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A universe with galaxjes of thoughts
And each idea a burning star
Shooting comets for each feeling
Every loss, a supernova - charred
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St Agnes Pre University College ' A
-

Sr M. Shamita A.C. has been an integral gear in the machine that is St Agnes Pre University
College. Serving for eight years as Principal and a remarkable twenty - two as a lecturer, she has
put in her blood, sweat and tears into this institution. For the past two decades, Sr Shamita has
displayed admirable levels of diligence, dedication and perseverance, especially in the field of
educatingyoungwomen.Sheis truly aninspirationtothe younggirls who join the institution, with
notonly her formidable presence, but alsothe numerous accolades she hasbeen given.

Although she will be missed dearly as the Principal, there is no doubt that she will be equally
skillful and competent in her new role of Provincial Superior, The Apostolic Carmel, Karnataka
Province.

We are eternally grateful to Sr Shamita for her effort and contribution to the functioning and

growthofthisinstitution.

- Mafazah Sharafuddin
Student Editor(2018 - 19)
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| closed my eyes one winter night
And wished upon a shooting star

To witness the wonder of the universe
| admired from afar

It was a soft, lilting voice
Carried by the winter breeze
That told me that sight comes
Only to the one that sees.

You cannot wish with closed lids
For the magnificence of the skies.
But you might just see a universe

. If you'd just open your eyes.
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Breaking Records
NATIONAL LEVEL PLAYERS

Spandana Bekal
Belt Wrestling \ Badminton

Rithusha Harish Rischika Thimmaiah

Karate Floorball

Shourya Shetty y Nithya K. G
Belt Wrestling Handball



Girl loses leg in train mishap,
gets back on track for PU final

Mangalaru: [

FATIMA SUZNA — AWOMAN OF SUBSTANCE

Our student Fatima Suzna met with an unfortunate accident on October 29,2018 when she tripped on the tracks and
atrainranover her legs. In spite of having to undergo an amputation of her right leg, she turned up for her 11 PU Board

Examinations.

We salute you Suzna for your indomitable spirit, for you are a beacon of hope and faith to all of us. One can well
imagine the trauma she underwent, but she steeled herself to overcome the hurdles. She is indeed a strong woman
and we pray that God imbues her with courage, strength and determination. We also raise a toast to her parents Mr
Samad and Mrs Ramlath for buoying her spirits and being a source of constant support. We wish you a bright future

FatimaSuzna.
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Toppers
" Sculpting Success

Cindy Rodrigues Rishal Renjal Dafney D Cunha
Science 584/600 Commerce 586/600 Arts 561/600f District

Nydile M N Glara D Souza Aisiri Raj
Science 585/600 Commerce 586/600 Arts 568/600
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Hasta la Vista

Intrepid fingers flying on the Reyboard
EnthAusiasm unabated and a sheer zest for life
An unabashed smile
An ever-ready willingness to help \
; These are the hdllmarRs that define our\beloved Mrs Seetha K. |
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Message

witness to a significant milestone — the Centenary Celebrations of this historic

The wheels of time move swiftly and inexorably, and soon we will be

educational institution that has been at the forefront of women’s empowerment
right from its inception. Mother Mary Aloysia who founded this college had a

clear vision of imparting integral education based on a sound value system.

In the current education scenario, rote learning has become the norm and
marks take precedence over all else. This is definitely impacting the youth, for
such mechanical learning hampers creativity, curbs independent thinking and
experiential learning and impedes fresh perspectives from emerging. The domino
effect of this is very visible in every sphere of life. Everybody is focused on
rushing headlong towards success as defined by wealth and social status, with no
emphasis on human values or the inclination or time to pause and savour the

moment.

During the past century, St Agnes Pre University College has been steadfast
in its endeavour to create a suitable atmosphere for learning. With the college
motto ‘God is our Strength,” we strive to instil in our students a deep faith in
God and reinforce their self-belief. Our effort here is to provide a wholesome
environment that promotes the multifarious talents of the students, their creativity,

passion and perseverance, all while they learn to celebrate and respect diversity.
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My deep hope as I place before you ‘Agno Ninaad’ is that it gives free
expression to the latent gifts and talents of the faculty and students. It also
offers glimpses of the myriad activities of the college.

I place on record the commendable work done by Mrs Arshiya Patel for
her untiring efforts in bringing out ‘Agno Ninaad’ in this form. I owe my
gratitude to all the members of the editorial team for their dedicated hard

work.

It is my ardent desire that St Agnes Pre University College continues its
sublime task of enabling young women to channelize their energy in serving
the nation for positive change and progress. May the dream of Mother Mary
Aloysia of ‘building a home of faith, home of fellowship and a home of

Sfruitful study’ continue to be realised in the years to come.

£ Sr M. Shamitha A.C.




The real purpose of education is I think to raise children to think,
reflect and play a significant role in the world. Education is not merely
about getting good marks and jobs. It is more about the kind of human
beings that are produced by the system. In this, according to me language plays a critical role,
for it is language that is fundamental to humanity and civilization. In our marks-oriented
educational system, there is often a tendency to denigrate language, and instead the emphasis
is on subjects alone, as if these can exist without language.

Language with its rich diversity reveals to us the ingenuity and flexibility of the human
mind. We can’t dissociate ourselves from language for it profoundly impacts the way we think
and feel. It’s almost miraculous the way language forges bonds and brings people together in
a meaningful way. Just think about it — language is omnipresent for it substantially dictates
every aspect of our life. It is all around us in the babble of voices, in our friendships and
relationships, in the music we listen to, in our interactions with strangers and even in what
we see, do or feel.

“What kind of life exists without language?” asks Paul Kalanithi, a neurosurgeon in his
autobiographical book “When Breath Becomes Air.” In it he talks about how in cases of severe
brain injury or a stroke, the destruction of the region in the brain responsible for language
often restrains the surgeon’s impulse to save a life. According to him, if this region is damaged
something central to humanity is lost forever.

Recently Aldous Huxley’s ‘Brave New World,” Ray Bradbury’s Fahrenheit 451° and George
Orwell’s ‘Animal Farm’ were on my reading list. While the first two project a purportedly
utopian world, the last offers a biting criticism of dictatorship and how even the best of
intentions slide into tyranny in the presence of total power. In Fahrenheit 451° thinking is
discouraged, books are burnt or banned if they contain information that people may find
unpleasant. In ‘Brave New World,” people are controlled and their lives are dictated by advanced
technology. Relationships and free thought are frowned upon. People are sternly discouraged
from reading since it could stimulate new ideas or discussions. So, basically it is language
which determines thought and when languages are given short shrifi, we are sounding the
death knell for independent and critical thinking.




The college magazine ‘Agno Ninaad’ seeks to capture and reflect the manifold happenings

on the campus, including the numerous accomplishments of our students. I would like to
thank our dear principal Sr Shamita A.C, the vice — principal Sr Norine A.C and all the
editorial team members. 1 would also like to express my considerable appreciation to all the
students who generously contributed articles, paintings, sketches, photographs etcetera. As the
months flew by and November approached, a gazillion thoughts swamped me, as I realized
that a lot of the work was pending. I needed to streamline my thoughts, gather the editorial
team, brainstorm with them and come up with something distinctive and I hope we have
done exactly that.

Agno Ninaad gives a deep insight into the Agnesian world, and it is their creativity,
originality and novelty that sets this magazine apart. The digital art by Mafazah Sharafuddin
on the cover page with the poem penned by the artist herself says it all, while the painting
on the back page according to its artist Mafazah is symbolic of ignorance being at the root
of all things reprehensible in the world. The painting transitions from a bleak landscape of
war, violence and bondage as illustrated by weaponry and storm clouds to an autumnal
setting, exemplifying change and prosperity. The painting is a metaphor for the change that
takes place when a person opens their figurative eyes— a change from darkness to light; from
ignorance to awareness.

£ Mys Arshiya Patel




Choices, Chances, Changes

You get a strange feeling when you leave a place, like you'll not only
miss the people you love but miss the person you were at that time and P
place because you'll never be that way ever again! This is what | felt when T ——
| said goodbye to high school life to start my college days. Student Editor 2017-18

| was apprehensive on the first day as it is very important to
make a good impression; unfortunately for me that was not the case.
All eyes were on me, since | was the only girl in college uniform on that day, but this issue was
long forgotten in a week's time.

The first year spent in Agnes drew a blank, since | was intimidated by the various talents
Agnesians possessed. It took a year for me to get accustomed to college life. Unfortunately, it
took a while for me to fathom that | wanted to inspire people. | wanted someone to look at me
and say “Because of you, | did it!” So when | got an opportunity to become the student editor,
| took it up even though | was hesitant about it. My fears were all calmed by Sr. Shamitha when
| went to submit my application for the editorial position. She asked me “Why haven't | heard
of you before?” | smiled sheepishly and ran out of her chamber. Most of the Agnesians, including
the cabinet members were fascinated with my achievements. At this point | felt slightly relieved.
What most of us don't understand is how lucky we are as girls to get education especially in a
college like Agnes. | was in awe of our principal, how she managed a college with a thousand
four hundred strong student population. It surely wasn't a piece of cake.

If Agnesians were ever in the Titanic, the lecturers would take the role of Jack Dawson and
we would all be Rose. What | am trying to express is that they would do anything to keep us
afloat. | believe the influence of a good teacher can never be erased. And even though I'll be
leaving, | know that the Agnes lecturers will have a certain impact on my life. | will always be
grateful to them.

You never actually understand the value of something until you lose it. Agnes has taught
me many things but most importantly the value of teamwork and how to be supportive of each
other.

A word of advice for all the Agnesians is that, if you ever find yourself in a troublesome
situation, make sure you inform the lecturers because they are the ultimate pillars of strength.
I know this because they've helped me tide over my examination crisis.

And never forget - don't ever be afraid to start over because it's a chance to s
build something better. You should know that once you enter Agnes your time as a
caterpillar has expired and your wings are
ready.
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Musings of @ Student Editor

Literature, to me, has always been more than just words. It is
solace, it is haven, it is home. It is to be transported to a different era
or a different world, and see it through the eyes of another. It satisfies
the deep-seated human need to know what life is like from another
person’s perspective. | have found that to write is to create emotions, Mafazah Sharafuddin
people, entire worlds out of nothing, and to read is to be witness to that  Stdent Editor 2018-19
creation.

Over the past year, as Student Editor, | have had the honour to witness that. With my love
for writing and penchant for reading hours on end, the post of Student Editor seemed almost
too apt, and | was absolutely ecstatic to take up the role. Then came my first big task as Editor,
the creative writing competition. That, to me, was my first real test, and it was as scary to me
as it was exciting. The students piled in and piled out and | remained as the last few dawdled
and struggled to wrap up their stories, and then, | began to read.

My year as Student Editor has given me an insight into how my peers portray themselves,
and what that reflects and this journey has been welcomed with open arms. It has been an
absolute pleasure to see the numerous styles of writing that exist within the walls of St. Agnes
Pre-University. My year as editor made me work harder and try to do better and be better at
what | do. It has helped me realise my potential and given me the opportunity to shoulder
responsibility in preparation for the real world. The thing is, literature has always been a tool.
It is literature that changed minds and started revolutions. Therefore, it is imperative that we
give utmost importance to literature. | can’t think of a job that better suits my skills and
interests, and this little road that | have worked on this year with its bumps and details and the
companions | made on the way has paved the path to what | hope will be success in the field
of literature. Being the editor has given me my most fond memories of St. Agnes Pre-University
College and | will treasure them greatly. From here on, | will forever carry the lessons | have
learnt as editor, and hold them close to my heart. It seems to me that for a person to find
success, they must first start out by grabbing every opportunity they can, and | am infinitely
grateful, that | grabbed onto this one. Of course, to my successor, | would like to wish the very
best. | hope that whoever takes on this mantle will treat it with respect, and | hope they will
find in it, the joy | did.

Writing, hard as it seems, is easy. You just write a word and then write another and
finish a sentence and before you know it, you have a story. Creative minds are everywhere; .4
in every sphere of life, you will find creativity and eventually, you’ll realise that 4
without it, life is rather drab. There’s a writer in everyone. So when you feel sad,
or elated or pained or awed or trapped and you just can’t seem to express it, for

the love of God, write! —
.........................................................-.
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Introduction:
“The will to win, the desire to succeed. The urge to reach your full potential.
These are the keys that will unlock the door to personal excellence” said Confucius.

St Agnes PU College is not merely an institution to impart knowledge but also an institution to
help students to tap their potential. The academic year 2017-2018 marked several changes. Ms Divina
Lobo, Lecturer in Mathematics bade adieu to the college. We wish her well. We welcome into the
faculty the new staff members Mrs Reshma, Department of Chemistry and Dr Asha, Department of
Physics.

Seminars and Workshops:

The staff members are keen to develop and grow and opportunities are made available in the
college for the enhancement of knowledge and skills.

e A staff enrichment programme was conducted by Fr Norbert Menezes S. J.

e  Sr Shamita attended an International Seminar for Principals at Patna Women’s College on ‘Nurturing
School Leadership Programme’.

e Sr Shamita, Sr Norine Dsouza and Sr. Janet Sequeira attended three days leadership seminar at
Christ University.

e Mrs. Tressie Menezes along with five of our students took part in an interactive programme
between Media and Doctors organized by Mangaluru Press Club in association with Centre for
Health and Development and Association of Medical Consultants at Mangaluru Press Club. She
also attended ‘Deccan Herald’s Readers’ Meeting.

Intellectual Enhancement and Excellence:

Education is not only the learning of facts but also the training of the mind to think wisely. To
ensure this we have been preparing our students to answer the entrance exams like JEE/NEET/CET for
professional courses, CPT classes for CA and coaching for Civil Service Examinations.

An orientation programme for the second year students was conducted by Dr Reena Alva,Managing
Director, Mangaluru Academy of Refined Studies who inspired students to think positively and have
a vision to reach great heights. The distinction holders of the second PU department examination
2016-17 were honoured. Mrs Sharmila Sanil addressed the first PU parents to give unconditional love
and support to their children at a time when lots of other things are changing in their lives.

Departmental and Club Activities:

e Under the aegis of Aastha Club, some of our students visited the Old Age Home run by ‘The
Little Sisters of the Poor’, Bajjodi. They entertained the inmates with fun-filled games. ‘Traffic
Control Awareness Programme’ was also conducted by the club.
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e A guest lecture by Mr Vineeth Kumar on ‘Amphibians of Western Ghats’ was organized by
Sristhi - the Eco Club. Wild Brush- A painting competition on the theme ‘Wild Life’ was organized
by the club.

e Library Week was organized on the theme ‘Readers are Leaders’ to inculcate a love for reading
and thereby enhance communication and writing skills.

e The Department of Hindi conducted Hindi Creative Writing, Hindi News Reading and Hindi
Advertisement competition. Hindi day was celebrated to inculcate in students love for the National
language.

e The Department of Chemistry in collaboration with Spectrum—the Science Club conducted
Chemical Magic Show and Pick and Speak competition.

e The Department of Physics conducted Circuit Designing and Eureka-a skit competition.

e The Department of Kannada organized Kannada Debate and essay writing. Kannada Day was
celebrated to display the students’ love and pride for the State language.

e The Department of French celebrated French Day with a cultural programme.

e The Department of English conducted English Essay writing, English Debate, Creative Writing and
Painting competition.

Results:

There will be obstacles, there will be mistakes but with hardwork, there are no limits. Our
students have proved the above maxim by securing a remarkable overall percentage of 97.5% and an
astounding 193 distinctions in the || PUC Department examination. Cindy Rodrigues topped the Science
Stream with a phenomenal total of 584/600. She further displayed her caliber achieving 100% in
Mathematics. Rishal Renjal proved her fortitude in the Commerce Stream by securing 586/600 and
made us proud with her achievement of securing centum in Accountancy, Statistics and Basic Maths.
Dafny DCunha topped the Arts Stream with a remarkable score of 561/600. She was also the
topper at the District Level.

The Centum Scorers are:

PHYSICS:
Lakshya Attavar, R Mythri, Rupal DSouza, Chrishel Fernandes, Shreya, Preemal Dias

BIOLOGY:
Caldrida D Souza.

MATHEMATICS:
Akhila, Lakshya Attavar, Cindy Rodrigues

ELECTRONICS:
Melisha D Souza, Preemal Dias

BASIC MATHS:
Rishal Renjal, Sharal Santhumayor
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STATISTICS:

Chrishel Fernandes, Suraksha NS, Akshatha, Delisha DSouza, Juveriyah Banu, Navya Devadiga,
Neema Fernandez, Nerissa Noronha, Preethika J P, Rishal Renjal, Sahana Kamath, Swathi, Apeksha
Palanna, Anusha, Jeekshitha, Roopali Shetty, Melrin Lobo

COMPUTER SCIENCE:
Apeksha K, Ananya G, Rachel Chalet, Supreetha, Linsa Lobo, Rheona Fernandes

BUSINESS STUDIES:
Rinisha Mascarenhas, Suraksha N S, Akshatha, Sahana Kamath, Navyashree S, Pratiksha Baliga,
Roopali Shetty

ACCOUNTANCY:

Rinisha Mascarenhas, Shreya Poojary, Natasha Coelho, Navyashree Y, Suraksha N S, Navya Devadiga,
Neema Fernandez, Nerissa Noronha, Rishal Renjal, Sahana Kamath, Swathi, Prajna, Jeekshitha

College Cabinet:

The most fundamental responsibility of leadership is team building. The college cabinet was
formed along with class representatives and their assistants. The cabinet members selected for various
portfolios are Stacey Coutinho — Student President, Kumkuum Machaiah — Student Vice President,
Deeksha Anchan — Science Secretary, Rafiya — Commerce Secretary, Bethel Britto — Arts Secretary,
Sharon Saldanha — Student Editor, Rishika K S — Cultural Secretary and Nidhishree — Sports Secretary.
The members along with the class representatives were given leadership training by Prof Anita, consultant
at CLHRD.

Extra-Curricular Activities:

Our students are our greatest accomplishments. To recognize, to acknowledge and to harness the
energy and talents of our students, various activities have been conducted. These include Introduction
Day, Students’ Day, Independence Day, Sports Day, Teachers’ Day, Class Socials, Wealth Out of Waste,
Dumb Charades, Singing Competition, Logo Designing, Budding Mathematician, Live Photography, Dance
competition, Mock Press, Quiz, Calligraphy, Student of the Year, Ethnic Day.

Seventeen NCC cadets of our college joined the Army Wing. The NCC unit and the Cleanliness
Committee of our college organized ‘Swach Mangaluru Abhiyan’ at Kadri Park to inculcate the spirit of
‘Swach Bharat Mission. 200 students participated in this mission. MLA Shri J. R. Lobo and Mayor
Kavitha Sanil were present. We Agnesians are proud of Shalon Pinto who participated in the International
Girl Guides Camp at Malaysia. Six of our students participated in Inspire-winter science camp sponsored
by the Department of Science and Technology, Government of India.The first Alumni Meet conducted
by the Alumni Association, ‘Agnosphere’ was attended by 380 alumni. Ms Cheryl Mascarenhas, an
eminent embryologist, alumna of the 2004 batch presided over the function. To display the innovative
talents of students, a one day inter-school competition, ‘Agnathon’ was organized. Students from eighteen
schools participated in the various competitions. It was our proud privilege to welcome Sr Carmel Rita,
the Vice President of Apostolic Carmel Educational Society.



This year has been truly spectacular in terms of the many unique achievements of our students.

