
                                                                                                                                                                                            
 

 



                                                                                                                                                                                            
 
 

 

 

Foreword: An Unoriginal Idea 

Dr. Sanjukta Sivakumar, Principal 

 

This digital literary periodical is largely the outcome of the drive and initiative of the twenty DPS Tapi 

student members of InkyFinga LitClub. My role was confined to beginning an online literary club for students 

of Classes VI-XII to relieve the boredom of home confinement enforced by the Covid pandemic in 2021. This 

was a patently unoriginal idea for a school, yet credit is due to the students for revitalising this clichéd idea.  

I am also responsible for the moniker ‘InkyFinga’ (actually Inky Finger), which, is a nostalgic throwback to my 

own student days when we scribblers cherished our fountainpens, which, at times, leaked and left us with ink-

stained fingers! In a digital age, fountain pens have lost out in ubiquity to keyboards and dictating software. 

Yet in days long past, an inky finger was the recognisable badge of the writing freemasonry.  

The membership of InkyFinga LitClub is limited to a few genuine enthusiasts selected from among 

volunteers by their English teachers. Ms. Priya Ghumnani, by virtue of persistence, has emerged as a most 

valuable and reliable member in bringing out this magazine, and has kindly contributed a haiku for its first 

issue. The membership is currently small, so that the members can find time to read and comment on each 

other’s posts. We usually meet online once a month, in two after-school sessions for juniors and seniors, but 

the sessions frequently overlap.  At these sessions, I share with the members, whatever I know and like of 

literary genres and writing.  

The members e-voted and elected their own editors. The student editors and other members then 

came up with the idea of the InkyFinga LitClub Periodical, a digital magazine to be published regularly with 

their selected output. All the student members are prolific writers, constantly experimenting with form, 

content and style. They even take ‘creative breaks’ in between exams to post on our LitClub stream. So, the 

content of subsequent issues will not be limited, like this first one to a pdf.doc. Instead, every issue will be a 

hyperlinked page of Contents, that will connect at a click with the authors’ original posts. Our multi-talented 

members (Dhairya, Siya, Yaadavi and Dhunn) have illustrated some of the posts and designed the magazine 

cover, with helpful suggestions from the others. As is evident, our ambitious digital InkyFingas hope to leave 

their trace far and wide in virtual space by connecting online with their readers. 

We sincerely hope that the classmates, friends and families of our members will regularly read their 

posts and encourage them with valuable feedback in Comments. The members have already transformed my 

rather unoriginal idea into a teeming hive of literary activity. I hope, our Readers will provide the motivation 

to maintain their enthusiasm and sustain this project, creating articulate and compassionate netizens who read, 

think and write to create an original and liberal world of scintillating ideas. 
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InkyFinga 

 

 
 

Fingertips stained in Ink, 

Mind Fountained with skill. 

Compelling ideas, 

Fluently written, 

In school with pens and paper. 

Those Inky Fingers will remind, 

Always and forever,  

Of the impatient mind, 

Ready to climb high. 

 

Superficial 

  
! 
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Do you get to know a book by its cover? 

Then, of course you don’t know who I am! 

So read me, because you are going to 

know 

Much more than you see. 

You cannot make a friend, nor find 

anyone 

Unless you turn every page of this 

breath, 

To read the adventure there. 

So, don’t judge a book by its cover – 

Remember, the incredible tale inside 

1 



                                                                                                                                                                                            
 

 

 

The Mystery of the Vanishing Nuts 

 

It was 7 p.m. in the evening. I was finishing my homework and thinking what to do afterwards. I had 

no work so I started watching TV. Suddenly, my granny called my uncle who was watching TV with 

me. He went to the room from where granny called. I ran behind him because I was curious and a 

little excited. Granny told us that somebody had come and eaten a little pink flower.  

I thought, who could it be? I went to sleep thinking about it. The next day, I searched in Google 

about animals that ate flowers. The list 

included squirrel, deer, lizards, etc. I 

then researched about squirrels and 

lizards as there are many of them in my 

housing society. Next day, I put down 

some nuts and water on the balcony, close 

to the flowerpot with the missing pink 

flower.   I waited for some time behind 

the door which I opened just a little. 

After some time I saw that the nuts had 

vanished and the small water bowl was 

empty. I was surprised and kept doing the 

same thing every day.  

One day, I peeped from behind the door 

to see the mysterious animal. Suddenly, I saw a bushy brown tail with white stripes, two cute little 

ears and two big white bunny teeth. It was a baby squirrel!  

One day it even came down to look me but as I looked at it, got scared and ran away. The same thing 

happened for few days but one day, it came down and to my surprise it was not at all scared of me. 

