Vol. II - Issue - 1 April - June 2013

Kioud9

National Magazine for School Children
A Literary Venture by KiiT International School

ets in My Poc




iT_ KiiT International School ¥w*

@
u (A constituent of KIIT Group of Institutions & KIIT University) » :

‘Safﬁm Service - Cendless ‘Eﬁwnhg LT

ADMISSIONS OPEN

Nursery to Grade 12 (CBSE), Grade 11 & 12 (1B Diploma) &
Grade 8,9, 10 (IGCSE)

BB UNIVERSITY of C AMBRIDGE A
] Imbernational Py nafions 8

E CAMBRDGE NTERNATIONAL CENTRE

CBsE THDF ILCSE

KiiT International School is the first school in eastern India authorized to
offer International Baccalaureate Diploma Programme (IBDP), Geneva

KiiT International School is proud to have iconic writer
PADMASHREE RUSKIN BOND as its Ambassador

[ Speia Features

* Eco-fricndly atmo
* Panel of Comm

Boarig
; Ne.d in Eastern In
gy, ~Nou20 Tn AU India, Edecet
h j’=’ 1 ..-.-:;::-31 G egory of .

ok AL H
p :1-. el ]

- * Special L'nr Counseling for
* 65% and above in aggregate, University Admission in India & Abroad
for other equivalent boards 0

Speclal Coaching for
Competitive Examinations
NT-JEE, NEET, AlIMS, BHU by
C'KSHA EDUCATION SERVICES [EPLC BANSAL Classes
SAT, CPT, CLAT, Integrated MBA (IMS)

For further details Contact: 0674-2725805, 09437061572, 09937220263, 09437264660, 09861162701



« Pratik Resources (P) Ltd.

PRPL Interior Design provides a full range of interior design services to homes and
businesses. Qur goal is to help you envision, enhance, or put the final touches on nearly any
design project.

We will work with you to identify goals, define your personal style, and implement the
Project. Whether your project is as extensive as a new home, a new office | a schools setup
from scratch or as simple as wanting to find ways to update a room with healthier materials
and furnishings.

PRPL Interior Design can tailor a design package to your needs. We are available for
residential or commerdal consultations and offer a full scope of services in :

Conceptual Design

Color Consultations

Space Planning/Drafting

Furniture Plans

Budget Planning

Lighting Plans

Dutdoor Living Spaces

Fabrics,Wall coverings,Furniture,Flooring Window Treatments B Accessories
Event Management

Modular school and office furniture [(direct importer)

® ® ® & @ ® @ @ @

Some of our Projects :

ld

Modem Residence

Modern Residence Restaurants Play Areas

Please feel free to contact us via phone or email for a free consultation.
PRPL Interior Design
_'.1._| _.'."._I . } 1 '."'-'-\. o b

-
3 f




mwv nxfnrdbmkamre com

Reading

I"IEVE.'I"
goes out

- e e e e e e m m e e E EE EE EE EN E EE EE E E m mm mm e S e  E  EE  BE E E E EN S o ==

:
Discou n
= on any kids produc
oo - = e B
(cInXa Bangalore - Ph: 080 41155223, 080 3221628
000 Bhubaneswar - Ph: 0674 6546899/6546911)
Chennai - Ph: 044 2822 771211 o .
& S Hyderabad - Ph: 040 31002959/60 % &
Kolkata - Ph: 2229 7662/22172680 i
133 st brens ol s abar | Mumbai - Ph: 022 6636 4477/6634 5242




(CHANNEL PARTNER INSTITUTIONAL SALES)

M/S. ASSA
MC-4, BADAGADA BRIT COLONY, BHUBANESWAR-751018, ODISHA
Mob.: 9437010921, 9437610921, 9776010921
Ph./Fax.:- 0674-2381163 E-mail:- assa_in@yahoo.com

R U




Kloud 9

Volume 11 Issue 1
(Nariamal for School Chifdren)
A Literary Venture by KiiT Intemational School

Founder:
Achyuta Samanta

Chicl Editor:
Ruskin Bond

Editorial Board:

Dr. Mona Lisa Bal
Surendra Mohanty
Shyam Sunder

Maria Lopez de Bayas

IHustrations by:
Santosh Pattnaik, Geraldine T. Lame

Page Layout by:
Mano] Samantara

Cover Design by:
Mona Liza Bal

FPublislied and Printed by:
Surendra Mohanty

Frimted at:

Print-Tech Offsct Pvt. Ltd

F-66/1 & F-6612,

Chandaka Industrial Area,

Mear Sailashree Vihar Jagannath Temple,
Bhubaneswar, Odisha-T5 1024

Mailing Address:

The Editor, Kloud 9,

Kii T International School,
KiiT Campus-9, Bhubancswar,
Oudisha - 751024

Email: akin

Phome: +91674 27 X5805

Fax: +0 1674 2726115

n \I,.\.'..'u_r:],fi'bl:l-l;l-’.;,HW-'WIFL-IFM?EWRE'!J&M1E!

£ Al pghts reserved. Beproduction in any form is
prohibited. The contents of this publication reflect
the views of writers and contributors, not necessarily
those of the publisher and editor. All disputes ane
subject to the exclusive jurisdiction of competent
courts and fommes in Bhuhaneswaronly,

BRI MO0 ODIENGOT0206

We are viery pleased 1o presemt
the first anniversary issue of
Kloud 9 10 our readers. I0s the
first milestone that we have
coversd, and we are confident
theat we will cover many more
with vour support. Looking
back it is indeed heartening
that Kloud 9 has made inroads
inte  several countries like
USAa, UAE, Singapore, the
Metherlands and MNew
Zealand. Many eminent
people have been interviewed
in these pages. they include the likes of Rahul Dravid, and
Mohan Sivanand, editor of the Reader's Digest.

This izsue is a "Spain Special’; we have a few wrilings
from our readers in Spain and also a folkiale from that country.
Oiher than these, we have included an excerpt of an interaction
between Dr. K. Radhakrishnan, Chairman ISRO and the students
of KiiT International School, along with, of course, many s1ories
and poems contributed by students from all over the country.
With Easter just gone by, we have put in a filler explaning the
significance of the Easter egg.

In an earlier editorial column, | mentioned that one of
the purposes of Kloud 9 is to nurture creative talent in children.
We have a drcam that some time in the future, some student who
had begun his writing carcer in our pages would tum out to be a
well known writer. Well, there is already a sign of our dream
coming truc. Harsha Patnaik, an eighth grader, who wrote a
story and a poem in two of our earlier issues, has published her
first anthology of pocms, Al the Twelfith Howr. We have incleded
a review of her book in this issue. By the way, it also pays tobe a
writer in our periodical. We have started giving monctary
rewards o the students whose writings we accept for publishing,
So, young authors, what are you waiting for? Email your stores
tous; we are waiting 1o send you your cheques.

