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CREATIVE WRITING

Embracing life as it comes!
Waking up every day in the morning makes me excited
about the day. In 24 hours of a single day, a lot of things
happen. Sometimes things change just within some
seconds. Always waking up with a positive attitude
changes THE day to MY day, which makes me feel very
confident and proud. While going to school, I'm very
determined to do my work and to expose myself to a lot
of new things as I always keep the doors of my life open
to let every positive and novel thing enter. While I'm in
school my mood swings a lot from positive to negative
and from negative to positive. As the day progresses, I
feel relaxed. Going back home, fully energized, brings a
smile not only on my face but on my parents’ face as
well which in turn makes me ecstatic. The day goes on
with happiness and with a great
walk in the cool breeze in the evening and ends with a
BEAUTIFUL word 'GOODNIGHT'. It also reminds me of
an alluring thought which is:
'Think of all the good moments of this day and
keep a smile for tomorrow' GOODNIGHT.....
By Dasnoor Kaur (X B)

Don’t Be Afraid Of the Water
Don’t be afraid of the water,
Don’t be afraid of the dive,
It’s only a small drop,
About ten meters in height.
Don’t be afraid of the water,
Don’t be afraid of the depth,
It’s only a few fathoms,
About three fathoms in depth.
Don’t be afraid of the water,
Don’t be afraid of the distance,
It’s only about the strokes,
About fifty-five yards in length.
Aditya Parmar (X C)

emotions
emotions keep on changing all the
time---sometimes many times a day!
to prove my point let me tell you
about a day of my life. i woke up in
the morning feeling pretty positive.
it was an ordinary day like every
day and i felt ordinary too. but who
knew my day wasn’t going to be so
routine. anyway, i got ready and
when i sat for breakfast my
emotions changed. now i was feeling
very surprised! my mother had made
grilled sandwiches for the first
time in six months! then, when i
boarded my bus, i saw a student
lying on the floor of the bus and
every other student in the bus
laughing. when i asked my friend
what had happened, she told me
that the boy had been standing in
the moving bus, trying to punch
another boy. but then the bus had
suddenly stopped and he was on the
floor. i laughed hysterically! when
i reached school i got to know that i
had not been selected for the
school play and a feeling of
sadness crept into me. but then at
the same time i was told that i had
been selected for an inter school
poetry competition and i couldn’t
feel sorrowful any more. actually
i felt triumphant because i had
been the only one selected by
principal from the whole class 6th
and 7th class! in this short span of
time from home to school, my
emotions had changed so many that
i can safely rest my case!
by harshita goyal (ix c)
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FROM MORNING TO NIGHT
The sun rises again. A windy weather in the morning with birds singing around and my alarm ringing beside
me. It feels hectic to wake up so early in the morning at 5:30 am, but I think about my basketball training in
the fresh weather and the fun that I am going to have with my friends, all the excitement and passion to do
something new today!
I get up and prepare for a new day. Everything goes as it is. Getting ready, greeting Dad and Mom, drinking
a glass of milk, and watching the clock as it is about to strike 6:45 a.m. I make my way to the school's
basketball court, motivating myself to be better than what I am. The practice goes on and then comes the time
to go to school. I start feeling lethargic at that point of time, thinking of two, three lessons of Math and
getting scolded for not doing my homework. But I go on as I have to.
I meet my friends, have fun, snatch each other's food during the break and listen to lectures during lessons,
the day progresses. I go back home with new stories of the school of all I did that day. Now how do you feel
when Mom and Dad are both working and there is no one in the house? Just a house maid, who comes,
makes lunch and goes away. Can be boring, but actually is fun. I relax on the bed with the cell phone in my
hand and do whatever I want to as there is no one to stop me. After having lunch and a bit of sleep, I go
again to my favorite place- the basketball court.
After a harsh training, I rush back home again to get ready for my tuitions. It is very difficult to study when
your body is half dead and exhausted. But what do you expect from a studying sportsman who needs to
manage both studies and sports simultaneously. I don't care about how hectic it gets because I have to do it to
achieve something in life and we all know that life is tough and you need to be rough to live it.
Then after taking a shower, I have dinner with my parents, spend some time with them talking about the day
I had and just go off to sleep. This goes on and on until something else happens but I still love living this life
and want to live it forever.
RAVITEJ SINGH KATHURIA, X C

The Sun shines very bright
The Earth so beautiful
The nature so peaceful
And a sky full of stars.

Notice the brightest star in
the sky
I will also be shining like that
and
Everyone will see me sky high
Watching a sky full of stars.

I am writing this poem all
alone
I am not speaking anything
But my words are coming
true
In a sky full of stars.

Every time people look at the
luminous stars
That's where you will find me
To make you smile I will
always be
In a sky full of stars.

Beneath the amazing star
studded sky, hides the
bright Sun
A shining moon rises over
the lake
The glitter of the stars fills
the emptiness of my lonely
heart
I lay down under a sky full
of stars.