Debate

Name of the Students Place Accorded Events Festival and Organisers

Ananya Rai | place Bharatanatyam Sharada Mahotsav
[solo] Inter district level

cultural competition

Mizna Alima Il place English Elocution | Vikas 2017, SVS College, Bantwal

Diya DCunha &

Stacey Coutinho Il place Product Launch

Rafiya & Nameera Il place Scuil Tech

Saachi Shetty | place Chameleon

Riya Shetty & Nameera Il place Inspiro Panache

Riya Shetty &

Noella Fernandes Il place Luminance

Winola Lobo Il place Pride of Panache Won the Runners up Trophy

Kumkuum Il place Globe Trotter

Stacey & group | place Ice breaker

Ananya Rai | place Kannada debate District level cultural competition

| place Pick & speak

Kripa Rasquinha | place English Debate Qualified for state level

Swathi A Il place Fine Arts

Stacey Coutinho | place Turn coat

Preethi P. S. | place Poem writing Hira Women’s College

Winola Lobo & Srimathi | place Quiz Won the Overall Championship

Ruella & Rafiya Il place Collage

Diya DCunha | place Vocal Solo

Diya DCunha & group Il place Patriotic group Karavali Sangeeta Kalavidara
singing Ookutta

Sarah DLima & group Il place Patriotic group Rang Bharo
singing

Mansi & group Il place Collage Roshni Nilaya

Ancita Pinto | place Mathematics Maths Fiesta

St Aloysius College
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Name of the Students

Place Accorded

Events

Festival and Organisers

Yusra & Shifali | place Clash of chaats
Rhea & Athel | place Face painting Rendezvous 2017
Mizna & group Il place Treasure hunt Sarosh Institute of
Saachi & Sarah Il place Flower Hotel Management
Arrangement

Noela | place Mock Tail Making Overall Championship
Kumkuum & Stevi | place Free lancing
Saksha & group | place Thematic dance Prerana
Thea & group | place Western singing Father Muller Homeopathic
M Shibani & Rani | place Wealth out of waste Medical College
Rishika & group Il Place Folk dance Won the overall championship
Haneena & Faseeha | place Debate competition Yuva Science Talent

Srinivas Engineering College
Shibani & Melonie Il place Wealth out of waste
Stacey & group Il place Variety
Ananya Rai Il place Sanskrit Recitation
Rhea Shetty &
Nidhishree Il place Logo Designing
Harshitha Il place Kannada Extempore Pre — Unique
Saachi & Nidhishree | place Flower Arrangement St Aloysius PU college
Preethi P S [l place Hindi poetry Writing
Saksha & group Il place Dance
Rhea Shetty Il place Face Painting
Harshitha & group Il place Mad Ad Won the Overall Runners up
Ancita Pinto | place Mock Press Trophy
Thaskeena & Srimathi Il place Model Making
Mizna Alima Il place The Highlights of

Pre-Unique

Rhea Pinto & Group | place French Singing La Chansonette
Savina Pereira Il place competition St Aloysius PU College
Ananya Rai | place Bharatanatyam Kala Utsav
Raksha Salian & group Il place Patriotic Singing S M Kushe




Name of the Students

Place Accorded

Events

Festival and Organisers

Cleyona, Reshma &

Sahyadri Science Talent Hunt

Nishel Il place Science Model competition
Ananya Rai | place Short story writing Vivekananda College Puttur
Ananya Rai Il place Pick & Speak Zonal Level Inter- Collegiate
competitions oraganised by PU
Department
Ananya Rai Il place Kannada Debate Selected to participate at the
State Level
Ananya Rai Il place Pick & Speak State Level competition
Organised by PU Department
Vanya Lobo & group Il place Carol Singing St Agnes PG Centre
Savina & group Il place Western Singing
Sarah & group Il place Patriotic Singing
Sarah DLlima | place Western singing solo Kalotsav
Ananya Rai | place Classical Dance Sandesha
Adina & group Il place Western Dance
Rosita Monis Il place Drawing
Denita DSouza | place English Handwriting Mangalore Musical and Cultural
Association
Anjusha Il place English Essay
| place Hindi writing
Prival DSouza Il place English Handwriting
Disha Amin | place Kannada Handwriting Runners Up Trophy
Jeslin John & group Il place Varnajali
Chrysil Mascarenhas Il place Solo Singing
Amina Shazi Il place All India Essay Karnataka State Level
Competition Shri Ramchandra Mission
Mafazah & Winola Lobo | place Debate Father Muller Hospital
Thaskeena & Faseeha Il place Debate

Mafazah won the Best

Individual Debater Award

Alisha & group V place Band D.K Athletics Association
Stacey & Nidhishree | place Flower Arrangement Design-Fiesta
Saksha & group | place Western Dance Karavali college
Rishika & group Il place Folk Dance ) )

Overall championship
Saachi Shetty & group | place Fashion Show
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Our students have shown their indomitable spirit and reached the greatest feat in the field of

sports.

e Lenisha Menezes garnered the gold medal in JSKA National Level Open Karate Championship
held at Kasaragod.

e In the National Level Karate Tournament held at Mangaluru Diya D bagged the gold medal in
the Kumite category.Deeksha and Umul Masooma won the bronze medal in the Kumite category.
Umul also won the bronze medal in the Kata category.

e The Karate team of our college were the champions at the District Level. Umul Masooma,
Diya D and Rithusha Harish secured the first place and are qualified for the State Level. Diya D
and Rithusha won the first place at the State Level and are qualified for the National Level.

e In the 28™ State Level Interdojo Karate Championship organized by Padubidri Dojo, IKAA,
Diya D won the first place in the Kumite category and was also honoured with the Female Grand
Championship Award. Ritusha Harish and Aswathi N secured the first and second place respectively
in the Kumite category.

e In the State Level Interdojo Karate Championship 2017, Deeksha bagged the first place in team
Kata and Kumite and secured the second place in Individual Kata category. Umul Masooma garnered
the first place in Individual Kumite category and clinched the second place in Individual and team
Kata category. Dhruthi Mundodi secured the first place in Kumite and Individual Kata category and
second place in team Kata category.

e In the Karnataka and Kerala Open Karate Championship, Deeksha secured the second place in
the Kata category and first place in the Kumite category. Pooja P won the second place in the
Kumite category and third place in the Kata category.

e In the 10* State Level Karate Championship organized by Akhila Karnataka Sports Karate
Association, Rithusha Harish won the gold medal in Individual Kumite category.She is qualified for
the National Level Karate event.

e In the 10 Western National Level Karate Championship 2017 conducted by Western Institute of
Martial Arts, Dhruti Mundodi and Prathika L S won the third place in Individual Kata.

e In the 35" Budokan National Karate Championship 2017, Diya D won the gold medal in
50-55 kg category.

e In Karnataka Power Lifting Championship Venizeia Carlo clinched the first place in 57kg category.
She is also the recipient of the Sub-Junior Strong Woman of Karnataka award. She bagged one
gold medal and one bronze medal in 57kg category at the National Sub-Junior Powerlifting
Championship held at Chandrapur, Maharashtra. She secured the Il Runners up award entitled
‘Strong Woman of India’. She garnered the Vth rank in Senior National Powerlifting
Championship, total lift 322.5 kg and IVth Rank in unequipped senior category, total lift 285 kg.
In the State Level Senior Powerlifting Champioinship organized by Karnataka Powerlifting
Association, she won the bronze medal in the 57 kg category. Venizeia Carlo also made us proud
by winning the silver medal in South Indian Powerlifting Championship. She won gold in Dead
Lift, silver in Bench Press and bronze medal in Squet at the Asian Classic Powerlifting Championship
held at Allapi , Kerala organized by Asian Powerlifting Federation. She secured the first place in
57 kg category at the Karnataka State Sub- Junior Bench Press Powerlifting championship held
at KGS Club, Bengaluru. She also won the ‘Best Lifter Women’s Trophy. In the Asian Classic
Powerlifting Championship 2017 held at Allappuzha- Kerala Venizeia Carlo bagged two gold, one
silver and one bronze medal.



e We are the proud winners in the District Level Shuttle Badminton Tournament. Nidhishree and
Spandana Bekal are duly selected to play at the State Level. Spandana Bekal secured the best
player award.

e In the Dasara Sports Meet 2017-18 of Mysore Region Level, Anvitha Shetty and Spandana Bekal
won the Winners Trophy in Shuttle Badminton and are qualified to play at the State Level

e The Volley Ball team of our college emerged as winners at the Taluk Level. We are proud of Tina
Fernandes who won the best passer award and Sharal Dsouza who won the best defender
award. Sharal Dsouza is also selected to play for the State Level.

e In the State Level Volley Ball tournament, the Dakshina Kannada Team won the Winners Trophy.
Sharal Dsouza was part of the winning team.

e In the 33 Karnataka State Athletics Champioinship organized by Alva’s Education Foundation,
Shibani secured the third place in 4 x 400m relay.

e In the Taluk Level Athletic Meet, Tina Dsouza made a mark by securing the first place in Triple
jump and second place in Long jump. Tejaswini secured the third place in Triple jump. Harshitha
won the second place and Sanjana bagged the third place in Javelin throw.

e In the Athletic Meet organized by D.K. Athletics Association, Harshitha Puthran won the third
place in Javelin throw and Sanjana Naik bagged the third place in Shotput.

e  Qur girls are winners all the way and they proved their mettle by winning the Taluk Level Throw
ball Tournament hosted by our College. Neha bagged the best player award.

e We are the proud winners of the Runners up Trophy in the District Level Throwball tournament
and Pooja D has been selected to play at the State Level.

e In the District Level Handball Tournament, our Handball team emerged as winners and eight
players are qualified to play at the State Level.

e The Handball team won the Runners up Trophy at the State Level. Nidhishree, Anu Maria, Lisha
Kariappa, Anvitha Shetty are duly qualified to play at the National Level.

Spiritual and Value Education:
Prayer Day and Retreat are arranged to strengthen spirituality and to instill values in the lives
of students. Annual Retreat was conducted by Brother T. K. George and Fr Franklyn D Souza.

Parent Teacher Association:

The PTA under the guidance of its Vice President Mrs. Anita Dehnugar and its Executive Committee
are supportive and involved closely with the college. Their presence with us at every special occasion
is greatly appreciated. The PTA took immense trouble to make Teachers’ Day a memorable one. The
PTA serves as a networking platform for parents to provide mutual support while connecting with the
college. At the Annual General Meeting of PTA, Mrs Kavitha Sanil, Mayor, Mangaluru City Corporation
addressed the parents and emphasized the need to inculcate right values and ethics in their children.
At this meeting the top scorers of the second PU Department Examination were honoured. The special
achievement award was given to Chaitra who never considered her disability as an impediment in her
quest for success.

Conclusion:

Dreams and perseverance make a winning combination. We at St Agnes teach our students to
dream higher, look deeper and realize the true extent of their potential as Rabindranath Tagore aptly
said ‘Reach High’ for stars lie hidden in you. Dream deep for every dream precedes the goal.

- Sr M. Shamita A.C.
Principal
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College Report 2018-19

Introduction:

“Identify your talents, create some space and follow your heart. The world needs you,” said
Natalie Fee. The atmosphere here at St Agnes is aimed at identifying the talents of students and
imparting value based education so that they are ready to face the world.

The academic year 2018-19 marked several changes. We express our sincere gratitude to
Ms Jyothi Cutinha, Lecturer in Mathematics, Mrs Sheetal Neeliyara, Lecturer in English and Dr Asha,
Lecturer in Physics for their dedicated service. We also bid adieu to Mrs Seetha, Clerical Staff for
rendering her invaluable service to the Institution for the past forty years.We wish them well. We
welcome into the faculty the new staff members Ms Deyan Crasta, Lecturer in Mathematics,
Mrs Shruthi, Lecturer in English, Mr Kiran, Lecturer in Physics, Mr Vishnu Prasad, Lecturer in French
while Mrs Renita Fernandes and Mrs Sweeta DSouza joined us as the support staff.

Seminars and Workshops:

In the quest to strive for excellence in their respective fields, the staff is constantly encouraged to

update their knowledge and skills.

e A staff enrichment programme was conducted by Dr Harish Shetty, renowned psychiatrist from
Mumbai on ‘Building Emotional Wealth & Emotional Equity’.

e  Mrs Suvasini attended a one day workshop on ‘Bio Technology and Bio Diversity’ at Yenepoya PU
College.

e Mrs Tressie Menezes attended a one day National Workshop on ‘Access to E Resources for
Academic and Resource Excellence’ at St Philomena College. She also attended First Aid for
School Teachers Workshop organized by Environment and Child Health Group Karnataka State
Chapter of Indian Academy of Paediatrics in association with Department of Paediatrics, Father
Muller Medical College. She also attended the 12 National Conference conducted by Prison
Ministry of India at Guwahati.

e Sr Janet Sequeira attended a one day workshop on ‘Explore your mind’ a mind mapping programme
at Hotel Moti Mahal.

e Dr P V Sobha was the resource person at Kendriya Vidyalaya, Shakthi PU College and St Agnes
College, Autonomous.She also presented an article ‘Hindi Cinema Ka Samaajik Sarokar’ published
in the book ‘Hindi Saahithya Aur Cinema’ brought out by the Hindi Department, St Agnes College
Autonomous during the National Seminar.

e Mrs Shailaja was the resource person at St Ann’s College of Education for the workshop on
‘Content Enrichment’ for B.Ed. aspiring teachers. In the ‘Kavi Goshti’ organized by the department
of Kannada and Samskrati, Mrs Shailaja recited a poem.

e Mrs Jeshma D Souza was interviewed by Radio Sarang 107.8 F.M on the occasion of Teachers’ Day.

e Mrs Avitha D Souza, Mrs Teena D Souza, Mrs Preema Pereira, Mrs Joanne Sheethal,
Mrs Pramila D Souza, Sr Janet Sequeira, Mr Joel Fernandes and Mr Kiran attended
‘Teacher Enrichment Programme’ organized by the Catholic Association of South Kanara.

e Mrs Olivia Patrao presented a paper at the National level entitled ‘Indira Gandhi - Garibi Hatao’
at St Agnes College, Autonomous. She also attended a National Level Seminar ‘Beyond Emotional
Intelligence’ at St Aloysius B.Ed. College.
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e  Mrs Lovina Aranha, Mrs Hariet Moras and Mrs Teena Dsouza attended a two day workshop on the
new NCERT syllabus organized by the Commerce Lecturers’ Association.

e Mrs Ramya, Sr Janet, Mrs Renita and Mrs Reena attended a one day workshop organized by
Dakshina Kannada District Mathematics PU Lecturers Forum.

Intellectual Enhancement and Excellence:

Education is the cultivation of mind to make life worthwhile with the acquisition of skills. Bearing
this in mind we have been preparing our students to answer the entrance exams like JEE/NEET/CET
for professional courses, CPT classes for CA and coaching for Civil Service Examinations. A career
guidance programme was conducted by Dr Norbert Lobo, HOD Department of Economics, St Aloysius
College, Autonomous for the commerce students. A talk on CA/CS for the | PU commerce students was
given by KVC Academy.

An orientation programme for the second year students was conducted by Mrs Elsie Tharien,
former Head of the Department of Psychology who stressed that students need to get out of their
comfort zone to achieve their goals in life. The achievers of the Il PU Board Examination 2017-18 were
felicitated. Ms Shalini Aiyappa, Head of the Department of Psychology, St Aloysius College addressed
the first PU parents to be good listeners and to keep the lines of communication open with their
children.

Departmental and Club Activities:

e The Department of Physics in association with D.K District Physics Lecturers’ Association conducted
the annual workshop in our college.

e A talk by Mr P Sridhar, Range Forest Officer, Mangaluru was organized by Sristhi — the Eco Club
on the occasion of Vanamahotsava. A painting competition on the theme ‘Conservation of
Environment’ was also conducted by the club.

e The Department of Humanities conducted Psychology Exhibition to get a glimpse of different
applications of Psychology. Personality tests were also conducted for the students.

e The Department of Chemistry in collaboration with Spectrum conducted Ms Element contest.

e The Department of English conducted English Essay, English Debate, Creative Writing and Painting
Competition.

e Comedy Skit and Hindi Creative Writing competition was conducted by the Department of Hindi.
Hindi day was celebrated with a cultural programme.

e The Department of Kannada conducted Kannada Debate, Kannada Essay. Kannada day was
celebrated with vigour depicting the rich cultural heritage of our state.

e The Department of French celebrated French Day with a cultural programme.

e Best Manager competition was conducted by the Department of Commerce.

Results:

“Things work out best for those who make the best of how things work out,” said John Wooden.
Our students have surpassed everybody’s expectations by securing a remarkable overall percentage of
97.4 and an outstanding 198 distinctions in the Il PUC Department examinations. Nydile M N topped
the Science Stream with 585/600, with the additional distinction of having secured centum in
Chemistry and Maths. Glara DSouza proved her mettle in the Commerce Stream by securing
586/600. She further displayed her competence by achieving 100% in Business Studies, Accountancy
and Statistics. Aisiri Raj topped the Arts Stream with 568/600. She also brought laurels to the
Institution by being the topper at the District Level. Diya D Cunha made us proud with her achievement
of securing centum in Basic Maths, Statistics, Business Studies and Accountancy.
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The Centum Scorers are:

PHYSICS:
Avvammath Yasmeen

CHEMISTRY:
Akshatha Shetty, Nydile M N, Avvammath Yasmeen

MATHS:
Akshatha Shetty, Nydile M N, Pruthvi Shetty, Sushmitha, Angelica Albuquerque, Princia Braggs

COMPUTER SCIENCE:
Nisarga Laxman, Shalma DSouza, Nidhi B D

BUSINESS STUDIES:
Megan D Souza, Melita Pais, Ashleen Crasta, Caleda D Souza, Diya D Cunha, Glara D Souza, Prajna,
Priyal Pinto, Rafiya, Swasthi, Numa Nafeesa

STATISTICS:
Princia Braggs, Ajiza, Varenya V, Caleda DSouza, Diya DCunha, Glara DSouza, Prajna, Mizna
Alima Aveena Monis, Areej Noorulla.

BASIC MATHS:
Melita Pais, Vinyashree, Diya D Cunha, Diya Alva, Shreya Rai

ACCOUNTANCY:

Joyline Monteiro, Alma Fernandes, Ashel Crasta, Megan DSouza, Melita Pais, Shivani K, Rishika
K S, Caleda DSouza, Diya DCunha, Glara DSouza, Melisha Menezes, Prerana N K, Riya Crasta, Nidhi
B D, Rafiya, Swasthi, Swathi P S, Ashlin Fernandes, Clemandra Gonsalves, Evonna DSouza, Glenita
Rodrigues, Lerisha Mascarenhas, Aveena Monis, Sweedal Moniz, Afreena Banu, Chrisel D Souza, Fathima
Farhana, Melissa Mendonca, Numa Nafeesa, Saksha Rodrigues, Areej Noorulla, Savina Pereira

PSYCHOLOGY:
Jameela Jaseera

ECONOMICS:
Nidhi B D

College Cabinet:

Leadership is about influencing people by what you say and do. Great leadership is when you
influence someone to be the very best they can be. The college cabinet was formed along with class
representatives and their assistants. The cabinet members selected for various portfolios are Mansi
Pinto — Student President, Ashel DSouza — Student Vice President, Shalon Pinto — Science Secretary,
Rhea Sequeira — Commerce Secretary, Malavika Jayadeep — Arts Secretary, Mafazah Sharafuddin —
Student Editor, Niha Kuraisha — Cultural Secretary and Pravalika — Sports Secretary. A workshop on
effective leadership skills and team building was held for all the student leaders by Mrs Bharathi
Shivgoor.

Extra-curricular Activities:

Our students are provided with an excellent platform to showcase their multifaceted talents
through various activities. These include Introduction Day, Class Socials, Students’ Day, Teachers’ Day,
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Hamd, Live Photography, Bhavageethe, Konkani Creative Writing, Mono Acting, Lantern making, Quiz,
Sports Day and Ethnic Day. An array of competitions was organized during the ‘Library Week’. Ten of
our students from the Arts stream attended the Psychology Exhibition and Mental Health Awareness
programme held at School of Social Work, Roshni Nilaya. In the Ms Karnataka International 2018
Beauty Pageant, Ishika Shetty won the title ‘Ms Perfect 10. A one day State Level Inter School
competition ‘Agnathon’ was organized. Students from 18 schools participated in the various competitions
and displayed their innovative talents. CA Daphney D Souza presided over the Alumni Meet conducted
by ‘Agnosphere’. Nine alumna were felicitated for their remarkable achievements. A thanksgiving mass
was offered for the Catholic staff and students to commemorate the sesquicentennial year of the
Apostolic Carmel Congregation and a Campus get together was organized for the staff of St Agnes
Institutions. Sr Pearl Anne addressed the staff.