At a book signing event, one little girl asked me which
was my second book. Well many of my readers know that my
first book was Room on the Roof, and 1 am often asked about it,
But this question simply stumped me, and [ could not recollect
my s¢cond book. So it is in life - no one cares for the second. its
only the topper who gets all the recognition. Come to think of it -
who was the second person to elimb Mt Everest? Take a lesson
from this, dear children. Strive to get there first, wherever you

are alming to go.
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By GUDURU NIKHITA

Life is a sea,

A sea with terrible storms,
And ruthless waves,

"""" It gives you the hardest blows,
This everyone knows,

But they often forget the beautiful pearls,
That grow deep inside the sea,

To recognise them is the real test,

I am sure you will get the best,

And these are to be safely guarded,

Or else they get bombarded,

These pearls are called FRIENDS!!

B
is a grade




Cyril's
Treasure Hunt

By MANAV VARMA

yril opened his eyes to find everyone

standing around him, wishing him "Happy
C Birthday! Soon he found himsell eyeing the
many presents beautifully arranged on a table, One of
them leoked bizarre. Iwas a blue scrap of paper his
grandma had given him saying that she had created a
smeall treasure hunt for him to find his gift from her!
But unfortunately, grandma had forgotten (it happens
to evervone after a cerain age, she smd) where she
had kept all the ¢lues and the treasure, Cyril got
excited. This would be interesting! Bur,
unfortunately, he didn't have his own pirate crew 1o
help him. Then he got a brainwave. YOU! Will you
be hiz pirate crew and help him solve this nddle?

"Yes, it would be fun.”

Now, let's get started. ..
. .*4- ‘il||r| |..:_. T

clue, It a0

Mary had a little lamb. Iis fleece was white as siow,
Mary shows you the direction thal you're supposed
forgra!

Cynl immediately ran upstairs o get his
nursery rhymes book. Should you follow him or go to
the living room where a giant picture of a farm
hamgs?

FOLLOW HIM /GO TO THE LIVING
ROOM. (tick the right option).

You ticked "GO TO THE LIVING ROOM'
option? You are wrong. Follow him.

Cyril quickly opened out the appropriate
page and saw a paper stuck toit. He read out:

When I was young my father said,

Won, L have something to sayp.”

And whar ke said 'll never forget
uniril my last breath. ..
He said , "Son, you are a bachelor
baoy and that ‘s the way to stay..."

Cynl had no doubts regarding
thiz one. [t was his Dad's favourite song
sung by Cliff Richard and he treasured the
wellused record.

GO FIND CLIFF RICHARDYS
RECORD / LOOK FOR THE CLUE
UNDER THE PHOTOGRAFH OF
DADAND YOU. (tick the right option).

Gosh! You've got wrong it again.
There's no clue under the photo.

He rushed into the living room,
opened the music cabinet to find his next
¢lue:

Then he called his twelve disciples
fogether and gave them power and
authorify over all devils and to cure
diseases. W02




Cyril was at a loss. Who gave power and to
12 people? He sat wondering what to do. May be you
can help here.

You know that this is a verse from the Bible
and it refiers to Jesus Christ.

CYRIL CAN GO AND GET A COPY
FROM HIS GRANDMOTHER'S ROOM / HE
CAN LOOK BEHIND THE STATUE OF JESUS
INTHE DINING ROOM. (tick the right option).

Cyril picks the statue for his hunt and is
astonished that you have pointed him in the right
direction.

Lirite Miss Etfcoat in her whire petticoal,

The longer she stands the shorter she
become,

Thar's ¢asy as he has heard grandma azk that
niddle to evervone around. The answer is acandle,
TO THE DRAWER WHERE ALL THE
ODD STUFF (BUT IMPORTANT) ARE
SHOVED IN / TO MOM'S WARDROBE
WHERE CLOTHES ARE . (tick the right option).
Well, somry you are wrong again. [t might be
abetter idea to just follow Cyril.
Wound around a candle Cyril finds a scrap
of paper. This clue baffles him vetagain.
The best way fo my man's feart i
thrawgh hix. ..
"Mow, what could that possibly mean? Man,
this definitely refers to grandpa. How do you getto a
person’s hean? Certainly not through his throat, That
goes inte-one's tummy. Maybe | need to go up and ask
him that,” thought Cyril. =
iy
Do YOU have aclue to help me? 1
Grand pa was asleep and Cyril was in two minds asto
whether he should wake him up or not. His hug

whale like stomach was moving up and down ina

rhythmic manner with hiz loud snores.

'Of course, | know exactly what she refers to
here,” and he pointed to his huge tummy,

Thisclue is oo casy for words.

Wiat comes up when the rain
comes down?

YOU COULD SAY CLOUDS/
THUNDER/ RAINBOW OR JUST FOLLOW
CYRIL TO THE FOYER WHERE HE
RUMMAGES THROUGH THE UMBRELLA
RACKTOFINDHIS POLKADOTTED ONE.

“You are a linle genius my grandson, My gifi
b you on your birthday is a man's best friend and you
will find iton the step outside the front door.”

Have YOU guessed what Cyril got on his
birthday?

He got the thing he had always wanted - a
cute loveable puppy all for himsel? He decided 1o
name it Sterling.

He was overjoyed. He hugged everybody in
the room and wished YOU could always stay with
him as you were a great help.

Thank Y OLL

"Hey wait a minute. | can see a clueight =

here,' shouted Cyril as he spotted the familiarhl
paper his grandma had wped on his g

stomach. Hearing his shout, Grand pa woke up with; _‘

start and almaost fell off the bed. On showing hin gh
previous clue he chuckled loudly. :

3! b
Al s

The writer is a grade 10 student in
Bhavans Rajaji Vidyashram, Chennai
——=




Laughter

By UPAMANYU NATH

Laughter is a talent,

Some have it, others lament.
For those who haven't,

It is not a thing to be lent.

Laughter 15 also an exercise,
Works better than any device.
Very effective and so concise,
You ain't got time to revise,

Laughter is an art,

Using it one seems smart,

But to get it to start,

It's got to come from the heart,

Laughter is an attire
Always used in satire,
There for you to admire
Using it you'll never tire.

Laughter has no end.

All wounds it can mend
Broken ties it can amend
Always with you as a friend.

The writer is a grade 10 student in Birla High School, Kolkata [Kioud o)




Uninvited Guest

By SHAFIA JAMEEL

he forest was dark and quict, and cenly
undisturbed. A dense layer of fog formed a
coat of grey, obstructing my view. [squinted a

lintle 1o see clearly. Thick fog always obstrucis even
super human vision.

Suddenly. there was a thumping noise that
came across from behind a copse of tall spruce trees.
The canth shook and the noise steadily grew closer. It
sounded vaguely familiar as my demon hunter
instinets kicked in and my brain classified it o be
footsteps. But what creature could be so gigantic? A
couple of seconds later. The answer (0 my question
was revealed.

