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Dear readers,

Welcome to the second edition of IIS Voice 
(2024-2025), the IIS-DSO magazine that celebrates 
literary and artistic talent within our campus. In this 

edition, students from KG 1 to Grade 10 have 
vibrantly showcased a range of poetry and prose 
focused on many creative themes. Keep reading 

as we unravel more stories in multiple 
languages!
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TECHNOLOGY IN SCHOOLS- PROS AND CONS 

Technology has been introduced to us since covid 19. It helped us to continue our studies without 

getting infected with the disease, since then technology became a vital part of our daily school life, 

including our daily switch for school- to educational games. In this article we will see the pros and 

cons of technology in school. 

Pros 

Enhanced learning: The internet is a vast resource of information, articles and different perspectives. 

It acts as guidance and support in understanding tough topics and subjects. 

Students can use e-books and videos to further learn about various topics. It provides access to a 

variety of educational resources. 

Collaboration and communication: It help communicate and collaborate with people 

regardless of their geographical location. It helps students collaborate in group projects with 

platforms like google workplace and zoom and many other document collaboration platforms like 

Canva etc. It gives practice to what students can experience in their future job life 

Efficiency: Technology has simplified many processes that teachers and students do daily, like 

attendance, switch for school or grades, etc. If a student is absent than he/she can refer to the lesson 

materials in learning platforms. Additionally, parent-teacher communications can occur 

virtually, enhancing the efficiency of the educational process for both staff and students.  

Future Use: Living in this virtual world, it important for students to know how to use online 

applications and many other virtual skills. As technology has been integrated in nearly everything, 

knowing virtual skills like creating slides, sending emails, writing articles is one of the qualities that 

employers will be searching for and that can be handy to students for their 

future careers. 

 

 

Cons 

Distraction: Social media, text messages, recent videos and updates on many apps or games can 

distract oneself from lessons, making it a hard task for teachers to make students stay on point as well 

as for the parent to ensure their kid studies in school. Most of the time students can also play games 

on their device instead of studying. 



Excess of Screen Time: Students are on their devices most of the time for entertainment and so adding 

technology to school would convert what used to be their offline time into screen time. Another 

element here is that if assignments are assigned online then that increases the amount of time a 

student spends in front of a device even at home. 

Cheating: Cheating has been easier ever since the introduction of technology. Students can copy and 

paste information in their assignments, and in online tests open two browsers in case they didn’t 

study, they can even now search in AI platforms like OPENAI and COPILOT and copy the 

samples or information given by then. 

In summary technology was built to make our lives easier and if used with right intentions and for the 

right amount of time, can be beneficial for our future lives. 

 



 

SCHOOL TIME RIDDLE CHALLENGE 

BRAIN TEASER FOR YOUNG LEARNERS 

 

1. You go here to learn and play, five days a week. It is where you stay. What is it? 

Answer : School 

 

2. I am filled with desks, book, tables and chairs. You can find students and teachers 
there. What is it? 

Answer : Classroom 

 

3. I am the one who helps you learn from letter to Math. Who am I? 

Answer : Teacher 

 

4. I ring so loud to signal time, for recess, lunch, fire drill and home time. What am 
I? 

Answer : School bell 

 

5. I carry your books, pouch and food on your shoulders. What am I? 

Answer : Bag 

 

6. I am full of pages, neat and white. I help you learn both day and night. What am 
I? 

Answer : Book 

 

7. I am colourful and fun to use. I help you draw or choose some hues. What am I? 

Answer : Crayons 

 



8. We talk, we laugh, we sometimes fight, but in the end I and the one who lends a 
hand when you need help. I understand. Who am I? 

Answer : Your best friend 

 

9. I am the tool that makes things right, I fix mistakes, clean and light. Who am I? 

Answer : Eraser 

 

10. I am long and yellow and stop on the street. I pick you up and give you a seat. 
What am I? 

Answer : School bus 

 

11. I am made of wood, long and skinny, but I cannot be a tree. I help you write so 
creatively. What am I? 

Answer : Pencil 

 

12. I am a Job you get at home. Sometimes I feel like a mountain to beat. What am 
I? 

Answer : Homework 

 

13. I am a device that fits in your hands, with me you can play games, do Rosen level 
up or watch on demand. You take me to school but not to see your teacher. I show 
you cartoons and can even take a picture. What am I? 