Guntaas Khurana (IX)

A SKY FULL OF STARS
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The Couch Potato Crisis
Today’s world has become advanced, well supposedly. We call ourselves
superior to animals, but we have started adopting a lifestyle inferior to theirs. Modern
technology has misled human race into accepting the wrong definition of ‘The Art of
Living’. Life is not only supposed to be ‘fun’; one has to be conscious of oneself and
respect one’s mortal form, which we seem to have completely
forgotten. Life to today’s generation is all about being free, having fun and
attaining happiness without working at all! We want to leave everything to
machines. Work, to many of us is just sitting with a laptop, and skimming our
hands over the keyboard. Then go home in a car and jump onto the bed. We have
created an excuse called ‘busy’ to avoid any form of exercise.
We always have enough strength left over for trivial things such as video games and
movies, but never have enough energy left for achieving and then
maintaining a healthy lifestyle. We prefer packaged food over fresh food these days
when it is not half as nutritious as the latter. Just because it tastes yummy does not
mean that it is also good for our tummy. Packed food contains excessive fats and
certain preservatives which are not good for our health. Excessive
consumption of packaged food causes obesity, a problem that can easily be
found in the form of people buying XXXXXL sized clothes for themselves!
Obesity is no disease, you might say. That is true, but it is the key to invite all
perils into your body. Obesity can cause diseases as fatal as Diabetes Mellitus, better
known as the Grave’s Disease. The name itself conveys a horror
story…….. “Once upon a time, there was a man. He ate too much. That was not a
problem, the problem was that he ate too much of packaged food. He did not
believe in exercising. He liked working from home on his couch watching both the
television and his laptop simultaneously. Then came one day when his weighing
machine could no longer support his carelessness towards his existence and
broke down. That was when he woke up from his deep sleep only to go back into it
again, for he found out that he had Diabetes Mellitus, only too late. He then
embraced Thanatos like a brother and permanently changed his residential
address from #208, sector-80, Mohali, Punjab, India, Asia, Earth, to the Fields of
Asphodel in the Underworld; not that he had any other choice. One would
definitely not like this to be one’s story. Obesity also affects the daily routine of a
person. People become lethargic and even greater procrastinators than they
would have been earlier. Luckily for me, I am not obese, for if I would’ve been, it
would have supplemented my ‘do it later’ personality.
Children these days have also been struck by this problem. We say that children try
to copy the actions of their elders, but we often do nothing to encourage them to be
fit. We must ourselves become good examples of fit people instead of just ordering
children to do so without motivating them at all. One might not
completely abandon and isolate packaged food, but may see its attractive face
occasionally. One should also make exercise a part of the daily routine. We need to
be fit, not that others will benefit from it; we ourselves will. Being a couch
potato only helps us forget our real selves and walk on the path of our own
demise. So, we need to be fit and put a halt to the Couch Potato Crisis before it’s too
late…
Nehal Khosla, X A

My School Trip
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There was a four day three nights school trip to Shimla (Koti). I had never stayed alone (without my parents) for so long
hence I was a bit apprehensive about going for the trip. But nonetheless, I felt excited because I was going to have over-night
stays with my friends. This made me utterly excited!
I was energized at the thought of what was to come! It was going to be a new experience for me hence I was looking forward
to it with much anticipation.
The first day was full of enjoyment. We had fun in the bus and sang songs. At Sadhupul, the rope course was very scary but
the zip line was super interesting. We reached the cottages, and were told that four girls would stay in one small cottage. I
thought that would be a bit uncomfortable but I was happy that our group of four was together. The second day we had to
do rappelling. In the beginning, I felt ecstatic about it and then felt demotivated by my frequent falls. I was again motivated
by my friends. I finally felt thrilled when I completed the task successfully. Next day we went hiking. This was completely
exhausting. I fell during the hike and made up my mind not to go any further but eventually mustered enough courage to go
ahead. My teachers, friends and students from other classes made me realize that I had the capability to accomplish the
task. So, I ended up pushing myself and upon reaching the top I felt triumphant. It was as if I had conquered Mount Everest!
My friends were a huge support. This suddenly made me realize that the next day we had to return to our hometown,
Mohali. I felt a bit sad but was invigorated at the thought of enjoying the rest of the time with my friends.
Overall it was an enthralling experience and a memorable one at that!
Sumedha Magotra, IX C

For Sale: Baby Shoes Never Worn
A bright sunny day was followed by tragic news! The
new born baby in our neighbourhood had died due to a
brain tumour. Everyone in our neighbourhood was sad for
her and her family. All the gifts given to the baby were
donated to the orphanage. Her family, submerged in
sorrow, was confused as to what to do with the baby's
shoes. The orphanage was not accepting them due to
some problem. Our family was really sad for the family
and gave them an idea regarding what they could do
with the shoes. We told them to make an advertisement
on the lines of – ‘FOR SALE: BABY SHOES NEVER
WORN. .’. The family liked the idea and started taking
out advertisements in the newspapers related to the
shoes that were never worn. Days went by and only 16
shoes were sold out of 30. After a month or so Sharma
Aunty in our neighbourhood gave birth to a baby angel.
So instead of selling the shoes, they were given to
Tanisha – the new born and in the end the shoes were
finally worn!
Surbhi Singh (IX C)

Nature
The Sun is shining so bright,
After the downpour
Making the rainbow a heavenly
sight.
I wish to go out for fun,
Going for a long run.
Water is flowing down in the
stream,
Making the scenery lush and
green.
Evening comes and the Sun goes
down,
I go for a walk in the town.
Happy faces everywhere,
Thank thee, Almighty for taking
our care.
By: Mudrika Jha
X-A