A huge
i roll stepped out,
fnghteming me (o
death, which,
fortunately, did
not happen. |
could hear my
M heart beating
furiously in my
fchest. 1 stood
hoping that 1
could become
# invisible and that
R didn't happen
gither. The troll
- serutinized me
out of the trees; my legs froze, refusing to move. All
of a sudden, adrenaline pumped through my veins
and 1 took to my heels, not knowing where 1 was
heading for. [ blindly ran as fast as my legs could
carry me, hoping that the ugly trollwouldn’t find me.
The rees became a streak of dark blur as [ ran past
them. The cold wind whipped my face - ils usual
gentleness being tumed into ruthless lashings,

The wroll followed my path as | ran; his one
gentle stride equivalent to several frantic ones of
mine. Bloody unfair. His ugly, far, ginger like fingers
grabbed me by the waist and lifted me several meters
above the ground. [ tried to fight back but its grip was
really tight. He took a good long look at me, tumed
around and walking back to where | had seen him
before. He carried me like a iny twig and took me toa
small howse (1t looked small from the outside but was
huge inside). He placed me on a table, tended a fire,
chopped rotten vegetables threw the peels here and
there and started to cook something. Blimey! Mom
should've been here, She would've given him a lesson
on ¢leanliness, one on one, Geez, even in the worst
situation possible, how can I think of ridiculous
things like that? Focus, | ordered myself.

I checked if my location was escapable; yes,
it cerainly was, There was a chair close to the table |
was put on; huh! It was hardly a chair. It looked like
someone had mashed pieces of jumbled wood
wgether creating this haphazard thing. Uh-oh, the
main problem (as always in a giant situation) 15 the
door! [ couldn’t push it ‘cause 1 was nothing
compared fa the giant. Even my demon hunter
powers didn't help much. All 1 could do was smell the
foul stink of rotten vegetables being stewed. Yuck!

I panicked. The troll had almost finished
preparing his meal. Was 1 supposed to be an
ingredient  of his stew? Thankfully, he didn't want to
check on me. He got busy with something else. A
close call!

I turned my attention back to the door, "What
should [ do? [ wondered, trying to figure out a way. |
was helpless; 1 couldn’t do anything except wait for
my death. Ugh, why didn't they teach escaping tactics
in situations like I was in, back at the academy?

The troll finished making thestew then he




picked me up (like before) and put me into a plate
decorated with those ghastly vegetables. The smell
was disgusting, of course. It didn’t help having a
highly developed sense of smell. The troll took the lid
and masticated on onions. My heart was thumping
loudly against my chest, so loud that it made me
worrder iF the troll could hear it He brought the lid
closer and ¢loser and then....

Iwokeup!

"Whoa! Scary nightmare’. | multered,
gaining consciousness. 1 remember hearing
continuous knocks on the door. But I'd mistaken it for
my racing hcanbeat. Danicl opened the door, and
treaded sofily in. “are you asleep?™ he asked, subtly,
his voice barely awdible.

“¥Yes” | said, trying to calm myself. He
chuckled.

I sat up slowly, curling into a ball, wrapping
my arms securely around my knees. “Thanks for
saving me’ [ said.

“From what? he asked, his face blank with
SUTPTISE,

“A woll was about to cat me for lunch™ 1
answered, a smile gliding across my lips. He
chuckled again.

“Ihd you sleep well?™ Daniel asked.

[ shrugged.

“Dont give me the silent treatment™ he said,
his lips pouting.

“1 slept fine, bammng the nmightmare™ |
replied, a little annoyed. Why was he concemed
about me?

“Nou're awake”, [ said after some fime, It
wasn'l a question, just a statement of a simple fact.

1 couldn’t sleep. | thought, maybe 1 could
drop in, if that's okay with you™ he added hastily.

“Sure, sure,” I said, nonchalant. That line
sounded all too familiar, [ wonder why,

When [ looked up, I found him studying me
closely. His eves were a familiar color of blue. Asure.
I think. He realized | was staring at him. He tilied his
head, secing me look athim. j

“Would you do me a faver™ he asked, his
azure eves pleading,

*Maybe™ | aid, cautious.

“How would vou describe me?" he asked,
curious. 1 exhaled deeply. Gee, how should I do this?
Then a line intruded my thoughts. 1 remembered
something my friend had once told me. She'd
complained [ talked like Shakespeare at times, [ had
this ridiculous urge to do itagain. [ just hoped I'd do nt
properly, Mot that | knew how to, 30 [ pulled oul a bt
from the great bard,

“Shall I start with- Shall | compare thee toa
summer'sday™ | asked smiling.

He laughed a care-free laugh and [ laughed
with him, my laughier sounding odd 0 my cars -
cdd because it was a real laugh, a laugh that had no
trace of painin it, a laugh that said that | was happy. [t
took me some restraint 1o calm down. Daniel sat still
for a minute or two before mumbling, 1 wonder what
VOur parenis wiere like™.

Al this, every trace of humor left me
instantly. | looked through Daniel. Not quite wanting
o look into his eyes. Not wanling 1o answer his
question. | pretended not 1o have heard him. A huge
lump in my throat,

Daniel pursed his lips, his eyes apologetic.
“I'm sorry™ he said, in a small voice like a kid who'd
been caught doing something he shouldn’t have. 1

12
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shrugged. “Amy™ he zaid my name in an uncertain
voice, somewhat hesitant, “I"ve been meaning to tell
you this...Even il vour world Fell apart, even if
everything's over, there's still a good memory to look
back at and smile. The world will be a better place
when you smile.” He continued, his whole attinude
sincere, his face looked forlomn, like he knew how it
felt o lose aloved one.

| looked up at him, His eyes were sad. Their
color, a dull grey. 1 shuddered. What was it with his
eyes? Changing colour like that!

“You okay™ he asked dubious, the color of
his ¢yes abruptly changing to warm brown., The color
strongly rerminded me of dad. [ faltered.

I nodded, uncertain myself if I was okay. He
stared intently at me, and then relaxed. 1 held on to
my stiff’ posture. Feeling like [ was very literally
falling apari.

He looked at me, an agonized expression on
his face. My eyes were watery. [ hadn't realized I was
crying. [ hid my face. I didn't know what [ was hiding
from - probably from myvself,

| felt a comforting arm on my shoulder, |
gulped back the sobs and quickly wiped away the
tears not wanting to look weak, [ took 2 deep breath in
order tocalm myselfl

N0t erying anymore night?” he asked, his
voice gentle. | nodded, no, definitely no more erying,

Abrupily, the door flew open. A pale looking
person with a murderous glint in his eyes stood in the
doorway. He glared at me, as blood cascaded down
his lower lip, he bared his fanged teeth. By the time
my brain could register the gesture. [ was shoved. |
hit the wall, on the impact my back arched
defensively, stinging slightly. Taken totally off
guard, I chided myself. [ tried o get my bearings
back. The furious pumping of blood that was loud in
my ears did not really help. My acute sense of smell
kept picking upa really foul adour, Blimey, it was just
the same scent the troll had wreaked. Or maybe, that
was the way my brain had portrayed it in my sleep.

Analyze the situation, régain control, |
ordered myself. | reached out for the closest weapon.
1 couldn’t feel any; it ook me a minute to realize | was
in my night dress.Closing my ¢yes.

When [ did open my eyes. He was gone,
Both Daniel and the intruder were. . .gone.