Answer : Tablet 

 

Thank You 

 

Gatik Gopakumar 

Grade 2 A 

IIS DSO 













You’re Always There… 

For my best friend 

My life’s such a wreck 

But I know that when it’s like that I can wrap my arms around 
your neck. 

Most of the time, I feel like crying  

Though you make me feel like even that’s okay sometimes, 

Even though I keep denying. 

I so deeply admire your passion for your future 

That it inspires me to decide mine. 

Sometimes I just hate everyone around me, for how they affect 
and influence me, 

That I so badly want to be with you, knowing you’ll always be by 
my side. 

I treasure our memories, those I will never intend to forget 

So, you see, what we have, the sisterly bond, means so much to me 

That much, that it’s something I hold wealthy. 

 

Aleena Rahman 7F, IIS 



 



 



A  plac e w here our  imaginations  f ly
A nd our  bad habits  s ay  goodby e

A  s c hool is  a  plac e w here w e c an learn and teac h
W here k now ledge goes  to eac h

A s  w e s pread out into the w or ld s o w ide
W e all s top to s ay  our  goodby es

Not jus t s tudents ,  but teac hers  too
A s  they  w ere the ones  w ho gave s trength to y ou

Nevertheles s ,  our  k now ledge s tay s  intac t
A nd our  fac ts  s tay  true and ex ac t

S c hool is  a  plac e of  w onder
A  plac e to a lw ay s  remember  

A  POE M A B OUT  SCHOOL

   
By Alisha, 5-J



LIFE VS DEATH 

 

Birth is the beginning of life 

 Whereas death is known to be a strife. 

Life is a huge process  

Sometimes as fast as horses, 

 Or maybe as slow as turtles 

 Along with numerous hurdles. 

 We never knew life’s purpose 

 Due to which it was grievous 

 But everyone likes it  

  As they all seem to fit. 

Death on the contrary is feared by all. 

 Because it might come next fall  

Death is that of liberation 

 Not that of you reaching your expiration. 

 Death makes life as a whole 

 It might also be a good stroll. 

 

 

BY AOUSIKKA SC 

 



Poem- Nothing without you 

 
Dear Teacher, you are so kind 

                            Brings us joy and peace of mind!! 

You teach us what is wrong and right 

                         Which helps to make us bright and bright!!! 

I wonder how you work so hard 

                         Never take a break and get tired!!! 

You show us the way when the path is rough 

                        Solving the problems, I can’t thank enough!!! 

Hope one day I can make you proud 

                       By achieving something but still in ground!!! 

 

Thank you for being my teacher, what I am, and I will be nothing without 
you!!! 

 

By: Aura Pradhan 

Grade 1D 



 

Ice cream  
 

Ice cream Ice cream  
So cold and sweet  

In the summer season  

It’s a yummy treat  

Lots of flavours  

Lots of colours  

Cup, cone, or stick  

I can’t wait to lick  

Ice cream can be sticky  

Ice cream can be sweet  

Ice cream is delicious  

It’s my favourite treat.  

 

                       Jui  
                           Grade 4E                                         



RASYA, 5H 

Lost in the stars 

Lost in the stars where the silence feels right 

I’m painting my dreams with the colours of night 

The moon whisper secrets don’t worry never knew 

In the still of the sky, I’m searching for you 

The Wins carry songs from a place far away 

A melody soft as the break of the day 

The clouds hold a promise, the stars hide a key  

To a world that exists in the depths of the sea 

Canvas of dreams where I wander with you. 

Time slows to whispers the moments feel free, 

Like a bird chasing echoes of eternity. 