BELONGING
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“Students!” Miss Shilpa, greeted loudly on entering the class, to catch the students’
attention. Everyone was excited that day as seven foreign students from UK had come
to India for a social project. They had to show their belongingness to society, which
meant helping someone in society without any expectations in return. Miss Shilpa
selected seven students from her class to accompany the foreign students. Anita, one
of the selected students, was a bright child and very friendly. She had done some
social activities in the past. She used to teach the little daughter of the dhobhi
(washer man) in her neighbour’s house. Miss Shilpa made pairs of all the students in
the group and Anita was paired with Vector. Under this project they both had to visit
Fortis Hospital, a super specialty cancer hospital in Mohali.
On Wednesday morning both Anita and Vector went to the hospital’s cancer ward with a
teacher, who was not teaching Anita then but was her class teacher in class 6. Both
were introduced to nurse Laxmi who was on duty in the cancer ward. Laxmi told them
about the patients, their disease and their suffering, both physical and emotional.
Anita was very touched by this, especially by a patient named Parvesh.
Parvesh was a young patient
upset and he seemed to have
when they came to know that
However, he did not want to

in his thirties from a middle class family. He was very
lost the will to live. Anita and Vector were further moved
it was Parvesh’s birthday on the day of their visit.
celebrate it in any way.

Vector asked Parvesh, “Why don’t you want to celebrate? This is the day when all of us
should be happy and thank the Almighty who gave us life.”
Parvesh answered despairingly, “I am nearing my death, so how can I celebrate my
birthday?”
His answer shook both of them; they looked at each other and sat by his bedside, on
the chairs kept for visitors.
Vector was extremely disturbed with the events; he felt that he did not belong to the
world of the patients. He felt the need to do something for the patients.
Anita and Vector assisted Laxmi with the routine medication of the patients. They
cracked some jokes and made funny faces to make every one laugh.
As Vector and Anita were sitting near the nursing station, Vector had an exciting
idea! He brought the phone numbers of Parvesh’s family and friends from the nurse on
duty. He called them all to the hospital, to celebrate Parvesh’s birthday. It was a
surprise, as this had never been allowed before. Anita brought cake, some decoration
material and colorful caps from the market. There was a lot of laughter and fun in the
ward. It made Parvesh happy and he forgot his grief. Parvesh laughed from his heart
and promised every one present that he would live every day of his life like there was
no other day.
Parvesh said, “I promise to remain in this ward and help all the patients to overcome
their fear of death and fight the disease. The two students have really impressed me
with their selfless feelings towards all of us. So, I will give the rest of my life to
this ward.”
Vector was happy to hear this and so was everybody else.
Avani Garg (VIII C)

