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Army Wing Cadet Sathwika R. Bhat of 18 Kar Battalion NCC has been
conferred with the impressive Deputy Director General’'s Commendation Card
in recognition of her exemplary performance and unwavering dedication. She

proudly represented the college under the Karnataka and Goa Directorate at the

Republlc Day Camp (RDC) 2026 held in New Delhi. This remarkable achievement

. is a tribute to her tenacity, discipline, and commitment, bringing
immense pride and honour to the institution.

Army Wing
Cadet Sathwika R. Bhat
II Science

Ms Aashna Jewel D’ Souza

II Commerce

was crowned ‘Miss India Astral 2025’, held
under the aegis of the Astral Pageants
Organization. She also clinched several
prestigious subtitles, including
‘Miss Best Talent’
‘Miss Best Stage Presence’
and ‘Miss Best Walk’
Her remarkable achievement has earned her
the proud distinction of qualifying for Miss
Universe Celestial 2026.
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I began my academic journey at St Agnes CBSE School and later joined St Agnes PU College as part of the PCMB
Integrated NEET batch from 2020 to 2022. My dream was to become a doctor, and I worked towards securing a
government MBBS seat with dedication and sincerity.

When I was unable to secure a government medical seat, it was a deeply disappointing phase in my life.

However, the values of resilience and self-belief that were instilled in me at St Agnes helped me move forward
instead of giving up. I chose to explore a new path by joining engineering with determination and confidence.

During my third year of engineering, I received a pre-placement offer from Rolls-Royce. Today, | am proud to be
working at Rolls-Royce with an annual package of X 72.3 lakhs, and I hold the distinction of being the youngest
girlto be partofthe organization. This achievement stands as a reminder that setbacks do not define us; rather,
itis the courage to rise again that truly matters.

I sincerely thank St Agnes PU College for shaping me not only academically but also personally. The moral
values, discipline, sense of responsibility, and respect for time that the institution instilled in me continue to
guide me every day. The strong foundation laid during my two years of Pre-University education has played a
vital role in my journey.

I remain deeply grateful to the management, lecturers, and mentors of St Agnes PU College for their constant
guidance and encouragement. I will always take pride in being an Agnesian and will carry these lessons
forward in every phase of my life.
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Education is the most powerful
instrument of transformation. It
enlightens the mind, refines character,
and prepares individuals to meet the
challenges of an ever-evolving world with
confidence and competence. In today's world,
driven by technology and global connections,
education equips young minds with critical thinking,
adaptability, and resilience.

It is with great satisfaction and pride that I present the annual edition of our college
magazine, Agnoninaad’, a distinguished chronicle of the intellectual verve and cultural richness of
our institution.

Agnoninaad' is far more than a record of events; it reflects the shared aspirations, achievements,
and the evolving identity of our academic quest. Across the arc of these pages, we witness not only
scholarly accomplishments but also beautiful, astonishing stories which inspire and provoke
reflection, academic rigour, leadership acumen, artistic finesse, and a deep sense of social
responsibility that define a truly holistic education.

I extend my sincere appreciation to the editor, Mrs Arshiya Patel, the editorial board, faculty
mentors, and student contributors whose dedication, discernment, and meticulous efforts have
resulted in this commendable publication. Their collaborative spirit exemplifies the high standards
we continually strive to uphold.

Itis my ardent hope and vision for the sojourn ahead that we will continue to combine the best of our
strengths in the pursuit of excellence. May education continue to inspire us to strive for higher ideals,
uphold enduring values, and contribute meaningfully to society.

May Agnoninaad' stand as an enduring symbol of our shared journey inspiring each reader to
pursue knowledge with curiosity, integrity, and purpose.

Sr Norine DSouza AC

Principal



Editorial

At the time of writing this article, news headlines
dominating global discourse were about the
tensions between the United States, Israel, and Iran
reminding us of a world in turmoil. Saner and
concerned voices echo the urgency of a fragile
international climate. Words like conflict, retaliation,
and escalation fuel our fears. The scale is massive, the
consequencesglobal and unimaginable.

Yet, in the midst of this turbulence, a quieter story emerged
from Kerala — one that speaks not of destruction, but of life.

Ten-month-old Aalin Sherin Abraham became one of the youngest

organ donors in the region. In their deepest moment of grief, her family

chose generosity over despair, allowing her organs to save other children.
While nations debated power and security, one family demonstrated courage of a
different kind — the courage to give.

The contrast is striking. On one side, the assertion of strength through military might. On
the other, strength expressed through compassion. One takes life; the other restores it. One
deepens division; the other heals strangers.

As students and educators, we may feel distant from global politics. Yet we are not distant from the values that
shape the future. The world does not change only through treaties and strategies; it changes through the moral
choices of individuals. Education, therefore, must do more than inform us about conflicts. It must cultivate
empathy, responsibility, and respect for life.

In a world that often seems divided by ideology and power, stories of selfless humanity remind us of what truly
sustains civilisation. When the world around us becomes more chaotic, compassion must grow stronger.

For ultimately, the future will not be shaped only by those who wield power, but by those who choose humanity.

The magazine provides an outlet for the myriad talents and ideas of the students, vividly portrayed through
poems, stories, sketches and paintings.

The digital painting by Emaan Mujahid from the science stream, on the cover page “echoes the duality
between humanity and technology, contrasting the natural world with the structured, logical, and digital
ture. The two figures facing each other represent the past and the future, emotion and intellect, nature and
achine, suggesting both tension and connection. The shared glow between them implies that human values
nd technological progress are intertwined and must coexist in balance.”

m deeply appreciative of the valuable insights and perspectives shared by the Principal, Sr Norine D’Souza,
improving the magazine and for giving me the space to explore and bring my ideas to life. I also extend my
cere gratitude to the Vice Principal, Sr Janet Sequeira, for her constant encouragement and support. [ owe
ecial thanks to my colleagues in the English Department for their diligent efforts in bringing out the
gazine The student editor, Navyashree, deserves special accolades for her dedication to scouting new
lents and bringing them to the fore.

Mrs Arshiya Patel
Editor



Student

Editorial

As | step down as the Student Editor of our
college, I feel immense pride in what we have
achieved together. The past two years have been a
remarkable journey of growth, learning, and
creativity, and I really cherish the opportunity, I had to
serve St Agnes PU College in thisrole.

[ still remember when my friends encouraged me to take on this mantle of
responsibility, I was hesitant at first, but their faith in me made all the
difference. The unwavering support of the faculty and the incredible talents of my
peers have made this experience truly enriching and unforgettable.

| Our teachers have been immensely supportive, and working with my fellow cabinet

A members has been an inspiring and rewarding learning curve. The indelible memories we created

\ together will always remain special. I am sincerely grateful for the teamwork, dedication and
commitmentto the taskathand.

To all students, [ say - go for it! Share your ideas. Write, design, lead—your contribution matters. [ have
seen how our college shines when we share our stories and original ideas. Each one of us has something
meaningful to offer.

[ am privileged to have had the chance to work with talented people. Lastly, I would like to express my
heartfelt gratitude to my dearest teacher, Mrs. Arshiya, who has always encouraged and supported me in
becoming the best version of myself. Her guidance has been invaluable, and [ am fortunate to have learnt
and grown under her mentorship.

As [ move forward, I'm sure the magazine will continue to achieve greater heights. [ am indebted to
everyone who has been a part of this incredible phase— the teachers, the writers, the designers, and

everyone who has contributed to the magazine. Let us continue to create, inspire, and share.

‘m excited to see what the future holds for our college magazine, and I am honoured to have been a part
fits story.

Navyashree
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Education is not about filling a pail, but lighting a fire, said William Butler Yeats.

Education, at its core, is meant to awaken curiosity, ignite passion and inspire a lifelong quest
for wisdom. At St Agnes PU College every effort is made to kindle this inner flame in the students
nurturing not only the intellect but also the heart. The institution continues the steadfast mission
of providing holistic education that blends academic excellence with integrity, preparing students
to face the world with courage, compassion and conviction. The academic year 2025-2026 marked
a historic milestone at St Agnes PU College as the management proudly introduced Co-Education.
This progressive initiative reflected the institutions commitment to inclusivity and comprehensive
growth.

The academic year witnessed several changes. Ms Anusha, Lecturer in Chemistry and
Mrs Pallavi, Lecturer in Mathematics discontinued their services to the college. We express our
sincere gratitude to Mrs Lovina Aranha, Lecturer in Commerce who served the institution with
dedication for two decades. We also extend our heartfelt appreciation to Dr P V Sobha, Lecturer in
Hindi who retired after an illustrious 33 years of exemplary service leaving behind a remarkable
imprint of commitment and excellence. We wish them well in their future endeavours. We warmly
welcome into the faculty the new staff members, Mrs Shyla Pinto, Department of Hindi and Ms
Disha Sequeira, Department of Chemistry.

The Management conducted ‘Quality Assessment” at St Agnes PU College, Mangaluru. The
Team of experts comprised of Sr Shamita, Former Provincial Superior of the Karnataka Province,
Dr Vijaya Kumar S. N., Retired Associate Professor of St Ann’s College of Education, and
Mrs Pragati Alva, Retired Lecturer in Physics, St Agnes PU College. The team visited the institution
in the month of October to review and assess the academic and administrative standards of the
institution. During their visit they interacted with the staff, students, alumnae, and PTA executive
members, and reviewed various academic and co-curricular activities. They appreciated the
institution’s commitment to providing value-based and holistic education and in recognition
of these efforts, the college was awarded an ‘A’ Grade. The valuable insights and constructive
suggestions of the team were deeply enriching and will serve as a guide for further growth and
quality enhancement.

Continuous learning fuels professional excellence and innovation. With this in mind a series of
faculty development sessions were conducted for the staff:

* ‘Learning Strategies to Develop 21st Century Skills" by Dr Flossy R DSouza, Professor PG
Studies and Research in Education, Mangaluru.

* ‘Embracing Diversity for Co-Educational Excellence’” by Prof Clement DSouza, Associate
Professor St Joseph’s University, Bengaluru.
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‘Mental Health and Emotional Intelligence” by Fr Kiran, S.D.B.
‘The Protection of Children from Sexual Offences (POCSO) Act’ by Advocate K Nikesh Shetty.

‘Wellness and the Way Forward” by Mr Paul, Clinical Psychologist, Department of Psychiatry,
Justice K.S. Hegde Charitable Hospital, Deralakatte and Mr Aditya Shetty, Lecturer in
Psychology, NITTE University.

‘Principles of Generative Listening’ by Sr Sannidhi, Lecturer in English, St Agnes PU College.

A Summer Camp for St Agnes Kannada Primary students by Dr Tressie, Mrs Shobha,
Ms Raksha, Ms Carol, Ms Fiona, Ms Raina, Mrs Ancilla, Ms Blessy and Ms Apoorva.

Mrs Shailaja was a resource person in the International Webinar where she presented a paper
on ‘WE8 MLIWF o Kecwd’ organized by Basaveshwara Science, Commerce and Arts
University, Bengaluru and Basava Balaga, Muscat. She was awarded ‘wo=:8¢” &332 for the best
paper presentation.

Mr Mathew conducted a session for the undergraduate students on ‘Numbers Tell the Story of
Accounting’ organized by School of Business and Management, St Aloysius College (Deemed
to be University).

Mrs Olivia was the resource person at the Economics Lecturers” Workshop organized by DK
PUC Economics Lecturers’” Association. She attended a two day International Conference on
‘Promoting Peaceful and Inclusive Societies for Sustainable Development’ and presented a
paper on ‘Sustainable Development Echoes of Crisis Call for Change’.

Ms Raksha and Mrs Prathista cleared the K-SET Exam 2025 in Life Sciences.

Mrs Chaithanya, Mrs Hariet and Mrs Shobha attended a 10-day workshop on “Basic Skills
in Counselling for Teachers’ organized by the Department of Psychology, St Agnes College
(Autonomous).

Mrs Jyothi and Mr Jeevan attended the Orientation Session on Anti-Drug abuse organized by
Mangalore City Police in association with NSS Unit, Rotary Club of Mangalore.

Mrs Venitia and Ms Venessa attended a one day Chemistry Workshop organized by Chemistry
Lecturers” Association.

Mrs Anitha, attended a one day Hindi Workshop organized by Hindi Lecturers” Association.

Mrs Ramya, Ms Carol and Ms Blessy attended a one day Mathematics Workshop organized by
Mathematics Lecturers’” Association.

Mrs Joanne Sheethal and Mrs Pramila attended a one day English Workshop organized by
English Lecturers” Association.

Mrs Avitha attended a one day History Workshop organized by History Lecturers” Association.

Mrs Shubhavani, Mrs Preema and Mrs Dinamani attended a one day Computer Science
Workshop organized by Computer Science Lecturers’ Association.
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* Mrs Shobha and Ms Raksha attended a one day Biology Workshop organized by Biology
Lecturers” Association.

* Mrs Shailaja attended a one day Kannada Workshop organized by Kannada Lecturers’
Association.

* Mrs Hariet and Mrs Teena attended a one day Commerce Workshop organized by Commerce
Lecturers” Association.

* Mrs Liekitha attended a one day Home Science Workshop organized by Home Science Lecturers’
Association.

* Mrs Supriya and Mrs Chaithanya attended a one day Physics Workshop organized by Physics
Lecturers” Association.

* Mrs Olivia and Mrs Jyothi attended a one day Economics Workshop organized by Economics
Lecturers’ Association.

* Mrs Jyothi attended a one day Political Science Workshop organized by Political Science
Lecturers’ Association.

* Mrs Anitha and Mrs Shyla attended a one day National Level Hindi Seminar on ‘Evolving
Journey of Official Language with Harmony and Inclusion” organized by ONGC - MRPL.

Guiding Minds, Shaping Futures

In pursuit of academic brilliance, the college offers special coaching for JEE/NEET/CET
aspirants conducted by IITians and doctors of Vividya Academy. Coaching for CA foundation
course is held for the students of Commerce by Focus Five Academy. An add on course ‘Artistique’
is conducted for the students of humanities where they learn various aspects of personal grooming.

An insightful orientation programme for the II PUC students was conducted by Psychiatrist,
Dr Supriya Hegde who shared valuable insights on positive parenting and strategies to overcome
various addictions, engaging both students and parents alike.

During the orientation programme Sr Dr Maria Roopa A.C. Joint Secretary, St Agnes
Institutions, encouraged the I PU students to embrace challenges with confidence and aim high.
Dr Deepa Kottari addressed the parents emphasizing the pivotal role they play in shaping their
child’s future and supporting them through their academic journey.

A career guidance programme for the students of Science, Commerce and Arts stream
along with their parents was conducted by Mr Naveen Paul and team from ‘Draw My Career’
organization, who emphasized the importance of making the right career choice and guided students
on the qualifications, skills, and aptitude required for different professions. The PTA conducted
an interactive session for the students on exam preparation, focusing on study techniques, time
management and exam-writing skills.

Every milestone is an achievement on the journey to excellence.

Excellence remained the hallmark of the institution as students achieved commendable
academic success with an overall result of 95.97%, with 156 students achieving distinction and
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389 securing first class in the II PUC Annual Examination 2024-2025. Arengza Mendonca topped
the Science Stream with a praiseworthy total of 588 /600 with a centum in Chemistry and 12th rank
at the State Level. Leeshal Fernandes emerged as the topper of the Commerce Stream, securing an
impressive 587/600 including a centum in Basic Mathematics and 13th rank at the State Level. In
the Arts Stream, Niriksha Noronha achieved an outstanding total of 590/600 and perfect scores in
Economics and Psychology, 8th Rank at the State Level and 3rd Rank at the District Level.