We were ecstatic to receive Sr. Susheela, President of the Apostolic Carmel Educational Society
on our Campus and were delighted to listen to her message where she delinated a roadmap for
teachers.

Abhaya- ‘Women’s Forum’ was inaugurated to enlighten, empower and educate young minds
through various programmes. An awareness programme on Drug Abuse was organized by the Economic
and Narcotic Crime Police Station, Mangaluru City. In collaboration with the NCC unit of our College,
National Integration Day was celebrated. Air Wing Commander P C Pant presided over the function.
The NCC unit and the Cleanliness Committee of our college organized Poster Making and Slogan
Writing Competitions on the theme ‘Beat Plastic Pollution’. The NCC cadets attended a ten days
training camp held at St Aloysius College, Autonomous. Sanjana Naik, Sunidhi and Nidhi were conferred
the rank of ‘Corporal’ and Athel and Racheal of ‘Lance Corporal’. Three NCC cadets attended Pre Inter
Group Camps, Level 1 and Level 2 at Alva’s College. Four NCC cadets attended Common Annual
Training Camp at Alva’s. CPL Sanjana Naik attended Pre Inter Group camps and was selected for Inter
Group Camp. In the Inter Groups Camp held at Christ University Bengaluru and she was later selected

for Pre Republic Day Camp.

It is with a sense of joy and appreciation we present the students who won accolades at various
inter-collegiate fests.

Name of the Students Place Accorded Events Festival and Organisers

Mafazah Sharafuddin Lok Sabha Best

Delegate Indian International
United Nations Mock United Nations' Sharada Residential School
Samah Assia Women Committee | Chapter 2017-18 Udupi

Best Delegate

) United Nations Indian International
Samah Assia Women Committee | Model United Nations, Yenepoya School
Il Place Mangalore Chapter
Mafazah Sharafuddin | Runners Up Trophy | Verbattle Competition State Level Verbattle
& Samah Assia Competition Bangalore




gno cNinaad

Name of the Students

Place Accorded

Events

Festival and Organisers

Diya Shetty | Place Face Painting
Mashooda Il Place Mock tail Making Rendezvous - 2018
Sumaiyya & Riya
Risheeka | Place Healthy Salad Sarosh Institute of
Hotel Management
Anusha DCunha & &
Il Place Free Lancer
Andrea DSouza
Ayesha & Kripa | Place Quiz The team won thc.eOveraII
Rasquinha Championship
Ishika Shetty | Place Flower Arrangement
Mishal DSouza Il Place Memory Test
Ayisha Lalin Il Place Mehendi Shodha — 2K18
Adeena Hussain Il Place English Poetry
. . Kanachur Institute of
Kripa Rasquinha & Il Place Quiz :
Vidhula Management & Science
Sameeksha & Group Il Place Variety
Chaithra Kumari | Place Mock Press N-1GMA-2K18
Samah Assia | Place JAM Dr N.S.A.M. First Grade College,
] Nitte, Karkala
Mafazah Sharafuddin | Place Word Play The team bagged the
Ashel & Group Il Place Group Singing Overall Championship
Mansi & Group Il Place Movie Spoof
Rhea Shetty & Group | Place National Level Youth Karavali College of
Fest ‘Design Feista Fashion Design
2K18’
Nisha Il Place Face Sketch Besant PU College
Ananya Rai Il Place District LeveI.E.Iocution Vikas-2018
Competition S.V.S PU College, Bantwal
Prakruthi Rao | Place Eka Vyakthi Yakshagana Sharada Mahotsava
Sharada PU College
Flgrlda Almeida & | Place Treasure Hunt Indradanush
Nisha
Tanvi D Ali & Delicia . St Philomena College, Puttur
Rodrigues Il Place Quiz
Natasha DSouza Il Place Video Juggling Chem — Mystery
Florida Almeida Il Place Mock Press St Aloysius College




Name of the Students

Place Accorded

Events

Festival and Organisers

Arleen DSouza

Ananya Rai | Place Kannada Pre- scripted
Act
Rhea Shetty Il Place Face Painting Pre Unique
Calisha & Group Il Place Feel the Rush )
St Aloysius PU College
Sanjana S Il Place News Bulletin
Sameeksha & Group Il Place Thematic Dance Runners Up Trophy
Manasa & Melanie Il Place Wealth Out of Waste
Adeena & Group Il Place Variety Entertainment
Jinu John Il Place Kannada Extempore Prerana
Ad H i ) Father Muller
eena Hussain Il Place English Extempore Homeopathic College
Samah Assia Il Place Jnana Darpana
Turn Coat Govinda Das PU College
Nisha | Place Pencil Sketch
Riya Risheeka [l Place Rangoli Competition Fishco Fest
Rhea Shetty [l Place Painting
Prakrathi & Group Il Place Classical Dance
h : College of Fisheries,
Samah Assia Il Place English Extempore Mangaluru
Rhea Shetty | Place Face Painting
Nisha & Group Il Place Feat on Beat
Riya & Group Il Place Fashion Show
Ananya Rai,' Sinchana | Place Ramayana Quiz Sri Gopalkrishna Bhat
& Vaishnavi Charitable Trust
Ananya Rai Il Place
y Bharathanatyam Saroj Madhu Kala Ustav-2018
Varsha &Group lIPlace Folk Dance
Ashlyn Pinto | Place Hindi Elocution o N
7aiba Banu | Place Hindi Essay Hindi Prachar Samiti
Mishel DSouza Il Place Kabir Geet Gaayan The team won the
Olin & Natasha | Place Hindi Quiz Overall Trophy
Fiona DSouza & Il Place Hindi Quiz
Andrea DSouza
Arshiya Begum | Place Drawing
Fathima Samreen | Place English Handwriting Mangalore Musical and
| Place Essay Writing Cultural Association
Il Place Drawing
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e o
Name of the Students Place Accorded Events Festival and Organisers
Mithuna Dinesh Il Place English Handwriting Mangalore Musical and
Sanjana S Il Place Essay Writing Cultural Association
Vaishnavi Hebbar Il Place Solo Singing
Adeena Hussain Il Place
Sanjana S Il Place Elocution
Samah Abbas [l Place
Nidhi Stevens | Place
Afraa Parveen | Place The team bagged the
Amrah Khan | Place Varnanjali Overall Championship
Arshiya Begum | Place
Deeksha SD Il Place Kannada essay
Samah Assia | Place English Debate Taluk Level Cultural
Ananya Rai | Place Kannada Debate Competition by

- - PU Department
Kripa Rasquinha | Place English Debate
Samah Assia Il Place English Debate Zonal Level Cultural
Kripa Rasquinha Il Place English Debate Competition by
Ananya Rai | Place Kannada Debate PU Department
Ananya Rai | Place Kannada Debate State Level Cultural Competition

by PU Department

| Place Mock Press Paris Je T’aime-St Aloysius College

Il Place Spell Bee Our students won the Overall
championship

Kripa Rasquinha

Vidhula | Place Creative Writing

Sports is the epitome of hard work and dedication. Our students are trained to be dedicated

to their goal and always aim to do their best.

e In the District Level Karate Tournament organized by the Department of Pre University Education,
Dakshina Kannada, Mangaluru, Pooja won the silver medal, Diya D and Rithusha Harish bagged the
gold medal and are duly selected for the State Level.

e In the State Level Karate Championship held at Chikodi, Rithusha Harish and Diya D won the first
and third place respectively.

e In the Open Karate Tournament organized by Sri Gokarnatheshwara Temple, Diya D bagged two
gold medals and one bronze medal in the Kata Category, Kumite Category and Team Kata. Ashwathy
secured the silver medal in Kumite Category. Rithusha Harish garnered the gold medal and silver
medal in Kata and Kumite Category respectively. Rithusha also made us proud by winning the Grand
Championship Female Award.

e In the State Level Open Karate Championship organized by Joshin Ryu Karate — DO Association
of Karnataka, Pooja P won the silver medal in Team Kata, the bronze medal in the Kata Category
and secured the third place in the Kumite category.

e In the State Level Open Karate Championship 2018 conducted by Dakshina Kannada Art and Sports
Karate Association in collaboration with J C I, Deeksha won the third place in Kumite event, Team
Kata and Individual Kata.
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e In the Karnataka and Kerala Open Karate Championship Deeksha secured the first place in Kata
and Kumite category.

e In the 40 th International Open Karate Championship 2019 held at Ooty Deeksha bagged the silver
medal in Kumite and Kata category.

e In the District Level Wrestling Competition the Wrestling Team of our College secured the Runners
Up Trophy. The four students selected to play at the State Level were Harshitha Puthran, Shourya
Shetty, Diya Kottary and Sharal Dsouza. In the State Level Belt Wrestling Competition held at Belgaum,
Diya Kottary and Shourya Shetty bagged the first place, Harshitha Puthran won the third place. Diya
Kottary and Shourya Shetty are duly selected to play at the National Level.

e In the District Level Table Tennis Tournament Shraddha Paul, Susan Machado and Bhagyashree
emerged victorious and have been selected for the State Level.

e In the Taluk Level Athletic Meet, Varsha B garnered the second place in Triple Jump and Long Jump.
Shravya, Prakrithi Shetty, Vidya Rai and Vigneshwari secured the second place in 4 x100 meters relay.
Harshitha won the third place in Javelin Throw.

e The Throwball Team of our college won the Runners Up Trophy at St Joesph’s Engineering College,
Vamanjoor.

e In the State Level Badminton Tournament held at Chikamagalur, Spandana Bekal is selected to
play at the National Level. She was part of the Karnataka Shuttle Badminton team which won
the Winners Trophy at the National Level.

e In the District Level Shuttle Badminton Tournament organized by St Agnes PU College at Father
Muller Indoor Stadium, our college team bagged the second place.

e In the State Level Floorball Tournament Bhagyashree, Shrada Poojari, Rischika Thimmaiah and
Prakrithi Shetty won the first place. Rischika Thimmaiah has been duly selected to play at the National
Level. She was part of the Karnataka Floorball team which won the Runners up Trophy at the
National level.

e In the District Level Hockey Tournament Rischika Thimamaiah and Bhagyashree are selected for
the State Level.

e In the State Level Football Tournament held at Mandya, the Dakshina Kannada Team won the first
place. Dale Dsouza was part of the winning team.

e In the District Level Handball Tournament organized by the Department of Pre University Education
our college team emerged as winners and eight of them have been seleted to play at the State
Level. Nithya was subsequently selected for the National level.

Spiritual and Value Education:

Prayer Day and Retreat are arranged to enrich and strengthen the spiritual direction of our students.
Annual retreat was conducted by Mrs Corine Rasquinha and Brother Raghu. A seminar on ‘Family Life
Education” was conducted by Dr Edward Nazareth and Dr Joyline D Almeida. Christmas is truly a celebration
of love. Students visited St Ann’s Home for the aged to fill their lives with joy during Christmas. A love
offering was handed over to our very own student who met with an unfortunate accident.

Parent Teacher Association:

Alone we can do little, together we do much. We are indebted to the PTA Vice President Mrs
Valentina Rodrigues and its Executive Committee for their unstinting support and whole hearted
co-operation in all our endeavors. We treasure their presence with us at every special occasion. The
PTA took immense trouble to make Teachers’” Day a memorable one. At the Annual General Meeting
of PTA, Dr Mariella D Souza, Associate Professor KMC Hospital, Mangaluru, addressed the parents about
the pros and cons of social media. At this meeting the top scorers of the second PU Department
Examination were honoured.

Conclusion:

We, at St Agnes strive to bring out the best in students so that they are equipped to succeed
in all walks of life as it is rightly said, ‘Aim for the best — then reach higher — The only way is up/

- Sr M. Shamita A.C., Principal
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Like Other Countries, Youngsters In India
Should Be Allowed To Live Independently

India - the big, the bold and the beautiful,
India is a country that boasts the highest cultural
diversity in the world and is the fifth fastest growing
country with 35% of NASA’s scientists being
Indians. With the majority of its populace under
the age of twenty-five, the Indian youth should be
the ones who attain great feats. What stands in the
way? The lack of independence. India is a country
that gives a lot of importance to tradition, especially
that pertaining to family, and the seemingly western
ideology of letting children live independently may
seem bizarre at first glance, but when it stands in
the way of the accomplishment of the next

generation, it is time to take a closer look.

Living independently, be it at the simple level
of allowing children freedom in their teenage years,
or the actual moving out of college-age students,
proves to be highly beneficial to the cognitive
development of the child. Indian parenting, speaking
in psychological terms, is based on the concepts of
positive reinforcement and punishment. To put it
simply, a child is rewarded for good behaviour or
punished for bad behaviour, giving them an
incentive to behave well. The flaw with this is that
when that incentive is taken away, the learned

behaviour instantly ceases. For
example, if a child who has
been completely sheltered their
entire life, is sent to college in

a new city, completely on their

own, they will suddenly ,

develop a rebellious streak. Mafazah
They may take to drugs or = Sharafuddin
alcohol, get into bad company HEPP

or go off on a bender. In
contrast, when a child is given a reasonable level
of freedom from a young age, and then made to
live independently, will not only find no reason to
rebel, but will also be able to take care of
themselves as they haven’t been coddled by their
parents.

Living independently for youngsters is
definitely a scary, new step, not only for the
youngsters themselves, but also for the parents.
However, living on your own can teach you things
you would never learn when you live with your
parents. Nobody actually knows how to do taxes,
or how much rent is required for a small, one
bedroom apartment, or how overpriced your
favourite shampoo really is, until you have to deal
with all that on your own. Living independently
not only teaches a person financial prudence and
stability, but also responsibility and the real nuances
of dealing with other people.

In conclusion, I would say that there are
some things only experience can teach, and the
carlier you are exposed to this, the sooner you
start to develop as a human being. That being said,
refusing to allow one’s youngsters to live
independently simply means western youngsters have
a head start in life. It is about time that we allow

our youngsters the same advantage.

—



One day I woke up only to realise
-y that everything was over. It was too late
o 4 to start something as it had already
come to an end. Over the years I have BEBA

heard people saying ‘Save the Earth

or it won’t save you, and it was the result of me not
taking a step to save it. I wouldn’t blame the others or
curse them, for even I have been selfish. The earth who
selflessly worked for me throughout and because of whom
I am surviving was revolting against me. It had given me
light since the day I was born, in its beautiful arms and
had promised to do so till my last breath, but I have crossed
my limits and exploited it so it pushes me into the darkness
today. It gave me all that it had without thinking about itself, but
I only thought about ‘me’, I did not even bother to think about ‘it Today it has shown me its power
and captured me and taken away my freedom. Mother Earth now has complete control over my life. It
is giving me only things that will keep me alive and not happy. I, who once had control over each and
everything on this earth, have used it wrongly and this is my punishment. I now feel the pain that I gave
to my Mother Earth by dominating over it and also realize how humble and patient it was. Now, its
patience is disturbed and I can see no way to calm it.

I am captured in a bottle and given an oxygen mask, so that I don’t die while the Earth is trying
to recover itself. It has now pushed me away because it knows I will only destroy it. I cry to Mother
Earth saying -

“You gave me light, you gave me food,

You gave me every little bit of you.

But the things I have done are very few.

You gave me power over everything that you had

Hoping for good, but I only did bad

But now I know and feel the guilt, for destroying everything that you built.

I promise to obey you, to your tunes I shall dance

Only if you were to give me a second chance.”

I am waiting for her to heed my humble request or hoping for this to be just a dream. °

——e— e —— — S, - M

“If someone has a palm shoot in his hands, he should plant it.”
— Prophet Mohammed




ﬁay In Search Of
. An Adventure

It was a gloomy morning like any other
morning. The cousins Brill, Bray and Bright sat in
front of the television as they had nothing better
to do. The rains outside just wouldn’t stop and
there was no one at home either. Though it was
only eleven in the morning, Bray was yawning and
Brill was already fast asleep. Bright didn’t want to
spend the rest of the day like her cousins. “Brill,
Bray wake up!” she said. “I feel like there is an
adventure coming our way today” “Oh! Shut up,
Bright. It’s raining outside and I’'m tired of
watching the repeats of ‘Modern Family’ all over
again. There’s a better chance that I will see God
today than having an adventure,” said Bray half
asleep. Suddenly, there was a little disturbance on
the television screen like the wires were loose.
“Don’t bother,” said Bray as Bright walked towards
the television. “I feel it’s God’s way of telling us
to shut the television and go to sleep.” But Bright
ignored his advice and went to see what was wrong.
As she shuffled through the wires, she felt
something like a piece of paper. She took it out
and saw that it was a letter with the initials
‘B.H. Bored out of her brains she decided to open
it and see what was inside. “An adventure awaits,
said the letter. On a super dull day like this, the
word adventure sent a thrill down her spine. She
continued reading:

“It’s woody, it’s true

Above it is a carpet so blue

In front of the television you stand
You will be in an adventurous land.”

gno cNinaad
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“Guys, come
quick” Bright screamed.
Bray and Brill woke up
startled. Bright yanked Brill
and they stood in front of
the television. A bright pink !
light blinded them for a
they
opened their eyes, they were
surrounded by
monster-like trees.
Bright pressed her hand tight.
ground below them was a note—

Kripa Rasquinha
PCMS

second and when

large,
“Oh... I'm scared....” cried Brill.
On the muddy

“If you want to go back home

Through these woods you must comb
Trust your instincts and find your way

If you don’t, you will be the ones to pay.”

“Now no matter, what we can’t quit. If we
want to see mommy and daddy, we have to
complete this adventure,” Bray said. They looked
around. It was scary and creepy. The trees looked
haunted. The flowers there didn’t smell anything
like the flowers back home. And the grass around
them was all slimy. “Look,” said Bray, “This way
doesn’t seem as scary as the rest of the forest.”
“Duck,” cried Brill as a giant mosquito flew over
them. But Bray was right. The path that they were
walking on didn’t seem haunted. “There’s definitely
something fishy here,” Bright thought to herself.
They took a few steps ahead. Just then Brill
screeched. But Bright and Bray couldn’t see her.
When they did so finally, they saw Brill being
sucked into the ground. “Don’t come close or you
will be sucked in too,” she said. They saw another
piece of paper nearby. Bray picked it up.

“If again you must see Brill

Fears you have, you must kill
Once you reach a safer land

Brill will be freed from the sand.”

“Let’s keep moving,” Bray said. “The faster
we reach the safer land, the sooner we can free
Brill. They continued their walk. They picked up



some sticks that they found on the way to aid
them. Now they reached a place that seemed even
more safe. There were barely any weird things
anymore. “Bray, looks like we have reached “safer

land,” she said. But there was no reply from Bray.
She turned around and saw him in the mouth of

a creepy snake. It was purple all over. She saw a
piece of paper again. She picked it up and read,

“A little more is left to go

And when you see a red bow
You will know
That you have

for sure
reached a cure.”

“Oh! All T wanted this morning was an
adventure,” she said: “But now I just want to go
home.” She kept walking. She passed fire-breathing
trees on the way, but she was careful. Just then
she saw a red bow at a distance. “Yay! I made it
to the end,” she cried. “Bright! Bright! Wake up,”
said Bray. “Are you dreaming?” he asked. Bright
looked around. She saw herself in her living room
once again. “Not a dream, a terrible nightmare,”
she said. “But thank me. I saved both of you
today,” Bray and Brill looked at her with a puzzled
look. They had no idea what had happened. But
Bright had the most scary and adventurous day
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They tried to jeopardize

They tried to sabotage

Watching the others merry

Made me pretend I was too

Feeling isolated and worthless
Melancholy took over me

And I was trapped

I weeped hysterically

But none came to help

As an angel in disguise came my mother
Melancholy is pleasure, she said

Which made me feel a little better.