Uh! I am so satisfied and relaxed even though I‛m an old 500 rupee note and don‛t have any
value. Wow! Those days were wonderful, when I held great value and was able to tease those
small-value notes such as Re 1, Rs 5, 50 and 100. ‘So much fun.‛ but on the contrary, now they
tease me!
Anyway my rollercoaster journey started on 6th March 2006 when I came out of the
printing press in Nasik, Maharashtra with the sign of RBI Governor on me.
I was sleepy and I slept like a dead log. After some days of stupor, I woke up and saw that
I was no longer in the room of the Governor of RBI. I was in a very dark place and I was
trying to figure out, where I was? I heard some voices over my head. So I looked up and
found the voices coming from a crevice above, from where a ray of light was coming in.
A lady had got hold of me and I realized that I was inside a bag. She handed me over to a
child. The child took me and ran towards his house. He opened the door and entered his
room. Then he opened the cupboard, unlocked the piggy bank and threw me in that bank.
Alas! Once again I found myself locked up. Uh …I said, ‘Hi! Is anyone here?‛ A voice came
from one corner, ‘Hey, buddy I‛m here‛. I asked, ‘Who are you?‛ The voice said ‘I am a
1000 rupee note‛. Another voice said, ‘Hi, I‛m.. I‛m…a‛ 50 rupee note…. And another voice,
‘I am a 5 rupee note‛ …followed by another voice… and there was a lot of noise in the piggy
bank.
After some time, we all were like best friends. I was in the piggy bank for a very long time.
Finally, after many years, the piggy bank was opened and we all were thrown on the bed. I
recognized the lady whom I had seen giving me to a child. Ah! That child was sitting beside
the lady. She was his mother!
The child and the mother drove us in a car and down the road we went. A gust of wind blew
around me and the car stopped at some destination. The destination was an air conditioned,
big, beautiful store. It was a washing machine store and the lady gave us to the owner and in
exchange bought a washing machine.
I was not sad as I was still with my friends. But… soon my friends and I were
separated…..a few were kept in the drawer…..others beside the drawer and the remaining
went in the shopkeeper‛s wallet.
Now I was very upset as I had lost my friends of years. After a few days, the shopkeeper
took me out of his wallet. I was quite scared to whom he would give me! The shopkeeper
handed me to a crooked man.
As I was transferred to him, he kept me in his wallet. There were many other notes. But
almost every note was torn and dirty. After a few months, came the real shock! My rich
friends, 1000‛s note and I were banned!! The crooked man took all of us to the bank. By
good luck, I fell from his hands. A cute little boy picked me up …. I think he didn‛t know
that 500 and 1000 rupee notes were banned!
The little boy took me and went to his house. I didn‛t know what he was going to do next?
I was just praying that ‘the child shouldn‛t give me to an elder, or color me or write on me,
tear me, or scribble some nasty message on me.
In the end I was happy that my prayers were heard. The child was making a collection of
old notes and coins and I went into his collection. This young boy is very nice and gentle
and is taking good care of me! I am so proud and pleased to be an important part of his
collection and history.
Sayana Chopra (VII D)
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If I Were an Old 500 Rupee Note!
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The Hockey Legend
“But I want to play hockey! It’s my dream to make my career in it,” yelled Ankit. “Focus on studies, boy,”
replied Ankit’s father. Ankit Dixit, a 12 year old boy who lived in Delhi, loved to play hockey and wanted to
play one day for the Indian Hockey Team. He often said that hockey was nearly everything for him. He
had been playing it since he was 5 years old.
Though his father supported Ankit playing hockey, he didn’t want him to make his career in this sport as
he thought only a few could be successful in this area.
There were posters of Dhyan Chand, the hockey legend, Sardara Singh, the Indian Hockey Team player
and legendary NHL players in his room. Ankit was a midfielder and captain of his school hockey team. He
also represented Delhi at the national level. Ankit’s skills were simply awesome. He could zip the ball in
between the defenders with ease – for him, it was a piece of cake. He even had his own signature move.
He called the move ‘The Terrorizing Backhand Slap’. Ankit had created the move himself. It was a fusion
of Sidney Crosby of the NHL’s signature move ’Backhand’ and the brawny ‘Slap Shot.’ In this signature
move, he would take the ball vigorously from the defenders and when he was about to reach the goal, he
would fake to the goalkeeper that a really powerful slap shot was coming but then change to an equally
powerful backhand. It was awe-inspiring that Ankit managed to shoot with the backhand with great
power and accuracy, along with tricking the goalkeeper. The backhand is known to be an inaccurate shot
with lesser power. Tricking the defenders was known to be its only advantage.
4 years later, during a match between Delhi and Uttar Pradesh, talent search scouts of the national
academies had come to search for young players. Delhi won the match 3-1 with Ankit scoring 2 goals.
After the match he was called by the scouts. One of the scouts asked,“Will you join the national hockey
academy? You are a very good player and your skills are breathtaking.” “Yes, definitely!” Ankit said
promptly, without a thought as to what his father would say. When Ankit reached home he told his
parents about it. “Okay, good job Ankit, but what about your studies? How will you manage them?” “I will,
Dad. My classes start from tomorrow after school. There would be a 2-hour-long practice session in the
morning and 5 hours of practice after school "----- Naveen Sharma-Fullbaack, Left Winger, Aabhas
Mishra- Right Winger, Tanmay Kumar- Goalie and Ankit Dixit-Midfielder and Captain” the selector
announced.
The Junior Hockey World Cup was to start a month later and the squad had been announced. With Ankit
as the captain, the team was all set for the event. He had practiced for 4 years for this event.
The day arrived. The first match was between India and Australia. India won it 3-2. The next match was
between India and The Netherlands. The Dutch were defeated 1-0 by the Indians. After winning many
matches and climbing the tally table, the final match was between India and Pakistan. India won 3-1.
This world cup win paved the way for Ankit’s IHL (Indian Hockey League) career. They won the season
and Ankit was selected for the national team. After some years of national experience, he was made the
captain. He represented India internationally. He later won honors like the Rajiv Gandhi Khel Ratna, The
Padma Bhushan etc. He was also specially invited by the NHL for the finals as a guest of honor. He had
been ranked World No.1 for 4 consecutive years, was the 8th highest paid athlete in the world and had
been in the list of Forbes 100 most influential people in the world. He also won the Olympic Gold for
India and his signature ‘The Terrorizing Backhand Slap’ was now immensely popular among hockey fans.
He even had his own signature Nike hockey shoes known as the Nike AD1 with AD standing for Ankit
Dixit. He was termed a living legend. At last, his dream had come true. He was representing India. This
was Ankit’s story. This was his Hockey Story.
Tejas Shandilya (VIII B)
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The Theory of 3:00 am
We are familiar with books and stories of
paranormal and ghostly activities. I, too, was
fond of reading such books. Let me share one of my
ghostly experiences. I chanced upon a book
titled “The Theory of 3:00 am”. I started reading it
before I went to sleep. I dozed off and don’t know how
long I slept. Suddenly, with a jerk, my eyes
opened; I glanced at my watch and realised it was
3:00am. I could feel the presence of heavy
breathing in the room. There was no one else in
the room. I started first wondering, then
trembling in fear, but couldn’t even shout. After
sometime, the breathing stopped and I fell asleep
again. Later, when I woke up, I remembered the
chilling experience and shivered. Afterwards, I had
to go to a mall for some purchases, so I took a bus and
reached there.
I got off the bus near the mall and was walking
towards it, when I slipped and tumbled into a
puddle of mud. A drain was under construction
there, and the recent rains had created big,
muddy puddles. Then I slipped again, and fell
headfirst into a ditch. All my clothes and shoes got
dirty; they were covered with at least 20
layers of mud. At that moment, I heard footsteps
approaching me, but I couldn’t see anybody.
Suddenly, a figure with a black coat appeared to help
me out. He reached out, and I took his hand. The hand
was cold and clammy. I glanced up and
saw a creepy smile on his face. I fainted instantly.
When I woke up, I found myself lying in a hospital bed.
Doctors and nurses told me that I had gone
into a delirium. I had been shouting, “Go away! You
ghostly man, never touch me again! I don’t want to see
your frightening face!”
After I was discharged from the hospital, I
thought a lot about the incident. I replayed it
over and over in my mind, trying to make sense of it. I
noticed that the ghost’s creepy smile and his cold
hands may have been side effects of being a ghost. He
may have been genuinely trying to help me. After
giving it more thought, I realised that the ghostly
figure had tried to warn me against reading the book,
“The Theory of 3:00 am”. Since
then, it lies in the darkest corner of my cupboard
waiting to be opened, but I know I am never going to
flip through its pages ever again.
Ritosri Mandal (VII C)