The echoes of Starlight keep calling my name, 

A journey through whispers, no two paths the same  

The Galaxies spin in the waltz  just for me, 

Each step a reflection of who I could be, 

Through shadows moonlight, I follow the glow, 

A map of the heavens that only I know  

The night holds its breath as the world falls asleep, 

In the quiet expanses, all my secrets I keep, 

The Universe hums with a sound soft and sweet, 

A rhythm that guides every heart it will meet 

Lost in the stars … 

Lost in the stars .. 



 
Summer  

Summer is fun and summer is hot,  

We eat delicious food like hotpot .  

We go to the beach ,  

We have freedom as there are no teachers to teach .  

With our friends we have ice cream , 

In summer, till 10 we will dream . 

When school starts, it’s boring to reach.  

As this year is coming to an end  

Let’s  welcome the new year with family and friends  

Our exciting faces and jubilous smiles  

Has excited my heart to power me for more than a mile  

As I await the new year in full cheer  

There’s nothing I need to fear  

When my friends are here 

 

MEHER BANGA_5J  

 



 
 
My Rocking chair and me  
 
Back and forth, back and forth.  
As the Sun sets, its seemingly everlasting rays gone. 
Back and forth, back and forth.  
Nothing but my thoughts and me.  
Thoughts of pleasure, endurance and agony. 
Back and forth, back and forth.  
Just my Rocking chair and me. 
To think of lost moments on the porch.  
The town is silent, except for the occasional barking. 
Back and forth, back and forth.  
Nobody there to judge as I hum the same tune of regret.  
Staring at the abyss. 
Back and forth, back and forth.  
As the sun rises, he gets up marking the end of his journey,  
which continues into the next night.  
Wood creaks, the doors open, and he’s gone. 
All memories of regret are gone and finally accepted. 
Back and forth, back and forth.  
Just my rocking chair, thoughts, and me  
 

- Ariana Umarjada Khan 
                                                                     Grade 5D  



OUR BEAUTIFUL EARTH 

By Divesh Premanand 4D 

 

As I wake up to the morning sunshine, 

I wonder how we live inside. 

Earth never gets a break, 

I wonder why it’s never tired. 

All I’m grateful for is that Earth exists, 

Rotating around the Sun every day. 

I don’t think Earth can handle 

Our troubles anymore. 

All we need to do 

Is plant more trees. 

I don’t understand the fuss 

About keeping Earth green and clean. 

We all worry about Earth’s demise, 

So why don’t we get up and act? 

Earth sacrifices so much for us, 

So let’s rise and do our part 

To keep our Earth green and clean. 

 

THE END 

 





THE RIVER 
  
I flow and flow, 
Past the snowy mountains, 
Past the lively villages, 
Past the lush green forests, 
With no end in sight. 
  
I take the remnants with me like a passer-by, 
While time takes its turn swiftly. 
Day arrives, but night marks the end. 
The sun sets, but the moon rises, 
The sky being replaced by beaming stars, 
As I continue to shine like the glorious river I am. 
  
Alas! I find myself below flying fish, 
Lost in the twists of my adventure, 
Slowly merging with the vastness of the ocean, 
Witnessing a massive kingdom beneath me, 
Something that I can explore 
For years to come... 

                                                                                                

 
G.B. Siyona  

9E 

 



A Solitary Feather 
 
 
In the soft, gentle embrace of dusk,  
A solitary  feather settles down.  
From great heights it once took �ight,  
Now earthbound, it longs for the sky agai n. 
 
It twirled in the murmuring  wind, 
 A traveler  among the woods.  
Yet now it rests on the ground so quiet,  
A mute observer of time's desire.  
 
Its path marked in each vein, 
 Of lost freedom and temporary gain.  
Still in its solitude, a story it spins, 
 Of far-o� heavens and autumnal  �ns.  
 
For when alone,its  essence harmonizes,   
Of limitless  heavens and hidden �ights.  
A solitary  feather, yet so majestic,  
A representation of hopes that always persist… 
 
Though earthbound now, its dreams remain,  
A whisper of the skies' refrain.  
In stillness found, a silent grace,  
A testament to life's embrace  
 
By: Srisufhala Seepana   
        7D 
     Tuesday  11 February  
 
 
 



 

TITLE-Friendship- the bond that binds 

A relation, binding and secure 

Where minds build trust and understanding, 

A never-ending link from start to end 

Where there will be support par reasoning. 