From that day onwards it drank water and ate nuts in front of me. I was so happy! It then became 

my best friend and I named it Chinku. I now eagerly wait for it to visit every day. 
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Breaking Barriers: The Only Disability in Life Is a Bad Attitude 

Your fate doesn’t dictate your thoughts, your mind does. Which is why, a positive belief and 

attitude is the solitary elixir and key to overcome barriers and attain success. Here is my poem on 

this: 

 

                                                                                          

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                                                        Devika Shailendra Rathore                              
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When you believe “you can”, you are halfway there. 

While solving the jigsaw puzzle, 

If a mosaic piece goes missing, 

do you lose all hope 

And leave it scattered there? 

No, you assemble the pieces 

And eventually the whole picture emerges 

Along with your optimism. 

When you believe “you can”, you are halfway there. 

Just like the climb to a hilltop, 

No matter what happens along the way, 

“I can’t” is a phrase, the mountaineer, 

Refuses ever to say. 

Even when obstacles increase, 

He holds on to his will, 

Fighting on upward to reach the peak. 

When you believe “you can”, you are halfway there. 

Like the abandoned baby sparrow, 

Even with nowhere to go 

She determines on her own, 

To fly forward with all her might 

And never give up on the flight. 

Despite being tired, 

she flies on to her desired height. 

So what if she’s out of breath? 

Her positivity leaves her unfazed 

Even by imminent death! 

When you believe “you can”, you are halfway there. 

So, keep your face to the sun 

And let shadows fall behind you. 

Hold on to that positive faith 

And fear will tremble and flee before you. 

When you believe “you can”, you are ALREADY there! 

 

 



                                                                                                                                                                                            
 

                                                                                                                                                             

                                                                                     

Flower 

                                                                                                    

                                                                                                           

 

 

 

 

                                                                                                         Dhairya Singh  

                                                                                                 VII - B 

 

 

Two Friends 

There was a small town on the hills, where lived two friends, Marcus and Steve. They were very poor. 

The town was suffering from a pandemic. It was very difficult to survive. So, the mayor of the town 

decided to donate some money to the poor people. 

Marcus and Steve were very happy to hear this news, 

because some money would help them to eke out their 

livelihood.  

Marcus who was very kind and helpful, always spent his 

money very wisely and carefully. While Steve, who was 

greedy, usually incurred unnecessary expenses. So this 

time too, Marcus saved his money, whereas Steve 

enjoyed meals at restaurants and held parties at the 

club for his friends, spending a lot on food and drinks.  

But soon after, Steve's mother fell ill in the pandemic. 

Steve had no money left for doctor or medicines. So, he asked his friend Marcus 

for help. Kind and helpful Marcus gave his friend money to get the correct 

treatment to cure his mother. Thus, because of Marcus, Steve's mother was saved.  

                                                                                                 Dhyey Ankur Patel 

                                                                                         VI - B 
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A flower 

Is what a person should gift 

To another one, 

Who awakes, sees and smiles. 

A flower 

Is something to share 

As it is a symbol, 

Showing that you care. 

A flower 

With many others 

In a field 

Can be viewed for hours 

As an extraordinary sight. 

It is a mesmerizing time of year 

When flowers bloom, bringing cheer. 

 
 



                                                                                                                                                                                            
 

 

 

Waiting For a Holiday  

A long time ago, a boy named Gattu lived in a city with his parents. Gattu did not like to talk to or play 

with anyone. Naturally, he did not have any friends. He did not like 

school at all. So, every day he would wait for school to get over, 

from the very first period!  

His teacher said, "Gattu, what are you doing?"  

"I am waiting for my classes to end," said Gattu.  

This was the reason why he scored low marks in all the 

subjects. His teachers took him to the principal for counselling. 

His principal said, “What happened Gattu? Why did you score so 

low in all subjects?"  

“That's because I do not like school," said Gattu.  

Then, his principal said, "Why? There is a library, a big 

playground, many swings and so many other activities. Then why do 

you not like this school?" 

Gattu said, "Because I do not like to study, play or even talk with anyone."    