The following students secured centum in one or more subjects

Biology : Hana Fathima, Ashel Pais, Afra Fathima, Daisy Crasta, Prapthi
Home Science : Hana Fathima

Business Studies : Chaithali

Statistics : Sanjana Shenoy, Saanvi Kotian, Likhitha K

Kannada : Rishal DSouza

Economics :  Aysha Azzah K P

Psychology :  Nidhi V P, Areej Lulu Ara, Ashura Anjum

Great leaders empower others to turn challenges into opportunities.

True leadership lies in inspiring others to believe in themselves and to turn challenges into
opportunities. The college cabinet was formed along with class representatives and their assistants.
The elected cabinet members for various portfolios are Mansi Rajpurohith - Student President,
Sweedol Sequeira - Student Vice President, Zainab Zuhi - Science Secretary, Mahima R Salian
- Commerce Secretary, Roopashree - Arts Secretary, Sonaly Shiny Ferrao - Cultural Secretary,
Mithali - Sports Secretary and Navyashree - Student Editor. A workshop on teamwork, effective
leadership and communication was held for all the student leaders by Mr Elson Dsouza.

Expanding horizons through co- curricular pursuits.

Exordium welcomed the first year students whereas Euphoria showcased the talents of the
second year students. Independence Day, Hindi Day and Kannada Day were observed with zeal.
Teachers” Day highlighted students” appreciation for the steadfast commitment and pivotal role
of teachers in guiding their future. Students” Day reflected the enthusiasm, capabilities and the
collective spirit of students. Melange and Onam celebration added festive cheer while Eureka,
Comclave and Humaniscope provided platforms for creativity and innovation. We create vibrant
avenues for students to blossom through various club activities and host competitions like
Kannada Essay Writing and Debate, English Creative Writing and Hindi Creative Writing,
Cooking Without Fire. Library week was observed with enthusiasm, transforming the library into
a hub of creativity and learning. The interschool and intercollegiate fest Agnathon - 2k25 with
its enthralling theme Animergenz- ‘Dare to Begin.... Destined to win’ brought together talented
participants from various schools and colleges making it a memorable and spectacular event.

On the occasion of International Yoga Day, students enthusiastically showcased a wide range
of yoga asanas, demonstrating their skill and discipline.
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Thirty students attended a three-day conference SAPMUN 2025 conducted by St Aloysius
PU College. Twenty Students attended a one-day seminar on ‘Mastering life Skills’ conducted by
St Agnes College (Autonomous). Twenty students attended a District Level Seminar on ‘Perils
to Social Harmony and Democracy at the Crossroads: Emerging Challenges’, organized by Santa
Mother Teresa Vichara Vedike. Thirty four students attended a session on ‘Road Safety’ conducted
by Mangalore Traffic Police. On the occasion of Republic Day, fifty students showcased a colourful
and meaningful dance drama on India’s National Symbols at Nehru Maidan, captivating the
audience with their coordinated performace and patriotic spirit.

Eight NCC Air Wing Cadets attended the Annual Training Camp held at St Joseph Engineering
College. Six NCC cadets took part in drill, yoga, and tree planting activities, promoting discipline,
fitness, and environmental awareness. They also experienced flying the Microlight Virus SW-80
aircraft and received hands-on training in skeet shooting and 0.22 rifle firing. The Army and Air
Wing cadets attended a comprehensive Life Skills Program titled ‘Building Responsibility and
Resilience” at St Agnes College (Autonomous). Eleven Army Wing cadets and Four Army Wing
cadets attended the Combined Annual Training Camp held at Canara College and Alva’s College
respectively in which Cadet Sathwika was selected for PRE RDC phase III. She is selected for
IGC - RDC to be held at Bangalore. She represented Karnataka and Goa Directorate in RDC-2026 at
New Delhi. She has been honoured with the prestigious Deputy Director General Commendation
Card. Air Wing Cadet Princia attended the EBSB Camp held at Chhatarpur, Madhya Pradesh. Air
Wing Cadets Ansha and Manisha attended the RDC-I camp held at Shivamogga. Air wing Cadet
Ansha attended the Pre RDC- II camp held at Alva’s College.

Ms Aashna Jewel DSouza was crowned Miss India Astral 2025 organized by Astral Pageants.
She also bagged several subtitles including Miss Best Talent, Miss Best Stage Presence and the
main subtitle Miss Best Walk. Her remarkable achievement has qualified her to participate in Miss
Universe Celestial 2026.

It was a proud moment for the institution as we honoured our Alumna Ms Rithuparna K S for
securing a prestigious position with the global aeroscope and defence leader Rolls -Royce.

Under the aegis of Abhaya- Women’s Forum various programmes were organized
* A Counselling session by Dr Meena Lobo.
* A Session on Cyber Crime and Drug Abuse by Mrs Lydia Lobo and ACP Geetha Kulkarni.

* An Awareness campaign on ‘Nature our Future’ where students distributed saplings to the
public.

* Grandparents” Day
* Girl Child Day

* Preparation of eco-friendly paper bags used during Agnathon2k25 and the Taluk level Athletic
Meet 2025.
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An overview of Laurels and Triumphs of various intercollegiate competitions

Name Place Accorded Event Festival and Organisers
. Best Delegate award in the United SAPMUN 2025
Sanidhya Shetty Nations Women Committee

St Aloysius PU College

Department of Parliamentary

Best District Level .
Srishti & Shamita Parliamentarian | Youth Parliament Affairs & The. Departm.ent of
e School Education and Literacy
Award Competition 2025 (PU)
Amritha S I Place Paper Painting
Akshara, Anwil, Diya & [ Place Management Aloysian Fest 2025
Nethan Roadies St Aloysius College
Zainab Zuhi & Oswald II Place Science Exhibition (Deemed to be University)
Mariam Neeha & Kairul IT Place giigking Without
Under the
Roopashree I Place Spotlight
Th. i i II Place T
anmay & Sebin Saji — ranscendence Muminare YK25
Ashna & Jherlyn ace Echoverse St Agnes College
Subodh II Place Clash of Titans (Autonomous)
Navyashree & Divisha IT Place Reeluminare Runners Up Trophy
Keren & Aahana II Place Lux Mentis
Divisha, Vanshika, . )
Ashna, Sebin & Thanmay I Place Mythos in Motion
Aashna & Marisha I Place Eclat dg VoIx
(Duet Singing)
Rhapsodie de
Sharal & Group I Place Strasbourg (Group ‘Fierte une Fete Francaise’
Singing) French Fest 2025
Shamita & Zarah | Temgms de la St Aloysius PU College
Zulfikar IPlace  jmonde S
(Mock Court) Overall Championship
Grace un-Marche
Venessa & Group I Place (Fashion Show)
Aashna was crowned as Ms Fierte
Ozwald & Group I Place Model Making
Chris & Group 11T Place Competition Jnana Sethu 2025
Vaibhav & Mohith IPlace  |02dup Science for Peace
competition
Ayisha Athika & Shiza Contraption St Joseph’s Engineering College
. IT Place o
Fathima Competition
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Abhijit & Subodh I Place Quiz
Anushree N & Sanjana I Place Tech Rangoli
Mohith & Group I Place Model Making PACE CONNECT 2K25
Bhamathee I Place Solo Singing PA College of Engineering
Yuktha & Group I Place Mime Overall Championship
Amritha S & Thanmay II Place Duet Singing
Thanmay & Joyston II Place Face Painting
Sathvika IT Place Bharatanatyam
Abdul Hadi III Place E- Sports
Diya Dechamma I Place Mock press
Thanmay & Joyston I Place Face painting
Janice DSilva I Place S\I; gl.ish Poetry
riting )
Pre-Unique 2k25
Sohani & Prapthi III Place Collage St Aloysius Pre University
Bhamathee & Anagha IT Place Kannada Quiz College
Riha Fathima & Haajira IT Place Mehendi
Angelina & Riah I Place  |Build a Nation
Mendonca
Mithali & Group I1I Place Mad Reporting
Sonaly & Group I Place Dance Drama
Vishnu K & Alisha Carnival Vibes
Sequeira I'Place Retro Ramp Walk St Agnes School, CBSE
Christmas Vortex
held as a part of the 11th
Year Christmas celebration
Sonaly & Group I Place Dance Drama under the leadership of Shri
Ivan DSouza, Member of the
Karnataka Legislative Council
Sharal & Group I Place grogp Carol Christmas Utsav
inging
Santa Mother Theresa Vichara
Vedike in association with
Sonaly & Group 1 Place Christmas Khel Catholic Sabha Mangaluru
Zone
Christmas Carol Clash
Sharal & Group I Place Carol Singing St Agnes College
(Autonomous)
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Every game is an opportunity to grow, lead and inspire

In the Taluk Level Throwball Tournament organized by St Aloysius PU College, our college
team won the Runners-up Trophy. Rishika, Nuthana and Niharika were selected for the District
Level. The District Team won the Winners” Trophy.

In the Taluk Level Volleyball Tournament organized by Padua PU College, Angel was
selected for the District Level. The District Team secured the Second Place.

In the Taluk Level Table Tennis Tournament organized by Government PU College
Hampankatta, our college team bagged the Runners-up Trophy. Sanjana was selected for the
District Level. The District Team won the Winners” Trophy. Sanjana is selected to play at the
State Level.

In the District Level Free Style Wrestling Tournament organized by Govindadasa PU College,
Surathkal, our team bagged the Runners-up Trophy. Mishel, Thanushree, and Dhruti secured the
Gold Medal and have been selected for the State Level Tournament. Shipali, Fiza and Kruthi
won the Bronze Medal. In the State Level Free Style Wrestling Tournament organized by the
Department of School Education, Vijayapura, Tanushree and Mishel secured the Bronze Medal in
the 55 kg and 53 kg Girls” category.

Our college had the proud privilege of hosting the Taluk Level Athletics Meet 2025 in which
Sneha garnered the First Place in Hammer Throw and Second Place in Javelin Throw, Mishel
secured the Second Place in 1500 meters and Adline bagged the Second Place in Shotput and
they have been duly selected for the District Level Athletics Meet. Hazel won the Third Place in
Discuss Throw. In 4x400 m relay Mishel, Ananya, Niharika and Shaziya won the Second Place.

In the District Level Football Tournament organized by St Joseph PU College, Bajpe, Niharika
and Ananya were selected for the State Level. In the State Level Football Tournament, the State
Team bagged the Winners” Trophy. Niharika is duly selected to play for the National Level
Football Tournament.

In the Taluk Level Dasara Tournament organized by Zilla Panchayat Youth Empowerment
and Sports Department, Sneha won the First Place in Javelin Throw and Second Place in Discus
Throw. In the Kabaddi Tournament the Taluk Team secured the First Place. Sneha was a part of
the team.

In the National Level Karate Open Tournament Nethan secured the Second Place in Kata
and third place in Kumite category.

In the District Level Karate Tournament organized by Alva’s PU College, Mithali bagged the
Gold Medal and Adline secured the Bronze Medal in Kumite Category. Mithali was duly selected
to play at the State Level.

In the State Level Karate Tournament held at Chikmagalur, Mithali secured the Silver Medal
in Kumite Category.
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In the National Level Karate Tournament held at Chamundi Vihar Stadium, Mysuru, Mithali
secured the First Place in Kumite and Third Place in Kata Category. Mohith won the Third Place
in Kata Category.

In the District Level Weight Lifting Selection Tournament held at Mangala Stadium, Sneha
secured the Bronze Medal.

In the District Level Belt Wrestling Tournament organized by Govindadasa PU College,
Mithali, Sanjana and Tanushree bagged the Gold Medal and were selected for the State Level.
Mishel and Annapoorna secured the Silver Medal.

In the State Level Belt Wrestling Tournament organized by Trisha PU College, Mithali bagged
the Gold Medal in 35kg Weight Category and Sanjana secured the Bronze Medal in 45kg Weight
Category.

In the KBI National Level Championship, Nethan bagged two Gold Medals in the Black Belt
Category.

Spiritual and Value Education

At St Agnes PU College each morning begins with moments of quiet reflection and guided
meditation, helping students find inner calm, improve focus and start the day with renewed
energy. Catechism and Value Education classes are conducted weekly to instil sound values and
nurture the ethical and spiritual foundation of every student. A two-day annual retreat and Holistic
education sessions conducted for staff and students provided opportunities for self-discovery and
personal growth through reflection and prayer. As a part of service learning, a few students were
taken to a paddy field where they observed and participated in the process of paddy plantation.
A small group of students visited the juvenile home and spent quality time interacting with the
inmates. Demonstrating compassion and social concern, some students visited St Agnes Special
School where they learnt and assisted in making decorative items such as diyas, bead chains and
stars. Under the aegis of Agno Angels, class wise outreach programmes were organized to create
awareness and sensitize students on social concerns. They visited Riya Foundation, Veronica Vihar,
White Doves, Chesire Home, De Mercede Orphanage, St Antony’s Ashram, St Ann’s Province and
Bala Graha. The students contributed generously by donating wheelchairs, toiletries, groceries, a
mixer grinder, stationary items and monetary support. Educational field trips were conducted for
the II PUC students to enhance experiential learning through direct exposure to industries and
work settings.

Parent Teacher Association

At the Annual General Meeting of PTA, Advocate K Nikesh Shetty, emphasized the decisive
role parents” play in their child’s overall development. He highlighted several legislations from
the POCSO act and exhorted parents to be alert and vigilant. On this occasion the toppers of the
II PUC Annual Examination 2024-2025 were felicitated along with their parents. The subject
lecturers of the toppers were also honoured on the occasion.
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We are grateful to Dr Divya Damodar, the Vice President of PTA for the year 2024-2025.
The PTA welcomed Mrs Shabnum as the new Vice President continuing the legacy of active
collaboration.  On teachers” Day, the PTA organized a delightful cultural programme expressing
heartfelt appreciation for the teachers. The member of the PTA were actively involved and marked
their presence on various occasions of the college.

Conclusion

With every passing year, the college reaffirms its dedication to a culture of excellence,
inclusivity, and leadership. Our pursuit of knowledge and innovation ensures that we not only
meet the needs of today’s learners but also prepare them to thrive in the ever-changing world of
tomorrow. With faith, courage, and determination, St Agnes PU College remains steadfast in its
mission of empowering young minds and shaping a brighter future for all.

e
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Advocate Ancita Olivia Pinto

As an alumna of St. Agnes PU College, | look back withimmense gratitude and pride at the years that laid the foundation
for who | am today. The vibrant campus atmosphere, filled with enthusiasm, encouragement, and a true sense of
sisterhood, made every day memorable. It was within these very walls that I first discovered my true potential.

My teachers were more than just educators; they were mentors who believed in me, encouraged me, and gave me that
extra push to step out of my comfort zone and take part in every opportunity that came my way. St. Agnes PU College not
only educated me but also moulded me into the person | am today — confident, disciplined, and grounded in values.

No matter where life takes me or what | may excel in, | will always remain deeply grateful to my roots at St. Agnes PU
College, for itis here that my story truly began.

Daveena Pinto — Clinical Dietitian, Mangalore Institute of Oncology

St Agnes PU College holds a special place in my life, laying the foundation for both my academic and personal growth. The
words at its entrance, “amé TEHOIT d3Twon 2.eR 2”7, truly resonated with me. When | joined PCMB, | was unsure of my
path, but the inspiring environment and dedicated faculty sparked my curiosity and led me to pursue a career as an oncology
nutritionist.

Beyond academics, St Agnes instilled in me values of faith, integrity, and resilience. It nurtured both discipline and creativity,
encouraging my passion for art alongside my studies. | am deeply grateful to St. Agnes and proud to call mysell an Agnesian.

Onita Arline Pinto — Demand & Inventory Planner Toronto Canada

St. Agnes PU College has played a significant role in shaping into who | am today, both academically and personally. The
nurturing environment, dedicated faculty, and vibrant campus life provided me with a solid foundation of knowledge,
values, and confidence.