I felt like a butterfly, coming out of a cocoon

None, but my mother let me free

She nurtured me in her womb for thirty-six weeks,

They say

How can I even repay?

She set me free then and now too
For she is the only one true
Once trapped, but now free

Here I am, the real me.

For the ones who made me feel so low,
Made them realise, it was my alter ego
Feeling guilty and ashamed

It was their time now,

To be trapped.

’ Z Aysha Haneena
PCMB




Chilling Fingors

Alone in the streets, wandering like a vagrant,
Enrique shivered. His cheap leather shoes were torn
from walking for hours and he cursed himself for
not having anything warmer than a quilted vest
and cotton trousers. Suddenly, his path, illuminated
solely by the moon light, went dark. He could see
nothing. Then thunder rumbled in the sky, followed
by a torrential downpour. Panic swelled in his chest,
but when the lightning brought brief flashes of
light, it made him long for his home like a lost
child.

At a distance, he saw a light. It was faint, as
if the source were a lantern but it was his last
hope for shelter. Approaching it, he saw it came
from the upper floor window of a mansion. The
gate was wide open and the door was left ajar. He
didn’t pause to admire the architecture, but walked
straight inside, shut the door and slid down against
it. Hunger and exhaustion got the better of him;
he closed his eyes and fell into a deep slumber.

He dreamt of a most saccharine smell and a
voice so beautiful it melted his ears. When he woke
up he found himself on a bed, alone in a room.
He saw a lantern resting behind the window. So
this was where that light came from. But who had
brought him here? “What brought you here?” a
voice asked. He started from the bed and fell off.
He hadn’t seen anyone there a moment ago.

Recovering his senses, he turned to see her.
“W-what?” he stuttered.

if what he
hallucination, but she was too beautiful to be a

He wondered saw  was a
mortal. And the garment she wore seemed to be
made of a mysterious fabric with normal enough
paisley patterns, except that it swayed like seaweed
in the ocean. Her corkscrew-like platinum blond
hair was tethered into an intricately designed
chignon that looked like it took years to make.
Her cocoa-blush skin was as flawless as porcelain.

gno cNinaad

“Who are you? Where am I?”
He asked.
house. I brought you here after

“You’re in my
Mahima
you had passed out,” she said, =~ PCMB

cocking her head to the side.

“I should get going,” he said, putting distance
between them.

“Please, rest. Besides I haven’t had company
for so long”

Hed started to sense a miasmic aura, getting
stronger by the second. The storm, outside was
still raging, but he figured he would rather be out
there than in here. “I must leave.” he asserted yet
again. Then saw her rapscallion smile drooping into
a frown. It was graceful, like a flower blooming. A
shirver run down his spine. She was most certainly
not human.

He darted to the door, but it was sealed shut.
Blood pounded in his veins.

“Let me go!” he screamed, turning his face
to her, but she hadn’t moved at all. A sob broke
from her. It sounded like a child’s.

“Everyone leaves me.”

He turned the knob frantically, gave up and
tried to break it instead.
It wouldn’t budge. He
paused. The miasma was
stronger now, he felt like
he was drowning. She

rose from her seat,
ambled toward  his
shaking body and

enclosed her fingers
around his throat. She
was no longer beautiful,
her eyes were onyx orbs;
eldritch and ghoulish.
Pity that was the last
thing he ever saw °
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“Where is he?” I exclaimed waiting for my
best friend Ethan. “He’s twenty minutes late!” 1
say to no one in particular bobbing my knee faster
than before. The door to my room opened with a
bang startling me. “I'm so sorry,” my not-so-best
friend at the moment managed to say in between
his excessive wheezing and panting. “You were
supposed to be here twenty minutes ago, Ethan!
This house irks me! And I'm here alone for a

'7,

week!” I tell him stuffing my face into my hands.
“I know Bee, I know, and I'm so sorry that I was
late. Certain.... things came up,” he said pursing
his lips. I raised my head and cocked my eyebrow
at him “certain things?” “Yes, just leave it, please
and let’s get you out of this pathetic excuse of a
room, yeah?” I laughed as I nodded my head at
him stretching out my hand for him to take, which
he does and pulls me up from my sitting position.
I intetlock our hands as we walk towards the
backyard. It’s the only place that provides us with
the calm that we need whenever we’re here. Where
are we, you ask? We’re at my step-not-so-much-of-
a-father’s house. Did 1 hate him? No. Did I
necessarily like him? No! I didn’t have any particular
reason to like him, for he rarely acknowledges my
existence.

I snap out of my reverie when Ethan pulls
me down with him. We lie down on the grass and
gaze at the sky, just staring at nothing, allowing
my thoughts to spiral. Do we even control our
lives? We do think that we’re the protagonists of
our own lives, that we decide to do things the
way we want, when we want, how we want and
with whom we want to do it with. What if it’s
really not like that. What if you’re not in control?
What ificcovieeennnen. ?

“Bee, what is this?” Ethan interrupts my
thoughts. I breathe out slowly calming myself down.

I really need to stop
overthinking so much. I

look in the direction he j Adeena Hussain
pointed at, there was an SEBA

area devoid of any grass

where fresh daffodils were sown. I got up to walk
towards it.

“Is anyone home?” someone screamed from
outside. Ethan and I looked at each other and
jogged towards the door. There were two young
police officers talking to each other with their hands
on their hips.

“Yes officers? What can I do for you today?”
Ethan asked them while I just stood there with
my hand in my hoodie pocket.

“Have you two seen this man around
anywhere?” The taller and darker one between them
asked us, showing a mugshot of a man in his late
thirties. “He, my boy and girl... is a drug dealer
and a murderer. He is on the loose and if you’ll
see anyone like him, call us immediately.” “Okay,
will do, sit.” Ethan tells them and they nod, tipping
their caps at us and walking out of the door.

“That was weird! I've never seen this man
though!” Ethan exclaims looking at the picture of
the fugitive in his hand. “Yeah, you would totally
know all the dealers in town with the amount you

'77

smoke and snort!” I say laughing.

I walk towards the daffodils, picking one out
and blowing into it, watching wisps of it flying
away and disappearing. I sigh in contentment
something about the way the wisp disappears into
the sky when I blow into it gives me a sort of
relief. Like, I actually do control the things around

me for once.

I bend down to pick another one, when I
caught a strong stench. EWWW! Whatever! What
kind of fertilizer does step-dad use?

#3_‘—




“Ethan come here! Why does it smell so
weird?” “What?” Ethan called out as he came
towards me. “This” 1 say pointing towards the
daffodils, “smells as queer as your dirty, unwashed,
since two weeks socks!” “Hey! My socks don’t
smell that bad,” he said crouching

“Oh, Lotd!” he exclaims. “What is this?” he
questions as he sniffs around again.

“I don’t know, some kind of fertilizer
perhaps,” 1 say rocking on my feet.

“Oh crap!” Ethan screams, backing up and
pacing around.

“What happened?” I ask him.

“Bee, That isn’t any fertilizer!” he exclaims
waving his hands around.

“What? What are you saying, Ethan?”

“OMG! I need a shovel, Bee. Come with
me,” he says, pulling me along with him, he opens
the door to the garage and grabs two shovels.

“What is happening? Will you tell me?”

He stops, looks back at me and holds my
face in his hands. “Elizabeth, there is a dead body
underneath that soil. You know I’ve dealt with
this before. I can identify that nasty smell from
anywhere.” He finishes as I leave a breath that I
didn’t even know I was holding. “It can be a dead
rat, right?” I ask out of breath for some reason.

“Yes, yes it totally can, but I'm not quite
sure that it is.”” He said, walking ahead of me.
“It’s okay, Elizabeth there isn’t a dead body
underneath the ground, he said trying to calm me
down.

We reach the daffodils that I pluck out all at
once. I look at them and we nod knowingly at
each other and start digging.

Ten minutes later we find ourselves knee-
deep in soil, when I see skin. Good Lord! Couldn’t
he have buried it deeper. I drop my shovel,
thinking about what would happen. My step-dad
may have been behind this. What would happen to

gno cNinaad

my mom, to me? Oh Lord! What do I do? I stop
Ethan from digging any further as I kneel down
and move the soil around, I see a hand. I screech
out loud, as I see the fingers. Ethan asks me to
move back as he starts pulling the body out of
the ground. I turn my head around not being able
to look at it. The corpse’s face was completely
distorted, his nose broken, a mix of dried blood
and mud all over his face and body. His arm was
hanging by a thread! Dear God! What did this man
go through?

“We need to call the police, Beth.” Ethan
says pushing his hair out of his forechead.

“Waitl What if it was Robert who did this?
What will ma do? We need to think about it,” 1
say pacing around, shaking uncontrollably, tears
running down my cheeks.

“Beth! Baby calm down! What do you think
is more important? Your mom living with a
murderer or your step-dad who may have killed
this man over here and needs to be behind bars
right now!” he says clutching my face in his hands,
kissing my forehead. Slowly, I calm down from my
panic attack.

“Okay, let’s do this”” He smiles as he moves
a stray hair from the pony, away from my face as
I look into his eyes and for once really just stare
at this amazing, beautiful human in front of me.

He lets go of me and brings out his mobile,
rings up the police and informs them about our
situation. I look around slowly as I let my eyes
land on the corpse. God, how did this day turn
out this way? I walk back into the house to grab
a sheet and took the first thing I saw and brought
it out with me. I stand above the corpse as I
slowly unravel the sheet and cover its body with
the sheet. Just as I got back up, I heard sirens and
familiar voices.

Ethan and the two officers from before come
running in. They crouch down and instantly gag at
the smell. Oh Lord, I'm not even affected by the
smell any more. I suddenly have this need to rip



my skin out and wash myself until I feel clean.
The paramedics come right after and carry the man
and jog back out.

We were questioned a lot, and we answered
the best we could, with me informing them about
my father’s house and that he was currently in the
airport waiting for his flight to Australia. They thank
us for our co-operation and leave.

Ethan comes to me, hugging me to his side
as we walk back into the house. I ran to the
washroom wanting to cleanse myself of everything
and anything relating to what just happened.

I get into the bath and turn the water on
and start aggressively scrubbing till I see some
blood and I stop. I cleanse myself and wrap myself
in my robe and see Ethan coming out of the
bathroom across mine when his phone rings. Both
of us sprint towards it and he turns his back to
me as he talks while I bite my nails as I wait for
him to end the call

He turns around and tells me that the man
has been identified as the missing drug dealer, and

Given below is a set of jumbled words, each
word is followed by a hint. How many of them
can you solves

1. EOTYEPXRH

A plant needing very little water, usually found
in deserts.

2. NSIPELUNA
A piece of land surrounded by water on three
sides.

3. BARCADDBAARA
Said by magicians when performing a trick.

4. MIBROSENT
Old name for Sulphur.
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that my step-father happened to have got into a
feud with him and ended up killing him and
dumping him in his backyard and was currently in
prison and found guilty.

I let out a breath as I sit down on the sofa
and clutch the ends of it with my hands. “My
mother! My mother, we need to go to her.” I say
getting up and fumbling around trying to do
something, any thing at this moment.

I get dressed and we move out as per Ethan’s
instructions to go to mom. We get into the car
and start off towards the prison to get my mother
out of there. I turned to look at Ethan and I held
his hand and he turned to look at me and smiled
reassuringly and then out of the corner of my eye,
I saw a truck coming our way.

“Etha-” CRASH.

I woke up with beads of perspiration running
down my forehead. I look around my tiny room. It
was a dream, Lord. It was a dream! The door to
my room opened and a wheezing Ethan appeared.

It was just a dream.......

# Compiled by:
Natasha D Souza
PCMS

5. PODELANGREETP
A person’s look-alike, not biologically related
to that person.

6. ROGHILYPEHTISC
A form of writing consisting of pictorial
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“Josh! Hey, Josh!”

Josh turned around to see Tia running over
to him from the other side of the street. “Hey,
Tia. What’s upr”

“You have to come over to my place, right

’7’

now

His curiosity piqued, Josh raced
Tia to her house, all the way to the
upstairs attic, greeting Tia’s parents
on the way. Tia walked over to a
large dust-covered trunk in one
corner, which was already prised
open. Rummaging around for a
bit, she straightened up and
raised her hand aloft with a loud
and triumphant. “Ahal”

“What is it?” Josh asked.

“A set of clues! To a hidden treasure!” Tia
fidgeted in excitement. “You see,” she continued,
“I was busy looking for some decorative items, for
a project, which I recall were here the last time I
cleaned this place. While I didn’t find what I was
looking for, 1 came upon this. See here,” she
walked back to stand next to him, showing him a
slightly-torn old sheet of paper. “It seems like it
was written by some Dev Mehra. I think I
overheard Dad telling Mom that he was the
previous occupant of this house.”

“So, you mean to say that this ‘Dev’ had
hidden something somewhere around this house,

The Hole In The Garden

Tia looked excited. “I’ll explain R
everything once we get there.” ff"’.'ﬁ

Natasha D Souza
,Z PCMS

leaving clues, but forgot to take the treasure when
he left?” Josh asked, a bit skeptically.

“Well, ’'m not sure if he took it with him,
but I'm not one to say ‘no’ to an adventure! Care
to join me?” Tia waggled her eyebrows, her face
sporting a mischievous grin.

“Of course, I will; no doubt
about that! I’ve had nothing to do
all day today which was even the
least exciting,” “Okay, so here’s the

2

first clue.....

The

interested

kids very
in finding the

were

‘treasure,” especially before
lunchtime. They scouted all
over the layout, and were even
joined by Tia’s pet dog, Nicky,

at some point. “That’s perfect, Nicky can
sniff out the treasure for us!” Josh cheered. By
and by, they ticked off every clue they solved.
However, even with their eyes peeled, they failed
to find the object referred to in the last clue - the
clue that actually pointed out the location of the
treasure. Just when they were about to quit, Nicky
suddenly bounded off, with the kids at the dog’s
heels, and began pawing at a slightly-flattened patch
of soil in the garden.

“This must be the hole that was covered once
the treasure was buried!” Tia guessed. Ecstatic, the
kids grabbed shovels from the nearby garden shed
and began digging furiously. After what seemed like



ages, a glint of light caught Josh’s eye. Whooping  huge and valuable, at least our efforts paid off. We
with joy, he dusted off whatever little soil covered  still had some sort of adventure, and we still found
the ‘treasure’, and picked it up. It was a very old,  something,” Tia brightened up and said. “I guess
rusted gold button, no bigger than a coin. youre right. But now, I feel awfully thirsty” Josh

“Oh, I thought it would be something bigger,”
Tia said, disappointed by the turn of events.

“Yeah,” Josh said, “Me too.”

“Well, that’s that! Even if it isn’t something  her house. L

#:_3:4‘

said.

“Mom made lemonade earlier today. Let’s go
have some!” Saying this, Tia yanked Josh back to
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TO THE DAUGHTERS OF INDIA

Mother

You told me

That women were created
From the rib of a man
To be held and protected
Mother

You told me

That heaven

Lies under the feet of a woman
Yet

I am told

That 1 am dirty as I bleed
That I am sullied

Impure

We call this country
Mother

And call her soil holy
And fill our houses
And temples

With idols of women
And yet

I am nothing

But a stain

On the cloth of your purity

Mother

It is this soil

That runs

With the blood in my veins
And it is my blood

That stains this soil

As I lie alone in an alley
Bare and defiled

My bruised skin Z Mafazah
Is the same colour " Sharafuddin
As the henna HEPP

That still stains my nails
From my wedding day

Mother

You told me

That I was a treasutre
And yet

A man must be paid
To take me away

Mother

It took me a while

But I know now

What it truly entails

To be a daughter of India.




THE GIRL
IN THE JAR

The teacher asked me to write on this fascinating picture
I looked at it with glazed eyes

I didn’t really know, what it meant

I thought and thought!

Then I imagined the girl in the jar

Then suddenly from nowhere an idea struck me

It was this male-dominated society.

Oh! Yes

Where girls are considered a burden

Nature was dark and within the dim light in the jar

It was certainly the autumn season

The dried up trees to her right

The male-dominated society to her left

She was eagerly waiting to come out of it

And enjoy her life in the company of others

But then,

She sees women being trampled down by this patriarchal society
Women, victims of exploitation, rape, murder and female foeticide
She sat for a while and thought and thought

She knew it wasn’t safe for her to be out

She opted to be inside itself

She cried and cried

And finally gave up on her dream to come out of it

She sat inside and started finding joy in small little things!
Small, small things made her happy

She danced and danced with all her love for it

And then she thought of the lives outside

And cried

For the destiny of those girls suffering in the outside world.....

;.Z Aysha Shahama
HEPP
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Everybody has a different
perception of reality. Much like this
building, most of our thoughts may seem
distorted and quite irritational to most g
people. Everybody has their own level j
of being normal. As 'm standing in front @ A
of this building, I'm confused. I start §&
questioning everything. Everything!
Everybody around me is walking past this
building as if it is not even there, but I
can see it quite clearly. Is my mind
playing tricks on me? Are my eyes
decieving me? Why isn’t anybody stopping
to look at this building? Then I start
wondering about whether this building is
just an illusion. If so, then it looks real
to me. The building is white and grey
with mismatched windows. Most things
around me like ‘true love’, ‘a happy life’
and a ‘happily ever after’ seem much
more like an illusion than this building
All the questions I've had for a long,
long time rush into my mind, the biggest question
being, “Is this real? Is everything that we see and
assume as being normal even real? What if
everything is a simulation? What if everybody
percieves this world that we live in differently? My
mind is filled with a lot of ‘what if’ questions. I
proceed to stretch out my hand to touch the
building, but I pull it back immediately. Then I
start thinking about how great the world I am
currently living in is. This great world where people
are murdered. This great world where babies are
raped. This great world where basic human
necessities are commercialised. This great world
where many people are dying due to curable
diseases. It’s like there is an ongoing debate in my
mind. The other question I have is whether I would
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be willing to give up
everything,

Like most things in
life, 1 had to make a

£

Malavika Jayadeep
HEPP

decision. 1 either had to
go on with my life with
everything as it was or
I could leave everything
and go to this new
world. What if the new
world was worse than
the world we live in?
On the other hand,
what if it was better
and people were actually
happy? 1 was scared, or
rather, terrified. After a
lot of contemplation, I
take a decision. 1 touch
the building.

[ J

Loud laughs,
Loud gossips,
Loud arguments,
Everything is so loud around me

But yet

Yet this one whispering voice inside me
Is all | can hear

The voice ringing in my ear
Pleading for help

But inaudible to others
Because even though it is so loud to me
It is just a feeble whisper to everyone else.

- Adeena Hussain, SEBA
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I have a soul in me

Which is only a few months old
A life growing inside me

How extraordinary !

I was contented until

I was informed that

It was a girl.

I decided to give it up

To abort it.

‘What a cruel woman!
They said,

digno (Ninaad

‘Being a woman yourself, how could you even think about it?
But the reason behind my decision was only known to me.
I reconsidered my decision
Then I looked back at my life
Rape

Torture

Dowry

Domestic  Violence
Responsibilities Z Adeeba Mohammed
And after all that HEPP

Not being respected

Not getting to live the way you want
Being the bad one, always

I don’t want my daughter

To face what I have faced

I want her to live in peace.

I am sending her to you, Oh Lord!
Take care of my little angel.

Rishita Picardo
Shreya Santhosh
PCMB
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Small 1 was,
Senseless were my thoughts
Mom said,

“Quiet should you bel
You should hide
Hide from the world
Because you are a girl
A Girl Child
Daddy hated me
Mummy ignored me
Why was it so?

I never knew
Days flew and I grew
Children went to school
Their parents encouraging them
I wanted to go too.

I asked my mom
“Why is it so?

Why don’t you let me go?”
My dad yelled
“It is because you are a girl,
A Girl child”

I was titled
‘A GIRL CHILD’
Yes! A child

Who was not allowed to go to school
Who was made to shut her mouth

Though she was true

Sometimes I thought, I questioned
I questioned myself and my God.