After hearing this, the principal understood what Gattu’s real problem was. "Ok, let me tell you a 

story," he said to Gattu. This is the story that his principal narrated: 

Once upon a time, there lived a boy named Chandan. When Chandan grew up he decided to take a 

job in the city like rest of the villagers. And the next day he started the journey to the city with other 

villagers. There was a broad, deep river between the city and the village. Seeing this, Chandan stopped 

and started thinking how to cross the river. He didn’t know how to swim. What if he drowned while trying 

to cross? The other villagers asked him to dive in and swim with them. But Chandan thought they would 

tease him if he confessed that he didn’t know how to swim. So, he said, he would run fast along the 

riverbank until he reached the bridge a mile away, and cross by that. He did that every day, until one day, 

one of the villagers cornered him and forced him to tell the truth. Instead of teasing, he offered to 

teach Chandan how to swim.  Chandan agreed to give it a try. He found that it was easy to learn. In a 

week, he was able to swim right across the river. He couldn't believe it. "Wow! I had no idea that I am a 

strong swimmer." After that day, he crossed the river like other villagers. 

“So, Gattu, what did you learn from this story?” said the principal.  

"That swimming is easy," said Gattu.  

The principal laughed. “No, we learn that until you try something, you have no idea whether you 

like it or not. So, you should talk to your classmates, make friends, play and study. Otherwise, how do you 

know whether you like doing all this? Do it before you decide.” 

Gattu understood that his principal sir was right. Next day, he tried to talk to other children. 

Rohan said, "Which cartoons do you like?" 

“I like Shin Chan and Doraemon on TV”, said Gattu.  

“We also like them!” replied Rohan and Sohan. They all laughed and Gattu enjoyed talking to them. 

In the same way, he started studying and he liked it and he also started playing.“Wow! 

School is amazing! Now, I will never wait for school to be over,” exclaimed Gattu.                                                                                                                                   

 

                                                                                                      Aayush Bharti 

                                                                                                               VI - A 
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Was It Really Him? 
Hi! My name is Maria. I was only 14 when this incident happened. I lived with my mom, dad, elder brother and 

a little sister. We were a happy family then. I loved my dad the most at that time and there wasn't a day when 

we didn't hang out together. He was my best friend as I was an introvert and didn't have many friends.  

We had just moved into a new house. My siblings and I were in the upstairs bedroom and my dad and mom had 

the downstairs one. Next to my parents' room was the staircase to the basement. I spent most of my free 

time upstairs, snacking and watching TV. Sometimes, my dad would join me. But there was one thing about my 

dad that kept bothering me. He never let anyone of us enter the basement and always kept the door locked. I 

tried to sneak in but my dad always caught me.  

One day, our neighbour came to visit us. She spoke to my dad 

for some time, but all of a sudden, he started asking her some 

really creepy and weird questions. When she left, my dad went 

to the storeroom, took out few bottles of bleach and went into 

the basement. I don't remember the time but it was very late 

at night and I heard a chopping noise from the basement. I got 

up and went to check. I saw my dad coming out of the basement. 

When he saw me, his face turned pale, and he was nervous. His 

hands smelled of bleach and his cuff edges were stained red. 

He told me to go to bed. I went back to my room but kept 

thinking of what he could have been doing that late at night.  

Next morning, when I woke up, I heard that my neighbour was missing. A police investigation began and it 

turned out that my dad was the last person to see our neighbour alive. But the investigation ended as the police 

were unable to find any clues about my missing neighbour. After that day, many persons were reported missing 

from time to time in our neighbourhood, none of whom were found. It was as if they had all disappeared into 

thin air. At night, I saw my mom who was very worried, ring somebody on her mobile. But before she could talk, 

my dad took the phone from her angrily. I thought they had had a fight, but little did I know that my life was 

going to change completely that night.  

Once again, late at night, I heard stabbing and chopping noises from the basement. I went down and saw lot of 

blood on the floor and stairs leading the basement door, as if a bleeding body had been dragged there. I 

opened the basement door, and what I saw next, stopped my heart! I saw a man dressed in dad’s clothes 

stabbing my mom repeatedly on her chest. There was blood all over the floor. I froze right there until my 

elder brother took me upstairs and locked the door. I heard police sirens but didn't know what was happening.  

After everything calmed down, my brother came back upstairs. His eyes were filled with tears and the truth 

unfolded. He said that my dad killed my mom! My heart stopped. The cops who had been investigating the 

missing persons had found out that my dad used to abduct people and kill them and sell their organs illegally. 

Afterwards, he used bleach and acid to get rid of their bodies. My mother had found out about this and was 

very worried. She tried to report my dad to the police and that's the reason why he killed her too. My brother 

saw my dad dragging my mom’s corpse into the basement and called the cops. The cops checked the basement. 

To our horror, the basement was filled with remains of the corpses of our missing neighbours. 