Kicud ol

The writer is a grade 10 student in
Oasis International School, Bangalore

It's

eird but True

~ Nose prints can be used to identify dogs,
just like fingerprints of humans.
¢ longer than years on the planet Mercury.

“ Bamboo can grow about an inch in one hour.
?Hﬂﬁ to breathe and swallow at the same time
Il of the blood in your body travels through your

. heart once a minute.
; s




What Planets do in
The Milky Way

B WRSHA PATTNAIR
The aubum auror: [he big, big Jupiter
OFf the golden scting sun surrcunded by his herd of moons
Fadiates in the pink evening sky Tells tales of his greatness
Mot the end. but a story that's just begun As moonless Mercury and Venus, enviously fume
As the orb of the day As Saturn hula-heops
Languidly drowns below the horizon With his dusty, rocky nings
Thee canvas slowly tums many shades darker The stars in the constellations
As the winte clouds start to mn Play connecting dots, simply memy-making
Twinkling stars light up the dark =ky As the poor lefi-out-Pluto
As the shy moon peeps from behind Sadly stares at his Inends
The curtains of the night Harsha includes him in her poem
Like a voung shy bride, confined And tries o make amends
The small milky Mercury Thus, here my silly poem ends.
And the hot evening star, Venus, Kioud 0]
Sit close 1o the Sun, bazking in its heat
A cold Uranus and Meplune gl _i.::l.!l_:-u'-. The writer is a grade 8 student in

NLALY Public School, Rajabagicha, Cuattack




The Mad Flower-Man

By DHIRESH MOYONG

icha's parents were poor village folk. Licha 1o enter the temple compound. Secing Licha's father
was ¢ight years old, and although life was rushing out, he suspected that something was wrong.
unfair 1o her in many ways, she was happy ~ He asked him where e was from and what his caste
because her parents loved her very much, was, When Licha's father told him that he was a dalit,
One summer day, Licha developed a high  heflewinio a rage. He shouted out to his neighbours,
Fever Her parents were 100 poor 1o take her to E-, r ._l::_'!.- 1 ihiem thal li..-d.ﬂ.il.l; had dared to cnier the templc.
hespital, so she lay on her straw bed a1 home and - i o
suffered silently as her fever gradually rose. She fel
she was about to die and so she called her father and
said 1o him, "1 have a last wish, Father, [ want a flower
that devotees have placed at the feet of the gods in 2%
oneof our temples. Please bring one forme.”

Mow, Licha's family were dalits or so-called
"low’ caste people, and in the area where they lived §
dalits were prohibited from entering temples because
they were treated as "untouchables’. Licha's fatherss
knew that if he dared 10 enter a temple 10 obtain U
flower that Licha had asked for, he would be in for
major trouble. At the same time, however, he could®
not deny his daughter her last wish, And so, he set off®
for a temple located in a nearby town, hoping that
some miracle might occur through which he might b
able toget the flower thar Licha wanted.

Licha's father walked hesitatingly, decp i
thought and worry. till he finally reached the gate of
the temple. He didn't have the courage to go further,
bul just then he thought he heard a voice calling out;
‘Don’t worry! Come in!’

"It must be the voice of some god,” he said o2 Wi
himselfexcitedly, believing it 1o be amiracle. And so, . R A - R IR
he walked briskly into the temple premises and 8 s N S —.
before anyone could see him quickly grabbed a T
flower that was lying at the foot of the idol that stood g M‘

.

at the far end, in a dark comer. Then, he ran out, ina On hearing the priest’s loud clamour, a gang
tearing hurry 1o get back to his daughter with the of men rushed into the temple compound, armed with
flower that she so desperately wanted. sticks. They beat Licha's father so badly that he

Just then, the pricst of the temple happened  almost fell unconscious. Then, they lockedhimina




shed as a punishment. Seven davs later, they let him
off, but wamed him never to enter a temple again,

Licha's father made his way back to his
village. He was badly bruised and greatly distressed
by the way he had been treated. Bul, at leasi, he
cheered himself thinking, he had with him the flower
that Licha had asked him for. When he reached his
home, e cried out, "Licha?! I've brought you yvour
flower! When you see it, vou'll be so happy that you
won't ever fall sick o
again!’ !

Usually,
whenever her father
returned home from a
wvisit o the town, Licha
would run out of the |
house, expecting a cheap
oy or some chocolates - @
but not this time.
Nothing  stirmed n the
house: a depressing
gloom greeted him,

The fFather's
heart skipped a  beat.
‘Licha! Licha!" he
shouted at the top of his
viige as he stood staring
at his daughter's empty
bed.

Just then, his neighbor called out to him.
'Brother! Your Licha 1 no more. She died waiting for
you and the flower you had promised her.”

But that wasn't all, the neighbor added.
Licha's death had proved to be such a shock to her

ivodlier that she had a massive heart-attack and died
just minutes afler her daughter's death.

The jolt caused by the death of his daugher
and hiz wife was simply too much for Licha's father
to bear, 1t drove ham mad and he lostall iz zenses.

If wou wvisit his village you can stll see
him—"The Mad Flower-Man' as he 1z now
known—sitting all day outside his house, waiting for

s i

Licha with the remains of the flower she had asked
him for in his hands, hoping that on¢ day she might
come back sothat her last wish could be fulfilled.

The writer is a grade 9 student in
Mahabodhi School, Arunachal Fradesh.

o
Riddle

Q. The ages of a father and son add up to 66. The father's age is

the son's age reversed. How old could they be?

A. There are three possible solutions for this: the father-son
duocouldbe 51 and 15 years old, 42 and 24 years old or 60 and

06 years old.




Yesterday

By AMITA RACHEL THOMAS

| stand in the rain; | choose to forget all the pain,

But I can't. In all my distress | try to keep mysell sane.
Because yesterday the angel of death ook with her a soul
The soul of one a child loves most- a grandpa’s soul,

Yesterday 1 saw him in the coffin all s6ff and dead.
I was heartbroken, comfortless: bitter tears 1 shed.
It didn't matter when [ had 1o kiss his ice cold pate.
I just wished he hadn't died then, but sometime late.

The hour passed and in the Nick of the minute hand,

| found myself at the graveyard with sand in my hand.
The coffin was lowered and | knew that this was

The last moment, the final moment after this no grandpa

I still stand in the rain hoping to forget all the pain,

But I can't, it's 30 agonizing, [ can’t push it down the drain

I miss myv grandfather, T miss him a lot.

30 much that I doubt this memory will ever clot. The writer is a grade 9 student in
Padma Seshadri Bala Bhavan School, Chennai
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The

Regretting Father

By DEEPALI AGGARWAL

or ten years, Ram had not seen his daughter
Ramna,

[nside his heart was a deep desire to meet her
but also was the pain which she had given him ten
years ago, Ram wiped stream of tears off his cheeks
while he remembered Ratna. He was just pacing up
and down in the verandah when a small cat caught his
eye. She was alone and had an expression of
innocence on her face.