,Z Andrea Fernandes
PCMB

“Am I not a human?
Am I not God’s creation?”
Today as I stand here
I know,
I know it is not my fault
nor God’s
It is mankind
who does it all
Aren’t 1, a girl child
born from human?
from mankind’s flesh!
Then why is it so?
why have I to mourn?
I always heard that
A girl is a curse
I say a girl
is a boon
A pride, not just a bride
An Indian slogan says
‘Save the girl child, save the girl child
I say
‘Gitl saved, Gitl saved’
Truly 1 say
India is saved from getting ashamed
Ashamed in the Olympics
Yes. It is because of two gitls
Therefore I am proud today
to say
T am a girl
A girl child’.

_
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is known for its scenic beauty and for mesmerising
every visitor, creating a surrealistic experience of a
panoramic view of nature.

But this year something has completely effaced
Kodagu of its natural beauty, turning it into a
water body. I am talking about the huge deluge
due to incessant and torrential rainfall which hit
the district. Thousands of people have been
marooned by the unremitting rains.

Nature has been violent in the flood-ravaged
areas of Kerala and Karnataka, but human
decisions have definitely led to the abuse of the
environment. Many residents of Kodagu observe
that the devastation has occurred as a result of
the lack of environmental awareness. Exacerbated
by landslides in hilly terrain, flooding has led to
destruction of homes, bridges, road networks and
industries.

Far from being a surprise, the possibility of
such devastation was highlighted several years ago.
Beautiful Kodagu was battered by rain, but it has
also been battered by the lack of compliance with
environmental laws and unplanned tourism. Kodagu
attracts thousands of tourists, but tourism is not
well-managed, with resorts springing up even on
dangerous slopes and next to rivers.

)

Kodagu, the birthplace of the Kaveri River

Nature has been
quite  fierce,  but Z
human factors like
deforestation along the
slopes and construction
along flood-plains have contributed to the floods
overweighing the natural factors. Unplanned
development has made the area susceptible to
flash floods and landslides caused by a
combination of tree-felling on steep hillslopes
and heavy rainfall. Devastation has been more
prominent in the dense human habitations.

Vidhula Lokesh
HEPP

The landslips in Kodagu were found to be
aggravated by human interference including road
work with inadequate retaining walls, lack of
drainage, clearing of vegetation and weakening of
slopes through unscientific construction of houses.

Many researchers have pointed out that the
replacement of native trees with Silver Oak has
led to the increase in soil erosion and studies show
that Kodagu has lost 30% of its dense tree cover
in three decades. The Coorg Wildlife Society has
found out that more than 2,800 acres of paddy
fields, coffee plantations and highlands were
converted into residential layouts, sites, commercial
complexes and resorts. During heavy rains, when
water percolates the slopes, it results in erosion of
soluble mineral salts in the rock mass, thereby
creating fractures. This disturbs the strength of the
slopes, resulting in landslides.

Therefore by thinking analytically, we can
conclude that the floods were triggered largely due
to man-made factors. To protect this little heaven
on earth, focus must be on long term restoration
projects. Mindless development must be checked
and construction of houses and resorts on slopes
should be stopped. Any sort of development which
takes place at the cost of nature is not progression
but regression. °
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In a year in which Oxford dictionary chose ‘toxic' as the word of the year,
it's not surprising that 2018 felt like an out and out bad year, While there
was some disappointing news, 2018 also had its high points

Parts of the world moved

towards peace—North and South

Korea shook hands, Ethiopia and
Eritrea ended their war after two decades,
and Spain's Basque Country returned to
calm after the separatist group ETA

disbanded.

é that we now understand the
threat of climate change more

clearly than ever, and scientists have

developed new strategies to prevent

glaciers from melting.

| Q Malaysian Prime Minister Najib
P, Razak was removed from office
; and a whopping 38 corruption-
related charges have been brought
against him, showing us that those in

power can be held accountable

A landmark UN report meant

A record number of female
candidates, 117, won during
the midterm elections in the
US. The first Muslim and Native
American women were elected
to Congress

Poverty is on the decline~the
share of the world's population
living on less than $1.9 (Rs 133) is
estimated to be 8,6%, a substantial drop
from 2015's 10%, a World Bank report shows
step forward in many

4ﬂ&
countries—Iireland voted to

legalise abortion, women in Saudia Arabia
gained the right to drive and those in Iran
were allowed to attend men's sporting
events for the first time

O

Women's rights have taken a

Clean energy is getting
progressively cheaper—the price
of solar power is declining and
its use in the US is increasing. Solar and
wind power are now cheaper per
megawatt hour than gas or oil -
4 - year—SpaceX delivered a

" record-breaking 64 satellites into
orbit, NASA's insight lander made its way
to Mars, recorded the first sounds of wind

on the planet and in the spirit of 2018, it
took a commemorative selfie

Space exploration had a good

Source: TOI

JUMBLED WORDS

1. RYTCPOOLZOGOY
The search for and study of animals whose existence is unproven, such as the Loch Ness Monster
and the Yeti

2. PXELIERMALUS
A spell that first appeared in ‘Harry Potter and the Chamber of Secrets.’

] Compiled by:
’Natasha D Souza
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== Midnight Memories ==
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She had never been a party person. The noise,
the people, it was always too much for her to
take, but somehow because of a crazy friend, a
phone call from her mother which she’d been
putting off for three days and a stale pizza that
was the only resident of her vintage refrigerator -
she found herself searching for a corner in the
house of Maia Roberts.

It was only approaching twilight when she
retited to the balcony with a two-litre bottle of
coke and a bag of gummy bears. Not five minutes
had passed with her watching the slowly purpling
sky, that a boy of about twenty-three stumbled
onto the balcony, tripped over her legs and fell
facedown onto the floor with a loud smack. Before
she could even comprehend what had happened,
the boy got up-just as gracelessly as he had fallen,
and turning thirteen shades between mauve and
puce muttered, “I'm sorry, I didn’t realise there was
someone here already, I'll just go..” he trailed off,
with a sort of lilting accent.

Suddenly hit with a pang of sympathy - after
all, she knew firsthand what it was like to be socially
awkward-she hurriedly said- “Stay”, Looking
flustered, but a little relieved, the mystery boy sat
down beside her.

“I'm Sophia,” she said “Sophia Carstairs. And

b

you are?” “Raphael Rosales,” he said, his voice
still shy. Rosales, she noted mentally, Spanish that

explained the accent.

She looked at him for a minute. He was not
anything special to look at really—olive skin and
dark hair that curled at his temples and at the
nape of his neck, but he had soft brown eyes that
she could only describe as intriguing. With a sudden
burst of boldness, she said “Would you like to
join my gourmet meal?” Her lips had involuntarily
curled up on one side, and when Raphael started

S ——

to laugh, she couldn't help but

join. He had a deep, baritone # Mafazah
laugh, and as she turned to "~ Sharafuddin
look at him, she could see the HEPP

soft light making dappled shadows of his lashes
on his cheekbones.

“Sophia” he said in a questioning tone. They
had been sitting there for an hour in silence,
watching the light turn shades of crimson and violet
and succumb to the inky darkness. “Yes”, she
replied. “Sophia..” he said again “Did you know

that your name means wisdom?”

She couldn't help but smile when she shook
her head. She saw him grinning now, eyes lit up
and teeth on display.

“What?” she asked, in equal parts, curious
and alarmed. “Shush” he said standing up and
walking toward the railing and made what looked
like a scooping motion with his hand. Curiosity
getting the better of her, she peered over his
shoulder. Turning, to let her see easily, he showed
her his hand, clasped together, hollow in between.
And in between his hands, was a small, glowing
yellow light.

“Fireflies!” 1 exclaimed, grinning, making him
look like a pleased child, “I've always wanted to
see fireflies.”

“Look!” he said.

I was in awe. Where before me had been a
beautiful sunset, now the sky was peppered with
tiny glowing lights. I wondered idly for a moment,
how long it took to fall in love.

“Tell me Raphael,” she said, simply to get
him to turn, “Did you know that you're named
after an archangel?” She could see his eyes now,
the light reflecting on it turning it from brown to
amber to gold.
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“Lady Wisdom and an archangel watching
fireflies together,” he said tilting his head making
his ink-black cutls tumble onto his forehead. “If 1
may,” he asked, with a soft smile playing on his
lips. He extended his hand towards her, and after
a moment’s thought, she slipped her hand into his.

They sat there with their hands entwined
naming constellations one by one. Orion, Sirius,
Delphini, Narcissa. When she heard the clock chime
midnight, the forgotten party came rushing back
into her mind.

“Oh my God! I had to be home two hours
ago!” she exclaimed, shooting up, and dragging
Raphael by their joined hands too.

“I hope...” he started shyly “I hope I can see
you again”. She couldn’t help but gaze at him. He
leaned down a little and she felt warm lips brush
against her cheek.

/
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“Goodnight Sophia”.

Limerick

“Freedom of speech,” they say
different ways
But the irony is that, | am stunned
At their audacity, is what | am stunned
At a young age, | was taught to speak out

From homophobia to racism and discrimination
Not to forget the hundred more accusations

| wonder, will my voice be significant enough?
Or will another generation pass by?

Feeling hopeless, continuing to just huff?

Label me! In a thousand different ways,

So | gather up courage, to preach my thoughts in

But little did | know, that politics is what it’s all about

Once I kissed a frog
For T had heard
It turns into a prince,

but never in

# Zainab Telli
= BEBA

my wildest dreams
Had I thought that
it would turn into a

witch and I would be
croaking here in this bottle ever since!

Edge of Forever

The night comes to consciousness

with the thunder-driven air.
And the pebbles dance on the floor
Where I sit bottled up on a lonely shore.

Dreaming of the edge of forever.

Under this velvety night

I sit thinking of thousands of years later
When my life is out of sight.

It's not what I imagined to see
It’s not how 1 wanted it to be.
Being trapped on this lonely island
And even the people do not care.

Dark, White, Muslim or Gay
But this won’t take my youth away
YOU CAN’T TAKE MY YOUTH AWAY.

Samah Assia
HEPP

It’s so peaceful here

Away from the miserable world
With one question on my mind
“Why do people express

hatred so openly

and suppress love?”




The sunlight was streaming into my room,
not letting me complete my peaceful sleep. I looked
into the mirror, staring at my doppelganger. What
plans did I have for the day, I thought. No plans!
Praise the Lord! It's going to be a relaxed, laid-
back day for me. I took a quick shower, dressed
in pajamas and was just drinking my morning tea
when thete was a knock on the door, and not
those decent knocks, a hard kind of knock that is
meant to break down the door and the person’s
neck whoever he may be.

I opened the door to find my best friend
Natalie smiling like a cheshire cat. “Do you have
a death wish?” 1 asked her. “No, but I do have
one last wish,” she said pulling me into my room.
“Last wish? What?” I asked her. “She opened my
dresser, completely ignoring my question. “Get
dressed, she said throwing a few clothes in my
direction. “Why?” Because we
appointment” “But” “No, buts, get ready, fast.”

have an

“Okay, ma’am can you tell me where are we
off to?” 1 asked her. We were in a car, off to
some place I have no clue about. She just smiles,
looking straight ahead. My best friend has always
been an adventurous person. After about a good
fifteen minutes, she made a turn towards the left.
As we drove closer, I could hear the water rippling.
Oh God! It's the Blackfriars bridge.

“Why are we here?” I asked her, my voice
coming out more hoarse than in my head. “You'll
see baby, you will see”.

I did not like the sound of that at all.

We got in a queue and slowly, I realised
why we were there - Bungee Jumping, No way! I
pulled Natalie towards me, “You better tell its a

“MY FRIEND TAKES ME
BUNGEE JUMPING”

j Adeena Hussain
SEBA

joke right now.” “It's not,”
she said turning towards me. “We are going Bungee
Jumping, baby!” She seemed so happy, laughing
while throwing her head back. I need to be more
free. “Okay, let’s do this!” I tell her when the
instructor was done with his talk. We were all
seated, wires in place, jackets on, helmet on. Never
would I have thought that this is what I would be
doing today. I looked at the scenery in front of
me. The ocean beneath us, rhythmically moving on
till eternity, until it finally meets the horizon. Even
though it’s almost impossible, that at least is what
the human eye perceives.

“Three, two, one” We lunged into the air,
the only other sound in my ear was everyone's
screams. The ocean seemed much clearer from here,
the waves glowing like sapphire. My heart skipped
a beat, when we were suddenly jerked back into
the air. And this time I screamed and screamed
not in fear, but in joy. I looked over at my best
friend and screamed at her. She turned towards me
and both of us were clearly making use of the
vocals given to us. The adrenaline pulsing through
my veins felt great. It was absolutely thrilling. Now
I know why Natalie does this all the time.

“That was amazing,” 1 completed Natalie's
sentence. She smiled at me, and lunged towards
me locking me between her arms. “I knew that
you would be the perfect person to do it with,”
she said. “Thank you” I told her. She smiled at me
and nodded her head in appreciation.

“Now I know why you are so adventure
seeking, I said laughing with her. “Now you know”
she said as we reached my house. “Do you want
to come in?” I asked her. “No, I have just one last
thing left to do.”



“Oh, can I be of any user” I asked her.
“No, you've been a lot of help, darling, You’re an
amazing friend,” she said changing the mood
drastically with her tone. “I guess” I said trying to
lighten up the mood.” Right! Ciao! she said,
reversing her car.

I saw her car disappear into the labyrinth of
roads when all of a sudden I heard a crash.

Oh no! That can't be. I ran as fast as my
limbs could take me when the sight of the familiar
‘67 Impala' came into my view’ God, this could
not be happening.

The car had rammed into the tree. My face
was stiff because of my tears. I went near the car
prying open the door with all my might.

The sight before me was not what I was
expecting at all. She was not in the car. I looked
around trying to find her, but she wasn't there
anywhere. I cried and cried until no more tears
could be secreted from my lachrymal glands. I
opened my eyes to find a neon pink sticky note.

“You've been a really great friend to me.
Thank you for helping me complete my last wish.
Now onwards I shall try to live my life differently.”
Love,

Natalie.

It's been five years now, since ‘the accident’
I have not heard from or seen Natalie. Every night,
my heart aches thinking about her. Even if it was
for a short time, she gave me the best time of my
life, and cleatly helped me live life kingsize. She is
someone I would never forget. °

The Old

Worn House

Z Mafazah Sharafuddin
HEPP

The artist keeps her easel
On the lawn

Of the old, worn house
Shingles fallen in

And the paint

Old and peeling

It creaks without

Being stepped in

As if the old, wooden beams
Are stretching

After a long day

The shards of glass

That are all that's left
Of the windows of this
Once regal house

Catch against the curtains
That used to be

Pristine white

The artist smiles

And pulls out a tube

Of midnight blue

And paints in shades

Of blue and gray
Leaving the canvas awash
In a melancholic scene

If you ask her why she stands here
On the lawn

Of this old, worn house
She'll push her hair back
With a blue-stained finger,
Smile,

and say,

It is easy to be inspired
By beautiful things

I prefer

To find my muse

In things that are broken

_



Facebook Has Resulted In
Less Face—-To—Face Interactions

Blogger's Corner

Hey everyone, 1 would like to share an
interesting experience of my life. So, I met this
guy named Vivaan on Facebook. He was so good-
looking that I couldn't stop myself from sending
him a friend request. He accepted my request after
three hours. Ahh! I was so excited. I had got a
new friend. When I checked my inbox I was
surprised. He had sent me a message. Oh My God!
I was on cloud nine. We spoke for hours and hours.
I chatted with him every single day on facebook
and shared my deepest secrets. By now it had been
almost a year since I started messaging him and
everything was going fine. It was Christmas time.
He had called me to a party which was going to
be held in Eden Club. I was very nervous. I wanted
to look my best and I wanted him to notice me.
So, I went to this party with my friends. During
the party I looked for him, but I couldn't find him.
I was very angry because I thought he had fooled
me. So, that night I texted him. I furiously asked
him why he hadn't attended the party. He said he
had indeed attended the party. I believed him. I
kept wondering why we couldn't recognise each
other. Umm...I think it's because of too much of
editing on our profile pictures that we couldn't
recognise each other. So Vivaan and I continued
texting. He was always on my mind. I think I
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started having feelings for him.

I kept explaining to myself that I should stay away
from relationships and flings as it was a crucial
year in my academic life. After a week, on New
Year's Day my friend decided to host a small party.
It was just going to be her close friends. My friend
sent me a list of people who were to be invited
for the party. So I sent all her friends a friend
request. They accepted my request and in no time
we started chatting. Guess what? We actually made
a group on facebook and started deciding the
themes for the party. It was fun. So I told Vivaan
about my friends party and how excited I was to
be a part of it. So, it was New Year's Eve finally
and I got all dressed up for the party. I went to
her house and met her friends, but there was a
new guy in my friend's circle. He looked quite
familiar. He approached me and asked me if I was
Sonali. I had a confused look on my face and I
said 'yes." Then he said he was the same Vivaan
whom I had been texting for a year. So we took
a corner seat, so that we could speak. But
unfortunately, we never spoke, it was just an
awkward silence. We barely managed to speak to
each other though we messaged each other on
facebook, while we were seated next to each other.
Soon, I realized texting him was so much better
than talking to him. The awkward silence and
texting continued throughout the party. I reached
home at 1.00 am. I started wondering why it
was so awkward with Vivaan at the party. 1
had fumbled for words. 1 didn't know what to
speak to him nor did he. I kept thinking about
the time Vivaan and I spent texting at the party.
Maybe Facebook is the reason why we kept
texting each other at the party and did not prefer
to have face-to-face interaction. °



Imperishable

Incarcerated in the stances of

beauty and perfection
the society fed her with.
She pared off her shades of bronze,

her callused layers of skin

Deliberately,
Desperately
trying to fit in
Until one day
The mirror of life
Reflected back what she truly is
That beyond her shades of brown
Beneath those layers of skin
Is a woman,
Much more fierce,
formidable and imperishable
Than what she thinks she is.

¥ Sanjana S.

PCMB
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STORY OF EVERY SCICNCE STUDENT

Shreya
Santhosh

PCMB

“Everything in the
universe belongs to the
Lord. Therefore take
only what you need, take
only what is for you.
Do not take anything
else, for you know to
whom it belongs.”

- Isha Upanishad

“Treat the earth well.
It was not given to you
by your parents; it was
loaned to you by your
children.”

- Kenyan Proverb

“As you simplify your
life, the laws of the
universe will be simpler;
solitude will not be
solitude, poverty will
not be poverty, nor
weakness.”

— Henry D Thoreau




outside the Window o

The heavy snow had subsided. Everyone in
Kashmir welcomed the slight warmth of the sun.
But I was confined indoors due to a reason that
nature had not caused. There were threats of
bombing tourist spots. People were advised to stay
which had
atmosphere. I would have loved to enjoy this
weather and visit those beautiful places which has
given Kashmir the title of 'Switzetland of India’
But the evil and cruelty in men has reached such
a level that humans cannot even venture outside.

indoors created a curfew-like

I made myself a cup of coffee and sat beside
the window. The remnants of yesterday's snow had
started to melt. I was surprised as I could not see
any birds on the trees or flying in the sky This
beautiful weather should have encouraged them to
fly and feel the breeze. Maybe the distant sounds
of gunshots and explosions must have frightened
them. The snow flakes were shining like tiny peatls
due to the sun. The dew drops dripping from the
leaves added to the freshness of nature. The scene
outside the window seemed to be like a painted
canvas, by a talented artist. But the silence created
an eerie feeling. A shiver ran down my spine and
I felt a chill. Maybe the explosions and bombs
have scared me too. Nature looked sad though it
was still mesmerising, I tried to analyse
the small houses and trees on the faraway
mountains, but everything seemed to
stand still. T could neither see nor sense
any movement.

I could not understand the reason
behind all this. When had humans started
hating each other?