Through its emphasis on holistic education, the college helped me grow not only intellectually but also as a
compassionate and responsible individual. My time at St. Agnes PU College was not just about gaining an education, but
about becoming a more thoughtful, capable, and grounded person. For that, | am truly grateful.

Prajwal Alvares — Physiotherapist, Dubai

Being an Agnesian is something that makes me truly proud. Although | did not complete my entire schooling at St. Agnes,
I spent the best two years of my pre-university education here. This institution holds a special place in my heart.

Those two years were a beautiful period of learning, enjoyment, friendships, and freedom, along with the discipline and
guidance that helped shape who | am today. The amazing and caring teachers, along with the inspiring leadership of the
Principal, made the experience truly memorable.

Today, as a physiotherapist, when | look back at my pre-university days, | feel inmense gratitude and joy. St. Agnes PU
College is a place that prepares its students to face the world with confidence and create lasting memories.

CA Nerissa C. Noronha - Proprietor, Nerissa Noronha & Co., Chartered Accountants

The portals of St. Agnes PU College opened a new horizon for me and gave me some of the most memorable experiences
and life lessons to carry for a lifetime. The dedicated staff ensured that as the student president of St. Agnes PU College, |
never had to compromise between academics and extracurricular activities.

Our lecturers always supported us while allowing us to learn from our mistakes. It was truly a journey of transformation
that shaped us into responsible young adults.

From performing at Freshers' Day to handing over the college flag on farewell day, there was never a dull moment in PU
life. lwill forever be grateful to my college for nurturing me into the person | am today. Forever a proud Agnesian.

Ar. Jasmine D'Silva - Architect, Project Lead, BeFantastic Pte Ltd

St. Agnes Institutions, my alma mater since childhood, has been instrumental in shaping my identity and values. The
institution's enduring commitment to excellence and character formation has guided my growth from an early age.
Among the many milestones in this journey, St. Agnes Pre-University College holds a particularly special place.

It was here that | discovered the confidence to express myself, the intellectual curiosity to explore beyond textbooks,
and the resilience to navigate an ever-evolving world of challenges. The college not only strengthened my academic
foundation but also instilled in me the poise and empathy essential for leadership and collaboration.
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We all hate waking up and starting our
day. Every day we wake up, irritated at the
thought of having to work all day long. We
wait and wait until the sun finally goes down
so that we can rest peacefully. But what if one
day the sun didn’t rise at all? What if, one
random morning, the sun decided to leave us
and stop shining?

That is exactly what happened in the life
of young Ravi. Ravi was a lazy boy who hated
weekdays. He was annoyed by the bright sun
shining into his face, the rooster’s loud crowing,
the birds chirping, and almost everything that
occurred in the morning. But what he hated
most was the fact that he had to get out of bed
and start doing his chores.

One day, as Ravi was walking home from
school after a long day, he noticed a tiny shop
set up near his street. Amused by this new sight,
he decided to pay it a visit. Inside, he realised it
was a shaman’s shop. The shaman, a pale man
with blue eyes, noticed Ravi and convinced
him to perform a few religious practices so that
any one of his wishes could come true. Ravi
immediately agreed.

When it was time to make a wish, Ravi

remembered that he had a huge test the very
next day and had not studied at all. “I wish
the sun never existed!
Iwish it would stop shining!”
he shouted in frustration.
When he turned around to
speak to the shaman, the

shop—and the shaman— i
had disappeared.

Angry and Ishaniya Tejaswi
convinced that he had I HEPP
been  tricked, Ravi

went home and fell asleep on the living room
couch. After what felt like days, he woke up
to complete darkness. Overjoyed, he thought it
was still night —until he saw his alarm clock. It
was 9:00 a.m.

Outside, people walked around with
flashlights. When Ravi asked them about the
sun, they looked confused. “Sun? What is
that?” they asked. That was when Ravi realised
the terrible truth—his wish had come true.
School was a nightmare without the sun. There
was no light for reading, writing, playing, or
even eating properly. As Ravi stared into the
dark abyss outside his classroom window,
he realised how much he missed the sun and
everything it brought with it.

That evening, he broke down in the
middle of the street. “I wish I could go back
in time and never make that wish,” he cried.
Suddenly, the shaman appeared. After Ravi
begged him, the shaman finally agreed to undo
the wish—on one condition: Ravi would never
wish for such a thing again.

The next morning, Ravi woke up to birds
chirping and sunlight streaming into his room.
For the first time in his life, he smiled at the
sun. From that day on, he never complained
again.

s
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A City Forgotten

I wake up in an uncanny place,
with no sense of mindfulness,

with no knowledge of any mortal. Dhrithi Kottary
Wandering around, I feel empty and cold. II PCBH

Mortals walk around with grief carved on their foreheads.
People fall like leaves plucked by an infant.

Bodies dressed in cocoa mud,

nobody cared to pick up things that had already left.

I cast a whisper against the smoky wind once more,

only to find people dressed in black.
Mortals who are no longer lively, yet agonised,
dressed in black, with guilt stitched onto the hem of their funeral dress.

Crimson splattered across the canvas of my new world,
bodies of mortals breaking into tiny fragments,
mothers and children begging and crying out to bring
their broken fathers back.

Wasn't it good?
Did they really have to suffer in this horrific world?

I walk around like plastic wrap, ignored by the chaos of the world.
Agony and greed cried out desperately for me.
After all, was this the world I was supposed to wake up to?

The silenced thought runs through my mind,
screaming at me to leave that place.

But how will someone like me know

about a place filled with emotions?

In the end, I was the one who attached and sewed
the guilt and agony onto my funeral dress.

12
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The Shadow of Death

The miserable family,

Stitched together with the threads of despair.

A father who had lost his job,

A mother who'll trade her son’s soul for another,

A daughter who converses with her dead brother,
Often finds her soul trapped in paper.

The second son born of the pact made by the devil,
Ends up in a soul crushing battle of his own demons.

A mortal scarred by decades of abuse,

Falls into the desperate chains of a petty crime,
As the other mortals weaponise his impotent rage,
Engulfing him as a whole.

Hate, is something you inherit,

When your soul is bartered to the devil.

Tis story is an elegy for a city,
Karachi, told through the
perspective of one family. An
impr > debut work, it su-
perbly melds
sonal, having its author, Hamza Jalil
i"‘-' Jjoining the ranks of talented
akistani writers who have made a
name for themselves intcmz\h’onal[y,

The mortal turns menacing,
When the city spirals into a vortex of violence.
The dead congregate in the sky, e,
Waili ¢ night with threads of sflence, smhes

al mg at n1 , wﬂﬁm

: bv d RerstTP g deomamner finding

ObSCU.I'lI‘lg the sun y ay- makes a Faustian pact: she will
Black flies proliferate the house,
Like the shadow of death.

trade Waleed’s soul for a second
- son. Of course, the reader knows
f\ hier actions will have predictable
consequences. The daughteris
Fire ants multiply,
Like a premonition of worse to come.

; epressingly familiar.unfolding
ikea Greek tragedy, seamlessly
switching between the first-person
voiceof the eldest son of the family,

Waleed Ahmed, and the third-per-

rone to conversing with a dead sib-
En_mam%mmr
only source of comfort. The second
. son, gorn of the pact
“@& withthedevil, isthe
apple of his parents’
eye, but he wrestles
with his owri demons.
Waleed has some
formidable odds
stacked against him.
trange-looking, poor,
. - disenfranchised and
“ +%-  ‘scarred by abusé at an
THE ORACLE earlyage, fe fallsinto

Corruption is brazen,
Votes get stolen.

life of ime. I
The poorer parts are neglected, OEHATES . p e ctpermycrime &
. Albasit be]foreth‘e_payyyéﬁat

Allowed to deteriorate, SpesinTey i Karae nducr

to become one of their
enforcers, thus weaponising his

impotent rage arid resentment. Ha-
tied ass@uoug!w\egolm-
cians, subsumes Waleedand those

|ike him, before fmally engulfing

them. Hate, the author seems to

say, is wllmgyﬂlllﬂmeigmf

soul is bartered to the devn‘.
Magic realism hasbeen incor-

porated tostunning effectandin
an inspired wayin this narrative, A

boy hasa darker, dangerous shad-
ow. reminiscentola similar onein

And finally reduced to a shadow.
Somewhere, they still instill terror,

In those who deride them.

The hate that is injected to the system,
Remains like a miasma.

litical and the per-

Rooted in its setting but universa|
in its mcssagmg itisataleal too

However, in this lament of the city,
There is both sadness and love.

In the shadow of tragedy,
There is still light at the end of the tunnel.
When the mother finds comfort in faith again,
Darkness will be pushed back

And love will be regained.

Brewing hatred,
bartering souls

This firstnovelisadarkand a depressiqgly
familiar tale that superbly melds the political

and the personal and fleshes out t
of hate, says Sheila Ku

1 3 e
This is astory that is as much about Karachi as

Ursula K Le Guin’s renowned book
A Wizard of Earthsea. The shad-
ow hereis bothmenacing and yet
works to the advantage of the boy.
Allthrough, theimagery em-
ployedis stark. As Karachi spirals
into a vortex of violence, the death
count rlSelel_: e dead cong r(«iag:‘i]te i
the sKy, wailing at night and ol scur-
ing the sun by day. Black flies proli
efateina house, bothas a warning
andasasign of the shadow of deat]
that hangs over it. Fire ants mul-
tiply and keep biting a character,
serving both as an example of his
mental decline and a premonition
f'worse to come. Bt
Thisis a story thatis as much
about Karachiasitis about the
main characters. We learn about its
political landscape, divided along
ethnicand linguistic lines. Three
parties are jostling for power, one
of them has been ruling the city for
years. Ina trajectory all too famil-
iar, after wresting power, they go
on to become all that they had de-
nounced. With the impending gen-
eral elections of 2013, which is the
period the book is set in, the battles
between the factions intensify. Cor-

ruption is brazen, votes are stolen;
the city, especially ifs poorer parts
and slums, is ne; Iecte%, allowed to
deteriorate, reducedto a shadow of
what it was, its past as a great city
all but erased. In this lament for

he ugliness

1 &
about the main
characters. Seen here is a bird's eye view of Karachi's financial hub.

Karachi, there is both sadness and
love. Where the book hits home s
in dissecting the anatomy of hate. It
tellSof politicians and their respec-
tive parties raising their army from
among the poor, the illiterate and
the neglected, whose differences
are erased in the sense of purpose
and the reason to exirthartioas:-
1y gives them. That reason seguos
into hate for the ‘other’ as defined
by the party; rsis is found
ininstilling terrorin those who
derﬁe_ﬂﬁ%cﬁange, thisarmy
iSgiven to understand, comes not
through democracy but warfare
and violence. They form the closed
fist of the party that will land the
blows on the ‘other.’
However, the circumstances
of their lives don’t change much.
And like the city that has beenex-
ploited and left to die, they too are
rendered expendable. A new army
israised, and the hate injected into
the system remains like a miasma.
Thetragedy is how familiar all this
sounds to us on this side of the bor-
der, too. In the telling of this dark
tale, there is a singular voice, a vi-
sion and a beautiful way with words.
Thereisalso lightat the end of the
tunnel. Attempts will be made to
Teclaim a city by citizen activists.
A mother will find_%)g‘l_fﬁiﬁf_ﬂilh
again. Darkness w;%M‘EE
ained.
backand l%_ng 1

(The poet uses the highlighted words from the
newspaper paragraph to compose the above poem.
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If I Had an Anywhere Door,
Where Would I Go?

Everyone talked about wanting an
anywhere door—a way out, a way forward, a
way into a life where nothing felt too heavy to
carry. We don’t believe in magic, yet we carry
the idea like a quiet wish. Do anywhere doors
take you to places where you finally belong,
or somewhere  without
overdue assignments and
long, sleepless nights of
homework —somewhere
where everything feels right?

What do we do when
we reach the age we once
pretended to be as children,
but now would rather be
anyone but ourselves?

Everyone is constantly
searching for an escape,
though no one admits it.
Longing hides in coffee cups,
work meetings, and forced
smiles. That evening, sitting
with chai warming my palms
and rain tapping against the
tin roof, it wasn’'t a special
day —not even a good one.
Just one of those evenings
when the world feels slightly
too loud and the mind slightly too full.

A stranger sat across from me and said
something that froze the air around us.

“You know... someone out there would
kill for the life you're trying to run from.”

I blinked, unsure if I had heard him right.
He didn’t look up, only watched the steam rise
from his cup.

“Your ordinary is
someone else’s heaven. Your
problems? Someone would
trade theirs in a heartbeat.
And the way you look at your
own life, wishing you were

N
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somewhere  else? =

You're their ayali

anywhere door.” II PCBH
A shiver

crawled across my skin.

He continued, “If there really
was an anywhere door, people
wouldn’t choose Paris or New York
or the mountains. They’d choose the
version of themselves that finally
. feels... enough.”

Something in my chest tightened.

A truth I hadn’t put into words
until now returned to me: what do
we do when we are the age we once
dreamed of becoming, yet wish we
could be anyone else? What do you
do when you realize you are living
in the good old days—before they’ve
even begun?

“Simple,” he said softly. “The moment you
stop wishing to be somewhere else... you're
already there.”

As the rain intensified and the world
suddenly felt too small, I had the unsettling
feeling that he wasn’t speaking in metaphors.
He was speaking from experience.

Maybe “anywhere doors” aren’t mystical
portals after all.

S e a3
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Between Life and Breath

It happened so fast, yet every second
is etched in my memory. I remember the
unbearable heat that clawed at my skin, the
blinding panic that gripped me as I fumbled
through thick smoke, unable to think or
breathe. The sound of crackling chaos filled my
head. The fire was already raging, devouring
everything in its path—a deafening blast that
tore through the calm,
sending shockwaves
through the crowd. The
Chandni Chowk blast of
September 7, 2011.

The memory of that
day haunted me—the
smoke, suffocation, and
burn marks. Rescue teams
froze, then surged forward
with renewed urgency.
One second it was just another day, and the
next everything was destroyed, everything
changed —the flash, the deafening roar,
smoke in lazy spirals, lives lost. Dust clung to
everything but me. I watched the world grieve,
or was I just outside it?

Minutes passed, maybe hours. The world
moved, but I remained between life and
something else. I had always thought invisibility
to be a superpower but never really needed it.
Being an introvert has its pros. I have always
been the “quiet kid.” Nevertheless, I have had
my share of socialising with peculiar relatives
who interviewed me about everything possible.

But this time, it was different.

I woke up to the wailing of sirens, cries,
and panic. No one came to me. I tried calling
out to a person, but he merely ignored me.
That’s when I saw the mirror of a vehicle—but
I wasn’t in the reflection. A few metres away, I
saw myself. I was on the ground, and a person
from the rescue team was asking for extra help.

1
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That was when I realised that I was now
part of the “afterlife,” which explained why I
couldn’t feel the bruises or injuries. I've heard
that the afterlife is like a zone between life and
death, and I know for a fact that only time can
decide my destiny. It would also depend on my
willingness to live.

I was at the hospital. My family had been
informed, and they were
on their way. Ironic how
we value something
or someone only after
» we lose it. There are
. seven emotions of the
. afterlife—some of them
| are happiness, sorrow,
guilt, anger...

While I stayed
invisible, I might as well
look around, I thought. I witnessed parents
crying for their children and the happiness
of parents after seeing their child safe and
sound. But when I went to the cancer ward, 1
saw children who were happy with what they
had. A little girl was sketching. I sat beside her
and observed how glad she was to be who she
was — the spark in her eyes and the joyful smile.

She lit up the room just by being herself,
unsure of life or death, while I had the option to
choose what I wanted. I realised that I wouldn’t
be able to travel the world or explore places,
and worst of all, talk to my parents.