The SDCALWY Story
“What happens when we don't like what we see?
We define it as ugly.
That may be true, but in humans, at least,
We can't judge people by the face, beauty or beast.”
There. That's a fine poem, isn't it? Oh, wait. You're new
here, I presume? Allow me to give you a tour of this place
and tell you how – and why – this group came into
existence.
It all started back when I was a kid. My dad, believe it or
not, was a gangster. My mom was a politician. Yeah, weird
combination. My dad came from a family of gangsters, so
he was forced into the profession. But his caring and kind
side could not be contained, and he became a modern
Robin Hood, stealing from the rich and corrupt, and giving
all excess, leftover from his spending on food, etc. to the
poor and needy.
My mother was somewhat similar, yet different. She was a
good politician, loved by the masses. The corrupt despised
her and might have had a hand in her kidnapping, which
was performed by one of the stronger gangs in the region.
My father and his gang took it upon themselves to free the
people's favourite from the other gang's clutches. They
aided the police with their underworld connections, and, to
make a long story short, they succeeded. To make another
long story short, my to-be dad and mom married soon
after.
By now, the public, police and judicial system were
thoroughly confused about what to make of my father's
gang. He was nearly persuaded to come out of hiding,
serve a short sentence and then live a normal life with my
mom – my future would depend on his decision.
But he had more to worry about. His gang needed more
persuading, for one. And then my mother died. The loss
devastated him. The home and the money for my schooling
which I would have gotten from mom while he was serving
his sentence were some of the reasons he had been ready
to come out of hiding. So his decision changed, and I
started learning the art of fighting, to defend myself.
It came in handy for sure. One day, another gang attacked
us, in large numbers. I was in the thick of the fighting. Our
gang only fought in self-defense while they showed no
mercy. The police saved us – even our whole gang could
not have taken them.

After that, my dad – who had discovered by then of the will
my mom had left – and his whole gang came out of hiding
and admitted their faults in court. Taking into account all the
factors, the judge sentenced them to prison – but not for too
long. Meanwhile, my father had chosen a guardian for me,
a nice lady named Ms Sonia Sheith, who was my mother's
equivalent for the rest of my life.
While society did take a couple of years to accept my dad's
gang as its part, my fate was far worse. While society can
accept slightly scarred gangsters, it has no tolerance for
disfigured people.
I lived in my mother's old house, and the money she had left
behind was used for my schooling – not a single penny was
used by my father to get a bail.
And thus I started school. As I said, society and my
classmates by extension were slow to accept me. I was
friendless, and that too because of my face!
The scars ran across my mouth, hampering my ability to
speak, and across my ear, hampering my ability to listen.
My eye contour, thankfully, had been just out of the knife's
reach.
Barely any eyebrows; a mouth difficult to close; one mushedup ear; scars everywhere; less of a nose, more of a blimp;
legs which made me walk with a limp. Let's just say I did not
qualify – as per my classmates' requirements – as even fit for
being glanced at.
They called me a freak. They called me an alien. Disfigured,
weirdo, mutant, ugly fish – I must say, they showed more
creativity in making up names than in creative writing tests
in class.
In a year or so I was sick and tired of my life. I wanted to
give up, wanted to end it right there and then. My 5th
grader mind did not understand the seriousness of suicide –
nor did it care.
Then one day, my father sent me a gift – yes, from jail. It
was my birthday, so they allowed him to do so. He had
heard about what happened in school via Sonia. The gift in
question was a book called 'Forget your Face!’ full of "Stories
of successful people who were victims of society's cruelty
against the less pretty."
That book inspired me. And so, with renewed determination,
I faced the miseries of school again.
I succeeded in making friends, and sailed through school
and college – very rough sailing it was, though – and then
decided to start this group to encourage and inspire those
like me, and to change the behaviour of society. We give
speeches and write books, and try to change the society's
paradigm and mindset.
Its name – which you must know already – is 'SDCALWY',
with a silent D. It stands for 'Success Doesn't Care About
Looks – Why do You?’ Welcome to the team.
Rehmat Singh Chawla X A