 

Times good and bad set in 

Yet it stands unwavering, 

Times happy and sad chime in 

Yet it gains strength. 

 

Be it race, religion or colour  

Faith shadows differences all, 

Be it gloom or the merry 

Faith lights it up all. 

 

Friendship gets fragmented but can be repaired 

Barriers arise, but pathways too, 

Friendship gets hit but can be rejuvenated 

Barriers beat, but collaboration build. 

-By Eric Cherian 

Grade 8D 

  

 

 



Friends That Could Have Been 

Plump and rosy her cheeks were, 

My friend’s, who never really was mine. 

Her hair, a wonderful shade of ginger, 

That I’d love to have braided at least one time. 

We met beneath the olive tree, 

The sun still shining high, 

No words did she say to me, 

And neither did l. 

Yet we played til we, 

Couldn’t breathe little breaths, 

Til our faces turned red, 

And til we collapsed in the grass, 

Feeling light in our heads. 

We chased the bugs and climbed the trees, 

Swung the swings, and slid the slides, 

Our laughter floated with the breeze, 

And reached all those far and nigh. 

Soon, the evening fell, 

And with it, we parted ways 

But the memories we made, 

In our hearts still stayed. 

She smiled at me, 

And I at her, beamed. 

A farewell between two, 

Friends that could have been.                                      

Haeqa Sufyan 

Grade 9B 



  

I, the worst of all, bestowed myself to hope  
  
I, the worst of all, bestowed myself to hope  
With confident hands, I signed my fate,  
In blood, the ink, though wrought with weight.  
I shan’t let sins be shackles prone,  
For through the storm, my heart is worn,  
For hope  
  
  
It shines brightest in the dark  
It is there but cannot be seen  
To be without it costs me everything  
But with it costs me nothing  
  
  
Bestowing myself to hope  
Hope has four words,  
So does Loss  
Each path a cross for me to toss  
and with grace, I walked into the sanguine path  
"Take the road where brightness grows, to you the worst of all"  
  
  
Yet, in this quest, I shall not be at peace  
with all the doubts tangled threads  
easy to shred, hard to unsnarl  
But still, I stand, I won't appease.   
yet I still bestowed hope  
  
  
Hope is like that delicate pale feather  
Hard to notice, hard to find  
but a cinch to catch  
if it weren't for the insecurities gusty gales  



howling and teasing, penetrating my soul   
  
So, I'll work hard  
I build my shield of strength and patience  
A steadfast heart, in this sacred space  
to catch that delicate pale feather  
That flutters forth, just out of my place  
  
I, the worst of all, bestowed myself to hope  
A sigh wore through my lips  
as I take the brightest road  
Footprints marked in faith, so bold  
knowing that this road makes everything to my world  
  
I glanced upon my trail  
A smile blooms where fear was once pale  
For every step, getting more bolder  
The worst of all finds a saint in me  
  
So here I dwell, in hopeful grace,  
recalling the long journey, on the pave  
where brightness grows  
Finding my footprints awake  
In all the sanguine ways  
I the worst of all, bestowed myself to hope.  
  
            

        By Saanvi Yadav 

        GRADE: 9B  
  

 

 

 

 

 



 

HOPE 

They say hope is the brightest star in a dark night, 

But I don’t think it’s true. 

Hope isn’t just a flicker, distant and cold; 

It’s the warmth of a smile, the gold in the old. 

 

Hope is the crumble of leaves in autumn’s decay, 

The whisper of if in the fabric of life’s play. 

It’s the melody of running water’s flow, 

The silent promise in the seeds we sow. 

 

We mistake hope for something so small, 

When it’s infinity, the heart of it all. 

It’s the green of the leaves, the salt in the sea, 

The hug of assurance that lets us be free. 

 

It’s a semicolon in the middle of a decree, 

A pause that says there’s more to be. 

It’s the brown of my eyes, the light in my smile, 

The fire within that carries me a mile. 

