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Wealth

Health is the richest wealth | =
Ifyou aren't healthy then why be wealthy?
Why have money if you have no sight?

Why have money if you aren’t alright?

Why have money if you have a health issue?

Why have money if you don't have a leg for your brand-new shoe?

If you have broken joint
Then where’s the point!
If you say, you have money
It is just tasteless honey.

All T have to say s,

Don't spend each day

Ignoring your health.

Cause in the end

You won't be out with your friends.
Instead, on your bed

Crying for help.

— ANN GRACE NoBIN, 10D

Stranded

Stranded we are,

In the cycle of life.

Hello there, my silence

Watch me throughout

While I watch the time pass by

A single second is a reflection T own.
Twould go somewhere,

Where I find my own

‘There will be the answer,

Of us stuck here forever more.

—MV SHREYA, wD




Salty Times

When the curve of your lips loses its brightness,
and your heart feels burdened with heaviness,
When tears stream down your cheeks

and sorrow engulfs your being,

The bitter taste of anguish taints your moments,
making time feel salty...

When your words stumble and falter,

and your breath betrays your composure,

When the world appears to conspire,

Doubt takes hold, leaving you feel adrift in a sea of uncertainty,
Itis then that the belief in yourself wanes,

turning time bitter and salty...

Let the cry within you fade into the distance,
Allowing cherished moments to unfold in their place,
Always remember the power of a smile,

To dissolve the bitterness

and transform salty times into cherished moments...

— AasHRITHA LAKIREDDY, oF

Learn o Learn

Hide and seek is the best game ever
Seeking to learn has never been an error.
1,2, 3 are the counting numbers

While learning made them outnumbered.

However, many books the library has
However, many books the librarian read
There is still a lot to explore.

Just like the sea has no end
Learning has to extend.

Some boast themselves before others
But when a simple question is asked
They fear to answer.

So, understand and “Learn to Learn”.

— SATSAANVISRI ANNA, 8E



Whispers of Destiny's Dandelion

Oh, delicate dandelion, awaiting your bloom,
With hope in my heart, T'll see you soon.
Together, entwined, we'll conquer all strife,
In a dance of unity, embracing life.

As your petals unfold, we'll face any test,

I'll be your guardian, providing solace and rest.
No obstacle too great, no distance too wide,
Our bond remains steadfast, love undenied.

Yet life’s unpredictability takes its toll,

And fate sometimes veers out of our control.
Still, I cherish the day our paths first crossed,
Oh, dandelion dear, your memory is not lost.

In distant realms, may joy embrace your soul,

But a whisper tells me you yearn for me whole.
Through lessons learned, both sweet and tough,

I treasure the moments, in times smooth and rough.

Oh, dream-weaving dandelion, keeper of desires,
I trust destiny’s thread will rekindle our fires.

While winds may carry you on whims unknown,
[ believe destiny’s plan will reunite us, full-blown.

So, my dear dandelion, be my beacon of light,
Illuminate the path, dispelling the night.
Lethope’s gentle sway guide us once more,
As we embrace the love we've known before.

— TanviD, oF



Savouring the Delights: Ode o Maggie Noodles

Maggie Noodles, a taste so divine,

In a realm of flavours, you brightly shine.
With your curly strands and aromatic spice,
You bring a smile with each savoury bite.

Boiling water, pot’s melodic song,

Unveiling the packet, excitement throngs.
The aroma rises, tempting the senses,

As you cook, transforming culinary defences.

With a sprinkling of magic masala’s grace,
You transform into a masterpiece to embrace.
The noodles dance ina flavourful symphony,
Creating adish that brings pure harmony. -

Whether it's masala or curry, spicy or mild,
Maggie Noodles, you leave us beguiled.
A delightful blend of texture and taste,

A culinary adventure, never to waste.

So, here’s to you, Maggie Noodles divine,

A culinary companion that never fails to shine.
In times of hunger or cravings for bliss,

You bring satisfaction with each delectable Kiss.

A Fake Smiling Mask

So tired of it

Yet, I am still wearing it!!
Do they love me or

'The mask I put on everyday

Shattered inside

Ready to dispose anyday....

Tam fed up of having

To wear A FAKE SMILING MASK

For along time, that forgets the
Real who | am beneath....
So tired of it
Yet, [ am still wearing it!!