I couldn't believe what was happening! I trusted and loved my dad the most. He was my bestie and I couldn't 

believe that he was such an evil person or maybe I didn't want to. I was heartbroken. Even to this day, I keep 

thinking – Was it really my dad? Was it really him?                                                                                                                                                                    

                                                                                        

 

                                                                             Divya Sadankumar Sharma   

                                                                              VII - A 
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Amazing Story Under Boring Cover 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   

                                                                    

 

The Haunted Cottage 

 

There is an empty cottage 

Just beside our house, 

With a wooden door, 

Nibbled by the mouse. 

Whenever I pass through there, 

I hear strange sounds at night,  

And sometimes I see a lady 

Clothed all in white. 

I think many a time, 

That I will go there someday. 

Yet I’m afraid that if I do so,  

I wouldn't come back anymore!  

 

 

                                                                      

  

 

                                                                      Henny Manishkumar Trambadia 

                                                                      VII - B 
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Don’t judge a book by its cover,                        

Just because the cover is not interesting,               

Because it may happen with you and me.                  

In the book, the stories could be amazing. 

Never judge a person’s qualities,                              

Just by his caste or religion,                                                   

Because our judgment may be wrong,                      

And this misjudged person 

Could be a very talented human. 

Never judge a lady weak                                 

Just because of her gender,                                         

Because it may happen with all of us                         

That one day we all salute her. 

If you judge everyone by their looks                     

you may make blunders,    

Just as you missed the best story,                                

Judging a book by its cover.   

 



                                                                                                                                                                                            
 

 

 

 

                                                 

A Teacher’s Determination 

 

Once, there lived a teacher named Aakash in the city. He went to visit his parents in their 

village and to spend his vacation with them. His parents were glad to meet him after a long time. 

They were growing old and requested him to live with them.  But unfortunately, there was no school 

in the village, where he could work as a teacher. People in the village thought education wasn’t 

important. Aakash was very shocked and 

disappointed. His parents said, “Why 

not look for a different job? There are 

many other options.” 

Aakash knew that education is 

important for children. He called a 

meeting with the villagers and explained 

the importance of education for their 

children. Most of the villagers didn’t 

agree. Aakash was very upset, but he 

didn’t give up. He made posters and 

distributed them all around the village. 

After a few days, some villagers came 

to his house, and they said that they understood him, and they wanted to help him build his own 

school.  

Aakash was very happy and soon they started building the school. After a lot of hard work, 

the school was finally ready. Many children in the village started studying in the school and were 

very successful later in their lives.  

Aakash failed the first time he tried to convince the villagers, but he didn’t give up. He was 

determined to educate rural children. 

Moral: Success depends on how determined we are to be successful. 

 

 

 

                                               

                                                                           Kinjan Laxman Tahiliani 

                                                                        VI - B 
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Justice 
I am Stuti, a reporter for the Surat City Times, and this is the story of my second encounter with the 

notorious Mumbai drug cartel that was expanding into our city by ensnaring young students in Surat.  You must 

have read my published article last year, on how I had collected enough evidence for the police to arrest and 

imprison some top members of the gang.  These villains threatened to get me, but I didn’t care, so long as I 

could put them behind bars. Nobody can harm my city on my watch! 

The crime rate was low after the arrest of the drug gang, 

and the city was quiet. One Sunday morning, I was just enjoying a 

relaxing cup of tea on my balcony, enjoying the beauty of flowers 

blooming and chirping birds, when suddenly, I felt a stabbing pain in 

my chest. I couldn’t breathe or speak and thought my end had come. 

But I wasn’t giving up that easily. I couldn’t call out to my husband 

and daughter, so I pushed the entire tea-tray to the ground with a 

loud clatter. Luckily, they heard and came running. Seeing my 

condition, my daughter immediately called the ambulance while my 

husband held me up. The ambulance rushed us to the hospital, where 

a team of doctors at the ICU worked round the clock and managed to save my life. But the doctor notified the 

police and informed us that I had been poisoned. No doubt, the poison was added to my nice and relaxing cup 

of tea! Luckily, I had been too absorbed in the scenery to take more than a sip or two.  

The police congratulated me on my lucky escape and said they were sure it was the drug gang at work. 

My maidservant was absconding, so no doubt, she had been in the pay of the gang, to poison me. My family 

warned me to be more careful. But as soon as I recovered, I hunted up my old contacts and started collecting 

information on the remaining gang members. After a few days, I got a lucky break. The drug gang were going 

to carry out a transaction in a lonely, abandoned warehouse after midnight. I informed the police, and we 

reached the warehouse before time and hid.  

Sure enough, two men appeared from different sides at around 1 am, walking stealthily in the dark. 