 

Hope is my euphoria, my infinite spree— 

Hope is the very essence of me. 

Plaksha Goswami 

    Grade 9A 



Story- The lost dog 

 
        Once upon a time, Mia and Nia went to the park. They went on the see-
saw, slide and trampoline, but when they were about to get in the trampoline, 
they saw a creature. Mia said “Woo! We must run!” Ok! said Nia. The next 
morning, they went to the park holding hands, but the creature was a weak 
dog.  

         They felt pity for the weak dog. Then an idea stuck in their mind which 
was to take care of the dog and miss photos. After two weeks, a woman cried 
“This is my dog”! My dog’ at the photo. Mia and Nia gave the dog back and 
told her not to leave him alone in the park. Mia and Nia learned an important 
lesson about friendship.  

 

By: Ishika Rahul 

Grade 1 D 





                               Selena’s Seven Magical Coins 
 
The air felt heavier than usual as Selena stood at the edge of the moment that 
would change everything. 
 
She had been given seven coins—each one capable of solving a single problem, 
no matter how big or small. Over time, she had used them for herself: to fix fights 
with friends, to chase away loneliness, to make life just a little easier. Now, only 
one coin remained. 
 
When she learned that her father was battling cancer, she didn’t hesitate. She 
knew exactly what she would do. But before she could, he told her something 
that shattered everything she thought she knew. 
 
He wasn’t her father. He had adopted her as a baby. 
 
Selena’s hands clenched around the last coin, but for the first time, she didn’t 
know if she could use it. Anger burned inside her—anger at the man who had 
raised her, at the life that suddenly felt like a lie. She had always believed the 
coins could fix anything. 
 
Now, she wasn’t so sure. 
 
Days passed, and the weight of the truth settled in. She avoided her father—no, 
the man who had pretended to be her father. But even as she drowned in her 
anger, she couldn’t ignore the memories. The bedtime stories, the scraped knees 
that he had bandaged, the way he had always made her feel safe. 
 
He had lied. But he had also loved her. 
 
One evening, she found him sitting by the window, staring out like he was 
waiting for something. He looked tired. Smaller than she remembered. And for 
the first time, she saw him not as the man who had betrayed her, but as someone 
who had done his best. 
 
Selena sat beside him, the last coin resting in her palm. She could still feel the 
heat of her anger, but underneath it was something else. Something bigger. 
 
She closed her fingers around the coin, then reached for his hand. 
 
“I’m scared,” she admitted. 
 
She placed the last coin in his hand and let it go. 
 
And they lived happily ever after.     
                                 

VELORA RODRIGUES 
                    Grade 4F    



   
 

   
 

The Mystery of Mr. Fox 

One day, Mr. Fox was walking along a street when—SWIPE! —he was grabbed by his shirt and 

pulled into the shadows. That was the last anyone saw of him. 

1 day later... 

“So, you’re saying he just disappeared?” asked Detective William Reeth, looking at the only 

witness, Walter. 

“Yep, into the shadows. I never saw him again,” Walter replied. 

Just then, the phone rang. 

“Hello? Who’s this? Oh, Jonathan! WHAT? His clothes have been discovered?! What do you 

mean, should I do a DNA test on them? Of course, yes! Do it ASAP and hand it in to the police 

station.” 

Immediately, William jumped into his classy BMW and sped away to the police station. 

At the police station... 

When he arrived, he saw the clothes lying on the inspector’s table with a DNA report attached. 

As he scanned the report, his eyes widened—it wasn’t Mr. Fox’s DNA. The clothes belonged to 

Walter. 

“What would he have to do with this?” William wondered. Little did he know, Walter was the 

criminal mastermind behind it all. 

Turning to Walter, William said, “Tell the truth. I know what you’ve done. I was wondering why 

you were there and didn’t chase after Mr. Fox. Now, I have my answer.” 

