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Dear Students, Parents, and Readers,

It gives me immense pride to present this edition of The Qurio Mag, themed “Lost and Found Chronicles.” The
theme resonates deeply with the emotional and imaginative journeys our students undertake—discovering meaning
in what is lost, and finding inspiration in what is regained. Such creative exploration nurtures empathy, resilience,
and reflective thinking, qualities essential for holistic growth.

I extend my heartfelt appreciation to our Editorial Team, whose dedication, creativity, and meticulous effort have
transformed this vision into a meaningful publication. Their work has not only given our students a platform to
express poems, stories, and reflections, but has also provided the wider school community with an opportunity to
engage with diverse perspectives.

For the student community of Podar International School, Mangalore, this magazine is more than a compilation
of writings—it is a mirror of their creativity, curiosity, and courage to express themselves. Opportunities like these
empower our learners to grow into thoughtful individuals prepared for the challenges of tomorrow.

Warm regards,





One afternoon, while cleaning my desk, I found
a pencil so old its wood was chipped and its

eraser almost gone. It didn’t look special, yet
when I began to write, something magical
happened. Instead of my own thoughts, the

pencil wrote stories I had never heard before.
It spoke of a boy who wanted to be a poet but

was forced to leave school, of a sailor who
dreamt of returning home but never did, of a
grandmother who once danced under the rain

but told no one. Each word carried the weight of
a memory lost in time.

I realized this pencil was no ordinary tool, it was
a voice for those who could no longer speak. It

reminded me that forgotten stories live all
around us, waiting to be told. And as long as

someone writes them down, they are never truly
gone.

                                                 -Hardik
                                                   X







Memories of Pre-KG

I still remember tiny chairs,
 colorful blocks and teddy bears.
 The teacher smiled and held my

hand,
 as I tried to learn and understand.

We sang the alphabet so loud,
 danced in circles, laughed in crowd.

 Nap time mats all side by side,
 soft toys resting by our side.

Crayons broke but colors stayed,
 fingerprints on cards we made.
 Those little days were warm and

kind,
 sweet memories in my mind.

   - Christal X





Mysterious Pip





The first thing I would notice would be the silence. It would not be the peaceful kind of silence, but the heavy,
endless one that presses on you when there are no voices, no footsteps, no signs of life, only the crash of waves
and the cries of distant gulls. Loneliness would feel louder than the sea itself.
One afternoon, while wandering along the shore searching for driftwood, I would stumble upon a small tin box,
half-buried in the sand. Inside it, wrapped in a piece of cloth, would lie an old pencil. Its wood would be chipped,
its lead nearly worn away, but for some reason, it would feel important. With no paper, I would pick up a piece
of bark and begin to scribble, more to pass the time than anything else.
And then the impossible would happen. Words would appear words that weren’t mine. The pencil would begin to
write stories on its own. They would speak of a fisherman who once sang to the sea, of sailors who braved storms
but never returned, of a girl who dreamed of escaping the island and seeing the world. Each story would feel like
a voice rising out of the silence, a voice that had been buried by time but found its way back through this pencil.
As days would pass, the pencil would become my only companion. I would read the stories it wrote, laugh at
their joys, ache at their losses, and slowly, I would begin to add my own thoughts to its pages of bark and leaves.
My fears, my longing for home, my determination to survive they, too, would become part of its writing.
In the end, I would realize the pencil was no ordinary object. It was a keeper of memories, a bridge between the
forgotten and the living. Even if no ship ever came to rescue me, I would not truly be lost. My story, along with
all the others, would remain alive through the pencil’s writing.
And perhaps one day, washed ashore on another land, someone else would find it, open it, and read not just
forgotten stories, but mine too. They would know that once, a lonely soul lived and breathed on this island,
dreamed of rescue, and found hope in the magic of a pencil. My words might inspire them, comfort them, or
remind them that no one is ever truly alone as long as their story is remembered.
Maybe a child would read my tale and imagine the sea differently, not as something to fear but as something
filled with voices of the past. Maybe a traveler would find strength knowing that even in the darkest solitude,
human spirit survives through words. The thought comforts me even if the waves claim me, the pencil will carry
me forward, whispering to strangers across time and place. In its fragile lead and fading wood lies an unbroken
promise that stories never really end, they simply wait for someone to listen again.

                                                                                                                                    -Shreyas Bhat
                                                                                                                                   VIII











Teacher’s Day Celebration 2025 

Saksham Kotian of Grade X has secured
4th place in the U17 boys AICS Cross

Country race (6km) 

 U14 chess team for securing 3rd place in the
AICS Inter School Chess Tournament
organized by St. Agnes School CBSE

Mangalore

Shreshta P. Shenoy, has secured 1st place with
a Gold Medal in the 300m Inline (U-9

category) event at the CBSE South Zone II -
Roller Skating Championship 

ACHIEVEMENTS

Kaushala Dina  Mock Fire Drill 

Janmashtami Celebration 2025 Integrated Learning Program. Podar Volunteer Program







 Finding Nemo is an animated adventure by Pixar about a clownfish named Marlin who lives a cautious life after losing his
mate and most of their eggs to a predator. When his only son, Nemo, is captured by a diver and placed in a fish tank in

Sydney, Marlin sets out on a dangerous journey across the ocean to rescue him.
Along the way, Marlin teams up with Dory, a friendly but forgetful blue tang, and together they face sharks, jellyfish, sea

turtles, and many other challenges. Meanwhile, Nemo befriends the other fish in the tank and cleverly plots an escape.
In the end, Marlin learns to let go of his fear and trust Nemo’s ability to take care of himself. Father and son are joyfully

reunited, and their bond grows stronger than ever.

Finding Nemo

                          Percy Jackson, a twelve-year-old boy who struggles in school because of dyslexia and ADHD,
discovers he is not an ordinary kid but the son of Poseidon, the Greek god of the sea. His life changes when
he is accused of stealing Zeus’s master lightning bolt, the most powerful weapon of the gods. To prevent a

war on Mount Olympus, Percy is sent on a quest to recover the bolt and prove his innocence. Joined by
Annabeth Chase, daughter of Athena, and his satyr friend Grover, Percy journeys across America, facing
monsters, gods, and deadly challenges. Along the way, he learns the truth about his powers, the value of

bravery, and the strength of loyalty. In the end, Percy uncovers the true thief, returns the bolt to Zeus, and
begins to accept his place in the world as a hero and a son of Poseidon.

Percy Jackson and the Olympians: The Lightning Thief

Prakanya Prabhakaran, Grade IX

Eshaan Sheikh M.T, Grade IX
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