Ram bent down and picked her up in his
hands. This reminded him of the moments when he
first carried the ¢rying infant Ratna in his arms, when
her mother was in her death-bed, demanding a
promis¢ from him in her last minutes. She wanted
Ram to be the mother to Ratna. But now the time had
changed as had the promises Keeping all those
memonies behind, Ram kept the cat with him and
named her Roohi. He fed Roohi carcfully,
affectionately every day. The innocence of the cat
and the way she drank water reminded him of Ratna,
He remembered how he used to scold Ramma when
she drank water standing, and how she used 1o sit
down obediently and drink it

In the moming whenever they both went 1o
the temple the panditi used to give her prasadam
(chamamrit), One day she said to the holy man,
“Panditji, my father savs you should sit while
drinking water, otherwise it would affect vour lungs,
One of the reasons that endeared her to everyone was
this innocence of hers. They both were happy and
Ram did everything in his powers to play his roles of
dod and mom.

Ram had not realized that his child had
blossomed into a young lady until his neighbour, Mr.
Sharma proposed her marriage with his son, Ram
agreed 1o the proposal without bothering o ask

Ramna. This decision of her father stunned Ratna. She
had never expected this from her father. She could
not figure out a way to tell her faber that she loved
somebody else and wanted 1o marry him. Eventually,
after a few sleepless nights, she ran away from home,
lcaving her father alone and devastated. This was the
only act of filizl disobedience she had ever done in
her life - anact that snapped the father -daughter bond
forever.

Ram's mind got divened when the cat Roohi
Jumped on to his lap. Ram was happy. Time had
healed him. He had leamed to live on without his
daughter, Now he had a great companion. He fondled
ihe pat.

Suddenly one day Roohi fell ill. Ram
immediately took her to the hospital. She was
admitted there. The vet asked Ram to get some
medicine. Ram could not see her for a couple of days
and he grew very worried. He feared that he might
lose Roohi. But hiding all his emotions he waited for
good news from the vet. After days of waiting the vet
declared that Roohi was fit and fine. Ram was very
happy as il he was given a direct access to heaven. He
ok Roohi home. At night he lovingly fed Roohi
supper. Roohi delightfully ate it and asked for more.
She kept cating the whole night and the following
day. Seeing this, Ram got angry and scolded her:
“How much will you eat Roohi? You will fall sick
agan. You have already had enough Now stop
gorging. "

Roohi went off quictly, After 2-3 hours Ram
came out s¢arching Roohi, but she was nowhere to be
seen. He was grief stricken. He thought Roohi had
left him as Ratna had 10 years ago. He started
wondering what his fault was. He should not have
scolded Roohi; but then was scolding Ramaright? Or
should he have admonished both of them politely?




Once again darkness shrouded his life and
he lost his hopes. He felt intensely lonely for he had
noone tolove and no one to lave him.

He searched Roohi everywhere - in the

stregls, parks but she was not anvwhere. He
abandoned the hope of secing Roohi again and was

regretting his behaviour with Roohi, After a few days
Roohi showed up mewing. Ram became very happy
and Roohi caught his pyjama and took him to the
garden in the backyard. Behind the bushes he saw
four lovely kittens playing with cach others. As
Roohi looked at Ram, her glistering eyes told him
those Kittens were hers. Ram became very excited
and started loving them. Scon Roohi setiled down to
suckle her kinens.

Ram started thinking of her daughter Ratna.

He drified into the past, one moment recapturing
memories of Ramna’s childhood and the other moment
touched by Roohi's care for her kittens. A few vears
ago he had ¢ome 1o know that Eatna had a son.
Roohi's motherly love reminded him of his own wife
and her wish, the promise she had taken from him, 1o
be o mother and
father 10 Ratna.
Suddenly tears
rolled down has
checks, pangs of
remorse and guilt,
staining his cheeks
and all he could
think about was his
unhonoured
promise and Raina’s
forlom face begging
for forgiveness. He
remembered the
letter Ratna had
writlen (o him afler
she had left home,
asking him to
forgive her. After all
had he not himself
faught her to live for love alone?T He decided he
would make amends now. The letter lay somewhere
on the bookshelf. He dug it out and found her phone
number in it. Wiping his tears he perused the picce of
paper and started dialing the number 9.

[Kioud 0]

The writer is a grade 11 student in
Mount Abu Public School, New Delhi

Witty Q & A

1. If two's company and three's a crowd, what are four and five?

2. If there are four apples and you take away three, how many do you have?

1. Nine.
2. You ook three apples so obviously vou have three,




My Power

By SAKEENA TAYERI]

Delicacies that make our mouth water,

My power is within these appetizers.

Mozzarella cheese stufed pizzas topped with herbgy = P
Moisten my pink little taste buds, '
strawberry, peach and lemon ice tea,
Perfectly served with a slice of kiwi.

Lemon cheesecake, vanilla milkshake,
If I were a chef | would always bake,
Sizzling chocolate brownie with dripping ice crea

To meet Willy Wonka would just be my perfect drear
%

Kiaud 9! |
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The writer is a grade 10 student in Activity High School, Mumbai




True Colours of Life

By MARGDWITEE

Lone 15 this hife,

And lone is this world,
Everyone to shine,
And no one to fall.

Love is a word mistaken by all,
Here and there it blows in the air;
Every single heant to beat

And get its call.

sun 15 stull and moon is sull,

But people are here to change;
With the clock ticking by,

And changing everyone's will,

Luck and fortune are all by grace,
Monecy and power are the best.
The needy has his no trace,

But to make use of the rest.

Kioud o}

The writer is a grade 10 student in
DAY Public School, PPL Township, Paradeep




The Perfect Plate

of Biryaani

Hy VARTIEA CHADDA

very family has a secrel: a funny one, an
Ecmbnrm:asing one, a ridiculous one and often

a scandalous one, Well, my family, too, has
secrets and we certainly aren't experts at keeping
them. Mine 15 a big family: it has a whole assortment
of uncles, aunts, nephews, nieces, bhaiyas, bhabhis,
didis, pets and what not. Se, one can very well
imagine how difficult it gets to keep a family secret.
Hence, when the cat is out of the bag, it instantly
becomes the talk of the town,

Once, my entire family assembled at our
ancestral home of Amritsar for Diwali. Sixty-two
people in the house can drive any host up the wall and
our host, my Maamiji. was no exception. She was a
large handsome woman, all of 58 vears, who had the
task of cooking and washing for ¢vervone. Her
plump face always had n{s.mile but this festive
occasion had worn-her { etely. Thus,
whenevershé sat downl 1o et her dinner she

concentrated late mimldmn
looked up. ! ¢ graciously

"|v:¢¢p11':d |I-.¢

o f -
. e

criticism
Then, f?-- £
fatel u]
ur:mng :
w h ¢ nig
eVEryog -

Maamij
1's mug
sough
afte .

lamb biryaani, there ensued an argument. [t started
with a trivial issue like family inheritance and went
on to grave issues like the plummeting standards of
Maamiji's biryaani. Maamiji had spent the greater
and better part of the day cooking the delicacy and
she wasn't expected o put up with any sarcastic
remarks, However, this did not preveni the Senior
Maamiji from questioning whether the biryaani was
actually a birvaani or not. Maamiji went red with
anger and barked what the former meant. The Senior
Maamiji demanded what the difference between
pulao and biryaani was. Maamiji was rendered
specchless. She stood there, gaping with her pupils
dilated and her evebrow almost invisible behind her
curly, oily hair. Then, Maamiji turned and marched
off to her room. Nobody bothered 1o inquire as this
wasa rl’m,ﬂ:r normal end toa family *-quahl:rl»::

