was someone who took quick action, 
said, “Let’s all take an oath to believe in our dreams, no matter how futile they may seem!” 
And so, the group took oaths, and promised to meet each other in 20 years.

After 20 years, the results were remarkable. Raj had become the first actor to make 
a movie in every language, and he had helped the world become a better place in many 
different ways. Even the people jealous of him admitted that he had made a significant 
difference in the world. But the most interesting thing about Raj, was that his bestselling 
movie was one in which he played the role of a king. Varuna became the first Admiral of 
the Indian Navy, winning a lot of praise from the entirety of India. But the most interesting 
thing about Varuna was that in his free time, he fished in the sea on a small raft. Taara had 
become the first person to make contact with an alien civilization, and the most interesting 
thing about her was that her callsign was Star. Vishwas had become a motivational speaker, 
and practically the whole world followed his advice.

So, what do you think you learnt from this story?

— Saket Rahul Bakshi, 10 C
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A Letter To Smriti Mandhana

Lake Montfort School
Kurudusonnena Halli, 
Virgo Nagar-Post, 
Bengaluru, Karnataka 560049

16 December 2022

Dear Smriti Mandhana Ma’am,

Warm Greetings!

I am one of your million fans. I play Cricket and take inspiration from you in each and every breath. 

I got interested in Cricket watching my brother play in school tournaments. At home, I would throw balls 
to help him in batting practice. We would watch all India matches together and this took me even closer to 
Cricket. I started playing with my brother and his friends in the society. I am a big fan of Rohit Sharma and 
Ravichandran Ashwin. I would watch their videos of batting and bowling during my leisure. Looking at this, my 
parents motivated me to take Cricket seriously. They enrolled me in Silicon Cricket Academy run by Harsha Sir. 

In the academy, I saw there were only two girls including me. I started 
playing tournaments and found that there are hardly any girls in the 
other teams too. This made me think…Do girls really play Cricket and 
can they become as good as boy cricketers? I started looking at Indian 
Women Cricketers. I came across the highlights of your innings against 
WI in 2017 Women World Cup. Your knock of 106 runs inspired me a 
lot. Your fearless attitude, effortless batting made me your instant fan. 
It cleared my self-doubts and I became more confident about myself.  
I started spending more time in net practice and never missed my 
sessions. In Oct 2022, KSCA announced open selections for U-15 girls 
and I appeared for it. Later I participated in league matches and got 
selected in 25 probables for the Karnataka U-15 team. My training camp 
started in KSCA-B ground, Bengaluru.

During one of the days in the camp, I came to know that you are visiting 
NCA on that day. I was continuously looking at the gate of NCA to get 
your glimpse. After sometime, I saw you coming out and I rushed to 
meet you. You met me with a smile and allowed me to take a picture 
with you. Your glittering eyes, motivating words had a big impact on me.  

I dream of playing for India with you. I am practicing hard for it and hope to meet you soon again.

May you keep scoring runs for India and keep inspiring young girls like me.

Your big fan,

 Rakshita Moondra, 8B

Rakshita with Smriti @ NCA Bengaluru
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My Musical Journey

M
y interest in Music evolved at the age of 3. Listening to songs and understanding its rhythm 
was what I enjoyed. My feet and fingers tapped with every beat and rhythm. My journey 

started with playing of the Rhythm Pad in my church at the age of 9. I had the desire to learn but no 
one was there to teach me. By God’s Grace my understanding of it grew slowly and thus I started to 
self-learn. 

My association with LMS since14 years have paved my way to the higher level of Music. I joined 
the School Choir in Grade 6 and participated in every program for the next 2 years. From Grade 
8, I started to play Keyboard and Drums. Investiture Ceremony, Holy Mass, LAMOS, Annual Day 
made me grow stronger as I participated in these events making my artistic desire grow firm and 
evident.  I started improving my playing style through Class Assemblies. 

Annual Day of 2018-19, was a turning point in my life. I played Percussions such as Tambourine, 
Shakers, Bells, Maracas, Chimes. Next Year, it was time for multi-instruments such as Drums, 
Keyboard, Percussions, Rhythm Pads. I got the golden opportunity to play the Bass Guitar for the 
Prayer Song in an online program organized by Montfort Institution for the 5 Years of National 
Excellence.  

Leading the School Band in LAMOS 2022-23, was a dream come true. I too played the flute for the 
first time on Principal Brother’s Birthday and Orchestrated 7 songs by playing the Keyboard. It was 
like a concert. Teacher’s Day, I performed a famous Bengali tune with a fusion of Jugalbandhi that 
created an amazing impact and connection on/with the audience. Silver Jubilee Celebration took 
me too a greater height as I received the most applaud and blessing for my performance. 

In this year I have totally played 5 Instruments for various program and finally I know to play 
exactly 18 Instruments, naming them: 
1. tambourine | 2. maracas  | 3. shakers  | 4. chimes | 5. cymbals  | 6. triple congo 
7. bongos  | 8. clap box (kason)  | 9. djembe  | 10. darbuka | 11. dholak | 12. tabla
13. rhythm pad | 14. drums | 15. keyboard | 16. bass guitar | 17. acoustic guitar | 18. flute

Joshua playing some of the instruments in various events, celebration that took place in school.
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Not by my Strength, not by my Talent but by God’s Grace I have learnt all these instruments 
under the guidance and supervision of my Music Teacher, my Mentor, my Inspiration, my Journal 
towards Music…My Music Teacher, Manuel Gowtham S. He stands tall beside me, paving the road, 
laying the stones for me to step to achieve the goal. He is not only my teacher, He is a friend who 
inspires me…he is a philosopher whose words motivate me and a guide who will take me to my 
dream destination.