They met before the warehouse and spoke in whispers. Then, in the dim glow of the streetlight, we saw them 

exchange a zipper bag and a thick packet – no doubt, the drug consignment and the payment.  The police 

suddenly shone a torch on the gangsters and ordered them to freeze. But they turned and ran away down the 

dark alley, where the police jeep couldn’t follow.  

I quickly ran after them, and I sure was smart. I took a shortcut and reached the crossroads before 

them. I picked up a piece of iron pipe lying by the wayside and waited for them to appear. As soon as the first 

man turned the corner, I hit him on the head and knocked him out. Then, the second man appeared, and I 

knocked him out, too. Next, I called the police on my mobile and notified them our location. The police jeep 

arrived soon after and arrested the criminals. With the bag of drugs and packet of banknotes as evidence, 

there was no escape. The two men disclosed the names of their bosses, and all the drug lords were rounded up 

and after trial, ended up in prison, serving life sentences.  

This isn’t the end of my story as crime-fighter, for crime never ends. As long as there are criminals in Surat, 

Stuti the reporter will be on the job, to catch them red handed so that the police can arrest them and 

eliminate crime from our city. I won’t give up till the last gangster is locked up.               

                                                                                                 

 

 

                                                                                            Malhar Vipul Chotaliya                       

                                                                                          IX - A 
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Don't Judge a Book by Its Cover 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Shotput Champ 

Hello Diary! This is Pratham Mehta, signing in from Surat, Gujarat. I am an eighth grader in Delhi 

Public School Tapi. Today, on my thirteenth birthday, my mom gifted you, a digital diary, to me So, 

our friendship begins. From today, I will share my thoughts with you.   

 

Monday, 21st July 2064: I didn't know what they were talking about. A team of boy scouts had 

come to our school and taken physical health reports of all of us eighth graders. I don't know why, 

but they were very happy when they saw my health and body report and they said, "Ahhh! Finally, 

we've found a promising shotputter." I didn't understand what they said but I was sure that it was 

something nice.  

So, I told them, “I am a flawless child, I know everything." My teacher had taught the word 'flawless' 

to us only last week and I was itching to use it. They also gave me a form which I had to fill and get 

signed by mom and dad. If they agreed, I would get to join a coaching camp and learn shot put every 

day. Okay! Bye Diary, we'll talk tomorrow, as 

I’m feeling very sleepy today. 

  

Tuesday, 22nd July 2064: Ugh! I Googled 

shotput and I guess I don't want to do it. 

However, mom and dad didn't listen to me 

and signed the form. I gave it to my teacher 

who told me that I'll have to go to the 

Oneiros SMC club every day from next 

Monday to learn shot put and practice it. 

Well, I was feeling very gloomy today when 

I came home because I didn't want to go to 

shotput training from the following week. I 
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Sunaina saw a man, 

Walking on the lane. 

The man saw Sunaina, 

Sitting behind the windowpane. 

The man wore branded clothes and sunglasses, 

But he asked Sunaina for food and a glass of water 

Sunaina went into the kitchen, 

While the man entered the bedroom. 

He stole everything and left Sunaina a note: 

You foolish girl, letting me into your bedroom! 

Now, I have stolen everything, 

And you yourself had let me in. 

Sunaina cried when she read the message, 

And found her bedroom a complete wreckage. 

 



                                                                                                                                                                                            
 

also felt like absconding from home because none of my friends was going to come with me. But 

Vivaan, my best friend, told me that he, too, was selected for it. At that moment, I felt the gloom 

leave me and I started feeling cheerful.   

  

Saturday, 26th July 2064: I love weekends! I just relax and swim in my pool. I even invited Vivaan 

to join me in the pool, which turned out to be a mistake. He loves studying and he turned me down. 

He told me, "I revise everything on weekends and get ready for surprise quizzes”. Oh, what a bore! 

I hate studying on weekends. Even during the weekdays, I just complete my homework. But, today I 

had to study for a whole hour as my mom overheard Vivaan and ordered me to study for three hours. 

However, dad explained to her that children should be allowed to relax and play on weekends. So, 

mom still made me study for an hour. And last but not least, I plan to sleep till noon tomorrow as it 

is a Sunday, and to recover from all this studying. 

  

Monday, 28th July 2064: Well, shotput wasn't that bad. When I went there with Vivaan, the coach 

said, "Ah! Vivaan Sharma and Pratham Mehta, I've heard a lot about you two from the scouts. I am 

Manish Chauhan, your shotput coach. But before we begin, I must tell you that now, as your parents 

have signed the form, you have to compulsorily come to camp every day and do what I tell you to. I 

would also like to tell you that only 25 athletes are selected from the whole city. So, train properly 

or you will be removed from this elite club of 25. Now, let's learn the rules and regulations of shot 

put. First, you have to throw a heavy metal ball as far as you can. Second, you need to throw it from 

within a circle of diameter 2.135m. Third, you are not to cross the circle. Okay, so these are the 3 

main rules of shot put. You will learn the others later." He seemed to be a very jovial person and he 

even offered us toffees, which we gladly accepted. We didn't do much. We just learnt the rules and 

came home. He told us that the training would start tomorrow. 

