


I am delighted to present this year’s  magazine, a wonderful

 blend of  creativity, curiosity, and critical thinking. From 

archaeological wonders to imaginative stories, rediscovered 

 recipes, and insightful reviews, each article reflects the hard work 

and passion of  our students. The diverse themes—mystery,

 adventure, learning, and expression—beautifully showcase their

 talent. I congratulate every contributor for making this 

publication inspiring and enriching.
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TTHHEE  PPEENNCCIILL  TTHHAATT  WWRRIITTEESS  FFOORRGGOOTTTTEENN  SSTTOORRIIEES
                                                                                   
One evening, as rain softly tapped on the window in the month of late September, Mumma 
began to tell me a story from her childhood in Bagalkot. I picked up the pen and began to 
write.
“I still remember that road,” she said —" red mud, scattered stones, and puddles after every 
rain. I used to walk the whole way to school with my rectangular canvas bag swinging by my 
side."
She smiled. “Some days, the wind blew so hard that my uniform’s dupatta would fly like a 
kite. And the silliest thing was, when it rained, we would roll up our uniforms and splash 
through the muddy water, thinking of it as a game.”
She added proudly, “No matter how the weather was, we never missed our schools. Our 
teachers were strict but kind, and they taught us with chalk — not with computers.”
She continued, “Our classrooms had no fans, but we had big windows. We sat on wooden 
benches, shared textbooks, and listened carefully. Though our education was simple, it was 
full of joy and happiness.” 
She paused, then said softly, “We didn’t have many expectations, but we had lots of dreams 
to achieve and a good education was our ladder to reach them.”
Her voice carried weight — the kind of truth that lives deep in people’s hearts.
The room was quiet, only the soft sound of the fan hummed, and the scent of wet earth 
drifted in from the window.
And at that moment, I dipped my pen in ink and wrote:
“The school was small, but our hopes were tall.
The classrooms had cracked walls, but the blackboard was our window to the world.
We had no polished shoes, but carried polished minds.”
These were not just words — they were unforgettable memories, forgotten by the world, but 
remembered by the experienced heart and soul.
True stories live not in history books, but in hearts — waiting for someone to listen, and 
something to write with.

 By
 Safiya.D. IX A







                                       

We were the sky, wild and wide,
with dreams like stars we couldn't hide from morning 
laughs to midnight talks, we ruled the world in endless 
walks.

Our secrets flew like paper planes, we danced in 
sunshine, cried in rains with silly jokes and matching trees
We carved our names on old school trees.

No maps, no rules, just you and me, our friendship bold, 
our spirits free.
Through ups and downs, we stayed so high­ together 
strong… we were the sky.

But time, it moves with silent grace,
New winds have blown us place to place still when I look 
at the stars above,
I feel your smile the warmth I miss.

So, if you miss those days
Just close your eyes­ I’ll find my way
For skies may change and clouds may roam,
But hearts like ours will lead us home.
 
Muaaz
6 A 

WE WERE THE SKY



 Your Love Stays In Me

You left, but your love still stays in me,
your presence still surrounds my heart. Your kindness,
your nature­ I can't find anywhere else.Though we are 
apart, Yet I hope to see you again.

Your absence is like a toy without a battery, like a sweet 
without sweetness.
whenever I was in trouble,
you never cared for your own life
and always tried your best from your side.

Wherever you go, wherever you stay
our bond is like the Sun ray,
that brightens even when far away.

One day I may leave this world without a chance to say 
goodbye
but I will always thank you in my journey,
for the bond that will never die.

Through every storm and every sea,
your love will always guide me,
no matter where I go or be
your love will always stay in me.

Bodhi Vrata 
IX A
 



Echoes In My Heart

In my life if you were near,
The skies would shine, the stars be clear. But now 
you’re gone, just steps away, like pages lost in diary.
Without you here, I feel so small like books with no 
words left at all. Still my heart softly cries,
Where are you now beneath the skies?

Your journey carved, like river flow paths in me , I 
didn't know.
Not just a start, not just the past
You etched a mark that meant to last.
Where I lost you, I can't say but echos stay with me.
No matter how far you may be, you live inside the 
soul of mine!