“Without Music Life would be a mistake for me”.

This Journey thus continues…

— Joshua Justus J, 12 ABEC

My Magnificent School

T
he first glance on my school has always created a very big impact. My broken feelings bloom, 
melted positivity’s vibes create an energy from within. Lake Montfort School gives bliss like 

never before. As my eyes fall on the greenery, I recall myself of the beautiful memories I have had 
for years. The day I came to attend my Entrance Exam here, was when I saw the marvellous spirit 
around practising for their Annual Day. Dancing, singing was a formidable form of team work. 
Everyone was trying to be their best in all they were doing. Pretty competitive school though, have 
to agree. The vast space to play and jolly around was my favourite part. Teachers were supportive. 
They shared their life-time experiences, making learning easier and more fun. Friends for their 
support and teachers for their modesty are the greatest part of my life. Achieving greater things in 
life for my satisfaction is something which never ends your journey of learning.  Success is a way 
of learning, not a destination. Be kind to everyone, for you may need them in any urgencies. Such 
valuable lessons learnt are not going to leave me alone for my lifetime. Such difficulties have I faced 
to overcome through what I was going through. School, isn’t just a hub of academics and sports, 
but also a gracious place to learn sincerity, honesty, punctuality and trust.

— T Jayanth Datta, 7
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A REPORT: 

To Dance Is To Live! To Live Is To Dance
By: Brindha Mitchell Rai

M
y journey to dance began at a very young age. Ever 
since I was a kid, I always enjoyed dancing, I would 

dance to any music I hear, as days passed by, my interest 
in dance kept increasing from just tapping my feet and 
then moving my hands along with it to match every beat 
of the song. I just loved it. Recognized my talent, my 
parents thought that with proper guidance I would grow 
and glow in the Art of dance.

At the age of seven, I started to learn the beautiful dance 
culture, bharathanatyam under the able guidance of 
Guru. Smt. Shantha Srikanth & Guru. Kum. Sharanya at 
Sri Nrityaranjani Fine Arts Academy. At first, it was very 
hard for me to dance in an environment with friends 
who bullied me for the way I looked. Being deprived of 
the roles and positions I genuinely deserved, as a kid it 
disturbed me a lot to continue learning dance, but my 
love for dance did not let me quit. My passion and hard 
work towards dance helped me to be the spotlight on the 
stage. My Parents and Guru’s taught me how to strive 
hard to achieve my dreams and acquire my heart’s desire. 
Irrespective of all the toils and troubles which I eventually 
overcame and managed to pave and pursue my way to 
happiness through dance, I always wanted to challenge my 
limits and not limit my challenges.

To pen down the achievements of records :-

  Two Guinness Book of World Records, Two International Wonder Book of Records, 

        India Book of Records, Asia Book of Records, Limca Book of Records, under my name.

 Bestowed with the below enumerated titles in the dance of Bharatnatyam –

  Kalpashree Natya Mayuri       Rashtriya Kala Nandi       Bharatha Rashtra Sowrabha

I have performed dance in the following cities—Bangalore, Mangalore, Udupi, Hyderabad, 
Guruvayur, Shirdi, Chennai, Mysore and many more. Every stage I performed on gave me a new 
experience and loads of memories to cherish for life.

After nine years of dance journey, here I stand with the aspiration to gain the ocean of knowledge 
and achievements.

I aspire to acquire many more mile stones in the field of Dance!!  n
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Advancement of Literature in India

l
iterature is the collection of human wisdom of ages. Indian civilization has produced plenty 
of literary works dealing with diverse topics and issues such as religion and philosophy, 

science and technology, politico-administrative system and socio-religious life. No other part of 
the world has such a vast collection of human thoughts in the form of manuscripts. The ancient 
Indian literature provides an insight into human life of earlier times. It is a true measurement of 
development and progress of cultural life in India. Beginning from age of Vedic Aryans to present 
times, Indian intellectual have left behind their unmatched literary work for the future generation. 

From poetry as well as prose, Indian scholars have such unique ways to express their thoughts 
and emotions. Vedas and Upanishads are believed to be one of the first knowledge available from 
Vedic age. The Vedas consisted of collection of hymns, poems and prayers. The Post-Vedic age 
saw literature such as Sutra Literature, Buddhist Literature and Jain Literature that gave religious 
instructions. Arthashastra written by Chanakya, which deals with administrative and political 
issue were the major literature during Mauryan age. Sanskrit literature saw remarkable progress 
in the form of Poem and Prose during the Gupta period(300AD-550AD). A large number of 
books were composed in India during Post Gupta and early Medieval period. Poet Kalidasa and 
Amarsimha are poets of this time. This followed the Sangam literature which was also termed 
as Augustam age of Tamil literature. From Pallava and Chola Periods to Medieval age, Indian 
literature saw a huge progress with books like Humayunnama, Akbarnama, Chahar Chaman etc. 

The scholars and intellectuals of modern times have highlighted important issues related to life 
of men and Nations in their writing. Some prominent works are: Bunch of old Letters by Jawaharlal 
Nehru, My Experiments with truth by M K Gandhi, Gitanjali by Rabindranath Tagore and 
Wings of Fire by Dr APJ Abdul Kalam. Indian literature is one of the important sources of mass 
communication medium which brings awareness and arouse nationalistic consciousness. 

We must proudly take forward our olden literature for it allows you to develop a thorough 
knowledge of literary history, theory and criticism, enhancing our understanding of a wide range 
of cultures and intellectual traditions.

— Vaishnavi N R Nair, 10 D
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