Life is like a roller-coaster ride, and the fear
of not being able to live a normal life as I had
done before, or the fear of never being able to
move on from the trauma of the blast, should
not be the reason I give up on myself and the
people who love me.

There is so much more to life and immense
willpower in me. The last twelve hours have
truly been a turning point in my life. .
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I stop by a small town in between my journey,
Putting aside my work to take in the sights.
Expecting to see people outside,

Cheerful and crowded, like any other town
should be.

But here, I notice whispers and eyes —

Eyes sharp like bullets,

Staring as if they could pierce right through me.

It’s strange,
Like the town has a story to tell

A story of its own, a story of its people,

Where each of them is alike, yet different.
Those bullet eyes have stories of their own,
Perhaps of sights they witnessed,

Perhaps of hardships they endured.

Yet each one is different, of that I am sure.

I peer deep into their eyes, searching for a reply

—MM_

A Small Town
with
Dark Secrets

Reghunanda N
II PCBH

An answer to my questions,

a glimpse of their truth.

The more I look, the more I see

That the eyes are not just hard or cold,

but empty.

These eyes have lost their sparkle,

Their joy, their soul —

As if life itself has been drained from them,
Leaving behind only a hollow reflection

Of what once used to be.

My thoughts drift to what this town once was
Filled with cheer and glee,

Echoing with the noise of people,

Loud and alive, as it once used to be.

To find themselves again would be a task,

To bring life back into them, another.

To discover their purpose is the hardest path
Yet it is one they must take

If they wish to find their way back.

Back to the lively town it once was,

To the town whose shadow they now bear,
To reclaim its lost glee.

For that, they must choose the hard way

Not to remain the small town they once were,
But to become a new community,

One that reflects its own story

Through the hollow eyes they now carry.

Rt o o
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The Misty Trails

I walk through a misty forest

In search of sunlight,

Through thorny bushes,

Across slippery trails.

Ignoring the thunderstorm forming behind me,
Hiding from the sandstorm that awaits me,
Leaving the landslide behind.

Along the way, I witness a sparkling night sky,
Finding solace in the moon —

Momentary, yet memorable.

But I choose to leave it behind

For my quest to find the sunlight.

On my path, I find roses, hyacinths, and
sunflowers,

Signifying my closeness to the goal.

I run along the trail.

I fall. I rise. I run again.

As I glimpse a mirage of my destination,
I rush towards it as fast as I can.

But when I finally arrive,

I find it painfully familiar —

It is the misty forest once more.

I am back to square one.
And then I realise:

I was on a quest—

A quest for none but myself.

In India, which city’s metro become the first to run entirely on solar power

in 20237

Which author was the first African- American woman to win the Nobel

Prize in Literature?

What is the only species of insect that can rotate its head nearly 180 degrees?

snjuepy Surke1d ‘¢ Source: Reader’s Digest
UOSLLIO\ TUO]T, T
0TI 1420 ‘T
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Someone Who Has Everything,
but Still Feels Empty

In today’s world, people are constantly  blindly following trends p.cedal D

’Souza
busy —busy with education, busy with their and chasing excess, we II PCMB
occupations, and busy chasing success. should focus on achieving
The ultimate goal of the present only what is necessary.

generation seems to be to have
anything and everything.
People run behind material
desires such as a big
house, a luxurious car,
and a well-settled life.

In fact, many believe

that money is the only

thing required to live a

happy life.

However, 1 beg
to differ. A person
who  possesses wealth
often feels that they have
everything in life. If this were
truly the case, the richest of the rich
should be the happiest people on earth. Yet,
many of them suffer from loneliness, emptiness,
and even depression. This clearly proves that
money alone cannot guarantee happiness.The
most important things a person should possess
in life are meaning and peace. Life must have
a purpose—something that brings joy and
tulfillment. What is the use of all the riches in I strongly believe it is better to have less
the world when one’s inner self is in turmoil?  and be happy than to have everything and still
What good is a big house or an expensive car  feel empty. In this rapidly progressing world,
when there is no one to share life with? let us take Buddha as an inspiration and strive

I believe it is actually good when we for peace rather than material wealth. We have
do not have everything in life. It is this lack  only one life —let us not waste it chasing things
that motivates us to work hard and strive for  that do not truly matter. I would like to conclude
success. It is impossible for everyone to possess ~ with a quote: “Peace is very expensive, but it is
everything, and that is perfectly fine. Instead of ~ worth the expense.”

e e

True success lies in contentment and having
a purpose in life.

A perfect example of this is
Gautama Buddha. He was a
prince who had everything others

desired —wealth, comfort, and
luxury. Yet, he felt empty because
these were not the things his
soul truly wanted. He longed to
understand the purpose of life.
Therefore, he took a bold and life-
~/ changing decision. He left behind
Z his riches and worldly pleasures and

turned to nature in search of truth and
inner peace.

In today’s fast-paced world, very few
people can take such a courageous step. Many
fail to realise that life is not about material
possessions, but about self-discovery and
purpose. It is okay not to have everything.
Being content with what we have brings more
peace than endless desire.
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College : The Real Classroom of Life

\. W,

When we first step into college, we expect classrooms,
" assignments, and exams to define our journey. But somewhere
| between hurried mornings and late-night assignments, we
realise that college is not just about what’s written on the board.
(¢ | It's about what life quietly teaches us in between.

% Here, we learn lessons no textbook can hold. We learn to
) speak up, to lead, to listen, and to fail gracefully. We learn
| that confidence doesn’t always come from marks, and that
friendship is the best kind of group project. We understand
that courage is raising your hand when no one else does, and
kindness is sharing notes with someone who missed class.

College teaches time management, teamwork, patience, and
even the art of pretending to understand a lecture while secretly
panicking. But above all, it teaches us who we are —what we value, what we stand for, and what
we dream of becoming.

So while certificates may fade with time, real education stays within us—built from memories,
mistakes, and moments. Because in the end, college isn’t just a part of life; it’s the classroom where

life truly begins.
e ey

Things I Wish I Had Known in 1 PU

* Attendance is gold. Guard it like treasure.

* Notes done the same day save future tears.

* Carry snacks. Hunger sabotages concentration.

* Reaching early solves five problems at once.

* Seniors aren’t scary; they’re walking cheat codes.

* Last-minute studying works... until it doesn’t.

* Don’t memorise everything. Understand once; remember forever.
* Ask questions. Silence doesn’t make you smarter.

* Assignments pile up when ignored. They multiply.

* Coffee isn't a lifestyle. Sleep is.

* Trying to be like others is exhausting. Being yourself is not.
* NCERT is secretly the boss. Respect it.

* Teachers are allies. Talk to them.

* Find your place on campus; every student has one.

* Small habits beat long motivational speeches.

* Everything feels easier when you don’t procrastinate... too much.
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The 10-Minute Future Trip

It couldn’t have been a dream—dreams don’t
come with countdown timers.
It was exactly 3:42 p.m. when my phone flashed
a strange notification:
“You can take a 10-minute trip to your own
future. Tap to start.”
Who argues with magic at 3:42 p.m.?
I tapped.

The Earth folded in on itself like a book being
shut, and suddenly I was standing in a place
that looked a lot like my college —except it had
elevators, so students no longer had to climb
stairs like Himalayan trekkers.

I saw future-me first. Same face. Slightly better
posture. Hair cooperating for once. She looked
peaceful —like someone who had finally figured
out how to finish assignments before deadlines.

I had ten minutes. I didn’t waste a second.

“Do we ever manage to top that subject we're
so scared of?” I asked impulsively.

Future-me raised an eyebrow.

“You topped it ages ago. Stop underestimating
yourself.”

Good enough.

“What about our friends? Still the same crazy
gang?”

“All of them,” she smiled. “Some even crazier.”
Nice.

I risked my luck further. “Do we become rich?”
Future-me laughed. “Define rich.”

I changed the topic.

With only four minutes left, she handed me a
small notebook. Inside, there were exactly three
lines:

Stop doubting your abilities.
Start earlier than you feel like.

Everything turns out better than the fear in your
head.

The timer hit its final countdown. The world
folded in again, and I was back in the present —
heart racing as if I'd just sprinted through time.

My phone screen looked normal.
The classroom looked normal.

The teacher was still explaining something I
hadn’t been listening to.

But I felt different.

Lighter.

Braver.

Like someone who had seen a version of
themselves worth following.

Maybe the future isn't far.
Maybe it’s just waiting for us to catch up—
ten minutes at a time.

Bl
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We live in a world that celebrates success —
high marks, trophies, and achievements. But
what about the moments when things don’t
go as planned? The truth is, failure isn’t the
opposite of success; it is a part of it.

Every failure carries a hidden lesson.

It teaches us humility when we grow
overconfident, courage when we feel lost, and

Why Failure Is Not the End

' patience when life doesn’t move at our pace.

The people we admire today—scientists,
artists, and leaders—have all stumbled at
some point. What made them stand out
wasn’t perfection, but persistence.

In college, it’s easy to feel disheartened
when we don’t score well, win competitions,
or meet expectations. But each “loss” is
quietly shaping us into stronger versions of
ourselves. It reminds us that growth isn’t
always visible —sometimes it happens deep
within, building resilience and maturity.

So instead of fearing failure, we should
embrace it as a teacher. Because every setback
is setting the stage for a comeback. After all, the
story of success always begins with the courage
to try again—and again.

Failure isn’t the end. It’s just the beginning
of something wiser, braver, and better.

The Art of Fitting In

We wear smiles

like borrowed clothes,
Tailored by trends,
stitched with "shoulds."
We hide our quirks

in pockets deep,

‘cause being “different”
is misunderstood.

think in reels,

real feels.

But somehow,

We trade our dreams
for social gold,

Likes and follows
make us bold.

But in the mirror,

late at night,

we wonder —who am I,
out of sight?

Now we hum
to fit along.

with ourselves.

21

we’ve stopped saying "no."

Once we danced
to our own song,

But maybe —just maybe —
it’s time to begin,

to stop fitting out

and start fitting in...

We speak in filters,
Forget how being

The world says, “Blend,”
but our souls say, “Glow,”

Zubiya Fathma
II SEBA
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Is India’s Biggest Problem the System
or Our Attitude?

India today stands at a crucial turning
point where progress and problems coexist.

The nation faces multiple challenges such as
corruption, unemployment, inequality, and
poor governance, yet it also possesses immense
potential for transformation. Discussions
surrounding “Making India Awesome” by
Chetan Bhagat suggest that these issues are
not merely political or economic but are deeply
rooted in social behaviour and collective
attitude.

The book emphasises that citizens often
prefer blaming politicians and institutions

rather than examining their
own role in the country’s
problems. The book is a
call to shift from complaint
to contribution, urging
Indians to replace cynicism
with constructive action.
These ideas highlight that
true national progress
begins with a change in mindset—when
citizens stop blaming the system and start
becoming the change they wish to see.

Ansha Maroli
II CEBA

The Indian system is undeniably burdened
by inefficiency, corruption, and weak
governance. Development is often slowed by a
lack of accountability and the misuse of power.
Policy failures and ineffective institutions
have prevented India from realising its full
potential. However, the book places special
emphasis on the role of youth in building a
better nation and addresses young Indians
directly, encouraging them to become socially
aware and responsible citizens.

India’s youth, as the most energetic and
adaptable section of society, possess the power
to influence change in attitudes, politics, and
everyday behaviour. It is therefore essential
to inspire them to take charge by promoting
values such as honesty, hard work, and
active participation in national development.
Perspectives across multiple sources underline
a common message: India’s transformation
depends largely on how its youth choose to
think, act, and lead in the years ahead.

e
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Back To Where
I Belong

™

Recently, I visited Mangalore—a city that
blends calmness, culture, and deeply personal
memories for me. Although, I lived there for
many years, returning after a long gap felt
surprisingly refreshing. The moment I stepped
into the city, the warm coastal air and the
faint salty scent of the sea made me feel as
though nothing had changed. Mangalore has a
unique rhythm —slow, comforting, and deeply
connected to nature.

Each morning, I walked along the shoreline,
where the waves curled gently at my feet.
The sight of fishermen preparing their nets,
children running freely along the sand, and the
endless blue stretching into the horizon created
a peaceful beginning to the day. The markets,
however, offered a completely different energy.
They were lively and colourful, filled with
the sounds of bargaining, laughter, and the

3

irresistible aroma of

freshly cooked snacks.

One of the most
meaningful parts of the
trip was reconnecting

with old friends. We :
explored our favourite Pragati Khadka
cafés, revisited familiar I HEPP
neighbourhoods, and

spent hours talking

about everything we had missed in each other’s
lives. These conversations reminded me that
some friendships remain untouched by time
and distance.

This visit reaffirmed that certain places
are more than physical locations—they are
an amalgamation of emotions, memories, and
experiences that continue to shape who we
are. Mangalore remains such a place for me:
comforting, timeless, and always ready to
welcome me back with open arms.

Rt
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THE WISDOM OF THE SHAMANS

Treat the earth well: it was not given
to you by your parents, it was loaned
to you by your children. We do not
inherit the Earth from our Ancestors,
we borrow it from our Children.

—NATIVE AMERICAN PROVERB
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The World Forgets You Existed,
Even Your Family

“Who will cry when you die?” known footballer, to travel
the world, to master as many
martial arts as possible, and
One afternoon, I was sitting alone in my  so much more.
room with a cup of coffee. The sun was shining
brightly, but within minutes, the steady rhythm
of rain filled the air. The fan continued to
spin above me. Then, i
suddenly, the world
fell silent as the rain
stopped.

This question used to echo in my ears.

Adlin Jerin
But Anubhav loved I PCME

his parents more than his
dreams—more than his own

life. He never said “no” to
their decisions. Without a
second thought, he agreed
. to every plan they made
for him. He chose the
' i subjects they wanted,
. Y  followed the profession
they decided, and even
the choice of his life
partner was not his
own.

That was when
I learned that my
two  neighbours

had been called to
their eternal rest.

Years ago,
I had heard
that two new
families were
moving into our
neighbourhood —
Mr. Sharma and his

family, and Mr. \
Warrier with his 8
son. Sharma’s son,

Anubhav, and Warrier's son,

Akshay, soon became childhood friends. As

the years passed, they grew together—taller,
stronger, and wiser with time. He chose his own path —with his father’s

guidance. He pursued the career he dreamed
of, and his father supported him in every way,
correcting him whenever necessary. His choices
were often right. He lived a happy life, trying
his best to fulfil his father’s dreams—without
forgetting himself.

He lived entirely
for his family. He
worked day and
“+ night, turning his blood,

sweat, and tears into their
‘ smiles. But in caring for

everyone else, he forgot to
live for himself.

Akshay, on the other hand, was completely
different.

Anubhav was a kind-hearted boy. He loved
the rain, the sky, children, and all of Mother
Nature. His greatest dream was to fulfil his
parents’” wishes and make them proud. Yet, he
too had dreams of his own—to become a well-
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Then
everything.

came the day that shattered

I was shocked to hear that my best friends,
Akshay and Anubhav, had passed away. Their
deaths were sudden and unexpected. The car
they were travelling in was hit by a heavy truck.

With a heavy heart, I attended their
funerals. I couldn’t control my tears. Everyone
was crying—some weeping, some comforting
others, some blaming fate or the way they had
driven. As I looked at their lifeless bodies, all I
could say was goodbye and hope to see them
again in heaven.

I remembered their faces—the excitement
with which they once spoke about their future
plans. My tears wouldn't stop.

When I returned home, I thought about
them for nearly an hour. I wondered how long
people would remember them. A week? Two
weeks?

That's when I found the answer to the
question I had asked myself at the beginning;:
Who will cry when you die?

I cried for them —and I hope someone will
cry for me too.

Days passed. Nearly two weeks after the
funeral, I visited their homes.