 

Tuesday, 29th July 2064: I am so tired today that I think I should get some glucose. Manish sir, 

who looked friendly yesterday, made us train for 5 hours today. Our training session began at 3 pm 

and went on till 8 in the evening. However, I liked it as I got to make new friends and learn a new 

sport. Sir told us that all 25 of us were doing well. It was a good experience for me. My ball 

reached 3 metres, which was second-best. A boy named Neel Sen reached 5 metres! If I write more 

right now, I will faint. So, bye Diary.  

 

August 2064:  Huuuuuuuuuhhhhhhh (a big sigh here, dear Diary)! What a week! So tiring yet so 

interesting! I had to train very hard at Oneiros Sports Club as Manish sir had a lot of different 

types of drills and exercises for us. He made us work so hard that I wasn't able to write after last 

Tuesday. I am extremely sorry that I wasn’t able to contact you for five whole days. This week was 

also interesting. I made friends with a few boys and girls at the camp. I also made friends with the 

legendary Neel Sen who never gets tired of training. It turned out that Neel’s father, Mr. Achintya 

Sen, was a district shotput champion himself and he had been training Neel till now. And yesterday, 

I even placed the ball at 4 metres, which was no mean feat as nobody except 

Neel had done it before. Okay, bye for now, as I want to go to the movies 

to catch a sci-fi movie! 

                                                   

                                                                   Manan Rasik Sonani (Jr. Editor)   

                                                                                      VIII - A 

 11 



                                                                                                                                                                                            
 

 

Haiku 

Autumn wind rushes, 

Bringing down the strongest tree, 

All its leaves scattered. 

A tune of silence: 

Empty sky, cloud of darkness, 

Dwindling ebullience 

 

 

 

The Illuminated Tears of Rain 

I sit back looking up at the empty sky, 

I droop behind the streaky windowpane, 

Waiting for your advent, O rain! 

I wait for your shower of joy 

That will wash away my stress. 

I wait for your shower of love 

That will cleanse my heart of hate. 

And baptised in your holy font 

I will make a fresh start. 

O beloved, long awaited rain, 

When will you quench my thirst? 

Must I wait until my dry eyes burst? 

When will your pure tears,  

That draw colours from the sun 

Illuminate my salty pain? 

Do not hold back, shy. 

When you flow down to me, 

Your innocent pearls soothe my soul 

With a glimpse of eternity. 

And your knowledge infinite 

Becomes my guiding light. 

Your coming, unrehearsed, yet flawless 

Is a blessing to me in my plight. 

O rain, make my tears as pure as yours, 

So that I have no more bitter regret 

When your rainbow light fades. 

                                                                                             Md. Vasim Hunani  

                                                                                          XII - A 

  

 

 

Are We Truly Free? 

Waking up to the same hullabaloo every forenoon: 

Choked by bonds and 

Lost in the lacuna of love, 

Repressed by the rites of pious faith, 

Weighed down by manacles of wealth, 

Submerged under destiny’s waves, 

And already purblind in the glare 

Of the media’s sorcery, 

Tumbled into hatred’s primitive apiary, 

By leaders bearing torches of ‘liberation’, 

Our boat of rationality has sailed, 

Leaving us marooned, 

Chanting bleak slogans of ‘freedom’ 
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My True Friend 

 

My friend is a boy, 

Who likes me even more  

Than his favourite toy.  

He is with me 

Whether I am happy or sad, 

To console me as my friend, 

Or with me to be glad. 

He takes care of me, 

Almost like my mother, 

And tells me to be brave 

As if he is my brother. 

He gives me good advice 

Almost like my father, 

And makes me very happy, 

For together we are stronger. 

 

 

                                                                     Pratham Hiteshkumar Vaghela 

                                                                       VII - A 

 

                                                                                       

 

 

Haiku 

 

Her eyes made me think 

That truth can be unspoken 

Although transmitted. 