Your smile outshines the blooming Sun, your cheeks 
like silk, a gentle once, your face, more fair than any 
rose.
Still my heart, softly know
And question still, through night and day “Where are 
you now, so far away?”
Your voice like birds in the morning song.
 
A melody that lingers long.
No artists brush could paint your grace no star could 
match your glowing face.
You here, a pillow near my bed your memes in my 
word I have read.
Lying here, I dream of you­ without your echo what 
should I do?

If ever you were truly gone,
My world would dim, my hope would drawn.
Yet, still my heart repeats its echoes of yours in my 
heart.

Bodhan T.M
9th A



TThhiinnggss,,  LLeefftt  BBeehhiinndd
Things I left behind, I left a smile, I left a tear,
I left it all, but it feels near,
A place where time seems to pause.

I left a part of me behind,
Not just lost, but it was hard for me to find.
It stays with movement, soft and true, and sometimes, it 
feels close to me.

I left a word I didn't say,
It still comes back some quiet day, a little laugh, a silly 
song
I thought I moved on, but I was wrong.

I left some friends, I don't know why?
New friends came and time went by.
But sometimes when the night is still I think of them and 
I always will.

Ayesha Talikoti
7th C



WWaaiittiinngg  aatt  tthhee  DDoooorr
When I was at home, a new member was added to our family. 
Guess who it was? That’s right! It was a small puppy. We named 
him "Simba," and I was the one who spent most of the time with 
him. We played together, slept together, and did everything 
together. His favourite food was chicken with rice.

On the 16th of July, it was Simba’s 5th birthday. My mother told 
me to take him for a walk while, she prepared for his birthday 
and made his favourite dish. We went to a garden together. 
While we were playing, we decided to play a game where I 
threw a ball far away and Simba would bring it back. Once, I 
threw the ball very far, and Simba ran after it. I waited for him, 
but he did not return. I was very sad and searched for him 
everywhere. Eventually, I went back home and told my mother. 
She tried to console me, but I missed Simba very much. I waited 
for him to return, but he never did.

Many years later, when I was thirteen, I went to that same park. 
There, I saw a puppy playing with a ball. It reminded me so 
much of Simba. The puppy came towards me, and as I looked 
deep into his eyes, I felt like he was telling me to take him with 
me. I took him home, gave him a new life, and named it Simba. 
Now, we are best friends.

 Ritvik .M
Grade 8 B





 The Story of the Disappeared

Maya had always loved filling notebooks with sketches—
trees, birds, and tiny imagined worlds. But one day she 
discovered something impossible: whatever she scribbled 
out in her notebook disappeared in real life. At first, it felt 
like a strange game. She crossed out an old, broken toy, 
and it vanished from her shelf. She erased a noisy 
streetlight, and that very night the street turned silently 
dark.

But things changed the day she fought with her best friend, 
Aarav. Hurt and angry, she scratched out his doodle in her 
notebook. The ink spread like smoke, and suddenly, Aarav 
was gone. His seat in class sat empty, and panic filled the 
school.

Realizing her mistake, Maya hurried home and redrew him
—every detail she remembered. As she finished, the page 
glowed softly, and Aarav appeared at her doorstep, 
confused but unharmed.

Maya locked the notebook away after that. She had learned 
that a single scribble could erase a life, but careful kindness 
could bring even the disappeared back.

By Anarghya
Grade 7th D





If I was  marooned on an island, the first thing I would be deeply shocked 
with echoing silence broken only by waves. But after the fear settled, I would 
start to survive. I would search for fresh water, collect coconuts, and build a 
small shelter using fallen branches and leaves. Every sound in the forest 
would feel like a warning, yet also a reminder that I wasn’t completely alone.

Days would pass, and I would learn the island’s rhythm  when the tides 
rose, where the birds nested, which fruits were safe. I’d carve a calendar on 
a rock to keep track of time and send signals by lighting smoky fires on the 
beach, hoping a passing ship might see me.

At night, under the brilliant sky, I would think about home, my family, my 
friends, and everything I once took for granted. The island would teach me 
patience, courage, and gratitude in ways I never expected.