There were hardly any signs that they had
ever lived there.

In Akshay’s house, I noticed a single
photograph with two candles burning beside it.
His father, looking fragile, sat silently, staring
at his son’s picture.

I then thought of Anubhav.

He couldn’t fulfil his dreams or goals. He
lived for others, forgetting himself. And now —
where were they? Where was the family he had
lived for?

2
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The moment he turned to ashes, the world
slowly forgot that he had even existed.

So, while you are alive, take time—at least
a moment —for yourself.

A life never lived cannot truly be called a
life.

The purpose of life is to live it fully.

The world forgets you as time passes—
sometimes even your own family does. Don’t
end your life for anyone, because the loss is
ultimately yours.

As long as your lungs can breathe and
your heart can beat, live in the moment. Do
something good. Let people remember you for
something meaningful.

Don’t waste your time trying to prove
yourself to the world.

JOKE

The stockbroker's
secretary answered his
phone one morning. "I'm
sorry", she said, "He is
on another line".

"Oh, I'd only like to
know if he's bullish or
bearish right now."

"He's talking to his
wife", the secretary
replied, "Right now I'd
say he's sheepish.”
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Black Curtains, Starred Sky

I would like to sink as deep as possible into the ocean,
to keep myself away from the malevolent world

I never wanted to belong to.

I have always liked being concealed —
sinking into the dark ocean, wrapped in black curtains. Asmi Wali
I would be content not seeing the world at all. I BEBA
White curtains let the light in, . : :
soft, transparent, forgiving.

But sometimes, you need darkness to glow. _ o
Brightness is not always a metaphor for utter joy. I : :
The cold ocean water runs through my bare feet, j E )

the sound of water breathing in the dark.
Even the sky feels like me —

it wishes to stay dark forever.

Yet the star-studded night has meaning;:
to heal your soul.

You need both —darkness and light.

And I want to venture into both.

The Beauty of Scars

Scars can be beautiful —

not in appearance,

but in memory.

Scars can be anything.

They may denote agony,
yet sometimes, pleasure too.
Scars can be flaws.

They can rupture your heart,
break it into pieces.

And then—

that would be a bad scar.
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If Social Media Disappeared Tomorrow...

Social media is an online platform where
news is shared, people encourage one another,
and digital marketing takes place. It also
provides many valuable online resources.

For over a decade now, social media has
been influencing the youth for both good and
bad reasons. Like everything else, it has its own
pros and cons. One of its major advantages is
marketing. Social media directly or indirectly
contributes to the economy. It also provides a
great opportunity to showcase talent, express
ideas, and educate ourselves. In the modern
world, it has become an important platform for
entrepreneurs and professionals.

However, social media also has
several disadvantages. Many people
use it even when it is unnecessary and
become excessively involved in it. A
higher percentage of those affected
are the youth. There are several
deleterious impacts of excessive
social media usage, such as, people
becoming isolated, facing mental health
issues such as depression and anxiety. As
more people are getting involved in social
media, they become vulnerable to misuse and
manipulation.

If social media disappeared in the future,
or even tomorrow, it would not affect the
functioning of a country nor its economy.
Everything depends on how we choose to use
it. Although some people who are completely
dependent on social media for their livelihood
may become jobless, there are numerous
solutions to overcome these challenges.

Even without social media, marketing can
still be done, ideas can still be expressed, people
can be educated, and awareness can be created.
All these activities are possible even without
social media. Therefore, its disappearance
would not affect human life as much as we
imagine.

-

only one type of voice all singers can sing.

Our Word’s Worth

| have become a language warrior. | want to join all those others in the world who are fighting for
marginalized languages. No language is ever marginal to the community that created it. Languages
are like musical instruments. You don’t say, let there be a few global instruments, or let there be

(NGUGI WA THIONG’O, KENYAN AUTHOR AND ACADEMIC (1938 TO 2025), TO THE LOS ANGELES REVIEW OF BOOKS, 20 17J

~
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The Breath We Take

The breath we take—a sign of life,

The breath we take in peace and strife.
The quiet whisper of a beating heart,

The first breath taken—a brand-new start.
The pure air of innocence in early days,

: \F l Now defiled and ruined by a corrupting haze.

The lively blue skies of youth, once bright,
Have turned stormy, sour, and grey with blight.

The breath we take—a sign of struggle and strain,
The breath we take—a silent cry of pain.

The storm rages on as morality fades;

It is hard to breathe within this raging blaze.

This broken nation, tarnished and worn,

Burned by frustration, battered and torn.

An angry haze corrupts the air we share,

The breath we take—destroyed without care.

The breath we take—a fight till the end,

The breath we take—a right to defend.

Despite life’s harshness, this breath is shared,

2 /2 We breathe the same air—the great, the spared.
— Each beating heart, loving or cold,

Has breathed this air since times of old.

Till life’s last moment, fragile yet stark,

This breath unites us—till death do us part.

Janice D’Silva
II HEPP

e Which Indian Scientist is known as the ‘Missile Man of India ?
* In Indian mythology, what was Arjuna’s bow called in the Mahabharata?
e Which 1980s arcade video game was originally called ‘Puck Man’ in Japan?

Source: Reader’s Digest
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I Woke Up As A Billionaire

I woke up as a billionaire,

With all the money in the world — Racing cars, golden bars,

And many a singing bird.

Everything lay in the palm of my hand,
The earth itself beneath my feet,

Yet the world felt hollow and bleak,

Its soul incomplete.

There was no one I could trust,

Not a single faithful friend.

Money, a vice, drew people close —

I was merely a means to an end.

I woke up a loner,

Holding the world and the stars,
Mansions and gardens of gold,
Delicate flowers behind iron bars.
Everything lay in the palm of my hand,
The earth as a whole,

Yet hearts around me lay empty,
Leaving behind a gaping hole.

I had everything within my reach,
This wealth played a tempting tune.
Amid wide smiles and hidden guile,

I walked through pits of venomous vipers.

I woke up a desperate man

With an emptiness deep inside.

No one to comfort or soothe me,

All joy from my world had died.
Everything lay in the palm of my hand,
Yet the earth felt far away.

This wealth took its toll on me,

And led my soul astray.

I had no wish, no want, no need,
Among jewels and endless bliss.

From all I owned, I asked for one thing—
A friend, yes, only this.

Even if all gold fades

And all the silver rusts,

I will have a companion who stays,
One true and just.

Even if I am a pauper,

Even if I am in need,

I will have the world and beyond,
And hearts untainted by greed.

“Money may be able to buy happiness,

But happiness can live without money.

It outlives material gains

And needs nothing but a content and joyful soul.”

—F e
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A Letter to My Future Self...

Dear Future Sanidhya, where 1 just want to

Whoever you are right now —whether you give up and follow an
are in the cockpit of a jet like you've always ordinary life like my
dreamed Of, or in a different Clty bulldmg a life fellow pals. There have
you never thought of, or just sitting watching  been multiple times I've
the sunset admiring the quietness you always  asked myself, “San, do
loved. I hope you take a moment to breathe and you really have to dream N
remember this girl. For as much as I know you, this big?” Then strikes Sanidhya Shetty
Sanidhya, you must be reading this letter teary-  that sense of reminder — II PCMB
eyed with immense nostalgia. This seventeen-  that I haven’t come this
year-old version of you is full of fierce ambition,  far just for it to shrink. I've come all this way to
wild dreams, and more courage than you ever  become someone who never gave in.
knew you had.

Future San, I don’t know what life has given
you or taken from you—who broke your
. heart, who healed you, who stood by
» your side, who was a shoulder for you
' tocry on. I don’t know if you still talk
to the Thomasites from Bangalore
or the Agnesians from Mangalore.
w. But I hope you never lost the
A spark this girl has. The one
. who laughs all the time, who
finds joy in little things,
who loves helping people,
who is effortlessly kind,
who never seeks validation.
The girl who left home not
. because she had to, but
because she wanted to
learn, grow, and thrive.

Currently, I've moved to Mangalore, left
the comfort of Bangalore behind—the _
streets, the people I grew up with, the /#
version of me that felt safe but small,
because something in me refused to f
stay still. I came here not just for studies, €
but for the thrill of starting over. To
feel what it’s like to build from scratch,
to become the kind of J woman
who chases her dreams
across cities, across
doubts, across fear. W
Remember the things |
you said to yourself:
“Go, Sanidhya. Leave
what’s safe and find
what’s real.” And that
dream of ours—has it
become a reality? Are
you in the Indian Air Force right now, always
wanting to do things beyond your limits,
always carrying the mindset that you can do
better each day?

Maybe you got into
the Air Force. Maybe you did not. Maybe
you're leading a life this younger version could
never imagine. I hope you stayed strong, and
I hope the world wasn’t too hard on you. And
even if it was, I know you would never sit still

L know my road is going to be tough. I've or give up. I hope you still taking in the sunset

already had days where I feel like quitting,
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and journalling. I hope you still listen to music
that feels like it burns within you. I hope you've
forgiven yourself for the times you stumbled.

For wherever you are, however you are—
close your eyes and remember this little version

of you who wanted to chase the sky. I'm so
proud of you for being you, at all times.

With everything I have,
Sanidhya

One Thing I Wish I Had Known in First PU

If I could rewind
to my first year, I
wouldn’t tell myself
to be braver, smarter,
or more confident. I
wouldn’t tell myself
to study harder or
participate in more
competitions either.
I would tell myself
something far more
practical: Start now.
Don’t wait.

In the first year,
I kept postponing
things without even
realising it. Every
time, it was the same line: I'll do it later. I'll
join next month. I'll finish that assignment next
term. I'll get better grades next time. There
was always another tomorrow, another chance,
another “later” waiting conveniently in the
background.

What I didn’t understand back then was
that the first year is actually the easiest time
to begin. You're new. Expectations are low.
Nobody is comparing you. Now, standing in
second year, I see exactly how much that habit
cost me. Every missed opportunity stacks up.

Every skill you delay
learning becomes harder
to build. Every plan
you postpone turns into
something you wish you
had done earlier.

If I had known this
in the first year, I would
have said “yes” to more
things. I would have
taken risks, joined that
activity, signed up for
compering programmes,
enrolled in that one club,
and tried everything
I was curious about. I
would have learned new
skills, spoken up, stepped forward, studied
better, and completed my assignments before
deadlines. Not for recognition or applause, but
because momentum is created when you begin,
not when you feel ready.

The first year gives you time; the second
year reminds you of what you did with it.

And if I could tell my first-year self one
thing, it would be this: Start now. Don’t wait
for the perfect moment—the moment becomes
perfect only after you start.

RS
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You Get to Swap Lives with a
Historical Figure for One Week

The morning rays filtered through the
curtains.

“Where am I? Who are these people?
Wait... this is not my room! Am I dreaming?”

(Flashback)

Hi, my name is Serena, and I'm an employee
at a good company. My life was going really
well. I had a loving family —my parents always
supported me—and I earned well. Everything
felt perfect.

But guess what? Now I'm stuck in some
kind of historical drama. I mean, my life has
literally become a historical drama. Let me tell
you how it all happened.

One day, I was extremely happy because
I had just gotten a promotion. I mean, who
wouldn’t be happy, right? While walking
home —1I live near a lake—I noticed something
strange. Someone was drowning.

Without thinking twice, I jumped into the
lake.

Big mistake.

I don’t know how to swim.

Somehow, I managed to pull the child out,
but I myself started to drown. The last thing
I remember was seeing a woman walking
towards me. She was wearing some kind of
vintage outfit—but honestly, who notices
clothes when they’re drowning?

After that, everything went black.

When I woke up, I was in an unfamiliar
place, surrounded by unfamiliar people, in an
unfamiliar body.

What is this —some kind of web novel?

Soon, I realized I was in the Joseon
Dynasty, and apparently, I was the queen of
some kingdom. I don’t even remember the

name —of course I wouldn’t. | = \

My soul had been swapped
with a historical figure, and
honestly, I couldn’t care less at
that moment.

(Present Time) @ =

“Okay, Serena. Calm Shristi Shetty
down. No need to panic,” I PCBH
I told myself.

“Your Highness, where are you going?
You have just recovered from your illness. You
shouldn’t roam around so much,” said my
right-hand lady. She was kind and caring.

“She’s right, Your Highness. Please slow
down,” said another servant.

They were both nice—cute, even—but the
problem was they followed me everywhere.

“You don’t need to worry. I'll go to my
room... I mean, my chamber,” I said, still
adjusting to the vocabulary.

Inside the chamber, I walked toward the
mirror.

Something felt strange.

I knew this woman.

I had seen her before.

Suddenly, it hit me.

Oh, my God!

She was the same woman I had seen when
I was drowning.

This couldn’t be a coincidence. I needed
answers.

I called my right-hand lady.

“Ms. Shu, do you know anything about
this woman?”

“This woman? Your Highness, what do
you mean?”
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“I mean... about myself. How did the
accident happen? I don’t remember much.”

“Of course, Your Highness. You were
always kind, but very strict. You never broke
the rules of this dynasty. As for the accident...
it's... well...”

“It's okay. You can tell me.”

“You committed suicide.”

“What? But I'm the queen! I shouldn’t have
been unhappy.”

“We don’t know the reason, Your Highness.
You must have had your own struggles.”

“And... how did I die?”

“You jumped into the lake.”

I froze.

Both of us drowned in a lake.

Could it be that our souls swapped?

If that was true... then maybe if I drowned
again, I could go back.

“Can you show me the lake?” I asked.

“The lake? Why, Your Highness?”

“Just take me there.”

When we reached the lake, I was shocked.

There was no water.

“Why is the lake empty, Ms. Shu?”

“After the incident, the king ordered the
lake to be drained.”

“What? Are you all mad?”

“Is there any other lake in this kingdom?”

“There is, but the king has forbidden you
from going there.”

“Why?”

“I want to meet the great king who emptied
an entire lake,” I said.

I met him. Calm, composed, busy with his
duties. I asked him why.

Let's just say... as a short-tempered
woman, I didn’t handle that conversation very
gracefully.

Two days passed.

I was still stuck.

3

3

But honestly —it wasn’t that bad.

The food was good. The air was clean
and fresh. The people were kind. I learned so
many things, and I deeply regretted not paying
attention in history class.

I knew enough, however, to remember that
a great war was about to happen. Enemy kings
would attack this kingdom, kill its king, enslave
the people, and cause massive destruction.

And since I was already here—and didn’t
want to die before going back—I decided to
help.

I warned the king. I told him everything I
knew.

He was skeptical, but he prepared the army
to face any eventuality.

(After Some Days...)

“Oh my God... what should I do?” 1
panicked.

“Calm down, Your Highness. The king will
return,” Ms. Shu said.

“I know,” I replied, trying to steady myself.
“Your Highness —the king has returned!”
Without thinking, I ran towards him.

I was happy.

I had changed history. I had saved countless
lives.

I hugged him.

And then—

An arrow struck me.

When I opened my eyes, I was back in the
present.

I ran straight to the library and searched
through history books.

And in the end...
The kingdom had won.
The queen had recovered.

“I guess it was a happy ending —for them,
and for me too.”
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The Day You Became Your
Own Role Model

Remember those posters you used to
have? Or maybe the people you scrolled past,
wishing you had their talent, their confidence,
their seemingly perfect life? We all do it. We
pick out bits and pieces of other people—a
singer’s voice, an influencer’s style—and stitch
them together into an idea of who we should
be. It's like building a dream outfit from
a hundred different shops.

And there’s nothing wrong with
inspiration. But what happens when
you spend so much time looking
at everyone else’s outfit that you
forget to try on your own?

This isn’t a story about finding
a new hero. It's a story about the
quiet, sometimes uncomfortable
moment when you realise the
hero you've been looking for...
has been you all along. It's about
the day you became your own role
model.