 

 

                                                                   

 

 

                                                                                 Ms Priya Ghumnani 

                                                                                  English Teacher 
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Serenity 

 

And lately, 

I’ve been dreaming of skies 

With cotton blue swirls 

Of comfortable sun; 

Of crisp breezes; 

Of velvet swaying grass, 

Of white gypsophilas, 

That dot vast green carpets… 

And she’s there, 

Lying next to me, 

Wordless thoughts flitting across our minds 

Like ivory and crystal dragon flies; 

The peace so unbroken, 

Perpetual and perennial, 

And the tranquillity 

Against the infiniteness of it all… 

And lately, 

I’ve been craving 

The little things in life: 

The shadow of a huge white cloud, 

A strand of her hair, 

And the jade of a valley 

Unalterable... 

 

                                                                                    

                                                                                          Rutvi Dharmesh Mevawala

                                                                     X - B         
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Achilles’ Heel Healed 
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Preface  

I lie on my bed 

and let my thoughts engulf me. 

I barely take notice of the  

tears that escape me and suffering espouse,  

as I drift away to another realm  

where I hear Tarturus crawling,  

sprawling beneath my bed again;  

and let him steal his gentle fingers into the gaps between mine  

and allow him to crown his helm  

of darkness on my head, benign, 

as the bed splits open into abysmal depths 

and he tugs me within…  

Descent and Defeat 

…and plunged into the void,  

I crack a tired smile,  

as my worth plummets, so do I. 

And the monsters under my bed I discover,  

had been waiting to befriend me all this while. 

The Seven Deadly Sins, they call themselves.  

They're quite similar to the thoughts I hide,  

And only they understand my plight  

and we cry, we cry as I let my tears pool  

into a river, shadowed in light, 

and it flows into the Styx as I drown myself in them. 

As I swim in my molten despair,  

the current threatens to wash me away, 

but do I want to perish in these waves of grief?  

Or should I let them carry me to a better place?  

And that's when I decide: I cling on to the banks,  

dig my fingers into the sand, I stay; 

and as a splash of water hits my face, I stay…  

Resurrection  

And I, 

I'm shaken awake from the trance as I. 

I make sense of my surroundings, 

everything flooded blindingly bright  

and I,  

I find myself. 

 

 

 

 

 



                                                                                                                                                                                            
 

 

And I, I find myself turning invincible, surprised, 

one thin ray of light tethering me to my world above; 

and I dangle by my Achilles’ heel that pulls me up 

up 

up 

up 

as I shut my eyes that stream with tears, 

and focus on the core of my essence: I. 

I'm pulled up higher and higher, and as my head breaks surface I, 

I'm woken from the stupor, and I open my eyes. 

I'm back in my bed and the morning light floods the room. 

My pillow is wet, and my sheets wrapped around my foot, tight. 

I poke my heel with a gentle thumb and rub a sore eye. 

I revel in my pain but 

I wear an armoured sock and wrap my foot into it tight. 

          I blink away the daze and crawl out of my bed, 

                                   and I think away the haze and make it out of the dead 

 

  

                                                                                                 Shreya Sutaria     

                                                                                              XII - A 

 

A Girl, A Blessing 

 

                                                                       

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   

Thousands of world views on and about me, 

None can I change. 

But know this – I am a girl, 

And for the world I shall not change. 

I am a girl, bright as a pearl: 

To present myself and my work, 

I take pride, and I will never hide. 

For, God has customised me powerful and beautiful, 

Not to fit in but to stand out in crowd. 

To raise my voice, 

To speak up 

And make an impact, 

On the world and its people. 

I am a girl, and I am strong. 

Emotional, mental or physical challenge, 

I can handle it all. 

Without support, I can conquer the world. 

Call me a queen or witch: 

I can fight like a tigress and love like an angel. 

I am a girl – I am – exceptional! 

 

16 

 



                                                                                                                                                                                            
 

 

                                                                     

 

Mom 

 
 

Most call her ma, 

Some mum, and a few momma. 

But by any name,  

She’s the one fairy who’s just as sweet, 

And the centre of our thoughts: 

A fighter, a survivor. 

A protector, a protester. 

Above all, an inspiration, 

As a beautiful woman, 

And self-sacrificing leader. 

A blessing far exceeding our gratitude, 

For us, she does it all. 

A mere ‘thank you, love you’ could never express, 

Our real deep feelings for her. 

For someone to take her place is impossible. 

Infinite bouquets, cards, and breakfast on a tray, 

As for a queen, on Mother’s Day, 

Are outweighed by her endless hugs and kisses 

For our every high and low in our life.  

                                    An awesome lady, who always makes time for us, 

                                       Leaving us forever in your debt, ma, mum, momma. 

  

 

                                                                              Simra Imran (Sr. Editor)  

                                                                       IX - A 
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The Shooting Star 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sshh! Who's there? 