The Almighty has created this earth
and filled it with beauty and treasures in
every nook and corner. There is not a
place that is not blessed and beautiful.
Still, we human beings do not hesitate to |
fight over a single piece of land without L

realising the wealth that
we have within ourselves.
Though
consider it their duty to

Z Manjima Mahesh
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cause violence and bloodshed, they do not look
back for
consequences of their actions. We hear about
thousands of soldiers sacrificing their lives for their
country. We consider their children as the sons

a moment and think about the

and daughters of the country. But the position of
the departed soul can never be replaced by anyone.
It will surely create a permanent tinge of sadness
throughout their life. We are savages who are
determined to spread violence and hurt our own
fellow beings. We cannot call ourselves humans,
unless our actions are humane. The havoc and
terror we create doesn't seem to cease.

I woke up from my reverie and realised that
my coffee had gone cold. A look outside the
window had assailed me with different emotions
and thoughts. I got up from my chair thinking about
that one day when all human beings can live as
one without any fear, rather than being cooped up
inside due to fear of the terror and mayhem caused
by our fellow human beings. °




Why is it Closed?

All children raced through the gate,
As it was the summer break.

I was excited to go to the neighbouring state,
to the three-storeyed house beside the lake.

My aunt welcomed me with a hug,

Granny with her accustomed tear.

Seeing me, they all shrugged,

after all my lack of appetite was their greatest fear.

Later that day, I explored every inch of the house,
that’s when I saw the gigantic door.

My legs came to a sudden pause,

as the door had the face of a lion ready to roar.

It had a lock with a golden bling,
not a sign of a single crack it showed.
So I stood there wondering,

Why is it closed?

" Adeena Hussain
SEBA

My cousins were worried when I told them about the door,

and warned me that what lay inside was a terror.

My curiosity piqued on hearing this scary rumour

I was lured to the closed door. Everyday is the same,

Yet different

I thought that eventually the curiosity would fade away,
of what that door had stored.

The question loomed large in my mind.
Why is it closed?

Every face that I see
Every soul that I read
Is the same

Yet different.
Finally to granny the question I shot,
Looking at my face her heart softened.
She said that long back the key was lost,
hence the door was never opened.

Everyone has the same stories,
Yet different

Everyone has the same demons

When I saw the dusty room inside, ]
Yet different

I was bored.
But happy to put an end to the question,
Why is it closed? Everyone is ‘Me’

Yet different.



“Your Pet Addiction. The
Things You Cannot Do Without”

The very minute I got this topic I asked
myself: What is my pet addiction? What is it that
I cannot do without? What is it that is so important
to me?

The first words that struck me were two
things that I am very fond of without which life
for me would be bland and boring. They are things
that make me happy—books and music.

As far as I remember, I have been singing
from the time I was born. Sounds strange? Yes,
my mother tells me that the first time she heard
my cry, she heard a song.

Growing up, I have always been around
people who sing. I was four years old when my
elder sister sang in a Konkani album. It was also
around the same time that my younger sister was
born. And it was music that kept me cheerful and
occupied during those days of being deprived of
love and attention. I would listen to the album in
which my sister sang over and over again. In just
a couple of days I could actually sing all the songs
including the music between verses.

Music has actually been a close friend of
mine. I cannot imagine what I would do if I lost
my voice forever. Singing makes me happy. When
I sing I am not aware of the world around me. If
music didn't exist, I really don't see how happiness
could. Music to me is more than just the seven

notes. It is beyond everything. I cannot ever imagine

spending even a single day
without singing or listening Z

. Kripa Rasquinha
to music.

_ PCMS
If there is another

thing that my life depends on, it would be reading
books.

I really don't understand how the whole world
doesn't fall in love with reading.

For me vacation doesn't consist of going on
a world tour or getting myself tanned on a beach
or spending the whole day with family or friends.
For me the ideal vacation and the most supreme
relaxation is sitting in my favourite spot right under
the staircase and being engrossed in a novel. I could
read and read and read for hours at a stretch,
without feeling bored or tired. There are times
when everyone around the house is searching for
me and yet I am not aware, because I am not in
this world. I am in a world of endless possibilities;
in the wotld of fiction.

There are times when I laugh so hard while
reading, that I literally roll on the floor. There are
times when 1 have forgotten to eat my meals
because the suspense was building up. There are
times when I have wailed and sobbed and cried
because my hero in the book just sacrificed his life
for his true love.

When I read I don't know how time passes
by. Food and water don't seem important. My eyes
may hurt and my body may be as stiff as a rock,
yet all that seems too minor to care about when
I've got a novel to finish.

Visiting the library is my favourite pastime.
Browsing through the list of new releases on the
internet is something I love doing. When I am
reading the world doesn't matter at all.

I really can't imagine my life without books
or music. They are my pet addictions. Among all
material things in life, they are the most important
to me. I really couldn't do without them. °
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THE ONE PERSON | WOULD WANT TO BE
STRANDED WITH ON A DESERTED ISLAND...

'A stranded island’ the very phrase gives me
a chill. It can mean neither will I have any signal
to call my parents even if I have a phone, nor
will I have any supplies for my basic survival. Well,
in that case, I would have to struggle alone. No,
maybe not alone. Normally, a person stranded on
an island would wish to have a technical-minded
person who can be handy
to work with, such as a
scientist, engineer etc. But
if a genius person is
stranded  with
will  have

you,
odd

negotiations, your minds

you

may vary, your activities g
will make you more
distant, you may steal
each other's food, you may compete with each
other for survival, finally leading to a war with
'Hercules' as the winner. Instead, I would choose
someone understanding, empathetic, intelligent and
more connected to me. And that would be none

other than my twin sister.

The proverb ‘We come alone into this world,’
is not an apt statement in our case, for we were
born together and are similar in some ways and
due to the mysteries of science, are connected to
each other by a strange bonding that when one of
the twins is going to deliver a speech before a
packed audience, the other twin feels nervous.
Sometimes, we communicate telepathically. But,
readers, don't be mistaken, we are not identical
twins, but fraternal.

It is always good to be stranded with
someone who thinks the way you do or else it can
be a terrible ordeal. The instances where it can be
best ate when I have to build a raft, which I will
need to travel for the long journey ahead. I could
build the raft, while my twin could bring supplies

%‘—

and execute the idea of a sail.
It is good because 1 don't have
someone less intelligent or more

# 'Thaskeena
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intelligent than me, but someone
who has the same intelligence as me and the plus
point is that we both are very creative and we can
think differently for the purpose of creativity. When
we have food, there will be
- mutual sharing, as I cannot
eat until my partner has
eaten her share. This is also
true when it comes to
working together and
having fun. In this case,
more than being stranded,
the idea of summer holidays
spent on an island would
be the most appropriate theme. The instances where
it can be worse are - barring murder, we could
fight a lot, not for survival but over our differences
in ideas and thoughts. The results would submerge
the deserted island completely.

As for living together on a deserted island
without any means of entertainment, it won’t be a
cause for worry at all, since we are both very
creative and talented. All the experience of
thirty-four years in our lives (adding both our ages)
will be useful for us to get back home safely from
that island. We might start farming (for we are
good in gardening), create a channel for irrigation,
build our own house and live the life of a farmer
or even better scientists, if we don't manage to get
back home. Being proud students of biology,
I would live a dream life and attempt to change
the wotld with 90% ideas and 10% science because
I believe ideas along with pure science create a
new world and the best partner in realizing my
dream would be none other than my idealistic
partner, my twin. °



’ My Idea Of A Happy Life ’

Every single person alive wishes for a happy
life and each one has his or her own idea of the
same. My idea of a happy life is being a free spirit
and having an unencumbered mind. Most
importantly, one should be grateful and happy with
what one has. One should stop comparing one’s
life with others. One should accept one’s flaws and
imperfections, ignore all the double standards and
embrace one’s imperfectly perfect self. One should
know that one needn’t resemble a Vogue model or
a Bollywood actor.

Growing up, I was always taught that good
grades give you a good life, because of which I
had my head inside my textbooks most of the time.
But little did I know I was missing the entire world
outside the books Now I understand that grades
are just numbers and letters that have almost no
connection with having a good life.

But the ultimate ingredient
in this recipe of a happy life is

love and faithfulness towards
God and parents. They are the

# Fathima
reason we reached where we Z PCMB

are. They provided us love when
we were hurt, picked us up when we fell and led
us to the right path. Parents are those who selflessly
sacrifice everything just to make us happy. Just
like our Almighty God, they forgive us no matter
how many times we mess up, they are the light of
our lives; they are the ones who show us light
during the darkest times. They smile through all
our rantings and complaints and they help us
distinguish right from wrong. They are the reason
we are who we are. We should thank God for
gifting us with parents without whom we would be
nothing.

We should also be positive
in our life. We should know
that everything happens for a
good reason; its all a part of
the plan made by God. Life is
a battle and we are the warriors.
The only way to win the battle
is by being positive and using
our smile as a weapon. So that's
my idea of living a happy life.

kkkkk
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Though summer gave us joy
With the sun ablaze

Winds that ran faster than us,
The child in us never fled,
Neither tited, nor crushed.
Though summer gifted rashes,
The blistering heat and water scarce,
Hesitation was never felt;

And now I look upon the ruins,
Ruins of today, but not yesterday
For we all lived in yesterday.

Thaskeena
PCMB
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Why Everyone Should Own A Dog

Life is a journey where you meet many
people, learn different things and create beautiful
memories. It's not always necessary that only
humans have the ability to make their days
memorable. Life gives you so many moments to
cherish and these experiences create lasting

impressions on our mind. I can give you an example
to illustrate this topic. It was not any of my friends,
family members or things that made a beautiful
memory in my life. It was my dog 'Blacky’

It was a beautiful summer evening, when I
saw him playing with my younger sister for the last
time. Though very ferocious by nature, Blacky made
my life complete. People usually think that dogs
are only made to guard our houses or used for
investigation and detection in a case. Blacky was
so much more though. He was more like an alarm
clock when it came to our routine work. At six in
the morning, he would be around my bedpost
barking as loudly as possible. During exams, he
would sit beside me late at nights making sure that
I didn't fall asleep. While crossing the road, he
would be the first member of our family to cross,
making sure that all of us are safe. Don't talk to
him for one day; he won't come near you for a
whole week.

Initially, when my parents brought him from
the roadside, it felt really weird to walk around
him or even see him entering my room. I started
noticing Blacky playing with a ball kept near his
kennel, and I discovered how to make myself happy

in moments of loneliness.

Blacky knew all my
secrets, worries, my j Freeda Abraham
favourite things, things I SEBA

dislike etc. Before 1 could
enter my room after returning from school, he made

sure that I didn’t stay hungry. He was more
like a human being. I always made sure that
half of my food went to him, especially pizzas
which he absolutely loved. Unfortunately,
Blacky was never meant to be with me forever.
One summer morning we found him poisoned
to death right in the middle of our garden.

Like Blacky, there are millions of dogs
out there who want a companion like us to
love them unconditionally and make them a part
of our life. It's not always necessary that they want
something from us. Some dogs even loiter around
us to share their love. No matter how we react to
them, they keep loving us without ever judging us.
All they want is a person who would allow them
to share love unconditionally and make life a little
more beautiful. So I think everyone should own a
dog, not as a guard, but as a friend. °
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What Did The Soldier Write
In His Diary ?

Patient paper, - Thaskeena

I have seen war PCMB

War between wars
I have seen people begging

With blistered and pierced wounds

That ripped them from humanity;
Neither can I stop war,

Nor can I meet my loved ones,

And there, people with suits or pen say
‘Life still goes on’

- J
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Dear Diary,

I am currently writing this as our Physics
teacher is explaining the “wonders” of centripetal
acceleration on a vehicle. I know I must concentrate
as this stuff is important. But, hey, I choose to
use my time effectively by dozing off, as my eyelids
become heavy.

Well, today is a great day so far. We had
fun during the language hours. I was appreciated
for my homework. Except one little thing that
happened...

To my friend (not
me).

It seems that she
was put out of class
because she was tying
her hair. Now, as 1 ;
caught up with different oy
versions of the story jg
told by the witnesses of i
this incident, I couldn't §
help but wonder about
this
incident. I mean, my

the cause of

friend was just tying her hair. But she was doing
this as the teacher was taking class. On the one
hand, I have a reason to fight with the teacher.
On the other hand, I don’t want to tell her that
she was wrong, because she wasn't. Well, not
entirely.

But thinking more deeply into this matter, I
glanced at my class. Yes, we were in college and
no “strict rules” of high school apply to us. Yet
the group of girls sitting in front of me seem to

—:5:3?
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tell me something about the

evolution and categories of a
high sense of fashion in college.

You see, my friend was just tying her hair
because:

1) Her hair came loose.

2) Her head expanded from taking a lot of
information and her rubber band just popped
off

3) She was self-conscious.

Okay. So maybe the third reason is more
significant as I've started looking at things with
more clarity regarding

; q the fashion trends we

- college girls follow.

When 1 first
~ entered the auditorium
. filled with students of
various categories, I
couldn't help but feel
like the odd one out.
We have girls who
subscribe to  the
philosophy of, “We
come to college only to study. But their sense of
style is immaculate. Oh yes! Sometimes we feel
overwhelmed by our looks that we just alter
ourselves. That’s the sarcasm that runs through my
mind.

I see people who alter their uniform and make
it the next avante-garde design on the ramp walk.
There are people whose hair is tied in such
“innovative” ways that it looks scary like snakes
slithering around on their head or fishtails hanging
off their shoulders or even the most common- the



big round potato on top of their heads. Then we
have the faces looking like Barbie dolls. But the
ironic fact is they come rushing to college with
red lipstick and winged liners and say “Oh! I got

",

up late today
Yeah right!

I mean, it's not a crime to have a sense of
style and to make yourself look prettier, but when
it exceeds all limits, then you know things start
sliding including moral values, character and sense
of respect too.

It is nice to see a student with a great sense
of fashion, but sometimes we are surrounded by
groups who declare themselves as fashionistas and
demand to be looked at by others. Oh yes! I have
seen live examples of such cases. Some carry
makeup kits, mirrors, hair bands and maybe an
extra pair of fashionable clothes. Who knows? You
might find anything inside those floral printed Gucci
bags!

But the possibilities for such cases are ranked

—
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up to infinity. The first reason is that females are
more attracted to pretty, beautiful and colourful
things. Maybe we are more self-conscious about
our looks. But this doesn't justify those people who
look as though they just woke up in the morning

But, don't you think, this sense of fashion
that totally “alters” the person we are is
unnecessary. My friend tied her hair for her own
reasons. Not to show off her long brown waves
and let everyone know the shampoo she used.

Beauty lies in the eyes of the beholder, but
why do we intend to change the beholdet's eyes
by changing our looks, the colour of our eyes,
maybe our clothes and the way we smile. For beauty
is in your real self. This little fact we have failed
to realize so why not make changes in our way of
thinking and leave unnecessary thoughts behind.

Okay! Before I become P.B. Shelley, I better
catch up with Isaac Newton!

Thank God! Our physics teacher can't see
the last row entirely. °

Trapped
In a Jar

of
Despair

My hand hits the jar

7 Aleema PK

PCMC

Nor the ocean that surrounds me
The sun shines on high

But soon it will be night

And yet, there’s no one around me.
Patience, I counsel myself.

I look for a ray of hope

As I sit in this jar alone

I hear my heart mourning, crying but hoping
For a single soul, who would care

Yet, it’s only the sand around me

Not the sea shells or the sand-filled land

And the sea breeze, I can barely hear

That the sun will rise again and take away the pain

With only faint moonlight upon me.
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When 1 was seven years old, I saw these
words printed on my school diary- “Be a winner,
not a loser.” Being a curious kitten, I enquired with
my mom on the way back. “Mama, if an athlete
wins first place, he is the winner. The one who
comes second, is he a winner or a loser?” “He is
a winner too.” came the reply. “But my diary says
to “Be a winner, and not a loset.”” How can there
be two winners? “Well, he is a failure,” then she
replied abruptly. I retorted, “Then, how come he
gets a silver medal. She kept quiet, and I had
become even more confused.

In the above case, the athlete who wins gold
is a winner and according to society, no one
remembers who comes second. If this is the case
with coming in the second position, one can only
imagine how we handle the seven-letter word
F-A-I-L-U-R-E. In school if you fail it means you
are a total loser. You should give up all hope of
succeeding. But, do they really lose something?
Schools say that they prepare you for your future,
but one's future consists of more failures than
successes. The person who has learnt from his
mistakes knows that “Failure is the mother of all
success.” Only by falling, stumbling, breaking and
shattering into pieces do we become shining
examples of true human beings.

The said topic, is a favourite subject for the
media to discuss. One comes across various success
and
inventors. Isaac Newton failed many times in order

stories of innovators, scientists, artists

Is The Mother
of All Success”

Winola Lobo
CEBA

to prove his hypothesis. Alan
Turing, the father of modern
computer science failed several
before cracking the
German Enigma Code that

times

eventually saved thousands of
lives during World War II. He too, like most failures
was ridiculed and mocked.

To conclude, I would like to say that,
everyone needs to adopt a softer attitude towards
failure. This essay is living proof of that point. I
could win or lose (doesn't matter) this competition
but I have attempted to write. Even if I fail, I
will understand how to correct my mistakes and
improve my language. For the world to become a
better place, parents need to teach their kids that
it is okay to fail. To be a failure, doesn't mean
that you are bad at everything, rather it means
that you are willing to learn. °

Over the years,

The moon has come a little closer,
The street has became a little busier
The sky has turned a little paler.
And then, how have | changed?

The dreams haven't changed yet
Not even the attitude;
But only one change yet
Regret is the change!

The memories remain,
The promises overtake us,
Expectations drive us,
Do's and don'ts get ahead of us;
The time wasted over the years
Is what makes me regret

Forever and ever.
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My Sister,
My Friend

I have a sister and thus, I will always have

a friend. Today in hindsight, I berate myself because
I should have realised this much soonet.

Growing up, I developed an inferiority
complex towards my sister. This is quite a common
occurrence in many people. At one time or another,
we might feel inferior compared to our peers and
it’s more so between siblings. As a child, I believed
that everyone liked my sister and preferred her over
me because she was smart, pretty and well-known
for her achievements among family and friends.
Additionally, what upset me the most was the
moniker that I acquited — “Susan's sister.”

My sister and I were pretty close in age and
in kinship, but we did have our usual arguments
as well. Most of these arguments were paltry and
inconsequential, but at that moment felt catastrophic

to us.

Then we grew up and she moved away from
home for her studies. Now I am more wise and
the distance has made our relationship stronger and
better. Her absence has made me value her place
in my life and I fell in love with her again. I have
never had a role model in my life, but at the
moment I can say it with conviction and sincerity

that my sister is my role model. My feelings of

the past have been put aside and
now I look at just the beautiful,
positive sides of her. God has
gifted me with a magnificent sister
and I am grateful to him for blessing
me with unconditional love and an

endless support system through her.

Today, all my conversations
and interactions with my sister are
filled with love and admiration, and
obviously graced with a fair bit of sarcasm. I
commend the way she accomplishes all her
undertakings and it inspires me to do things the
same way. Everyone mistakes her as a complex
person to love, but I say that is utter nonsense
because under all the hard exterior is a sweet,
amazing, lovely person that seeks to give nothing
but love to this world.

I believe that we must stay close to the
people who make us happy and my sister
understands me better than even my parents. She
has helped me in different ways and enabled me
to be the person that I am today. I am over the
moon because I will be joining her soon in
Melbourne for my studies and I can't wait to relive
the best memories of our childhood and make some
adults
unconditionally. I feel a sense of remorse for not

new ones as who love each other
understanding my sister when I was younger and I
want to make it up to her for any unpleasant things
I have done to her, intentionally or unintentionally.
She is a person who loves you with all her heart
and no matter how much I argue with her, we will
never be asunder. She is the joy in my life that
will never diminish or desist, but only amplify as
the years persist. °
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Tracy Whitemore was

sitting alone in the
cafeteria of the school.
A million thoughts
raced at the back
of her head. She
recalled to herself the
conversation she had
with her Mum. Mum
had asked her, “Is
everything fine, dear?”
and she had replied
“Yes™.

“Are you settled
there?”

“Absolutely”
came the reply.