It doesn’t happen with a flash of
lightning or a dramatic announcement.
It usually begins quietly, in the messy, |
ordinary parts of life. \ ‘ ]
Maybe it's the day you messed ) [
up badly on a project, felt that J |
burning embarrassment, but instead 9
of shutting down, you went back,
figured out what went wrong, and fixed it.
Not because a teacher demanded it or a parent
pushed you, but because you decided not to let
one mistake define you.

Maybe it’s the moment you noticed a friend
struggling. Even though your anxiety begged

you to stay silent, you
pushed past it, walked
over, and simply
listened. You didn’t
have all the answers,
but you showed up.
You were brave for
someone else—and, in
the process, brave for
yourself.

Christina Tom
I HEPP

Or perhaps it’s something even simpler:
) the morning you woke up, looked in the
mirror, and for once didn’t immediately
) _ list everything that was wrong.
7 Instead, you just saw you. And that

' was enough.

Becoming your own role model isn’t
about being perfect —because the pressure
to be perfect is a trap. It's about realising you
don’t need to borrow someone else’s courage,
wisdom, or confidence. You already have it.
It’s just been waiting for you to notice.

You are the only person who truly knows
the battles you've fought and won. You know
the thoughts that keep you awake at 3 a.m. You
know which laughs are forced and which ones
leave your stomach aching with joy. You know
your quiet victories. And those quiet victories?
They are the building blocks of your strength.

When you become your own role model, a
few things begin to change:

You start trusting your instincts. That small
inner voice often knows more than you think.

You become comfortable with mistakes.
They turn into lessons, not failures.
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You stop craving constant approval. You is rarely neat.

learn to celebrate your progress, even in silence. But once the seed is planted—once you

You allow yourself to rest. You understand  recognise your own strength, your unique path,
your worth isn’'t measured by productivity your quiet resilience—something changes.
alone. That’s the day you stop searching outward for
who you should be and start looking inward

You inspire others effortlessly. B
ou spire Others erortiessly. because . . who you already are.

authenticity has its own pull.

This journey isn’t a straight line. There will That's the day you truly begin to grow up.

be days when you feel lost, days when you slip And honestly, there’s no better role model
back into comparison. And that’s okay. Growth than that.

The Journey of the Tree

As the relentless rain and thunderstorm  build the throne for the most powerful ruler,
finally subsided, the rays of sunlight penetrated  to be endowed with priceless jewels and gems.
through the canopy, shedding a spotlight onto
the damp ground. Now the stage is set for our
protagonist. Among the overgrown weeds,
there rises a tiny sapling. Fragile,
yet fearless, it makes its way up
through the weeds. And just like
that, many summers and
winters pass as this plant
grows into a strong e
and majestic tree. "N
Such was its strength
and beauty that every
other tree envied it.

Years passed, and one by one, the trees
around him were cut off and taken away for
petty purposes. He boasted of the extravagant
ways he would be used. One day, the time for
him too came. Much to his dismay, he was cut

down brutally by a group of men. His
i majestic branches were chopped and
separated.

A part of him was soon sold
to a local carpenter, who had
his pieces made into a manger for
animal feed. Another part of him
was used to build a small fishing
boat and sent to the seashore. The
remaining scraps left of him were set
aside for the time being.

Over time, it grew &
to be a firm-rooted
yet arrogant tree
whose goal was to have
its branches, when cut off,
used to build the most
secure treasure chests; to f
be used to build ships

He—the one who imagined
himself in the royal treasury, on
powerful waters, and as the throne

graced by rulers—now found
that would set sail on the himself as a manger: a place where
deep oceans, taking the most — animals slept, cast aside in the corner
powerful on its back; to be used to of a shabby stable. As a boat that collected
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and caught fish, the scent of raw fish made him
gag, yet he was helpless, left to be worn down
by the salty shores, and a part of him discarded
to the side, forgotten perhaps over time.

Fate indeed had its own ways. Years later,
one night, a family left with no choice came
to the manger. The woman was about to give
birth, and indeed, before dawn broke, inside
him lay a newborn baby. Angels sang, and a
bright star shone in the sky. Little did he know
that the Son of God had chosen the manger to
lie in for the first time.

A few more years passed, and one day, a
man followed by a great multitude sat on the
boat by the seashore. He spoke to those seated
on the ground. He healed the sick. His words
were spoken with authority. The heavens
opened at His words; he then realised the

Agno=Ninaad

Messiah had started His public life upon him.

A few years later, the discarded pieces were
used and made into a cross. That cross was
used for a man who was beaten and paraded
through the town. Finally, they stopped and
had him hung by nails onto the cross. He
realised that he, who wanted to be the throne
for the most powerful ruler, was the one chosen
to have the Saviour of mankind laid upon him.
He, who wanted to take the mighty across the
seas had the mightiest of them all on him. He
had the greatest treasure of mankind born on
him.

Now, as the body was lowered from him,
he finally realised he was what he was meant
to be—if not better. He couldn’t be what he
had wished for, but ultimately, he became
something he would have never dared to hope
for.

HERE'S THE THING ABOUT DREAMS. They don't come with fine
print. They don't tell you about the 4 a.m. alarms. They don't tell you
about driving 150 kilometers to train every day for 10 years straight.
They don't tell you about missing parties, school trips, or even my
own sister's wedding because of a tournament. Or the nights we cry
quietly into our pillow, only to wake up the next day and pretend
everything is fine. That's the part nobody claps for. That's the rent
every dream demands.

POINTS TO PONDER

People often ask me, "Sindhu, how do you stay motivated?" Let
me tell you a secret: | don't. Not every day, not every week. But what
| do is show up. Even on days | didn't feel like it... especially on the
days | didn't feel like it. | want to say this to every graduate here
today. You're not always going to feel inspired. You're not always
going to feel strong. But if you show up, you're already ahead of
. most. Because the truth is this: dreams are free, but effort never is.
And the rent, it's due every single day.

P. V. Sindhu, FORMER BADMINTON WORLD CHAMPION,
IN HER SPEECH AT THE 16TH CONVOCATION CEREMONY AT
FLAME UNIVERSITY

'R
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The Mirror in the Dark

Beneath the floor, the house hums low,
A whispering, endless, aching throb.
The walls breathe out ancient sighs,
And shadows crawl beneath your eyes.

A mirror hangs, its frame askew;

It watches you—you cannot view
The shifting shape beyond the glass,
A thing that knows you’ll never pass.

It waits for night to claim the room,
To steal the light and thicken gloom.
And when the dark begins to swell,
It calls to you—a muted yell.

Your hand moves forward; you can't stop,
Drawn to the glass, about to drop.

A coldness stabs through every vein,

Yet still your fingers there remain.

Chris DSouza
I PCBH

The surface ripples—slow, unsure,

The glass now breathing, slick and pure.
The thing behind it starts to rise:

A twisted grin, hollow eyes.

It whispers low; it knows your name.
It feeds on fear, it drinks your shame.
One step too close—you cannot flee.
The mirror’s dark... but it’s inside me.

Can A Word Be Its

Own Opposite?

Yes! There are actually dozens of examples.
They are called contronyms-words that are their
own antonyms, depending on usage.

Here are a few for starters:

Dust can mean 'to add fine particles' or 'to
remove fine particles'

Left can mean both 'remaining' and 'departed.

Off can mean both 'activated'
C) ~ (as an alarm) and deactlvated

| s’ Oversight means
both 'watchful care'
and 'an inadvertent error?

Screen can mean both 'to
show' and 'to hide.
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You Wake Up As The Last Human,
But The World Seems Normal

It was a bright Sunday morning when I  about to unfold.

woke up from a deep slumber, excited to enjoy The chest olowed brightl

my day off. I brushed my teeth and finished thg c eenslp%yowilep;elgsing
my daily routine before heading downstairs ... o 1. d’e it 1 found
for breakfast. The house felt unusually silent. .y én closer i;lspection
Normally, my mother would be washing dishes e' d out to be a map ’ il
or ranting about my siblings, but that day, I = yyi.itten on it were the words: Tanisha Shetty
heard nothing. “The Treasure Hunt.” I HEPP

The kitchen was empty. The dishes were
untouched, clothes lay in the washing machine,
and everything seemed normal—except there
was no one at home. I wasn’t too surprised,
as my parents sometimes left early for work.
I got  dressed
for school and
stepped  outside,
but something
felt wrong. There
wasn't a single
vehicle on the road,
which was strange
because it was
usually peak hour.

When I reached
school, I found |
myself standing
alone in the long
corridor. There were no children running
around, no girls gossiping near the lockers, and
no teachers scolding students. In fact, there was
absolutely no one except me. It took me a while

to adjust to the eerie silence. Just as I was about _ _
to leave my classroom, I noticed a suspicious Inside, the floor creaked with every step,

blue chest placed on a table in the last row. sending chills d(_’W“ my spine. Soon, I npticed
Being a curious teenager, I walked closer and ~ Something glowmg?r. I walk'ed towards it and
opened it—unaware of the mystery that was found a gem. That’s when it struck me—1I had

The map showed three
destinations —the school ground, the cafeteria,
and finally, the principal’s chamber. I thought
someone was playing a prank on me, but it
didn’t seem likely that
anyone would go this
far.

As soon as I
stepped away from
the chest, 1 was
suddenly teleported
to the school ground.
It looked completely
different. The ground
that once echoed with
laughter and games
.~ now had a creepy
house standing in the
middle —something I
didn’t remember ever seeing before. With no
other choice, I walked toward the house, hoping
to find someone who could explain what was
happening.
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to find three gems to bring everything back to
normal.

Next, I was teleported to the cafeteria,
where I had to run for my life from flesh-
eating burgers! Somehow, I managed to grab
the second gem. Then, I was transported to the
principal’s chamber, which now looked like a
dungeon. Bones lay scattered in the corners,
spider webs covered the walls, and a pungent
smell filled the air. I searched desperately for
the third gem but found nothing. Just then, I
noticed a paper that read: “Find the blue chest.”

I rushed back to my classroom and found
the chest—but this time, it was surrounded
by terrifying creatures with red eyes, bloody
smiles, and tall, dark figures. I tried to move
quietly, but unfortunately, one of the creatures
grabbed me.

My life flashed before my eyes.

With a loud scream, I woke up staring at
my computer screen. It was glowing, showing
the game I had been playing the previous night:

“The Treasure Hunt.”

Strands of Time

Simin Anifa
II PCMB

3

9

You began

on a newborn’s head,
soft as her breath,
holding no memory.

In childhood,

you grew wild, tangled with laughter,
and were gently tamed

by the patient comb.

Youth gave you fire —

styled to be admired.

You curled, you straightened,
dyed, brightened.

Adulthood slowed you;
you learned to obey.
Routine taught you

to stay your way.

At last, you let go—
a soft, steady flow,
falling like rain,
like petals in pain.




A Robot Knocks on My Door
and Calls Me Commander

I had always wished, I had someone who
could do all my work, while I ruled over them.
Since I was not rich enough to appoint workers
or labourers, this remained only a dream. Being
extremely lazy, I usually woke up at 12:30 p.m.

One fine day, as usual, I was asleep. It was
just 12 o’clock when I heard my doorbell ring.
I assumed it was the milkman and ignored it.
A few seconds later, someone started knocking
continuously. Irritated by the noise, I finally got
out of bed and went to see who it was.

As 1 opened the
door, I felt as if Iron
Man himself was
standing in front
of me. My mouth
remained open for
a few seconds. The
figure looked like it
was made of iron,
with glowing blue
eyes and a human-
like face but a mechanical body. I was shocked
when it spoke. It called me Commander and
asked me to assign it any task.

I was overjoyed. It felt like my long-
cherished dream had come true. I named it
Shazz, inspired by my own name, Shaziya.
Shazz did everything for me. It even replaced my
mother’s role in my life, preparing my favourite
dishes —mostly junk food. It completed all my
assignments and homework, wrote notes for
me and nine of my friends, and even suggested
brilliant ideas for my dressing sense.

As Shazz gradually took over my
responsibilities, I became lazier. I started
gaining weight. When lecturers asked

4
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questions, I could not answer.
I became introverted and
lost confidence in speaking
to people. 1 felt like I was
human only in name, but in
reality, I had become an idle
and indolent person.

Hafsa Shaziya
I CSBA

I lost all my friends because they knew
what I was doing was wrong. When they tried
to correct me, I argued with them, and our
bond slowly broke I stopped attending family

Y functions and barely
spoke to anyone. My
mother was deeply
disappointed in me.

One day, as
usual, I woke up at
12:30 and checked
my phone. To my
B surprise, I saw a
| message from my

crush—a person I had
liked since the 5th standard. The message read,
“I'have a job offer for you.” I was stunned. I had
always dreamed of working in his company
and meeting him.

I immediately ordered Shazz to select a
dress and iron it while I went to the bathroom.
Something went wrong. When I asked Shazz to
iron my dress, it tore it apart. Panicking, I chose
another dress, though it was not ironed. Then
I asked Shazz to comb my hair—but it cut my
hair instead!

I raised my hand to scold Shazz, but
suddenly it collapsed on the floor, shouting,
“Virus attack! Virus attack!” Everything was

ruined. At that moment, I realised my mistake.
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Suddenly, I heard my mother calling, “Shaziya,
Shaziya, wake up dear!”

I woke up and felt relieved —it was only
a dream. Feeling grateful, I went to the dining
table for breakfast. Just then, I heard a knock

e e
Imagine A World Where Everyone
Can See Your Thoughts
Floating Above Your Head

A world where everyone can see my
thoughts floating above my head—ahh! It
sounds pretty strange. But guess what? It is
also interesting. I find it strange because there
would be no personal space in such a world,
not even in my dreams. Uff! I would definitely
not want this situation in my life.

At the same time, it sounds interesting
because, I would be
able to wash all the
negativity away from
my head. If this were
actually true, I would

choose to be very
positive so that the
people around me

could feel the light of
positivity. I would fill
my mind with positive
thoughts, the happiest
moments, motivational
quotes, and lastly, the
greatest reason for my
happiness —family.

I would spread the
light of joy all around the world through my

precious thoughts. If a negative thought struck
my mind, I would lock myself in a room and

on the door. I went to check, and to my shock,
I saw the same robot standing there. It looked
at me and asked, “What shall I do for you,
Commander? Remembering my dream, I
quietly closed the door and ignored the robot.

Almaaz Kauser
I PCMB

cleanse my mind with

uplifting thoughts. I would take the initiative to
keep the people around me upbeat, especially
when they are near me. I would remain
confident within myself so that my thoughts
are motivating enough to inspire others.

I would not let this opportunity go to waste,
as I could enlighten the world with optimistic
thoughts. I would console a
sad and devastated person,
and motivate a demoralised
one through my thoughts
alone. Whenever 1 felt low, 1
would lock myself away to
find some personal space and
cheer myself up.

In some way, I also
find it funny to imagine
communication without
uttering a single word. Lastly,
although I would never want
this to happen, if it ever did, I
would try my best to make the
world a better place through
my thoughts. I would turn
my affirmative thoughts into a book of peace
and motivation—a masterpiece of my own.

e
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My Memory Was Switched with a Stranger

The story begins on a street near the market.
I had gone there in the evening to buy fruits
and vegetables. After finishing my shopping, I
started walking back home, as my house was
a little far from the market. While walking, my
mother called me on the phone. My phone was
in my pocket, and both my hands were full
with plastic bags.

I kept the bags down to take my phone
out when suddenly a man came running and
accidentally pushed me. He did not stop and
soon disappeared into the crowd.

After that, my mother called me again and
asked me to buy fish. So, I went to the fish
market. On my way, I started imagining myself
dancing on the streets, with flower petals falling
on me and everyone dancing along with me.
Suddenly, I came out of my imaginary world
when I reached the fish market.