It was only the next moming L
it is'only customary to have a “Hs al-;a"
Il to do Indian houschold) notiged that
‘v‘laa'h'iumﬂsmlssmg. Raamu K.ak.u,w Fihat he
“had seen Maamiji “ron a8y in 2

;i'J white van along with 88trange
) looking man. ‘I.‘hts et
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the voungsters while the elders  shook  their
heads in dizappointment, Sentor Maamiji had 1o
endure evervone's accusing glances. “Well,™ <he
sand, “She was certainly no culinary genms,”

Thiz secret, not unlike many others,
was soon oul. Maamaji, whose
wife had “run away"” with a
strange looking man, was
now the butt of all jokes
but strangely ¢ncugh
he ware a genial look
on his face and sported
a brlliant smile. The
jibes didn’t seem to bother ™S8
him rather he joined in them,
gladly. “A strange looking man -
ruined a twenty year old matrimonial
relationship”™, was the gencral verdict.

A vear passed by with no sign of Maamiji yet
Sentor Maamiji was sure she would return as she had
left a greater pant of her dowry behind, As predicted,
Maamiji retumed, dressed up in a fake red Ed Hardy
t-shirt and a pair of blue pants. She leaped out of the
white van like a Bollywood hero and charged up the
steps like a rampant bull. She kicked open the door

and loudly proclaimed, “While making pulzo you
cook all the ingredients together; on the other hand
in @ biryaani you cook the meat and rice separately
and then put them together and cook once agam m
order to preserve the flavour of both.”™

Silence.

Maamaji found his
tongue and uttered, "1s 1
o, 15 1 really vou?™

senior Maamij
answered, “Why do you
ask the obvious? OfF
course, il 15 she,” Then,
addressing Maamiji she
inquired, “Where were you the
past few... umm ... weeks?"

“Near,” Maamiji correcied her "I was
Hyderabad all this while leaming the secret of
cooking the perfect plate of biryaani. My brother,
whiois achef, waz wathme. ™

This time SeniorMaamiji was left with her
Javy opsen while Maamigs went o the kitchen to stan
cooking the perfect plate of biryaani.

Kioud o)

The writer is a grade 11 student in
Delhi Public School, B.K. Puram, New Delhi

—

Tongne "Ywistey

Sheila Shorter

Sheila Shorter sought a ﬁn[\

Sheila sought a suitor short.
Sheila's suitor's sure to suit her;

i

~ Short's the suitor Sheila sought!

- By Anonymeous




Bound & Caged
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y SANCHIT KUMAR THAKUR
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"Sitting by to see the setting sun,

Again and again my heart thumped.
Glory had swept past me,

Mow nothing was there tor me to beheve.,
| had become a mere body without a soul,
E.ept my emotions well within my stock...
Chirping of the birds [ could hear,

Having fun flying here to there and all over!
Amidst all this a fire bumnt,

I in my own aching heart.

There somewhere my drooping mind,
i Emits around a dying hight.
-. aching, fading , until it couldn't survive ...
Jealousy arouse in my deep down inside,
Endless anger was buming me alive,

Endless anger... and the birds flying..."

Kloud &

The writer is a grade 12 student in
Oak Grove School, Jharipani, Dehradun




At the
Twelfth Hour

Book Review

By POOJA JOSHIL & RITIKA GOENEA

he young Harsha Patinaik is a child prodigy

At the Twelfth Houwr is an assorted collection

of poems, ranging from Haikus 1o Odes, that

revedls her versatility. The poet writes witha
deep understanding of her experiences in her
lormative years, which is evident in many of her
poems like ”fr."_l.'{'fu;'_
Serendipity, Mother and
Dandelions, Her titles like
serendipity, Luck or
Dandelions ~ the beautifiul
flowers - reveal her insight
into the world of aesthetics.
In the poem Ode to Nature
with ABCB rhyme scheme
the budding poct has
cnunciated her ecalibre for
high quality pocsy.

In the poignant lines
of My Mother she uses
similes to provide an
emotional depth to her
central character. “She is like
the fresh air” reveals the
omnipresent guardian for
children. My Tattered O
Shoe personifies the shoces
“she walked miles with me
climbed the highest peaks ...
and danced on rotten teaks™ -
- an ordinary thing made
extraordinary by the poct.

Birthday Cake
reveals the imporance of
green broccoli and avocadoes and fresh sprouts for
growing children, because without cating them
Mister Beans fell sick. Poems like these candidly
prescribe the requirements on growing children.

At the
Twchctl'l H our

The title Ar the Twelfth Hour is all the more
significant when one gets to know that the poet just
twmed twelve when she published the anthology.
Besides, according to her, the muse sinkes her at
II'Ii:1.|:|!|'I:..L|'II_ when she NS Mt ol her verses. Come 1o
think of i1, Harsha 15 only in standard 8, and what a
nice collection of poecms
she has already written!
When children of her age
ar¢ browsing the net,
unneeessarily, or wasting
time in other ways, this
diligent poct composcs
passionate strands of
pectry. With such a start o
her literiry jourmney, she is
sure (o make a
distinguished poet. No
wonder, the eminent poet
and Padmashree awardee
Shri Jayant Mahapara is
all prasse for this little poet
on the blurb and in his
forewond.

In the end, the
pot has asked a question
i the reader. “Didn't my
poems leave an impression
on youl" Yes il was a
worhwhile read!

oud 9

The reviewers are grade 10 students in KIiT
International School, Bhubaneswar




What is a morning without
some existential crisis?

By REVATI DESHPANDE

wally, 1 shd the balcony doar open as fhe
coof salty breeze thrust itself npon me,
grabbed my caffee and sank into the plush
loveseal,

Fivis wirs Fight, Everyehing was fust right.

| had a beach-Aanse all to mysell, away from every
problem, every person, free to do whatever f liked for
achange.

And 1 liked siting right here watching the
gradual sunset, listening to the waves racing each
other to the shore, sipping my piping hot coffee.

ER Click

I liked warching the sun, which was now a

big gold coin barely touching the horizon, paint the
colors of the sky, constantly changing its mind
between shades afblue, orange and pink.

I liked snuggling into my big fluffy
turquoise jacket, which | had saved up for a day just
like this, a day when I would have the time and the
liberty 1o luxuriate in its cozy warmith.

I could sit here forever, just doing nothing
for a change, just looking at the sky, sand and sea. It

might sound quite boring. but I believe this is where
miy equilibrium lay.

Mothing could destroy this; 1 just knew it,
and not even my paranoia could get inthe way.

Trrtiinnngge!