And when rescue finally arrived, I wouldn’t just leave with relief rather I’d 
leave with a story of survival, strength, and the quiet lessons learnt from 
being stranded far from the world I knew.

By Bhargavi
Grade 6



Binky feels lonely 
and wishes someone 
would find him.

A little red bucket 
named Binky lies 
lost in the sand after 
a long beach day.

A tiny crab named Shelby scuttles by 
and asks why he’s sad.

Binky says no one can hear him 
calling for help.

Shelby tells him to 
speak from his heart 
and try again.

Binky shouts, and his 
“plink­plonk” sound 
echoes across the 
beach.

A girl named Maya 
hears it and happily 
finds her lost bucket.

Binky learns that even 
small voices can be 
heard when they 
matter most.

By Anvika 5th C



A shy seashell named Twinkle lies 
hidden under a pile of sand.

Twinkle wants to shine in the 
sunlight but is too scared to speak 
up.

A friendly seagull named Pip lands 
nearby and notices the little shell 
trembling.

Twinkle whispers that no one ever 
sees her beauty.

Pip gently blows the sand away 
with his wings.

Sunlight hits Twinkle, and she 
sparkles like a tiny rainbow.

A curious boy spots the glowing 
shell and picks her up with a smile.

Twinkle realizes that sometimes a 
little courage can help you shine 
bright.

By Ritvik  M.     Grade  8B         













A Man Called Ove

Author: Fredrik Backman

Genre: Novel, Humorous fiction

Publication date: 27 August, 2012

This book is about a man named Ove. Ove is an old man with a rather grumpy and outwardly rude attitude towards 

others. He lives isolated from other people and doesn’t socialize. On the surface, he appears a man from whom we 

must keep a distance from and avoid. My thoughts about this book are endless. This is an optimistic book which brings 

out a sense of greatness in us. It reminds us not to judge people easily through the surface because you mightn’t know 

what one goes through in his/her life. The book, by Ove, also teaches us something that we easily forget but is 

damaging when we do­ “not everyone expresses their emotions in the same way.” Ove shows his love by building 

things for people and we, verbal people just have to perceive it.I highly recommend this book if you are looking for a 

feel­good book during stressful times. I personally loved this book.

Sohan Sabnis

Grade 9

I would give 5/5 stars for this book!

The Lost Island of Tamarind 

I loved the adventurous vibe in this book!
The island felt magical and mysterious.
The siblings’ courage made me want to keep reading.
Some parts were slow, but the world­building was awesome.
Great for anyone who enjoys tropical fantasy adventures!

By Adity Sharma
Grade 9

I would give 5/5 stars for this book!



Percy Jackson & the Olympians – Rick Riordan

This series is super fun and easy to get into.
Percy is hilarious, and the action never gets boring.
I liked learning Greek mythology without it feeling like schoolwork.
The characters feel like real friends.
Honestly one of the most addictive series I’ve read!

Shriniketan. R. S 
Grade 8

I’d give it a full 5/5 because it’s one of the best fantasy series ever.

The Lost Property Office – James Hannibal

A cool mix of mystery, fantasy, and steampunk.
I loved how fast the story moved—never a dull moment.
Jack and his sister were brave and clever.
The world of the “Section 13” agents was really unique.
Perfect if you like secret societies and big adventures.

By Archit G 
Grade 9

I’d rate it 4/5 since it was really cool and different.



A Dog’s Way Home

A super heartwarming story about a dog who never gives up.
Bella’s journey was emotional but really beautiful to watch.
I loved how loyal and brave she was the whole time.
It definitely made me tear up in a good way

Md Umar Jalihal 
Grade 9

.
I’d rate it 4/5 for being touching and full of hope.

Over the Moon

The animation was bright, colourful, and totally magical.
Fei Fei’s adventure felt dreamy and filled with imagination.
The songs were catchy and the message was sweet.
I liked how it mixed science, fantasy, and family emotions.

By Md. Nawaz
Grade 9

I’d give it 5/5 because it looked amazing and made me smile.