Women Empowerment
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“She is clothed in dignity and strength and she laughs without fear of
the future.”
Oh, if only the latter were true… we talk about being modern these days,
attending parties and being dressed well. Is that as far as we can go?
Modern… doesn’t that strike a few points. Being modern is having a
clean stereotypical free mind. Being modern is respecting the minority
and those lesser than you. But the most important part about being
modern is respecting women and giving them a sense of security to live
their life and fulfill their roles. So after viewing all of this and
absorbing this we can ask ourselves the question, “Are we truly modern
in our approach and our thought process?” No.
To be brutally honest, our society is so backward in their thought process
that we could leave the dinosaurs in the dust. The idea of women
empowerment is to increase and improve the social, economic, political
and legal strength of the women, to ensure equal rights to women, and
to make them confident enough to claim their rights like being able to
live freely with a sense of self-worth and dignity, getting the same job
opportunities like men and have equal social status in the society. They
should get their share of decision making whether at home or at work,
they should be treated with respect, get the same job opportunities
without gender bias and have equal rights to social and economic
justice.
This might sound very cliché but “charity begins at home” is applicable
in this case as well. Right from when we are toddlers to teenagers, we are
told that girls can’t go out after its dark, and girls can’t do this, they
can’t do that. To some extent it is right because there are still people
with shady thoughts lurking in their mind, and we can’t change the
thought process of the whole country in just one day! But we can start at
the grass root level. Villagers have not been introduced to the
cosmopolitan world, so they have to be explained why girls should go to
school and why they are the lifeline of the human race. Starting with
just one or two houses a day can make a huge difference because as the
literacy rate of the women of a country increases, the country progresses
so much that it is far beyond what men ever could do alone because it’s
all a matter of a symbiotic relationship. The most surprising part is that
if a woman sees something cruel or unacceptable happening to another
woman, she just stays silent. Women should empower each other.
Only criticizing the society won’t help because we need to appreciate
organizations and other men and women working to improve the status
of women. These days women are breaking the glass ceilings by showing
their caliber at workplaces and it’s safe to say that they are gradually
getting the status they deserve and are earning the respect they were
born for.
In the end I’d like to say this to all the women in the world, “the
question isn’t who’s going to let you; it is who’s going to stop you.”
Garima Malhotra X C
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Women Empowerment
Earlier in society, women were an inactive segment but now due to awareness,
focus and efforts towards women empowerment, they have become active
participants in all walks of life. What is the actual meaning of “Empowerment”?
Empowerment means “Liberation” and women empowerment refers to the process of
giving them what they deserve. Women empowerment has become a revolution and
results are being shown slowly and steadily.
Over the period, vision and thought process of modern society towards women has
changed significantly. The individual identity of women is being recognized.
Special attention is now directed towards education, up-liftment, social
recognition, professional growth and participation by women in all domains. They
are now being encouraged to take their own decisions and follow their dreams.
The quality of life of women has seen a change and they have started living a
happier life. Now women have started participating actively in the social scenario.
They have started expressing themselves culturally as well. Now they choose
professions in the domains like space, medical science, social service, travel,
fashion, journalism, armed forces, sports, retail etc. Education has played a pivotal
role in bringing this much needed change. Parents of daughters have started
feeling proud and are encouraging their daughters to pursue their dreams. They
are no more being seen as inferior to sons.
Women empowerment has brought a lot of difference to society. Women have
become an integral part of the economic, social and political set up. Women are
showing keenness in the national development process. They are making everyone
proud by their outstanding performances in almost every sphere. They are earning
respect, dignity and applause from all. Empowerment of women has brought
confidence in them to demand their rights and gender equality. They are now
determined to work towards their betterment and also for the betterment of society.
They have started raising their voice against domestic violence, harassment, abuse
and maltreatment. Women have become aware of their rights and are no longer
willing to live burdensome lives but are making efforts to live a delightful and
meaningful exsistence.
A lot is being done towards women empowerment by various government and
social organizations, individuals and institutions, corporates and NGOs, but still
more needs to be done. We need to completely abolish the social practices such as
dowry, female infanticide, permanent widowhood, child marriage and many
more. The complete outlook towards women has to change and they shall be seen
and treated with respect. Law enforcement agencies, general population, women
themselves have to take steps to control all this; put a stop or raise your voice
against acts like eve teasing, molestation, rapes or any other type of physical,
emotional or verbal abuse.
Everyone knows that women are very efficient in whatever they do and due to this
quality they are doing wonders for the society. It is essential that we keep working
towards their empowerment and reap rewards of transformation. Still the women
from the developing and under developed countries are not getting enough
opportunities to grow so more efforts are required towards women empowerment
and making them self-dependent.
Menitha Nayyar, Class X C
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I'M THE MOBILE PHONE
I’m the mobile phone,
You people use me every day.
To check e-mails, communicate with friends and for games to play.
Apple, Samsung, Google and many more form me and my cousins,
All of us help in tasks spanning dozens.
We have changed the way the world works,
Learn something new or from the comfort of your home, watch new-year
fireworks.
We don’t do things on our own,
It’s you humans who develop us and hence we have grown,
When my friend WhatsApp does not work on me, it makes me fuss.
If you don’t respond to your boss by e-mail or by calling,
It’s very sure you are vulnerable in the office to firing.
Moms love us when we are in their hands,
But hate us when they find us with their kids and look for a wand.
Although I was meant to be used only for talking,
The things I am capable of doing are no less than shocking.
When we mobile phones were born, people used to control us,
But now that I am an adult and evolving every day, the humans are just slaves
to us.
Tejas Shandilya VIII B
Use and Abuse of the Internet
By Shaurya Jain, Class V A
In the modern, ever changing world of today, the Internet has become an
integral part of our life. Without it we cannot be social with our friends or
relatives who live far away from us. But at the same time, it has many
adverse effects, such as depression, lack of social connectivity and
children losing interest in their studies. Besides that, cyber threats are
becoming a big problem. The Internet is a very useful tool in our lives. It
has helped children find answers to questions which they don’t know in
just the blink of an eye. It has improved the way of learning for children.
People can make new friends over the Internet without even meeting
them.
They are even able to look at people’s faces and talk to them even if they
live very far away. The Internet has brought the world together but it can
even break it apart. Trolls (hackers or Internet blackmailers) all over the
world have been blackmailing people and as people are getting frustrated
and depressed they commit suicide. This is known as cyber bullying. The
victims are often tricked and forced to perform undesirable acts and are
threatened with dire consequences in case of non-compliance. Another
cyber threat is hacking. In this case the hackers infect people’s computers
with viruses, also known as botnets.
There are different types of viruses such as trojan horses, worms, keylogger
etc. Though these viruses have different characteristics, they perform a
common job which is to control the PC they have infected.
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This way the hackers take away passwords of bank accounts and other
personal information. They grab these things for money, vengeance and
for some kind of sadistic pleasure. No doubt the internet is a very useful
tool that can really make the world a better place. At the same time, it
can be something very harmful if it is misused by vicious and violent
people.