£ Good Lord, where is that awfid sound coming
from? Terriiinnnggge! It's getting louder by the
second and- where did the sun go all of a sudden?
The waves, why are they getting so furious? An
carthquake? Trifinnggee! I'm not prepared for an
carthquake! Oh no, now the coffee is all over the
Moor and the mug's broken Trrriinngeeee” and how
will | answer to- did | have anyone to answer to? Was
this even my house? Trrriiinngges! 1 can't see
anything with the sand in my eyes, must be a really
bad storm. Trrriiinmgeeeee! | should just go inside.
Want, where's the howse?

Where am [7 Am [ flying? Did the storm lift
me ofFmy feet?

TRREINIINSGGG!
I can'tbreathe. .

T:02 a.m.

| drag myself out of bed. I'm fecling quite
strange. What was that dream [ had? Oh nght, the
Grand Beach House, Well, that was most definitely
just a dream because I am still in my ancient (when |
say ancient | mean dawn-of-tme-ancient) studio fMat,
with the musty, worn out wallpaper peeling off the
walls and the carpet discolored with its various
stains, smelling incredibly. ..

Modg=to-zell: Clean up around the bouse. It's been a
while. Or who knows. Maybe I'm dreaming right




now, having a really bad nightmare...oh just stop
Abeha, back 1o realiny.

T:04 a.m.

MNote-to-s¢lf: Buy atube of ioothpaste,
MNote-to-self: Refill Cavities.

Maote-to-self: Fix the water heater.
Mote-1o-self: -Wait, what was | just thinking?

T:15a.m.

Ugh. Why do | even try making my own coffec?
MNote-1o-self: Grab a Starbucks on the way, Wait, |
don't think [ have enough moncy to sparc...this
coffee will have 1o do today. In fact, I'd rather put a
litthe money inmy savings jar.

Note-to-sclf: Put a solid lock on the savings jar and

givie the keys to Martha. [ need to stop “bormowing”™
from it.

T:20a.m,

Note-to-self Abelia. Abelia. Stop staring at the

Seychelles posteard. You won't get there by dreaming
about it. Abelia. ABELIA!

T:22 a.m.

Mote-to-sel> Get mom some more bhooks about
knnting, That's the only thing that she seems to enjoy
doing all day in the hospital.
T30 a.m.
If today was your last day.

When did [ stack that post-it up?

Note-lo-self Stop sticking post-its with useless
inspirational quotes on the dashboard. Soon the
entire car will be filled if | keep up this way. With
uscless, useless, eeless quotes,

Brr whvent if roclay wes miy lasrelay?

I could crash my car and get a fanal head
injury like they do in movies. Get caught in a sudden
terrorisl amack and get shot. Trip over that hobo in
front of the shop and die of embarrassment. Not o
mention, the stench. The possibilities were endless,

Beer-Becp

You have | unread message™
Hey Bell, I have to leave urgently, so the
keys to the shop are under the mat. | hope

vou're not bailing today, there's no one (o
take over your shift.

XNoxo

But what if I did die on the way? Oh that would be just
horrible; | would've spent my entire lifc in the same
town, with the same people, doing things just so that [
barcly god by,

If 1 did die today, my entire life would be
pointless. Well, then, 1 wouldn't die today would 17
There has to be a point 10 my existence. Doesn't
there?

Iftoday was your jistdl l’.l

Well if it was, [ definitely wouldnt spend it
like this- going 1o work at a shop which barely saw
any customers.

I would be in Seychelles. 1 had encugh
money 1o fund a trip there and besides it would only
be a onc-way trip and a one night stay at whatever
reson I chose,

The writer is a grade 12 student in
Ahmedabad International School




The Clock Strikes...

By KHUSHNUMA DUBASH

The clock strikes eleven and exactly an hour left,
For our probable journey 10 heaven,

The }r!il'll.!lil.l'l |.‘.|||.:'II-:!.|I! '-".'hi:l.'h has NEVEF |!~|.1;|| WIONE.
Has predicied mankind's doom.

As an hour 15 left [ begin 1o think about

The tempests and rainbows [ have lived out,
I thank the stars for the realization

My destiny 15 my creation,

| have been forfunate fo hear the raindrops on my window sill.
The laughter of little children which gave me a new thrill,
Family and friends who have stood by me like stone,

raged me 10 face the lempest when [ was chilled to the bone.

They have made me an eternal fighter,

someone they look up o see brighter,

Someons who knows what 1 15 to bove and care

To make them feel better when bad-luck does starne,

I smile, let tears of joy trickle down my face
I'mi neod imterested o be a pan of the rat race.
[ let the pure divine laughter ring through my ¢ars
Knowing [ caused this mesmenizing feeling.

As the clock strikes for the last hour

I'm1 happy in never being sour.

[ have never seen the world

Bur | have always felt the beauty of the Lord,

I have seen it through my hear

And lived life without being a dan.

The world may end in an howr

But I have no complains against the ¢temal power.

Kioud 0}

The writer is a grade 10 student in
Activity High Schoal, Mumbal




Grandma's Tale

By ANUBHUTI GOHAIN BORUAH

himself with his back 1o the other animals by the
banks of Donga Wetland amidst the tall grasses
ofthe Kaziranga National Park,

Jnnh’. the baby rhing was again silting all by

“What is the matter Jonti?™ his grandmother
asked. She had sent him out to play with other baby
animals but now she found him sitting away from
them and gazing soulfully al the fishes as they
Jumiped play fully in the water,

“Don’t vou want to play with vour friends?™
Granny asked. "Nobody wanis to be my fricnd, They
say [ am too clumsy and big.When | rum, others are
afraid that | will crush them. When 1 kick the ball they
make of wild grasses,it comes apant and they sav |
am ugly too!™ Jonti sniffed.

“How dare they talk to vou like that and why
do you have to feel so low? Granny rhino said
angrily.

Jonti began to ery. What could he do? On the
one¢ hand, his friends made fun of him and on the
other hand ¢ven his strict grandmother was scolding
him for being timid.

His grandmother felt sormy for him and gave
him a gentle shove. dllgow, 1 have been
harsh on L )

N
LA

youn Now dry up your tears, Lam going to tell you our
story!™

“COhur story!™ Jonti looked at her in surprise.

“Yes, Jonti our story!™ Grandmother said.
*Millions of years ago we were found throughout the
cntire stretch of the Indo-Giangetic plains, Even as
recently as, 3200 wvears ago, we were found in
Pakistan, Gujarat and Sn-Lanka. But now, we are
confined only to the tall grasslands and forests in the
feothills of the Himalayas,™

“But, why is itso?" the litile rhino asked.

“Mow, now, don't interrupt me, Jonti,”
grunted granny, “Where was | now? Yes, we belong
o the Rhinocerotidac family and owr ancestors were
ihe relatives of the ancestors of Equidae.”

“But, why don't we visit them™ Jonti asked.

“They are our very distant relatives
Anyway, we do not even have the time to visit our
near relatives —the Sumatran rthinoceros and the
white rhings.™

“Where do my cousins- the white rhinos
live™ Jonti asked

Loy




“They live very far away in Africa,” said

granny.
“Oh!™ Jonti's eves began 1o grow wide, "It
must bea very exciting place to live in,”

“Now let me get back to our story. Jonti, you
se¢ | have one hom in my head. Every grown-up
rhino has ™

“But granny, | don't have one, Isihis because
1 am shy?" asked Jonti,

“No no; be patient, Jonti.l have told vou
many times that you will have it only when you are
six years old Now you are only four.”