— DErpaNsHI PATNAIK, 58

— AMEYA Ryju, 8E



My Grandma

When I was born, she put her arms around me
And poured all the love in her heart just for me

She was a woman with a golden heart
She’s around us even when we were far apart

Each time we visited her, she made us our favourite

The food she prepared was always good

When I was upset and my eyes were filled with tea'la:l'm _
She was always there to wipe away my fears =

She told me bedtime stories and taught me lots of t
And helped me with my homework which the s

She was too sweet is all [ can say .
And had an important role in my life to play o

When her golden heart stopped beating, we put her to rest
God takes our hearts to show that he takes only the best

Together we shared love, laughter, and tears
My love for her will only deepen every passing year.

— JoE MACARTIN, 10D

Sustainity for Capitality - Courage

Oh, let the eyes behold
Glittering in sunshine as gold
Curated by the acts of men
Rise innate me, [ can

rs
And Lo! The storm uprises _ o~
Terribly and wondrous ?& '
To men it becomes _ .

With caress on the domes

Something within burns as flame >
Frustration, but who is to blame

Allis well, for I haven't tried

And why should T've cried?

And vet there is hope

Stronger than the will of pope

The precious runs, and [ keep up

Long hence I return, with wisdom, wasup!

—JoviIN] C, 10D




Journey f Stardom

Oh, stout valiant warrior

You're thy golden barrior

Letit melt not in the scorching misery
For then thee hold the peaks’ treachery

Fear no more the uphill struggle

As itowes you a tremendous life shuffle
Success is neither granted nor easily earnt
For it's our back breaking work spent

Don'tlet your fear paralyze thy

Have your spirit and hopes high

Failure is not the antonym of success

But a bite of victory which makes us courageous

It feels easier to give up halfway

still work hard and be patient as they say
the trick lies in standing tall

cause there is success after every fall

Failure you're our stepping stones
Who lifts us to our joyful zone.

— JumitH] C, 6 D

Farewell

Ahh! The day has come, the time is here
school is done, the end is near

we say our byes to friends so dear

and leave behind the place so dear.

From teachers who taught us so well
to classmates with whom we yell
we've come so far, we can't tell

but now it's time to bid farewell.

But as we leave, our hearts ache

for this place that helped us make
the person we are today

and all the friend we betray.

So, here’s to you, dear school of mine
for all the laughter and the grime
we'll take these memories so divine
and treasure them for all our time.

— HaARsHITHA KIRAN, 10D



Responding o the Cry of the Earth

The atmosphere tells the cry of the Earth,
When there is no silence with

Tasked, “Why you are crying? ”

It was sad while replying.

Please don't feel,

We will heal.

Garbage’s everywhere
Some people don't care.

Everyone should cooperate.
Before it’s late

There is lot of pollution,
There are many solutions.

Tsunami and cyclones take place,
Epidemics also chase.

I understand your pain,

But don’t cry again.

Life becomes hard,

When you are sad

You hold us strong,
People treated you wrong.

You are a lovely planet,

Don't worry about that.

When everyone empowers their minds,
To go beyond the lines

With your mighty winds and storms
From all the nature platforms.

Man’s protection for you failed,

You again wailed.

Trees are cut without thinking.
Forests are shrinking,

Cities are increasing.

Animals and plants are dying.

— V S RUVANTHIKA, 8E



The Ferocious Waterfall

The ferocious waterfall came,

Splashing from a majestic hill,

It splashed and thrashed on the rocks,
And made a cloudy mist above the blocks.
No one dared to stop it,

So vicious was it at night,

Mud, Sand, Rocks and Stones,

It carried all on its way down.

No one dared to stop its flow,
And everyone feared its blow,
There was no limit to its might,
And none could imagine a fight.
Ever in anger like a flame,

That none would dare to tame.

— SaNvI KuMARr, 8E

An Extraordinary Ensemble

; 3 il he whole idea behind the band was to play music which would be appreciated by everyone.
2N Peeps concluded that ‘our school band’ is not for the tenderfoot. That’s fallacious. ..we are
just expected to respect our instruments just as our teacher and maintain remarkable discipline.

Our exceptional music teachers never went wrong in correcting us! Not to lie...they guide us in
every single thing. ‘Getting once is not everything. You should get it every single time!” is a quote
that we hear very often from them. They let us have fun, they too have fun with us. They just expect
discipline from our side. For us, they have been the ‘never failing support system’

Buglers, the backbone of our band. Euphonists are the main characters of every tune.
Trumpeters, the main highlight of every tune. Drums of many kinds without which everything
seems odd. Symbols and Maraca players can be considered the toppings of the tunes. In the end,
the piccolo (flute) players. They have significant roles in the band.

Oh! Not to forget our band captain, our representative. We all ‘together’ form our prestigious
School Band.

The school band is something that is observed by everyone. Our discipline is everything.