Walter sighed. “Okay, fine. I kidnapped Mr. Fox to steal his money. I was jealous of how rich he 

was.” Mr. Fox was safely returned, and Walter, surprisingly, got away with only three days in jail 

and a fine—all thanks to his unexpected honesty.                                                                                                                                                                                                               

            

                                                                                                                                                                            By Divesh 4D 





When the Moon’s Combined  

By Zevan Dias, 9E 
In a mystical land far beyond our own, there lived a young lad named Eric. 

 One day, Eric embarked on a journey to Camelot to meet his friends. Upon 

arriving, they greeted each other   warmly and decided to play a game of hide 

and seek. Suddenly, one of them noticed three moons merging into a single, 

brilliant full moon. They were all filled with awe and fear. 

As the three moons combined to form one, a magical transformation took               

place. The moon changed every dog’s personality in the kingdom 

                                                                           

All the dogs became wolves, and the squirrels turned into fierce      

squirrelanoids. 

 Chaos erupted as the transformed creatures began to wreak havoc, destroying 

everything inside and outside the kingdom—wrecking houses, mills, and more.  

Eric was terrified by the devastation when, suddenly, a phoenix appeared right 

before his eyes. It spoke in a voice both ancient and wise, delivering a riddle:  

 

"In the forest where shadows weave, A hidden path the brave perceive. Where 

light and dark in harmony meet, you’ll find the key beneath your feet. Follow the 

whispers of the trees, to find the place where shadows cease. There, the ancient 

guardian waits, Holding the power of destiny's fate." 



 

Determined, Eric set off on his journey. He pondered the riddle as he walked 

through a dense, mystical forest. The shadows of the trees cast eerie shapes on 

the ground, and the sunlight peeked through the leaves in enchanting patterns. 

 

Eric knew he had to find a place where light and dark met in harmony. He listened 

closely to the whispers of the trees and followed the path they seemed to guide 

him towards. The deeper he ventured, the more he felt a sense of balance 

between light and shadow. 

Finally, he arrived at a clearing where the sunlight and shadows intertwined 

perfectly. Remembering the riddle, Eric looked down and noticed ancient 

symbols etched into the ground beneath his feet. He followed the pattern until 

he reached a large, ancient tree—the  Elderwood of Elara. 

 

The ancient guardian tree sensed Eric's presence and slowly revealed the sword 

Aura, hidden within its trunk. Eric, understanding the significance of the symbols 

and the balance he had found, reached out and grasped the sword. He felt its 

power coursing through him, a gift only to be bestowed upon the worthy. 

 

With renewed strength and the sword Aura in hand, Eric made his way back to 

where the wolves and squirrelanoids were causing destruction. As he 



approached, he could sense a shift in the air, a looming presence that felt both 

ancient and powerful. 

 

The ground trembled beneath his feet, and from the shadows emerged a gigantic 

creature, scales shimmering with the moon's eerie light—a monstrous lizard 

transformed by the moon's mysterious power. Its roar echoed through the night, 

leaving Eric to wonder what new challenge lay ahead. 

 

To be continued... 

























PRIZE
WINNERS

Arts & Cultural Fest





CELESTIA ELSA CHARLES   
GRADE 6G    
RUBY
1st Prize in Poetry writing
Inter-Class Arts & Cultural Fest (Talent Hunt Competition) Grades 6-8





SAI SAANNIDHYA
GRADE 7F   
Ruby 
1st Prize in Poetry writing
Inter-Class Arts & Cultural Fest (Talent Hunt Competition) Grades 6-8



ERIC CHERIAN
GRADE 8D
Topaz
1st Prize in Poetry writing
Inter-Class Arts & Cultural Fest (Talent Hunt Competition) Grades 6-8



ALANNA SIJO
GRADE 7C   
Topaz 
2nd Prize in Poetry writing
Inter-Class Arts & Cultural Fest (Talent Hunt Competition) Grades 6-8



FATHIMA ABDUL
GRADE 6H
2nd Prize in Poetry writing
Inter-Class Arts & Cultural Fest (Talent Hunt Competition) Grades 6-8



SAACHI DEVAIVAH AMMANDA  
GRADE 7D   
Topaz 
3rd Prize in Poetry writing
Inter-Class Arts & Cultural Fest (Talent Hunt Competition) Grades 6-8



   
 

   
 



   
 

   
 

ABIGAIL JOSE  
GRADE 9 E    
Topaz 
1st Prize in Poetry writing
Inter-Class Arts & Cultural Fest (Talent Hunt Competition) Grades 9 & 10



-Sidhiksha Ahilesh 9D 

Dawn’s Humble Hue 
The eye of the sky opens,  

Rising from golden meadows.  