Lies. All lies. She was not settled and more
importantly she was not fine. She was studying in
St Louis High School, a prestigious residential
I’,

institution for students. “Prestigious, my foot
thought Tracy.

It had been three weeks now and she still
couldn't muster the courage to talk to anyone.
Worse, no one spoke to her either, not even her
roommates. She didn't know whether she was lost
in the crowd or just lost.

The excitement and enthusiasm that she was
filled with emptied the minute she stepped inside
the bars of the campus. ‘Bars’, that's what she
decided was to be the name of the beautifully
designed gates of the school. She wished she were
back home, back in the warm and comforting care
of her mother, with her dear friends and the folks
she knew. Here, she was just alone and if there
was any companion it was her shadow that would
walk with her as she strolled through the gardens
of the school.

As these thoughts kept haunting Tracy's mind
she suddenly observed a figure walking in her
direction. He was so good-looking. “He couldn't
possibly be approaching me,” were Tracy’s thoughts.

Xhy We Need To Be
Positive In Life?

Must be someone else.

To Tracy's surprise
that particular good-looking
person halted right at her
table and comfortably took

his seat. o
“Hi T Al d Anusha D Cunha
i, I'm .exan er BSBA
Campbell,” he said

“Tracy Whitemore,” Tracy heard herself
responding,
“So Tracy, why is that after three weeks of

attending this school you still haven't made any
friends?” Alexander asked.

“How could he have possibly known? I didn't
confide in anyone. Who is he? Wait, why should I
even be answering him?” were Tracy’s thoughts.

“You don't have to answer me,” Alexander
said breaking Tracy's thoughts. “All I want you to
know is that you have to stop sitting there like a
hen and get started on doing what you want to

do7’

As he finished saying this, he got up and
was about to leave when Tracy suddendly asked
“Hey Alexander, why do you care what I do in
this place?”



“Because it'll be a shame to see such an
incredible person like you turn into a recluse. And
for the record ‘Alex’ will do.”
leave when Tracy stopped him again and said, “But

He was about to

'm trying.”

“No, you’re not”

“Yes 1 am.”

“Well then, that’s not enough!”

“What should I do then?”

“Do you really want to know?”

“Yes”

“Then meet me today, after classes behind
the campus.”

And so it ended. Tracy didn't realise what
was happening. She had just spoken to one of the
students of the college and he had invited her to
the garden. Tracy desperately waited for the day to
come to an end.

As the bell rang signifying the end of classes,
Tracy picked up her bag and hurried to the garden.
She wanted to know what Alex was going to tell
her so that she could get comfortable in college.

The clock kept ticking and with each second
Tracy was slowly getting frustrated. Half-an-hour
had elapsed but there was no sign of Alex. Had he
fooled her?

“Im such an idiot,” Tracy said aloud.

“No, you're not. You're brilliant” said a voice
behind her.

There he was, Alex. Standing right behind her
with a wide grin plastered on his face. If only she
could knock him right off, thought Tracy to herself,
but instead, she asked him, “What took you so
long?”

“Nothing”

“What?” Tracy said surprised

“Nothing | I was coming right here taking my
time, enjoying the beauty of nature with the birds
singing and the leaves of the trees adding its own
melody to their music”

“You made me wait so long, so that you
could take your own time to enjoy the beauty of
nature?” Tracy asked him furiously.

“No” replied Alex, “I made you wait so long
so that I could ask you why you did not leave,

Tracy? Why did you stay? Why did you wait?”

“Because,” began Tracy, “You told me that
you would reveal to me how I could shine, use my
talents, make friends and blend in with others in
this school.”

To Tracy's astonishment, Alex replied, “No
Tracy I didn't. I never said any of those This is
what you have wanted to do along and I'm just
helping you realize it.”

Tracy was puzzled. “What is he saying? What
does he mean?

As if reading her mind, Alex said, “Tracy, all
I'm trying to tell you is that there is so much you
want to do, but you're shutting yourself in. You're
so bright and you carry so much potential but you
need to realise that nothing is going to change
unless you try. You asked me how to get started,
well, the answer is simple stay positive. No matter
what, positivity gets you through every situation.
Positivity does not come in a person overnight.
You have to work on it. And when you start
working on that, you start working on yourself. I'm
not giving you a speech on hope here Tracy, I'm
just giving you a piece of good advicer”

Tracy sat still, listening to what Alex had
sald and realized that every word of what he had
sald was true. She knew what she had to do. She
had to change her perspective, make it positive.
When she heard her name being called, she suddenly
snapped out of her thoughts.

“Well,” said Alex

“Well what?” asked Tracy.

“Well...how was the speech? I had to work a
lot on it.”

“It was great Alex. Thank you,” said Tracy,
“It really helped me. But I have one question.”

“What?” Alex asked.

“How did you know what I was going
through?”

Alex laughed and simply said, “I guess that’s
a mystery you will be able to solve eventually.”

He walked away, back to his dorm enjoying
the evening as he did so. While Tracy just stared
into the void. °




Have you ever imagined a whole new world ? [
Quite similar to the one you live in
A little far from man's reach f=
A little near to God so deat.

Have you ever imagined a whole new world?

Far from man's existence,
But too beautiful for one to see.

Have you ever imagined a whole new world?

Where love exists and where everyone is treated equally.
No boundaries, no differences, no distances

There exists only one thing - Humanity.

Have you ever imagined a whole new world?
Where apples grow only in winter and
Mangoes in summer

Have you ever imagined a whole new world?
Where parents nurture and children grow
This is what our world has forgotten

And that world knows.

This world was not different. It was all the same

Strive to make this world better, and not worse
For once it’s gone, it’s all gone away.

! Pravalika
BSBA

A world harbouring beautiful creatures, plants and trees

For it is better when every fruit rules during it own reign.

Just a few have died and times collide and so I say

A Tiny Speck Of Truth

Now I think though

That time if ever 1 had used

Would have made me go one step further;
If and only if

That moment reversed

A tiny speck of truth

When I made a mistake;

A small 'Sorry' would have changed me
Within a second.

At the end, I believe
All T could have done was
Take Frost's first road;

The widely traversed road!

ekokokokok

If T Were Poor

If T were poor,
I would not beg for sure,

Even if I were to die of hunger

I would not have left family to suffer.

If not on the roads,

On the fields I would work

Or would collect a lot more bricks
Even if I receive a lot more kicks.

Summer or winter wouldn't stop me,
Not even those pitiful tears from the sky
For those never rattled me,

Nor prevented me from soaring

Never would I beg

For I have a lot of pride,
Even those without a leg
Do strive till they succeed.

Pity would not have been my name,

I would never let my family hang their
heads in shame.

For I have a very big dream

And that is to take them 'Home'

- Thaskeena, PCMB
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“Come on boy! Move Fergus!” Alexa exclaimed
in her attempt to free her horse’s leg from the
swamp’s muddy clutches. Torrential bursts of rain
showered on Hogswood swamp. Alexa was on her
way back home from the market, when a
humongous tree fell on the shortest route back to
the mansion. The rain kept pouring hard on the
swamp making every move more dangerous than
the other. She pulled her horse Fergus's leg and
the terrified stallion neighed in fright as thunder
clapped across the sky. In one final attempt Alexa
and Fergus pulled hard and finally were free from
the sticky bog. “Blast!” Alexa cursed as she swung
her foot over the horse’s back and settled herself
on the saddle. “Let's move boyl We need to get
Helga her blasted roots before she sets my bed on
fire,” she said as she whipped the horse. The
torrential downpour had no mercy on them. It made
it hard for Alexa to navigate her way towards the
edge of the forest. She had heard strange stories
of seelie and unseelie fairies who caused mischief
to travellers who took this path. But it wasn’t any
scarier than her Aunt Helga’s toothy grin and her
old wooden spatula that she often threw at Alexa’s

head.

As she slowly made her way through the
woods, she saw a yellowish orb of light floating at
a distance. Suddenly, Fergus began to move
frantically and neighed so loudly that it almost
seemed as if the yellow orb was frightened by it
and it disappeared. “What is it Fergus? You saw it
too?” Alexa said as she caressed his black mane to
calm him down. Slowly, they trodded towards the
almost faint light. Alexa stuck her lantern out as it
lit up the old stone tunnel ahead of them. The

tunnel was a small one
and she could see what
was at the end of it,
just a stretch of dense
trees like the rest of the

forest. Her eyes ! Khushi Madan
searched for the yellow SEBA
otb but

it seemed to have disappeared into thin air. Fergus
suddenly became agitated and started towards the
tunnel. “Calm down boy! Lets stop here till the
cursed rain ends,” she said as she hopped down
from her horse. At the end of the tunnel she saw
the orb of light once again, although now it was
shaped like a tiny insect. As she moved closer she
noticed that the orb had arms and legs. “Holy roots!
Look here, Fergus! It’s a fey creature. I never
thought I'd ever come across these buggers!” she
exclaimed and laughed as the tiny fey with wings
buzzed around her. She sneezed as she breathed
the fairy dust that tickled her nose. “Come here,
you rascal,” she chuckled as she ran after it.
Suddenly she noticed that the rain had stopped.
The garish sun was keeping away from the long
stretch of hills a few miles away from her. “Its a
blasted fairy loop! We found a fairy loop, Fergus!”
she pranced. Suddenly Fergus stood before her
except that his mouth was moving as though he
was trying to tell her something. It slowly deformed
into a hideous, bulbous head, a fat nose and hairy
chin, almost like an ogre. “Wake up!” it said and
suddenly Alexa felt a pang of pain on her forehead
and she woke up in cold sweat on her bed and
that’s when she realized it was only a godforsaken
dream. “Get up, you useless lump! Go get me some
Vervain roots!” shouted Aunt Helga in her booming,
almost manly voice. As Alexa tossed to the other
side she noticed something shimmery on her bed.
She ran towards the mirror and that’s when she
noticed all the fairy dust all over her head. She
screamed in joy and ran towards the stables. “Let’s
go get some dammed roots, boy” she beamingly
screamed and tore through Hogswood forest in
search of the fairy loop!
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the
safeguarding Tim tonight, especially on a night with

I was really hesitant to be one
such a heavy thunderstrom. My grandparents had
to go out for some nightly ritual which I had no
idea about. Their house is so ancient that it gives
me those spooky, mysterious shivers each time I
visit it. Though I visit my grandparents every year,
I have never explored every single room of this
ancient house nor do I intend to do so in the
future. Maybe it’s those old antique pieces kept on
display which makes me scared or it must be the
musty smell and creaking sounds of all the wood
in the house. Anyway, I had to stay back to look
after Tim, their dog who was fast asleep. I tried to
distract myself by trying to finish a school project
Miss Leena had given. She wanted us to write about
the happiest moment in our summer holidays. I
tried to recall every single day which was either
spent in video games or frolicking around in the
sun. I really did nothing in my holidays. Well, I
will have to create a story now, maybe a trip to
the mountains or a picnic with family and friends.
I can even write about the new bicycle that dad
bought for me. That's really an exciting topic. I
could see flashes of bright thunder through the
window. The rain had subsided into a drizzle. 1
could hear the crickets and the croaking frogs. I
tried to think about my reaction when I saw the
new bicycle. I remember hugging my dad. I was
happy and excited. I remember my younger brother
shedding a few tears as the bicycle was exclusively
bought for me. I hadn't written a word in my paper.
I was not able to transform my thoughts into
words. My mind was still searching for a much
happier moment than this. There was some kind
of resistance in my pen. I was really fumbling for
words. I gave up and put my pen down. Maybe I
just need a break to refresh my thoughts. I looked

at Tim who was still

sleeping. Suddenly I felt as
! Manjima Mahesh

PCMB

if a shadow passed by the

window. Even Tim woke

up and started wagging his tail, maybe I was just
hallucinating, but Tim cannot see illusions like me.
Maybe it was a tree branch or something swaying
in the strong wind. I went back to my work. I
could not focus as my thinking was completely
disrupted. That's when I heard a knock on the
door. This certainly was not a hallucination and
Tim too started barking loudly. The knock sounded
more urgent and frantic as time passed by. I just
caught hold of Tim's collar and went towards the
door. I was still hesitant to open the door. But the
urgency in the knock did not allow me to do so.
I opened the door to complete darkness and found
a woman shivering, She was wearing a saree which
was thin and the she looked cold. Even Tim
became silent on seeing her. She brought us back
to the hard reality on this earth. I just went inside
and took out a blanket from the cupboard and ran
back to give it to her. I was not sure whether she
would take it. But she just snatched it from my
hand and covered herself. A glow came onto her
face. A kind of twinkle came into her eyes which
made me feel warm. She gave a faint smile as she
was still shivering. I wanted to talk to her but she
just turned and walked back into the rain. I called
her back, but she didn't stop. I really wanted her
to stay till the rain stopped. But she was satisfied
with the blanket and did not mind getting wet
again. My hands suddenly felt a jolt of new
enthusiasm to write. 1 realised that this moment
was the most happiest moment in my life till now.
My had
something happier. True happiness is that warm

mind stopped for

searching

feeling that you experience when a person smiles.
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Happy moments
are those when a
person smiles with
those twinkling
eyes when you
help them.
Everyone lives in
their shell of
solitude and forget
to even consider
their fellow human
beings. The thread
of humanity
which has bound
every creature on
this earth  is
invisibe. Well, it
suddenly dawned
upon me with the
entry of  this
woman who gave
me true happiness.
I now know what
I am going to
write for the
project. I am
not fumbling
for thoughts and
words any more.
1 have just
discovered what
life really means.
This night in this
spooky house has
become really
worthwhile.
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And the sea might make you feel alone
- But the world has troubles too
For how else do you suppose,

That the ocean got so blue?
- Erin Hanson

o
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A baby gitl being born in the family is surely
a call for celebration. She brings joy to the family.
Everyone wants to live their life, be happy, but
when it comes to a girl it’s not always the same.

Restrictions ad nauseam are imposed on her. She

She must know how to use
the freedom given to her; not
exploit it, So that, society gets
no chance to blame her. People
look forward to playing the

blame game, but they would
stand no chance when it comes

: # Khushi Rai
to her. o
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She must be
nourished, pampered and taken care of; she deserves

loved,

it more than anyone else. She is here to conquer
the world. She has her own avatars; in times of
need she can be calm and in times of difficulties,
she is a pillar of strength, when her patience level
is surpassed, she is fierce. You surely don’t want
to see this mood of hers.

Don’t let her be just a lifeless doll inside a
cage. You might cage her body, but it won’t be
possible for you to cage her soul. She should be
cherished, educated and given the right to live her
life on her own terms. For that she should be born
in a home, not a cage.

feels she is being controlled like a puppet % g
1'_

with her parents and family pulling the
strings.
she feels trapped inside her house.

A caged bird has no idea about the
outside world. Let it out of its cage and it
usually gets killed by predators. The
innocent poor creature doesn’t know how
to tackle the outside world. A girl faces the
same problem too, so she cannot fly and
tackle the cruelty outside the cage. She
needs to be outside like a tree, to be on its

own. It surely needs care and nourishment,
but in times of calamities it is on its own.

She must learn to take responsibilities
and be independent. She must not be a
burden on others and must be capable of
taking life’s cares on her shoulders.

Her life possibilities are limited and ¥ it

Anisha
PCMB
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ust like you have a message in a
bottle, the people of the Maui Island believe
in the story of Jack in a bottle.” It's a myth
among the Mauis that if you come across a
bottle with a little diver inside, you will be
granted three wishes. Jack's story is hundreds
of years old and is now a fairytale told to
little children. He was a famous diver among
people who go to the deep seas to look for
treasure. Jack was the one who could collect
more treasures, than anyone else could. This made
him selfish and he started keeping them to himself
instead of sharing it with others. He became
arrogant and was left with no friends. One night
he heard his friends speaking about a rumor that
about a hundred kilometers on the west-coast of
the island there was a mermaid who owned jewels
worth a fortune. But it is said that the mermaid
punishes anyone who attempts to lay their hands
on her treasure. Jack didn't really believe in
mermaids, but decided to try his luck with the
treasure. Despite the warnings he received from
his family and friends he set out to satisfy his
greed. Little did he know about the dangers that
awaited him. So, eatly next morning he gathered
his belongings and got ready for his journey. After
travelling for hours he reached his destination. He
put on the required equipment and dived into the
sea. Deep down he did find beautiful jewels, peatls
and all the other precious things which he had
coveted. As he was about to head towards the
treasure, a very pretty mermaid blocked his path.
He couldn't believe his eyes. She told him that
this area belongs to her and any trespassers will be
severely punished. Jack, however paid no heed to
her and tried pushing her away. This angered the
mermaid and she raised her hand to his head
making a strong stream of light flow from her hand
to Jack's head. Jack felt a weird sensation
throughout his body and before he knew it, he
was on the mermaid’s hand, his size being as small
as a penny. The mermaid then took a bottle from

among her belongings and put
him inside. She then said, “You
let your greed rule your life. You
wished to have all the fortunes

of the world for yourself

without sharing it with your .

friends and family. So JZ Fathima
PCMB

henceforth, you shall flow like

this in the seas of Maui and whenever someone
finds you, you will have the power to grant three
of their wishes. But you will forever remain inside
the bottle.” Jack tried his very best to fight his
way out, but in vain. The mermaid left the bottle
on the surface to float, taking Jack along with it.

So, this was the story of Jack in a bottle.
Whether it's true or not, the children of Maui still
wait on the seashore hoping to have their wishes
granted by Jack. °

JUMBLED WORDS

1. RAPMOHONESG
A record-player.

2. PIPHOTOPSAMU
A large, African river nammal with huge jaws.

3. NROMADEAD
The major galaxy nearest to the Milky Way.
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Ezra was a self-obsessed narcissist who always
thought that the world belonged to him. He was a
very popular scientist and he always thought that
nobody could ever belittle him. He was quite
popular in his city. Blinded by the fame and money
he got ever since he made some milestone
discoveries in his body of work. He lived in this
huge mansion in the heart of the city and was
least aware about anything that didn't concern him.

It was on the 14th of April that his wife,
Molly asked him if he could join her on a trek to
a tropical rainforest somewhere in South America.
Ezra, who had been as busy as a bee knew that
he wanted a weekend getaway from all the chaos
in the city. He made up his mind to join Molly
and her friends on the trek. Ezra, who grew up in
an urban area had no idea what it was like to go
for a trek. As a child, he had always hid behind
his books, as he absolutely hated meeting new
people and visiting new places.

On the 17th of April, the couple along with
Molly's friends landed in Jikawe, an extremely
popular tourist destination and an absolute treat
for wildlife enthusiasts. Molly always told Ezra that
nature had its own ways to give us messages-
messages that would allow a person to introspect.
Ezra had never believed in her philosophy. Little
did he know that this vacation was to change his
life completely.

“We have reached the heart of the forest!”
exclaimed Mr. Anderson, the tour guide. As Ezra
walked out of the bus, he was shell-shocked.

‘Shocked” would be an understatement. He
felt something that he had never felt before. A
sudden jolt perhaps. His mouth was agape, and he

‘i Sanjana S.
- PCMB

looked amazed. The forest was
huge with high-arched branches,
green canopies and the forest floor carpeted with

leaves of all kinds. There was some sort of an
eerie silence around with occasional bird calls.

Ezra felt like a little child. He stood there as
if the entire forest would engulf him. There were
some sort of vibrations around him, that resonated
perfectly with his soul. For the first time perhaps,
he knew what was happening around him. The
forest was huge and he felt like a dwarf. Perhaps,
nature itself was trying to convey a message to
him that was deeply encoded within whatever he
felt. For the first time in his life, he knew that
there was a greater force above him. Something
way greater than himself. He felt overcome by
humility. The nature around him was so vast and
diverse, so great that it could either kill him or
nurture him. That trek changed his life. Since then
he has become a humble person, always keeping in
mind that there is always something bigger than
us. He was belittled by mother nature itself, an act
of 'belittlement' that had changed his entire life.

[ J

JUMBLED WORDS

. AUNTRAT LA
A hairy spider.