After buying the fish, I started imagining
again. This time, I was thinking about how
my mother had given me money to buy fruits,
vegetables, and fish, and a little money was still
left. I decided that I would buy an ice cream
for myself. I also thought about how we would
enjoy delicious fish curry at night, cooked by
my mother. She cooks very well, and I was
excited to have dinner with my parents.

Suddenly, a boy crashed into me, and we
both fell down. I shouted at him angrily, asking
if he could not see while walking. But when I
looked at him closely, I realized that he was the
same person who had pushed me earlier on the
street. He looked very hurried and nervous.
Before I could question him, my head began to
ring, and I fainted.

When I regained consciousness, I found

myself lying on a hospital
bed. Before 1 could
ask anyone what had
happened, everyone had
left the room. I closed
my eyes and tried to
remember everything. But
strangely, 1 could only
remember stealing money
from a bank and planning
my escape. Shocked, I suddenly opened my
eyes, confused about what was happening to
me.

Pragati Khadka
I HEPP

I went home and told everything to my
mother and my friends, but they all behaved as
if nothing was wrong. That night, while having
dinner, my mind was filled only with thoughts
of money, banks, and the police. Feeling
disturbed, I went to bed early.

The next morning, while going to college,
I met the same boy again. Determined to
find answers, I approached him and told him
everything. To my surprise, he said he was
also experiencing strange memories. We then
realized that our memories had been exchanged
when we crashed into each other the previous
day.

He confessed that he was a robber and
begged me not to inform the police about his
plans. But I could not support wrongdoing. I
went straight to the police station and revealed
everything I knew. The robber was arrested;
he confessed to his crime, and thus justice was
served. Soon after that incident, my original
memories returned.

In the end, I felt relieved and happy that I
had chosen the right path.

e e
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Titanic of Life

Ameena Shoaib
I BEBA

Until the largest iceberg struck my ship.
All my hopes sank in the sea.

My dreams, beneath the coral reef,
dissolved into the salty sea.

[ was confident as always and on my way. There came a.boat to rescue me.
Created a strong ship, but on a blind way. The old Titanic (_)f mine fadgd m _the sea,
Went fast and steady and didn’t look back. only the memories left behind with me.

The mistake I made was the warning left behind. = _ )
This time, a better ship I will make—

The captain is me; more wise and careful I will be then.

the boarders my mates.

The icebergs were my problems
I crashed on the way.

Some icebergs are small;

some are big.

Remember my icebergs —
I will come back.

With a greater ship,

I will face you back.

Beautiful Explanation by Swami
Vivekananda on ‘Association’

Explaining the meaning of 'Association'. He said: "The rain drop from
the sky: If it is caught in the hands, it is pure enough for drinking. If
it falls in a gutter, its value drops so much that it can't be used even
for washing the feet. If it falls on a hot surface, it perishes. If it falls
on a lotus leaf, it shines like a pearl and finally, if it falls on an oyster,
it becomes a pearl. The drop is the same, but its existence & worth
depend on whom it associates with."

Always be associated with people who are good at heart.
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Lights, Camera, Action!

...And action!

A flash of colour
pops  across  the
screen. It's a wild

. flurry of shades—
! pink, purple, blue,
green. It's blotchy

at first, then slowly
starts to take shape.

It's... a classroom.

A tiny girl sits at one of the desks. She is
answering all the questions, though not quite
correctly. The classroom walls are decorated
with art made by kindergarteners—flowers,
shapes, and cute little abstractions. Some of
them are hers.

The scene shifts.

Its a child's room, with coloured
bedspreads and a small study table. The closet
is covered in stickers. The same girl, a bit older
now, sits at her desk, drawing. It is her favourite
thing in the world.

The scene shifts again.

The director steps into the frame. She is
feeding the girl her dinner. The director is her
mother. They chat happily. The girl’s smile
lights up the stars. She is happy here, in this
little house —her own slice of heaven.

The mother shifts her hair to hide a black
eye.

Her daughter is too young to notice.

Look... the colours are changing again!

The girl is older now —about ten, perhaps.
Wait... this trailer has a new character! The girl
is playing with her little sister. They make up
elaborate stories for their stuffed toys—the dog
used to be a chef who ran his own restaurant,
the brown bear was a doctor, and the little

4
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white kitten was an actress.
They play for hours, lost in
their own imaginary world.

Prapthi Bhat
II PCMB

A few years pass.

The girl is now fifteen.
Her room has changed a lot,
but the closet with stickers
still stands. She will always love it. She studies
well to make her mother happy. Her sister
wants to be like her. She laughs with stars in
her eyes, and her heart holds a thousand words
of endearment for the world.

The scene shifts again.

The colours are still blotchy, but when they
finally settle, a most beautiful image forms. The
girl holds her dream degree in her hands. There
are tears in her eyes. Her mother and sister

watch from the audience—eyes misty, hearts
full.

Her beloved closet now sits in her sister’s
bedroom. The stickers have peeled, but they
still hold on.

So does she.

The scene shifts for the last time.

The colours are blurry; they haven’t quite
settled —the future is unpredictable, you see.
Flashes of laughter and tears flicker across the
screen. The girl is evidently living a full, happy
life. She pats her dog fondly on the head. He
is named after the old chef toy dog from her
childhood.

She lives in a cozy apartment in the city of
her dreams. Her mother is proud of her. She
works honestly and lives fully.

Here, she realises, is where she truly feels
at home.

The scene ends.
The ending credits roll.
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A Personal Experience That
Changed My Perspective of Life

There will be atleast one moment in your life
that makes you regret your past—one moment
that forces you to confront the consequences of
your actions. For me, that moment came when
I became a part of Nandini’s life.

This incident took place two months ago,
when Nandini joined the Agnes Company as a
Sales Manager. She was extremely precise about
her work—always punctual and disciplined.
But on November 12th, it felt as though the
world was coming to an end. When I entered
my department, her cubicle was empty. Though
the world wouldn’t actually end, her absence
was unusual.

I informed our Managing Director, Prateek.
He shrugged it off, saying she might be on
leave, and I agreed. That was the worst mistake.

After two days, I noticed that Nandini
still hadn’t returned, nor had she applied for
long leave. She was a mysterious person—no
one in the office truly knew her background.
Concerned, I decided to pay her a visit.

How did I know her address, you ask?
Good question. When she had just joined the
company, I once saw her standing near her
punctured car. I offered her a ride, and that’s
how I remembered her house.

Now, I sat in my car outside her house,
battling with my thoughts—whether to go in
or not. Finally, I stepped out and rang the bell
twice. To my shock, the door was slightly open,
but the lights inside were off.

Using my phone’s flashlight, I stepped in,
searching for the switch. The moment I flipped
on the switch, I let out a blood-curdling scream.
In front of me was a pool of blood —thick and
bright red.

4
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I immediately called
100. When the police
arrived, I was interrogated __. ‘
and asked about my Diya Dechamma

whereabouts. It was past II CEBA

midnight when I reached home. The silence
was unbearable, and I didn’t want to be alone —
though I had no choice. I decided to take a
hot shower to calm myself. As I turned on the
tap, I realised it wasn’t water —it was blood. I
screamed and stepped back, only to see myself
in the mirror, covered in blood. When I turned
the tap on again, it was just water. That's
when I knew something was terribly wrong.

The next morning, I woke up still shaken.
I heard a knock. When I looked through the
window, I saw police officers around my colony.

I knew what was coming. I was handcuffed and
taken to jail.

The police had found evidence that directly
incriminated me. I tried to convince them of my
innocence, but they refused to listen. I applied
for bail because I had organised a charity run
that day to support cancer patients—an event
I had been conducting for five years in the
name of my friend Siya, who had died of breast
cancer.




When I was shown the evidence, I was
certain it was fabricated. I had never harmed
Nandini. In fact, I had never even entered her
house. Then how did they find evidence against
me?

Due to lack of concrete proof, I was granted
bail. My face was all over the news, so I hid
from the public. But I knew I had to prove my
innocence. I took a risky step—I returned to
Nandini’s house now sealed with police tape.
Inside, I found a photograph of myself with my
face scratched out and drops of blood splattered
over it. Suddenly, my phone rang. When I
answered, there was only a ghostly silence. I
knew what I had to do. I searched every corner
until only one room remained —the basement.
It was pitch dark. As I turned on the light, I

Agno=Ninaad

froze. The walls were covered with pictures
of Siya—my friend who had died of cancer—
and standing beside her in many photos was
Nandini. Before I could react, the door slammed
shut. I turned around to see Nandini—alive.
That’s when I realised the truth. She resembled
Siya because she was her younger sister —the
same girl I had bullied mercilessly, pushing her
to take her own life. Guilt consumed me.

Now, this was no longer about innocence.
It was a battle between a sister seeking justice
and a person haunted by his own sins.

The story doesn’t end here.

The chapter merely changes —

Where I will either be the murderer...or
the murdered, a question that still remains to
be answered.

Why English is so hard to learn

YOU think English is easy? Check out the 12. There was a row among the oarsmen about who
following. would row.
1. The bandage was wound around the wound. 13. They were too close to the door to close it.
2. The farm was cultivated to produce produce. 14. The buck does funny things when the does
3. The dump was so full that the workers had to (females) are present.
refuse more refuse. 15. A seamstress and a sewer fell down into a sewer
4.  We must polish the Polish furniture shown at line.
the store. 16. To help with planting, the farmer taught his sow
5. He could lead if he would get the lead out. to sow. . .
6. The soldier decided to desert his tasty dessert in 17. 'The wind was too strong to wind the sail around
the desert. the mast.' ) o
7. Since there is no time like the present, he 18. Upon seeing the tear in her painting she shed a
thought it was time to present the present to his tear.
girlfr% end P P 19. Ihad to subject the subject to a series of tests.
8 A bass V\;as painted on the head of the bass 20. How can I intimate this to my most intimate
drum friend?
9.  When shot at, the dove dove into the bushes. He,;ﬁig;ly;l:: brilliant. Homonvms or homographs
10. I did not object to the object which he showed . s i grap
me are words of like spelling, but with more than one
) i d d.
11. The insurance was invalid for the invalid in his oo L5 20¢ SOUT .
hosbital bed When pronounced differently, they are known as
ospital bed. heteronyms. Source: Marlene Davis, Internet
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I Found a Diary
from the Year 1706

“Tomorrow will be the most diary. Its pages
memorable day of my life” — the last | were fragile,
sentence written in the diary. barely readable, ~Gowthami R
yet I could not II PCMB
bring myself to
leave. The year 1706 stood out clearly.

I had recently moved to
France, to the house where
my ancestors had once
lived in. As a researcher by
profession, exploring this villa
had always been my dream.
The place was no less than a
graveyard —silent, eerie, and
forgotten by time. Gaining
access to it itself felt like
the greatest achievement
of my life.

The words were faint and unclear

— understandable, considering it

was nearly 300 years old (my maths

isn’t great anyway). But I was shaken
when I grasped the meaning.

“The cure to any medical
ailment —the antidote to chickenpox,
cancer —is finally in my hands.”

b K This sentence struck me deeply.
I began my work one According to the diary, the entire power of

afternoon after doing some medical science—the control over life itself —

basic cleaning. Contrary to my expectations, the s in his hands. Was this true? Who did
work was extremely boring. Two days passed,

and my interest levels dropped drastically.
Unlike other researchers, I gave up rather
quickly. The villa was old and broken; shattered

this diary belong to? If science had already
discovered these cures centuries ago, why are
we still struggling today?

pieces of glass lay everywhere, irritating and I began my research. It took me nearly a
unsettling me. Just as I decided to leave, my ~month to completely decode the diary. The
eyes fell upon a strange-looking box. scientist mentioned was overjoyed to present his

1 ) . . d discovery to the world—but history recorded
Royal,  expensive, interesting,  an that he died in 1702. Robert Steven, a well-

Fnystenous—these were the. words that 1 own scientist, was said to have committed
instantly crossed my mind. Curiosity took over.

5 ) ; suicide.
I wanted to open it, but it had an ancient lock,
which I broke easily using a stone. Inside were But why would he end his life after such a
books, weird charms, and rusted objects that monumental achievement?
looked unhygienic and absurd. Still, I opened There was no mention of this theory

the books, cleaned them, and sat down to read. anywhere in history. Why was it suppressed?
None of them seemed useful. What more could Dig powerful figures in the medical industry

I expect from my ancestors? never want such a cure to be revealed? The
That was when my eyes caught an old answer seemed to lie in his final sentence. He
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wanted to live and be celebrated —but instead,
he was murdered.

After all, why would the medical world
want people to possess a complete cure? If
such knowledge was released, hospitals would
not be flourishing on every street corner today.
This was his achievement—buried deliberately.

Now, in the present situation, if I were
to reveal this truth to the world, what would
happen to me? Would I be killed too? Would I

Those were the days when our smiles were real,
Our dreams and imaginations vivid and surreal.
Laughing and playing beneath the yellow sun,

Those moments were truly filled with joy and fun.

Of the future, we had nothing to fear,

Back then, when life felt precious and dear.
Almost every day was colourful and bright,
Life was a canvas bathed in warm, gentle light.

Our minds were clear and our hearts were free,
As we rested beneath a cool, shady tree.

We spoke our minds and hid nothing,

Sharing with our loved ones almost everything.

4

8

Agno=Ninaad

become another victim of the powerful and cruel
side of society? Science may be progressing —
but is it truly for humanity, or merely to fill
pockets? What should my next step be? Will
mankind ever benefit from the information I
now possess? Can we become immortal? This
feels like unraveling a conspiracy that was
never meant to be solved.

(Stay tuned for the answers.)

(Was cancer even known at that time?

Part 2 coming soon.

We were not ashamed to show our tears,
Nor afraid to face our fears.

Oh, how I wish to return to those days,
And escape this familiar, gloomy haze.

Yet somewhere within us still lives that child,
Whose heart and dreams were once so wild.

Wilena Lewis
1 BEBA




Agno=Ninaad

The Mind-Altering Experiment

Some of you might enjoy reading detective
thrillers, while some might not. This is my
story —a mysterious tale that unfolded during
my college life.

It all began with my expectations of college
after high school. I moved to a faraway place
where [ knew no one. My life felt unpredictable,
tilled with nervousness and excitement about a
new beginning. My first day at college went well,
or at least that’s how I saw it. You can probably
imagine how a first day in college feels. I made
new friends, discovered a new chapter of life,
met many people, spoke to them, and learned
about the place. Everything seemed normal —
until a strange incident occurred.

The first few days of college were pleasant.
However, one day I began to feel that someone
was watching me from the shadows. I dismissed
it as a prank and chose not to overthink it. But
after a few days, I noticed something unusual.
The people around me—my friends and even
others in college — started behaving oddly. They
seemed like different people. This continued for
several days, and soon curiosity got the better
of me. I decided to uncover the truth behind
these strange happenings.

I began observing everyone closely — their
behaviour and habits —but I couldn’t pinpoint
what was wrong. So, I started following them
and soon realised that they behaved strangely
only inside the college campus. To understand
this better, I began collecting information about
people who had recently visited or joined the
college. While digging through this information,
I found a suspicious lead.

I came across information about a scientist
who had been researching a drug that could
confuse the human mind. He had visited the
college just a day before these strange incidents

4
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began. Since I didn't
have enough evidence, I
approached a friend I had
recently met when I got
lost on my way back to the
hostel.

She agreed to help and
collected information about
the scientist. Two days later,
she returned with details
about him—his address, background, and
recent experiments. I discovered that he was
developing a drug that could confuse people’s
minds for three hours. The drug couldn’t be
consumed directly; it had to be taken through
another source.

Parubee Kemprai
I PCME

This led me to suspect that the people in the
college were unknowingly consuming it. The
only possible source I could think of was the
drinking water supplied on campus. I collected
a water sample and asked my friend to send it
to a laboratory for testing.