 

One day, my parents went to attend a marriage function. Being a lone wolf, I had decided to stay at 

home and enjoy "me time". I started watching my favourite TV show with a bowl of popcorn in my 

room. While immersed in the show, a sudden boom from 

the hall freaked me out. I wasn’t sure whether it was real 

or my mind was playing tricks. 

I went and checked the hall but found nothing. I came back 

to my room to continue watching. After few minutes, I 

heard someone giggle and the noise of utensils from the 

kitchen. Again, I went to check the kitchen and this time, 

I felt a presence behind me. My heart was thumping and I 

was scared to death! I was breathing heavily and sweating 

profusely. Since I was already scared, I decided to chant 

Hanuman Chalisa but at that same time I was unable to 

utter a single word. 

I ran back to my bedroom to grab my mobile and call my parents. But I found the battery was dead. 

Just then, the power went off. I was trembling in the dark all alone but mustered up enough courage 

to reach the balcony and wait for my parents. Then, I heard my mama whisper, "Good morning, Siya! 

Wake up!  It's time for your online classes." 

 

 

                                                                        Siya Anand Malavia (Jr. Editor) 

                                                                                          VIII - B 
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In the dark night 

When I look at a shooting star 

Suddenly I make a wish 

And ask to fulfil it. 

BUT 

This shooting star 

Doesn’t know its destiny 

STILL 

It tries to fulfil 

Our wishes. 

I pray 

Somewhere in the cosmos 

Its wishes also be 

Accomplished. 

 



                                                                                                                                                                                            
 

 

 

Freedom Fighters I Know 

 
 

I know of “Freedom Fighters” glorified in my history book, 

Yet I question, weren’t there many others, unnamed in print? 

Are these nameless, faceless martyrs stranded on the extinction terminus? 

They too must have been brave, but with great radical ideas  

That cannot be fitted inside a garland decorated frame, 

Or petrified into stone and marble in a city square, 

As “non-violent fighters” more easily are. 

Why is the dead Past selectively captured alive in mainstream print? 

Why must we forget these marvellous men and women 

Twice martyred in death and our national memory? 

Or do they wait to be resurrected and recognised 

In a brave Utopian era to fulfil their glorious purpose? 

These great gallant heroes sacrificed themselves 

And dearly bought India’s freedom. 

They smile in ironical joy at their reward: 

As their forgotten souls watch our Tricolour fly high  

From the umbrae beneath the pedestals of a select few.  

I request you, my fellow citizens of India, 

 Not to confuse true valour with political hypocrisy.                    

I request you to find the tales of unsung freedom heroes 

And loudly sing them to reach ears far and wide:  

                                History might forget true martyrs, but we shall not. 

 

 

                                                                                       Spandan Chirag Shah  

                                                                     X - A 
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Review: Theory of Everything by Stephen Hawking 

The Theory of Everything by Stephen Hawking contains a series of seven lectures. Each 

lecture has more and more complex theories, starting from the Big Bang to the expanding universe, 

the origin of everything and the space-time continuum. In the physics / non-fiction genre, it is a 

great book for science loving bookworms. 

Hawking begins with various theories of the universe 

down the ages, from Aristotle’s idea of a round earth to the 

Hubble telescope’s discovery over 20 decades later, that the 

universe is expanding. Using that as a catapult, he explores the 

reaches of modern physics, including the Big Bang, the nature 

of black holes and the space-time continuum. 

Finally, Hawking puts a question left unanswered by 

modern physics, of how to combine all the scientific theories so 

far into an “undefined theory of everything”.  He says, “If we 

find the answer to that, it would be the ultimate triumph of 

human reason.” 

This book completely changed my perspective, made me 

fall in love with physics again and has imbued me with the desire to study astrophysics after finishing 

school. Stephen Hawking has not included any mystifying complicated equations and writes language 

simple and easy for anyone to understand. He also combines science with philosophy and poses 

interesting questions about controversies like the existence of God. A subtle sense of humour is 

occasionally revealed in the book. It is a must read that I recommend for 

all twenty first century students.   

                                                          Swayam Viral Marfatia (Sr. Editor) 

                                                          IX - B 

 

 

                         

Nature’s Crowning Beauty 

 

Flowers that bloom  

Cheer the gloomy mind. 

Flowers make the spring arrive,  

With butterflies and bees in their hive.  

Flowers make a dancer elegant, 

Change solitude into company 

And brighten up festivities. 

Flowers on the body bring rest 

To the soul after death.  

Flowers change into fruit, 

Fulfilling the plant’s life.                                                           Yaadavi K 

Flowers blooming can change our life.                                          VII – B                                                                                        
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