From our feet to finger positioning everything is observed. Eye contact, timing, marching, taking
turns, etc., every little thing is judged. Perfection is something that our music teachers never
ignore. It feels like a feast for us when everything turns out well.

It's too good to be in our school band. I've said it a million times already, but 1 love being in

the band.
— Kezia, oE



“Summer Tales of Preteen Adventures’

had been friends since their early childhood, and each year, the summer vacation brought forth
new adventures and unforgettable memories.

As the final school bell rang, signalling the end of another academic year, the quartet gathered
at their favourite hangout spot—a cosy treehouse nestled in Sarah’s backyard. Excitement sparkled
in their eyes as they brainstormed ideas for their summer escapades.

Sarah, the adventurous spirit of the group, suggested exploring the mysterious forest that
bordered their town. The others agreed, envisioning grand treasure hunts and hidden secrets
waiting to be discovered.

Their first adventure took them deep into the heart of the enchanted woods. Surrounded by
towering trees and sunlight filtering through the foliage, they embarked on a quest to unravel
the legend of the forgotten treasure of the forest. Armed with hand-drawn maps and boundless
imagination, they braved wild paths, crossed babbling brooks, and deciphered riddles left behind
by generations long past.

Days turned into weeks and their summer days were filled with laughter, as they stumbled
upon hidden clearings and furry woodland creatures. They learned to navigate by the stars at night
and to recognize different bird songs during the day. Together, they formed an unbreakable bond,
united by their shared sense of wonder.

As the summer sun reached its zenith, the quartet faced their greatest challenge yet—an
overnight camping trip. Determined to put their survival skills to the test, they pitched their tents
near a glistening lake and built a campfire under the starry night sky. They shared stories, roasted
corn and gazed at the constellations above, dreaming of distant galaxies and future journeys.

But the magic of preteen days doesn't just reside in grand adventures. It thrives in everyday
moments, too. The quartet spent lazy afternoons riding bicycles down winding streets, inventing
imaginative games and sharing secrets under the shade of their favourite banyan tree. They watched
sunsets paint the sky in hues of gold and listened to the chorus of crickets serenade the night.

As summer drew to a close, the four friends gathered once more in their treehouse, reminiscing
about their extraordinary adventures. They realized that the true treasure they had discovered
was not gold or jewels but the bonds they had forged, the laughter they had shared and the joy of
exploring the world together.

With the arrival of the monsoon, the quartet returned to school, their hearts filled with
cherished memories and stories to tell. They knew that no matter where their individual paths led,
the spirit of those preteen days would forever dwell within them, inspiring them to seek wonder
and embrace the magic that lay hidden in the simplest moments of life.

And so, the story of their preteen days became a legend in their small town, passed down
through the years, reminding new generations to cherish the fleeting years of childhood and to
embark on their own adventures, where friendship, imagination, and the wonders of the
world await.

— GERALD ] THARAYIL, 94



Wisdom

e ince times immemorial, it is evident from history that science and philosophy were very

4 much dependent on a concept that humans still do not completely understand. Wisdom—it
is called by mystics and, common sense—Dby the general public. From Lord Jesus Christ to Lord
Gautama Buddha, wisdom has played a significant role in the lives of all who hold their lives dear.
Peering through the lens of the understanding of all visionaries, it is quite clear that wisdom is the
essence and motto of life.

Wisdom is something that cannot be described by mere words. Wisdom is beyond the power of
imagination, beyond the description of words and beyond the value of life, for it is life in itself. It is
knowledge in its prime, unhindered by perception and untouched by pride. Wisdom is a voice that
speaks without words, a voice that only you can hear and feel. It is the greatest and most powerful
lens that a man can use to look at the world, to understand the present, to shape the reality and
bend the future. Human minds are powerful enough to grab it and more powerful to make use of
itin the best way possible. And yet we have ceased to use this natural ability of ours, not because
we havelostit, as it is something that is incredibly hard to lose, but because we have neglected it.
Stop searching for wisdom without, start seeking wisdom within. For all those stuck in the hunt for
wisdom—the past is over and the future is unknown, yet it cannot be said that, All is lost and lost
will remain lost. It is a folly to think so. We humans, who were powerful enough to draw wisdom to
our nets the first time, and in fact forge the very crystals of wisdom, wouldn’t forsake the request of
wisdom itself to catch it once and for all, for the good of all. Following wisdom is equal to walking
the ways of righteousness for one of these acts brings another.

Thus, Wisdom and Philosophy are not the ways of life, they are one inlife and they are life.

— Jovin | C, 10D