Social Injustice
Arshnoor Kaur, Class X C
"Injustice anywhere is a threat to justice everywhere - whatever affects one directly, affects all indirectly” When I
say ‘social injustice’ a series of words seem to erupt in our minds: poverty, racism, discrimination and an endless
list. Social injustice to me is unfairness of a society in its divisions of rewards and punishments. It occurs globally,
nationally, regionally and all around us. It arises when there is unequal distribution of wealth, unfair treatment
towards people from different strata of society or towards people from diverse religions and cultures.
We see social injustice happening everywhere but there are three reasons why we don’t stand up against it: Number
one- because we are unaware about it, which is a common excuse; number two- we are simply ignorant, which is
true in today’s selfish world and number three- we are mute spectators which is the worst of all because if you are
mute in situations of injustice then you have chosen the side of the oppressor.
To look at some statistics, women do two-third of the world’s work, yet they earn one-tenth of the world’s income
and own less than one percent of the world’s property. They are among the world’s poorest of poor. So, in a
country well governed, poverty is something to be ashamed of and in a country well governed wealth is something
to be ashamed of. Moreover, social injustice not only denies us our freedom but it also robs us of our dignity, it
takes away all integrity and steals one’s self meaning.
Legal authorities should be strict in enforcing rules and should offer deserving punishment to the law breakers.
Some effort from all of us will enhance the development of a just society. Every time we witness an injustice and
do not act, we train our character to be passive in its presence and thereby eventually lose all the ability to defend
ourselves and those we love.
Life
Himkaran Duggal, Class VIII C

What I think of life is just a way to express
your work hard, your strife;
But don’t feel too stressed.
Live life your own way;
Become the master of your sea,
Let no one enter your bay
Like a wasp or a bee.

Face problems, they are to be faced
There’s nobody else only you
But never ever make haste
As your life is going to be lived by you!
And yet another day, I think
Life is a way to express...
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The Farmer, his Wife, Sophia and Floppy
By Gurmehar Kaur Malhotra, Class III C
Once upon a time there was a rich woman who lived in a place called
Salzburg. Her name was Sophia. She had two pets. They were both dogs and
they were brother and sister. The sister's name was Floppy and the brother
was named Snoopy. Near Sophia's house there was a field. The farmer and
his wife who lived on the field were very poor, but honest. They didn't have a
child to play with. So they wished to have a pet dog. One day when the
farmer was resting under the shelter of Sophia's house, something fell in his
cart. But he didn't notice it. When he went back home and was having his
lunch, he heard barking from the kitchen.
He rushed to the kitchen and found a dog eating a piece of bread. He was so
happy to see the dog and quickly ran out to tell his wife the good news. They
both celebrated it by having a party at night. But there, at Sophia's house
Floppy was missing and Sophia was very sad. She tried to find her
everywhere, but could not do so. Yes! That means Floppy had fallen down
from the balcony into the farmer's cart.
One day when Sophia was walking past the farmer's house, she saw Floppy
barking at her through a window. She rushed towards the farmer's house
and started knocking breathlessly. When the farmer opened the door, Sophia
rushed in without asking. When she came out she was holding Floppy in her
arms. The farmer asked "Is this your pet?" She replied "Yes". The farmer and
his wife really wanted the dog to stay with them, but they were honest. So
they returned it. After a few months when Floppy had two puppies Sophia
kept one and gave one to the farmer as a gift for returning Floppy and
telling the truth.
Moral: Always tell the truth. East or West - honesty is the best!!!

BLUE
My favourite past time is to gaze at the white clouds changing shapes and floating in the blue sky. Blue colour
fills me with a wonderful feeling. Whenever I see the colour blue, whether in my notebooks or on cars, I cannot
take my eyes of it. I don’t know why, but it reminds me of rain, falling drops of water from the leaves of tall
trees. The weather becomes nice and cool. All the smoke and pollution is washed away. The sky looks whole and
clear and of pure blue. You can breathe the fresh air that seems to have fallen in love with the sky. Children
playing in the puddles, making their dresses dirty. Rainwater helps the trees and plants get cleared, making
other colours look pretty and good. It brings a bright smile on the faces of people suffering due to the scarcity
of water. Everything seems radiant and pure. The atmosphere evokes the emotion of love, peace and harmony.
It symbolizes purity. No other colour can be as pleasant and cool as the colour blue. If there’s no blue, there’s
no me.
Mayank Garg (IX B)
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WHAT GREEN MEANS TO ME
Whenever someone asks me about my favorite color, I only see green. For me green is the color of the
fields, meadows and trees. Sleeping on the green, wet grass feels very good, with the soft wind
caressing my cheeks. I still remember my visit to a forest for a picnic. We sat on the dewy green
grass. We ate and we drank. Soft breeze was rustling the leaves. But the best part of the scene was
the greenery of the forest. Unfortunately, people had thrown garbage around. Deciding that it was
ruining the beauty of the greenery of the forest, I started picking up and throwing the garbage in
nearby bins. Though it was tiring, it was worth it. The greenery around was spell-binding. It looked
as though the blades of grass were dancing in rhythmic happiness. After all, the most essential part
of nature is greenery. Sleeping on the lush green grass with light rain falling on my face is a favorite
pass time of mine. Being around green really boosts my mood. Green surrounds us and is always a
welcome sight. I also like it because it is part of my routine when I feast my eyes on the foliage while
riding my bicycle to school.
Amanveer Singh Kang (IX B)