2. CIMDOBSOBATULE
To confuse.
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Lynch Mobs -
The New Indian Landscape

Storm clouds gathering,
Shuffling feet, a sudden disruption,
A warning yell, a quick turn of the head

A huge crowd, swelling as it got nearer.

They closed in on them

A sudden jolt, blows raining down upon them.
Heads swirling, they fell to their feet,

Hearts sinking, they knew the end was near.

Pleading to be heard, fear filled their hearts

For the sorcerer had possessed the mob

Inciting them to greater violence, egging them on

Stories feeding the grist mill,

Ripe for wreaking havoc on innocent souls.

So, since when did human life become so cheap,

The taking of which did not cause even an eyelash to flutter.
It’s not him, her or them

It’s you, me and us.

I am the soul of India,

Long have I suffered.

The torments of countless centuries.

My soil stained crimson by the blood of my children.

I wonder aghast, how the few always triumph
In an orgy of blood,
Their thirst never quenched.

Centuries of dark, ignorant bestiality

Where is that light of knowledge, which Tagore spoke about?
When is the dawn of humanity going to emerge?

What gives this land its character, its culture, its soul?

The people or the physical landmass?
Which part defines the nation? ! Arshlya Patel



“Papal” the little girl yelled removing her
blindfold, searching for her father everywhere. She
thought maybe Papa was searching for her at the
other end of the ground. While she was looking at
the house her father came running to her. He looked
tired, but Papa always looked tired as if something
was wrong. Her father bent down and kissed her
on the cheek. He asked her, “Whats the matter
Tessa, why did you yell?” Tessa said, “Papa, I
searched for you everywhere, but I did not find
you anywhere, when I removed the blindfold. You
had disappeared into thin air” Papa said, “Sorry,
Tessa I had to attend a call, while you were
searching for me. I was near you and then the
telephone started ringing, Didn’t you hear the
telephone ringing?”

Tessa replied: “No, I did not hear a thing, I
was wholly concentrating on finding you,” she said
determination showing on her face. “Okay, come
let’s go inside,” said Papa.

Jonathan Heroncars stayed in a big Victorian
Mansion called the Crowecries. It is located in
Whitechapel, London. The neighbours commented
that the house looked spooky, but Jonathan fell in
love with the house at first sight. The Heroncars
purchased the Crowcries Mansion about six months
back. Tessa loved the mansion for the big garden
around the house where she could play. The
Heroncars lived isolated from the outside world.
They never talked to their neigbours. Only Jonathan
and his daughter stayed in that house. Jonathan’s
wife had died while giving birth to her. Her name
was Theressa Haver and she had fallen in love

The Little Girl

with Jonathan when he was
in Kingly High
School. Tessa does not have

studyin , :
nne Z Ayisha Lalin

any recollection of her mother. BEBA

Tessa used to ask how her mother had looked
like. Jonathan used to look at her and smile, “She
was a carbon copy of you” He only told Tessa
that her mothet’s name was Theressa and she
looked just like her. If any other question was
asked, she was not given any answer. She went to
St Agatha’s Elementary School. She was seven years
old and loved chocolates. Even though she ate a
lot of chocolates, she always remembered to brush
her teeth. Her dad was thin and had long blond
hair and she had inherited her fathet’s hair. Tessa
had never seen even a picture of her mother.

When she asked her Papa, why they didn’t
have a picture of Mommy he used to say it was

shredded to bits by a dog.

Tessa was bored, she had no friends to play
with at home, and the gitls in school thought she
was weird. Everyone thought her Papa was weird
too. All her friends toured the world when they
had summer holidays, but her Papa never took her
anywhere. From school to home, home to school,
but she never complained. Even though Tessa liked
the ‘Crow Cries’ mansion’s garden, she did not like
the house for it gave her the creeps. She thought
something was not right in the house. When she
told Papa about it, he said, “You are imagining it,
Tessa. There’s nothing like that, the house is fine
and it is so beautiful.” She could not even sleep
alone in her room because of the nightmares she
was having, Tessa and her father went into the
house which had a spacious hall, a kitchen and
eight rooms; five rooms upstairs and three rooms
down. Tessa and her father slept in the upstairs
bedroom. It was the master bedroom with a king-
size bed, a nineties tape recorder and shelves filled
with books. Tessa wanted to read those books, but
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when she requested her father he always told her
to wait till she was grown up.

She felt so lonely inside the house. She rarely
looked at herself in the mirror because all the
mirrors in their room were painted black and she
had always wondered why. When she asked, she
was given the same answer, 1 don’t know’

Tessa grew to be a beautiful girl, with beautiful
grey-green eyes and a voluptuous figure. She had
graduated from Trinity College with psychology as
her major and her aim was to be a psychiatrist.

She was still the same and nothing had
changed. The only thing was that she now stayed
in the hostel. She could not stay with her father
anymore.

She started understanding about people and
life. She grew up to be a mature young woman
who could carefully think and evaluate her life.

The day came when Tessa had to visit her
father. He never came to see Tessa when she stayed
in the hostel, but his situation was like that. She
arrived at 4.00 p.m. wearing a jumper and jeans, a
beautiful chain with a diamond pendant, which was
a graduation gift from her father. Her father was
waiting for her outside. He looked so old even
though he was only 47. His dull face brightened
upon seeing her. She too was glad to see him after
all these years. He gave her a welcome hug and
took her inside. Tessa looked at her father and
realized that something was hidden deep inside him
which was eating him up. Probably her study in
psychology helped her to understand the bottled
pain in him and she decided to ask him what the
matter was.

She sat with her father, looked deep into his
eyes, searching for answers and instantly Jonathan
saw his little Tessa as a bright young lady who
deserves to know the truth. He felt that the time
had finally come to unburden his heart. He could
not control himself anymore and cried like an
innocent child. He requested her to listen patiently
and not judge him or her mother in a wrong way
as every dark secret is now going to be revealed

before her. He stammered as he spoke and asked
her never to leave him alone.

Jonathan started with the most refreshing
memory of his loving family when Tessa was just
a child. Tessa’s mom, Theressa was an affectionate
mother and a wonderful wife. She equally loved
and highly respected Jonathans dad, who was old
and living with them. Unfortunately, they never
identified the evil-face of Tessa’s grandfather who
had molested and killed many young girls and had
gotten away by framing someone else for it. Days
went by and they were completely unaware that
Tessa was being tortured the same way by her
grandfather. He sexually harassed Tessa which at
first she considered to be a game, but as she grew,
she understood that things were wrong. She felt
lost, confused and too scared to share it with
anyone. She became mentally disturbed and started
developing a split personality disorder. Jonathan and
Theressa were wortied to see their precious daughter
suffer and immediately rushed her to a psychiatrist,
but Tessa never responded. The issue became more
serious and without any other option they had to
hypnotize her to reveal the truth that she was
hiding. When they got to know about Tessa’s
problem caused by her grandfather, they cursed
themselves for not being aware of it, to help her
at the right time. They were shocked. They
admitted her to a rehabilitation centre and there
they helped her conceal these dark memories by
suppressing them deep in her.

Theressa was furious and she killed Tessa’s
grandfather for making her go through hell everyday
and she could never forgive him for it. Theressa
was imprisoned for this but she did not regret killing
the man who destroyed her beloved daughter’s
childhood. The mirrors were painted black as they
were, the sole witnesses to Tessa’s torture by her
grandfather and Jonathan did not want Tessa to
recall any of those dark painful memories.

He then told Tessa that her mother loved
and still loves her more than anyone else in this
wortld. Theressa eagerly waits for the day when a



mother would be released from prison so that Anisha
she can be reunited with her family. She PCMB
wants to hug and shower all her love on
Tessa that has been stored within her all
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these years.

Tessa was speechless. Tears rolled down
her cheeks, but her lips were tightly sealed.
She could not express what she felt and she
realized how much her parents had suffered
to shield her from her painful past. She could
not thank her parents enough. She broke
down upon hearing all this and embraced her
dad. She did not have words to express her
feelings at that moment. Silence reigned and
it drained the darkest pain from their hearts
with the pure love that filled its place. She
now felt safe as she knew that her family
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would do anything to keep her away from
all evil.
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1. GALYLOLA
To spend time in an aimless or lazy way.

2. CAMBTONILUTS
A sleepwalker

3. RANESCERGE
A person in their teens or twenties who is adept at using
computers and the Internet.

4., NUTELLATIR
An inhabitant of the earth.

5. RIKSTDAKIPEBOAHTIA
Extremely superstitious fear of the number 13.

Z Compiled by:
Natasha D Souza
PCMS

6. RAFKENDONOTF
Informal term for genetically - modified food.

7.. PESRUFICLAGIRLACITSIAXPIECOLIDOSUI
Extremely long word, meaning ‘wonderful’ or ‘excellent’ (in a sense), introduced in the
Disney movie ‘Mary Poppins.
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2018’s most talked-about words

After honeymoons and babymoans, this
new-age holiday trend of one goingon a
vacation to get over the pain of a temporary
setbhack is gaining
popularity

SECTION 377

There's no one who teaches the country
the Queen's language like Shashi Tharoor
himself, And this word had the Twitterati
bamboozied

A FLOODS AND RELIEF

With same sex relationships no longer
being termed illegal, the landmark
verdict regarding Section 377, this
year, has surely been the
rainbow in the sky

entire nation got together to show that
it cares, when it came to helping the flood
victims In Kerala and Kodagu get back to
their routines -

“Our world has enough for each person’s need,
but not for his greed.”

- Mahatma Gandhi




Journey into the

Unknown

The rain was thundering through the night. I
hadn’t seen such a downpour in twenty years. The
cyclone must have hit the coast pretty hard. I kept
changing the headlights, but it was still hard to see
through the rain.

I had been driving for about an hour now,
but I still hadn’t reached the city. I was a little
confused, but I kept driving on.

The rain was clearing away now. I could see
the road but... it’s not the road I was supposed to
be on. Where was I ? Did I make a wrong turn?
But how is it possible? I had come driving through
the woods that led to the highway, then I took a
turn at the crossroads to get to the city. The
crossroads that’s where I must have gone wrong.
But, where was I now?

I couldn’t see a way out. Driving back was
not an option. Also, I was running out of gas. The
only way out was to go ahead it seemed. And
that’s exactly what I did. I drove on. I now wish
I hadn’t.

I kept driving on until I came across a
dilapidated board sign. Through the mess it read
‘Croud Tacculan ahead - lodging free’ Finally! I
had found shelter for the night. I figured I'd stay
for the night and when the rain abates in the
morning, I would head back to the city.

I followed the signs till I came to the lodge.
It took me a while to realize where the lodge stood.
Or should I even call it a ‘lodge’ Well, apparently

Anusha D Cunha
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it was the biggest mansion I had seen and it had
huge doors that looked about a hundred years old.
As I approached the mansion, I was intimidated by
the mansion. For some reason it looked alive. Like
it wanted to tell me something.

My imagination is running wild, I thought.
But who could blame me? Everything about the
place was eerie. The lighting that flashed above
the mansion didn’t help much. I wanted to run,
but I didn’t. I should have though. That was my
only chance.

I couldn’t see a way to open the big doors
or even inform somebody about my arrival. But I
didn’t have to wait long for the doors opened by
themselves. I walked in and a brightly-lit passageway
greeted me. I heard the door gently shut behind
me with a howl. There were torches everywhere
but I couldn’t find the receptionist. At the end of
the hallway another set of gigantic doors greeted
me. Before I could even knock, the doors opened
by themselves again. But this time, there was
somebody standing behind them.

I hadn’t received a more friendly welcome
before. My host was so sweet and considerate. He
apologized for not receiving me at the entrance
and for his bad etiquette. He wanted to offer me
dinner and rushed me into the dining hall

I had never seen someone call a banquet, a
meal for that’s exactly what it was. As I occupied
my seat at the end of the table, my host occupied
his, right across me.



“Are we the only ones here,” 1 asked. My

host replied “No one else has lodged here for a

long time. This place is very secluded. People don’t

stay here for more than a night.”

His answer was not very satisfactory. After a

few courses and a little wine we discussed various
subjects. I lost track of time. I noticed that the
entire time we chit-chatted my host never ate
anything from the table. That was weird. But, I
guessed, he looked queer himself. He had long sharp

nails, grey hair and wore a black gown. It made

him look medieval.

The rain was still thundering outside. It
splattered at the huge windows. Everything in that
house seemed huge. In the flash of light that struck
at the window, I saw a wolf in the distance. The
hair on the back stuck right up. What was that
creature doing in these parts? I turned to look at

my host and met his stony gaze.

Something about the entire situation seemed
a bit off. I started to recall all my memories about
tonight. As I remembered the board sign the name

of this lodge seemd to somehow sound familiar
with an old fictional character. It couldn’t be true.

I could not hold back and bluntly (but

trembling within) asked
my host “Aren’t you
going to eat anything? It
is a huge banquet.” He
replied with a grin - the
first time I had seen
him do it that evening
- and I noticed his
pointy little canines.
“Oh, 1 will, This meal
is for you. I make sure
that all my guests are
full and healthy. This

meal should be

memorable after all.”
He had

understood that I knew

who he was. I knew

there was no escape

#’7:2_‘

e

now. He got up from his seat, walked towards me,

and confirmed my deepest fears. “Pardon me,” he

said, “I did not introduce myself. That was rude

of me. I am Count Dracula.”

CROUD TACULLAN was in fact COUNT
DRACULLA. The last thing I saw was his little

canines turn huge.

] ﬁ*ﬁ%‘cﬁ% tﬁ;*’ﬂ-
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“Whatever befalls the Earth, befalls the
people of the Earth. Man did not weave
the web of life; he is merely a strand in

- Chief Seattle

“There must be more to life than having
everything

»
!

- Maurice Sendak
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I have been told that people A universe with galaxies of thoughts

Are hard creatures to understand And each idea a burning star
With far too many lines to map Shooting comets for each feeling
On the palm of just one hand! Every loss, a supernova - charred
You are you because of the way People, you must understand,
you walk and talk and smile Are too complex to define

And the the way in which But I'll forgive you your faults

You face your tribulations and trials ~ If you'll forgive me mine

Mafazah

. Sharafuddin
You are so much more The truth that remains HEPDP

Than just blood and bone and skin Transcending over space and time
You are the caretaker Is that people have a cage of skin
Of the universe within And a galaxy for a mind.

The world awoke to a sombre sight
~ His small defenceless body washed ashore
-~ Waves lashing, rhythmically moving him about.

?‘rf His innocent face pricked the conscience of many ' “ Anvthi |
. The cards had been dealt; his fate hung by a string - ny _Ing e s_e
Brutally snapped by the turn of events g J you re interested in
» | is not going to
=3 Is humanity dead? Who is responsible? . . ,
"; Can the wortld just shrug its shoulders? X happen if VOU. can't
—= 4 breathe the air and
:,. _ His last few moments in his mother’s lap, " drink the water.
5 ’;; In a rr%akeshift boat, tossing and turni.ng.. ' y Don‘t sit this one
& The frigid waters rose up to snatch him into its embrace. i - R
e out. Do something.
/% Death stared them in the face back home #2
" A new life beckoned across the stormy Aegean Sea. £ — Carl Sagan
M= How were they to know, there was a price to pay? -J
: s

Z Arshiya Patel |
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%"r' £ We don’t know why you had to go

NETLr Because we will miss you so

&s{f We laughed, we played, we spoke

.1 But now it is hard to believe that you are no more.
e

Now you have been freed
o To enjoy the heavenly bliss for eternity
' Archana, may you rest in peace
And we bid you adieu, till we meet again.

Archana K.B.
21.02.1999 - 05.11.2017

She was known for her kind and soft-spoken nature.

Her sudden death shook all of us.

She had the most unforgettable and beautiful smile.

Even though we have cherished memories of you, Varsha
Those special memories of you will always bring back a smile.
If only we could have you back for just a little while,
Then we could sit and talk again just like we used to do
You always meant so very much and always will too

The fact that you’re no longer here will always cause us pain
But you’re forever in our hearts.

Au Revoir, until we meet again.

Varsha Sanil
03.11.1999 - 09.06.2018
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[& LES LANGUES ET LES JEUNES ﬂ

Dans notre vie, nous apprenons beaucoup des
choses. Vous pouvez avoir un inclination vers la
domaine de la science, apprendre les nuances de la
physique. Vous pouvez avoir un passionne daffaires,
et les nombres et les comptes peut ¢tre votre point
fort. Vous pouvez avoir interessant a I’ “histoire, et
tu pourrais trouver ta place dans les recits du passe.
Ou vous pouvez avoir une artiste, une esprit libre.
Mais il y a une chose, sans cela, vous ne pouvez
pas apprendre n'importe quoi, et cette chose est,
la langue.

Les langues ont toujours joue¢ un role
important dans tout sort de l'education. Comme
outil de communication et apprentissage, les langues
ont ¢te la raison que I'humanite a atteint de
grandes progres. Nous les Indiens, voyons beaucoup
des langues tout les jours, et parce que ¢a, nous
apprenons les nouvelles langues rapidement. Etudier
le francais ici, depuis deux ans, j'ai non seulement
appris la discipline nécessaire pour ctudier une
langue nouvelle, mais quelle chance jaurai cette
opportunite aussi. L apprentissage d'une langue
nouvelle est comme apprentissage s ouvre meme
pour nouvelle possibilite. L’apprentissage de langue
est comme [D’apprentissage change. La langue
francaise est tres interessante. II y a 220 millions
francophones dans le monde, dont 80 millions de
locuteurs natifs. II est la langue officielle dans 29
pays. II est dixieme entre les langues plus parlee
du monde, mais il est la deuxieme langue la plus
ctudice du monde. II est la langue maternelle de
personnes formidable comme Jules Verne et Victor
Hugo. Le francais est la langue de I'une des plus

G i‘-‘_‘a;

grandes revolutions de
tous les temps. Les mots
<<liberte,
fraternite>> devenus un

cgalite,

terme commun,
aujourd hui. Pour ces ,j
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raisons et bien dautres,
je reconnais

cternellement le pouvoir
detudier le francais.

Je crois que I'apprentissage des langues
ctrangeres est la prochaine étape vers un futur dans
qui nous ne sommes pas divises par les frontieres
crées par les hommes puissant il y a  plusieurs

d'annees. II est un wutile d'integration,
d'apprentissage dautres cultures et lui respectecs.
D elargir vos horizons de cour de votre maison,
votre ville, votre I'Etat, ou méme votre pays. Cest
ma conviction que permettant a vos enfants pour
I'apprendre les langues etrangeéres les ouvre au
monde. II cesse d'etre ‘autre’, et devient de quoi
¢tre curieux. Jesuit une réveure et je pense, comme
cette, nous pouvons laisser nos prejuges, et
permettent la génération prochaine aller de I'avant,

un etape plus proche a I'intégration globale.
pe p p g g

Alors peut-étre que lavenir artiste sans
frontieres, ou reévolutionnaire qui refuse de laisser
un mur I'empecher de creer la paix aménera une
¢re dunite. Pour I'instant, il est notre responsabilite
pour leur montrer a quand de nouvelles cultures

peuvent ctre intéressantes.




Une Nuit Craintive

It etait presque minuit. La fille qui etait perdue, s'assit sur un fauteuil dans la
maison abandonnee. Tres fatigue et avec la faim, elle ctait seule. Elle a entendu des
sons inconnus. Mais elle se fait calme. Soudainement les lumiéres sont éteintes!. Eve

a entendu le tonnere et a vu un eclair de la pondre a travers la fenetre.

Son coeur tremblait de peur, trés fortement

Ne Savoir pas quoi de faire, elle allait a la chambere a coli Au salon

Doum Doum! Elle a entendu des sons

Doum Doum!

“Non!”, elle se reflechissait. “Non, je dois partir d’ici! Je dois m echappe! Vite!” Quand elle courait
vers la porte, elle a realise que le son ctait prés. Avec frissons et peur, elle ouvrait la porte avec ses

yeux fermes.
“Meuh, b

Cetait juste un chat. L
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