The lustrous field glistens,  

Basking in morning’s dew.  

What bliss can one not ignore, 

In dawn’s humble hue.  

 

Sweet melodies welcome the light,  

Melodies hidden from view.  

Amidst the buses in secret flight, 

To abodes forever new.  

What bliss can one not ignore, 

In dawn’s humble hue.  

 

The glimmering sky, the rustle of leaves, 

The gushing of winds, the swaying of trees. 

All at once unfold before my eyes,  

Ignorant eyes that have seen so few. 

What bliss can one not ignore, 

In dawn’s humble hue.  

 

Yet again and forever,  

I yearn to witness this splendor.  

However, ‘midst this desert, 

It’s impossible to see this view 

What bliss have I ignored, 

In dawn’s humble hue! 

 

SIDHIKSHA AHILESH 
GRADE 9 D     
Emerald     
2nd prize in Poetry writing
Inter-Class Arts & Cultural Fest (Talent Hunt Competition) Grades 9 & 10



Back To Nature 
- Shaurya Mittal (9E)  

 

Nature, so simple yet so profound  
Gives us so much yet without 
Conditions and Prerequisites, not at all  
Nature takes us under its shawl  
 
So mighty, it’s called ‘Mother Nature’ 
So beautifully painted is its picture  
Its representation, so profound 
Description in words can’t be found  
 
In this age of TVs and Phones  
Men and women turn their ears  
Away from Nature’s sounds and Shrieks  
To deforestation, loss and other bleaks  

 
So come, let us embrace nature once again 
Trace back our origins, our roots   

 Make a U-turn on life 
Focus on things that really matter  
 
Discovering nature will earn you her friendship  
She makes ignorers suffer their decisions  
She makes compassionates flourish in character  
Her friendship, worth more than gold  
 

SHAURYA MITTAL    
GRADE 9 E     
Topaz 
3rd Prize in Poetry writing
Inter-Class Arts & Cultural Fest (Talent Hunt Competition) Grades 9 & 10



ARYA AMIT GAIKWAD 
GRADE 6D    
RUBY
1st Prize in Drawing & Shading
Inter-Class Arts & Cultural Fest (Talent Hunt Competition) Grades 6-8



RITWIK JAL
GRADE 6F   
EMERALD
2nd Prize in Drawing & Shading
Inter-Class Arts & Cultural Fest (Talent Hunt Competition) Grades 6-8



FATHIMA KUNNAT
GRADE 6F   
RUBY
2nd Prize in Drawing & Shading
Inter-Class Arts & Cultural Fest (Talent Hunt Competition) Grades 6-8



ANIKA SAILESH
GRADE 6E 
EMERALD
3rd Prize in Drawing & Shading
Inter-Class Arts & Cultural Fest (Talent Hunt Competition) Grades 6-8



MUSKAAN ALAMGIR SHAHJEHAN
GRADE 7A    
EMERALD
1st Prize in Drawing & Shading
Inter-Class Arts & Cultural Fest (Talent Hunt Competition) Grades 6-8



VARSHA VIDHYA SRIRAM
GRADE 7A    
EMERALD
2nd Prize in Drawing & Shading
Inter-Class Arts & Cultural Fest (Talent Hunt Competition) Grades 6-8



ALEENA RAHMAN HABEEB
GRADE 7F    
EMERALD
3rd Prize in Drawing & Shading
Inter-Class Arts & Cultural Fest (Talent Hunt Competition) Grades 6-8



SONAKSHI YADAV
GRADE 8E    
TOPAZ
3rd Prize in Drawing & Shading
Inter-Class Arts & Cultural Fest (Talent Hunt Competition) Grades 6-8
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