ORANGE IS MY FAVOURITE COLOR
Once in a fruit salad I ate an orange, my first, and the taste teleported me to
another world. The taste was sweet and a bit sour (savoury). I was enjoying myself,
when a seed came into my mouth. I thought it was a pebble. My mother told me it
was the part of the fruit that we threw away. My eyes caught the sight of a plate full
of orange segments and I ran to eat them. I saw their shade as mixed orange and
white. I saw that colour in movies of warriors who wore orange clothes inside the
armour, the national flag, the fruit, the tiger and all my favourite things mostly had
this colour. I had heard that orange colour means bravery, victory. When I see
orange colour in the light it shines bright like my mind when it is rid of seriousness
and tension. It reminds me of my favourite things. The colour reminds me of my
mother's dress, in which she looks very pretty. It is, indeed, my favourite colour.
Sauham (VIII A)
I Love my Sister
An arrogant little brat
Who likes to do nothing but chat.
Books are far from her mind
Fights she with me every other time.
But then I have to get her out of trouble,
For she is my sister and I love her.
She has to fight with mum over dresses
And play her video games every other minute.
She hates Math but is good in English
Why, she doesn't know 20 multiplied by 27!

I know the answer and will continue
helping her
Why, she is my sister and I love her.
I don't like to insult her,
She is little and inexperienced.
I shall push her hard,
Might fill me with tears
But I will do it,
For she is my sister and I love her!
Sartaj (X A)
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DUSTER
What is the life of a duster; nothing but sitting and waiting for someone to
come and say hello to it; or someone to play hide and seek with it. Well, of all
the things in the world a duster is actually my favorite. It is a cuboid shaped,
black coloured object. It makes a bang-bang sound, loud enough to wake up a
student if he‛s sleeping. Otherwise, it‛s quite a silent thing and doesn‛t disturb
anyone unless it is in a teacher‛s hand. What I feel about it is that it can turn
out to be a good friend as you can talk to it for days and it won‛t say a word!
Secondly, it helps me erase my bad thoughts, the way it erases wrong spellings
on a board. And the best part about it is that it‛s mostly lost in the class and
very often two classes have a big wrestling tournament on it which concludes
when whoever gets more punches wins it!
Komalpreet Class X

IF I WERE A MILLIONAIRE
It has been very rightly said, “If wishes were horses, beggars
would ride.” Although dreams may not come true, yet there is no
harm in dreaming. If I were a millionaire I would do my best to
provide shelter, food and clothing for the poor. I would open
schools for them where the children could learn, I would help
them to be independent. I would donate money to social service
organizations like destitute homes, orphanages, homes for the
aged and reformatories. Unfortunately, when one becomes
extremely rich, one forgets the plight of those who are less
fortunate. My motto would be, ‘live and let live‛. I would do all
that I could do for my parents. My parents would be proud to
have a daughter like me. I would always remain sensitive and
sympathetic to the agony of those who are less fortunate.
KHUSHI BANSAL
IX C
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Wildlife

Being Alone

As the eagles soar high in the sky,
To their heart‛s content they fly.
All animals are one of a kind,
Another like them is hard to find.
Our future doesn‛t have to be bleak,
If abundant flora and fauna we seek.
It makes the loveliest of sights,
We ought to respect each creature‛s living rights.
As the shrewd hunter goes with a weapon in his
hand,
He will surely regret invading the forest land.
Wildlife is of utmost importance, a fact we
should understand.
As these innocent creatures cater to our
demands,
Let‛s promise that we will never forget.
Never silence wildlife with no mercy or regret.

Today I need to be alone
Silent, Still, no friend, no phone
Alone with my thoughts,
Alone in my dreams,
Alone in the night,
Alone with my screams.
There are more things to being
alone,
Being alone doesn‛t mean being
lonely,
But being alone is better than being
bored!

Mudrika Jha Class X
Love Your Freedom
Sit alone once
Think about yourself once
Look inside your soul someday,
You‛ll find freedom in there!
Freedom of living your life,
Freedom of enjoying the world
Past and mystery aside,
Be who you are
Do what you feel like,
Use the freedom for enjoying your ride
Mehak, Class X

Jasmeen Kaur Pannu Class X
OLYMPICS

Olympics is the contest,
In which everyone wants to be the best,
Do not have any fear.
Let‛s join the audience to cheer,
Don‛t waste your time,
Olympics is online.
Come, come we will have lots of fun,
Together sweating in the sun,
Cyclists have to increase the speed of the
pedals.
To win gold, silver and bronze medals,
There will be many more friends,
Till the game ends.
We are encouraged to learn,
And give that back in return,
Photographers are curiously waiting for some
slots.
To click some shorts,
We are delighted,
And they make us united.
Khushi Bansal
VIII-A
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