When the lab report arrived, my suspicion
was confirmed. The scientist had mixed the
drug into the college’s water supply. That
explained everyone’s strange behaviour. I
immediately warned my friends and asked
them not to drink the college water.

While we were planning our next move, the
scientist came to know about our investigation.
Shockingly, he learned this through one of my
friends. She betrayed us because the scientist
was her relative.

Now that he knew about us, we had to act
carefully. We approached the college authorities
and the police with all the evidence we had
gathered. They were shocked.

Together, we decided to trap the scientist
by inviting him to the college to deliver a talk
to students about his life experiences.
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A week later, the day arrived. Unaware of courage, his nefarious plans were sabotaged.
the trap, the scientist entered the campus. As This
soon as he did, the police arrested him and took
him for interrogation. During questioning, he
revealed his plan to use the drug to control the
entire city. Thanks to our early suspicion and

was one of the most thrilling
experiences of my life—a moment driven by
curiosity, courage, and determination that led
to an important discovery. -

She stood where the river slowed its song,

h W i Wh r where time forgot what's right or wrong.
S S d tS LIt Her eyes held stars that hadn’t burned,

the Stars Begin and dreams that never once returned.

He found her there—in quiet bloom,

a woman wrapped in dusk and perfume;
not of flowers bought or pressed,

but wild ones —soft, untamed, and blessed.

She spoke like sleep in summer air,

not loud, but warm and always there.
And though life pulled his world apart,
she sewed it whole inside her heart.

They kissed beneath a sky undone,

where death was just the setting sun. -
And in her arms, he learned at last Elisha Fernandes
not all good things are meant to pass. II BSBA

Time moved, but left their corner still,
a place where love bends light and will.
And though he walks alone by day,

she waits where stars don’t fade away.

. We don’t fear exams; we fear unexpected questions. ~
. Revision before exams is magical—you discover chapters =

you never met before. =
. The bell rings on time; students arrive from different time

) - = zones. N
! ™ 4. Attendance is a number that decides your future more than "Nod .
- your marks. e K-
@ 5. Gravity is the most honest force—no matter who you are,  compiled by :
TR : it pulls you down to reality. Adline Jerin
%_f;::’—,:: "»‘_fGTt—The question paper is always simple; the answers are just I PCME’T‘—*_S
3 hiding.
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You Get to Swap Lives with
One of Your Teachers

The day started out as usual. Mr Sharma
walked in with his hair neatly parted to the
side. The air conditioners in the computer
lab mirrored Mr Sharma’s demeanour—calm
and composed. He kept aside his books and
began teaching us some basic concepts which,
apparently, we couldn’t complete our course
without.

For a normal student, a teacher is just
someone who walks into the classroom, gives
important notes, explains concepts, and then
leaves. But not for me. I was never that kind
of student. I often reflected on the fact that
my teachers, too, had personal lives, and I
wondered what they were like back at home.

As I got lost in my thoughts, I felt a tap on
my shoulder.

“Are you okay?” Mr Sharma stood beside
me, looking concerned. He probably thought I
was going to have another episode.

“Yes, sir, I'm doing okay,” I replied in a
steady tone.

“You know, Dianne,” he said gently, “it’s
good to let out your feelings now and then.
Keeping them bottled up doesn’t help.”

I smiled softly and nodded.

As he turned away, my smile faded.
Please. As if it were that easy—to let feelings
out without being judged. And the worst part?
People begin to recognise you as nothing more
than a mess of random emotions.

I noticed how Mr Sharma continued
teaching as though it were no big deal at all, as
if standing in front of eighty-one students was
something he had been doing since childhood.
If I were ever put in a situation like that, I
would probably start crying on the spot.

The bell eventually rang. As I was about to
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leave the classroom, Mr

Sharma called me to his
desk.

“Dianne,”
seriously.

Nishkala Dhathri

he I SEBA

said

“Yes, sir? Is something wrong?”
He pursed his lips. “Yes.”
My heart began to race.

“You are allowed to express whatever you
feel,” he continued. “I always say this is the
one class where you can show your true selves.
Now, we don’t want a repetition of last time’s...
err...” He hesitated.

I pushed down the flashbacks and replied
quickly, “Sir, please don’t worry. I appreciate
your concern, but I'm completely fine. Thank
you.”

I was sure he would bring up the incident if
I stayed any longer, and I needed no reminder
of that day.

When [ reached home, [ searched for
his user ID on social media, which he had
generously shared with us on the very first day.

“I want you all to treat me as one of your
friends,” he had said confidently. “After all,
you're not children—you're eighteen!”

Lying on my bed, I scrolled through the reels
he had posted of himself delivering speeches in
public. Isn’t it strange—an eighteen-year-old
girl envying her own teacher? I suffered from
anxiety.

I switched off my phone and rested my
palms on my abdomen.

If only, I had the confidence to be like Mr
Sharma. If it weren’t for my anxiety, maybe I
could have conversations without overthinking
every sentence, I thought, as sleep overtook me.
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The next morning, our class was informed that she had been ill for a long time. That day, I
that sir would not be coming to college for a realised something important.
month, as his family needed him. A few of us If Mr Sharma could face life with such

decided to visit him. silent pain and still stand before us with
When we reached his house, I was strength and calm, then surely I could face my

confronted with one of the saddest scenes Thad  own worries —small as they were.

ever witnessed. His wife was bedridden, and Thank you, Mr Sharma.

his child sat crying beside her. Later, I learned I am now truly, truly better.

A Mirror Starts Talking Back
But Its Not Your Reflection

Once upon a time, there lived a girl named  herself being disrespected,
Riana. She loved herself excessively and was bullied, and treated cruelly by
extremely vain, as she considered herself others. She appeared helpless
very beautiful. Because of her stunning looks, and lonely. In one scene, she
she was often mean and rude to others. She was sitting at home watching
constantly criticised people for television when her sister
their lack of looks, style, and snatched the remote from her hand and told
appearance. Thus, Riana her that she was not worthy of touching
was a very unfriendly anything because of her ugliness. Seeing
girl  who frequently this, Riana burst into tears and begged
bullied others. the mirror to stop showing her these

One thing she scenes.
loved the most was
admiring herself
in the mirror. As
her sister was more

Riana Crasta
I PCBH

The mirror then spoke gently,
“Riana, today you have seen the truth.
You were doing the same things to
your sister, your friends, and others.
gorgeous than her, Riana You believed that no one was beautiful
was very jealous of her. except you. You disrespected people and
She would praise herself while bullied them. Remember, everyone is beautiful
speaking badly about her sister to others. in their own way. Each person has their own

One day, while Riana was admiring herself ~ personality, style, and charm. Never judge
in the mirror, something strange happened. People by their appearance. Judge them by their
Suddenly, the mirror started speaking—but it talent and the goodness of their heart.”
was not her reflection. She stood still for a few Riana realised her mistake and said,
moments, shocked and frightened. She looked “I understand now. I was wrong. I treated

carefully into the mirror and saw a different gthers badly and humiliated them. Thank you
face staring back at her. Terrified, she stepped  for helping me realise my mistake.”

back. From that day onwards, Riana changed her

The mirror then began to show her scenes  pehaviour and treated everyone with kindness
from another life. In those scenes, Riana saw  3pd respect.
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Artistique

As Agnesians, we are taught not only
to excel in academics, but also to present
ourselves well. Hence, the institution has
introduced “Artistique - a Certificate Course
in Self-Grooming” as part of our syllabus,
alongside our academics. These past two years
have helped us understand the importance of
personal grooming alongside our academic
pursuits.

Mrs Preethi Dsouza, or as we call her -

On Thursday, 18
December 2025, a certificate
distribution event was held,
where the outgoing Arts
students of the batch 2024-
2026 received their course
completion certificates. The
dignitaries present on the
occasion were our Principal,
Sr Norine Dsouza AC; Vice Principal, Sr Janet

Shamita Rao
II HEPP

“Artistique ma’am”, was
an instrumental figure in
guiding us throughout
the course. Through her
constant support, patience,
and practical guidance, she
helped us understand the |
significance of grooming,
confidence, and positive
self-presentation. Her
sessions were informative
and engaging, enabling us
to apply these learnings
in our daily academic and | & ®
personal lives. B

Over the span of two
years, I learnt different hairstyling techniques
such as how to straighten and curl our hair,
step-by-step makeup techniques, skincare
methods, and how to drape a saree.

Throughout the course, we didn't feel as if
we were in a classroom. We were given notes
and also took part in practicals where ma’am
would ask us to demonstrate and explain what
we had learnt. The classes were interactive,
practical, and enjoyable, which made learning
more effective and motivated us to participate
enthusiastically in every class.

Sequeira AC; Mrs Jyothi Pinto and Mrs Olivia
Patrao from the Department of Humanities; and
Mrs Preethi herself. The event was very smooth
and flawless. It made us reminisce about the fun
and good times we had during the course, and
it served as a fitting conclusion to a meaningful
and enriching learning experience.

The ceremony marked the successful
completion of the course and left us with a
sense of gratitude, accomplishment, and fond
memories of the journey we shared together as
a class.

e i
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Review of the Book Life’s Amazing Secrets:
How to Find Balance and Purpose in Life

by Gaur Gopal Das

Gaur Gopal Das, the author of Life’s
Amazing Secrets, is a senior monk associated
with ISKCON, Mumbai. In this book, he

LIFE’S b
AMAZING
SECRETS

How to Find Balance and Purpose in Your Life

GAUR
GOPAL DAS

One of the most loved and widely

‘ followed monks of our times

presents profound life lessons through a simple
yet engaging narrative. The story begins with
a lunch invitation from his friend Harry, who
appears to be living a perfect life—wealthy,
successful, and happily married. However,
during their return journey to the ashram in
Harry’s luxurious car, they are caught in a traffic

jam. It is at this moment
that Harry reveals the
hidden turmoil beneath
his outward success,
including challenges in
both his professional and
personal life.

Dept. of Computer

Rather than offering
Science

direct solutions, Gaur
Gopal Das explains the
“amazing secrets of life” by comparing life to
a car supported by four wheels. These four
wheels symbolize personal life, relationships,
work life, and social contribution. The author
skillfully engages readers through relatable
anecdotes and subtle humor, making complex
philosophical ideas easy to understand.

Wheel 1: Personal Life

The author emphasizes the importance of
gratitude in one’s personal life. He encourages
recognizing the good in others, remembering
their contributions, and reciprocating through
actions. He suggests maintaining a gratitude
log to record the names of people one feels
thankful for. Additionally, he highlights the
significance of spiritual practices such as
meditation, describing them as essential means
of connecting with God and achieving inner
peace.

Wheel 2: Relationships

Drawing from his own experiences, the
author explains how envy and uncontrolled
ambition can lead to unhealthy competition
and strained relationships. He advises
strengths and

acknowledging both the




A

weaknesses of others, while choosing to focus
on their positive aspects and addressing
shortcomings with sensitivity. He also
introduces the idea of separating the individual
from the incident, which helps in cultivating
forgiveness and emotional maturity.

Wheel 3: Work Life

Through brief stories, the author conveys
that healthy competition should be inward
rather than outward. He stresses that true
growth comes from competing with oneself and
striving to become a better version of oneself,
rather than comparing oneself with others

gno=Ninaad

Wheel 4: Social Contribution

While discussing social contribution, Gaur
Gopal Das explains that selfless service, or
seva, brings genuine joy and nurtures true love
for God. Serving others without expectation is
presented as a vital aspect of a balanced and
meaningful life.

Towards the end of their conversation,
Harry appears more convinced and at peace.
He receives a call from the hospital informing
him that he and his wife are expecting a child.
Filled with gratitude and happiness, Harry
thanks the monk and rushes to the hospital,
ready to embrace a new beginning in his life.

RS

“MAYBE SOMEDAY” by Colleen Hoover

“Maybe Someday” is not just a love
story; it is a novel about divine
timing, music, and the
complicated beauty of
human  relationships.
Colleen Hoover weaves
a compelling narrative
about Sydney, a bright |
and talented young -
woman  whose life
takes a painful turn
when she discovers
that her boyfriend has
been cheating on her.
With nowhere else to
go, she ends up living
with Ridge, her gifted
neighbour who writes
songs but cannot
hear it because he is deaf.

As their friendship deepens through their

shared passion for music, Sydney and Ridge
are seen battling emotions they never expected.
Ridge is already in a committed relationship,

while Sydney is still
healing from
heartbreak. The novel
explores the idea
that love, whether
right or wrong can
happen at any time.
It also portrays the
problems of deafness
very sensitively. The unspoken emotions
and the truth that music can speak louder
than words is beautifully portrayed.

Pramila D’Souza
Dept. of English

Colleen Hoover doesn’t rush into
romance; instead she unfolds the plot
gently making the readers feel every
emotion, every note, and every moment
of frustration and hope. The novel brings
out the theme that love can happen at
anytime and can change everything in
the right way. Though there were some
hiccups along the way, Sydney and Ridge
very beautifully emerge stronger and bring
happiness not only to each other but also to
their friends as well.

TSR
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The Silent Patient - A book review

“The Silent Patient” is a psychological Six  years  after
thriller written by Alex Michaelides that the incident, a
delves into human behaviour when subjected  psychotherapist named
to unpleasant situations in life. Alex’s debut Theo Faber arrives at
book explores how childhood trauma can the psychiatric facility,
impact adult life. The book deals with past The Grove. His strong
trauma and the psychological trauma with assertion “only I can
vivid characterization and suspense-filled make her speak” raises
questions  and
makes the
storyline interesting.

Sahana Rai
Dept. of Physics

s The novel has a dual narrative:
Alicia’s voice emerges through her

PATIENT ‘e present-day stimpt to break her

" silence. Michaelides masterfully uses
L e these two perspectives to show how

bt ]l.{ childhood trauma doesn't just stay in
the past, but it acts as a blueprint for

| adult tragedy.

can make
her speak.

Through Alicia’s journals, readers
can understand Alicia’s mental trauma
which leads to her complete silence.

ALEX MICHAELIDES

storytelling. Though it is a work of fiction, o Her father’s w.ord.s “Alicia ShOUI.d han;’
it illuminates various emotional tolls that are ~died instead of my wife in that car accident,
reflected in the real world. reflect Alicia’s detachment from the world.

When she found Gabriel, she was finally getting
the love she needed. But as events unfold,
Gabriel’s infidelity comes to the fore.

The story opens in the aftermath of a crime
scene. Alicia Berenson, a renowned painter, has
killed her husband Gabriel by shooting him five
times in the head. After this horrific incident, On the other hand, Theo himself has had a
she falls into an indefinite silence. The only way troubled childhood laced with so much trauma
she communicates with the world is through her ~ and he could relate to Alicia. As Theo digs
paintings. She paints a self-portrait and names deeper, he uncovers a shocking connection that
it “ Alcestis,” a character from Greek mythology blurs the lines between his professional mission
who sacrificed herself for her husband. This and his personal life.
raises several questions in the minds of readers: With an unimaginable ending, the book is
“Why did she kill her husband?” “What is the 5 page-turner and keeps readers glued to their

significance of shooting him five times?” “How  geats. The story is sure to leave an indelible
can she compare herself to Alcestis?” imprint on their hearts

R i =
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This painting captures the spirit of college life and learning. The open book at the center symbolizes knowledge as the guiding light that
fuels curiosity, creativity, and growth. From science and technology to arts, music, and sports, the colorful scenes aroun? it represent the
diverse opportunities and experiences that shape a student's journey. Each element in the artwork reflects the diverse talents and
aspirations that flourish within a college, where students learn, explore, and grow together. The lively colors convey energy, enthusiasm,
and the joy of discovery. Altogether, it portrays college as a place where minds are enlightened, dreams take flight, and the future is
shaped through learning and inspiration.
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