“Blow, humans believe thai our homs have
medicinal properties and so they kill us, We

rhinoceros can ruggteny fast. We also,
have an A i
exceller o

sense of g T

hearing -

and smell, o

Therefopse
us-mll:.f
I | I
difficul

us, But we
have . ¥ o
eyesi : : 2
humans takel ! '- ]
advantape of 1o lujl 1': Ny, P
and cover them with lnws_ When

unsuspectingly, we fall into these pits, Thcv L:l'F-:r: ﬂm'

horms and leave us o diethere™

“That was how mummy and daddy were
killed,” said Jonti's with tears swelling up in his eyes.
He clearly remembered that fateful day, even though
he was only a year old. Both his parents were found
dead and their homs taken awav.His granny tried to
take him away from the scene but he began to cry. He
fell on his mother pleading with her to get up but she
did not respond.Many animalzs had gathered w pay
their last respects and evervone had tears in their
eves. Bul nobody could comprehend his grief and
loss.

et . nask
G

“Uh...uh do vou want 10 hear the story or
net™" demanded granny.

“Mo, granny, | don't want to hear about
human cruclty. What have we done to them that they
treat us like this™ Jonti said angrily.

*MNo, Jonti all human beings are not so
insensitive, In 1908, there were only twelve rhinos in
Kaziranga. But duc to the cfforts of some good
human beings, who genmnely care for us, we have
increased and finally mow, there are mone than two
thousands of us in Kaziranga alone. Remember Jont,
we are the pride of Kaziranga. We have made this
Mational Park world famous Most animals in the
forest love, respect and are friendly with us as we do
not eat them or their babies nor do we encroach upon
their homes.”

E!-m, why are they so unfriendly to me?
L ,J-w“]

e

“Jonti, they are just

ﬁ..,.,rl:‘. . 2. & child ‘l"-:uu should try to
[ 4 £ 'r_'—' .|l"5 af e
i O :_.. endly with them.l

| e _*.'I"' 3 +

peethey will play
. your friends,”
G ﬁrrn}rrhmmtmd

3

i -‘f}’!s’-‘nuuallg.-. you are
right - 1o have
a1¢u?'dndammm
: 1l go o and say sorry
to them. " Joi |¢da1r¢ad) celing better.

“Cioed, 1 am proud of vou, now get going,™
said Granny rhine, She tumed and started moving
away.

*“Grand mom, where are you going ™™
“I can gee some towrisis coming on an
elephant. Let me pose for them so0 that they can
photograph the pride of Kaziranga,” Granny rhino
said smilingly as she strode away majestically.
Kioud 8

The writer is a grade 11 student in
Delhi Public School, Guwahati




Seven Days in Bed

By ABHILASH NEOG

hat was a disastrous night for me, when | was

returning from my friend's birthday party

through the woods, to cut-comers, and
suddenly met withan accident. It happened due tomy
carclessness and fearof moving through the woods in
the midst of rustling sounds of dry leaves and cries of
animals, and left “‘me seriously injured and
unconscious. When [ came to my_senses the next
moming, | found myself on the bed, with bandages
all around my body, My family members stood
around me, gazing atme full of tension and worry. |
feltabitawkward and ashamed of myself,

With some bashfulness and timidity, I narrated my
story as well as [ could remember, though | wasn't
clear mysclf how it had happened.” While some
scolded me for my carelessness, others laughed a1 my
cowardice. It was later in the day that T got the sad
news and was left heartbroken — 1 would have to
remain in bed for a whole week, which meant | would
miss my exams. Luckily, there was only on¢ exam
scheduled that weekl I was really sad, not becanse 1
wouldn't be able w appear for my exam, but [ would
have 1o miss the interschool ericket match, which |
had been looking forward to since many weeks.

The first day was spent leisurely meeting relatives,
friends and neighbours, 'who came to enquire about
my Bealth. It wasn't the same for me in the coming
days, which [ had to spend in complete loneliness,
when my parents left for work carly momings and
returned late in the evenings. | found it boring and
chose to read some books 1o while away the time.

This created in me a strong liking for books. As the
days passed, my desire to read books grew. It made
me feel happy, taking me into the world of science,
into the space and stars. It created a new world in me
of kings and warriors, made me experience the lives
of grear men and women, connected me from one
pole of the carth 1o the other and filled me with
knowledge, wisdom and moral values.

The day that Lhad been cagerly awaiting arrived and
made me sad, because | wasn't able wo play the cricket
match. [ wished my fricnds good luck, though [ was
very disappointed. 1 felt like crying out in sorrow and
anger. 1 felt empty and lonely, as if the whole world
head tarmed its back on me, 85 ifthere was nothing left
for'me. I felt asihough | was going to stay in that
condition for ever. Time too starnted ticking slowly,
which rade me all the more desperate and impatient.

Later on in the day, the news of my team's victory
made me feel better, The visits by my friends instilled
inme a ray of hope and confidence. The days passed
this way with diverse thoughts, and finally the day
arrived when I was allowed 1o get up and move
around. I was permitted to attend classes and felt
really happy.

Now, when I'think back, of those days of bed-rest, |
feel as ifitwas only yesterday, when 1 was bored to
death as the time did not move, But now time seems
to fy, and [ have realized that a moment gone by can
never come back, Though [ regret cursing those days
of confinement, | am happy that it helped me develop
the habit of reading.

Kioud &

The writer is a grade 10 student in Carmel School, Jorhat




The Difficult.

7-of Being Good:

On the Subtle Art of Dharma

Book Review

By CADRET AMIT KUMAR RAI

t a time, when the western world is getting

more and more inchned 10 leam about

Indian culture and when India is growing as
an icon of "Soft Power, 1 wo couldn't resist my
temptation 0 dabble in Indian epics and literaure, In
modern India very few people read the Bamayvana or
the Malabfierata for the first time. The storics are
always there in extracts of literature lessons, TV
soaps and nanny's tales. They are "inherent’ in most
Indian children, and my case was no exception,

One of my teachers introduced me o the
book, *The Difficulty of Being Good: on the Subtle
Art of Dharma™, marvelously penned down by the
widely acclaimed author and columnist, Gurcharan
Dras, and T was iresistibly impelled to read i

He s a well known commentator and
mtellectual. His other fanwous works include 'India
Unbound’, "The Elephant Paradigm' and the latest is
‘India Develops At Night'. His writings have strong
social relevance and their sinews run deep into the
ancient Indian literature and culture,

The hook is based on the epic " Mahalharars
and some ¢pisodes from the classic have been
logically linked with the moral conflicts of modemn
man. The writer has succeeded in ingeniously
equating the characters and time of the epic with
thos¢ of his plot and the analogy iz simply
impeccable. Instead of retelling the story of
Mahabharata, the writer focuses on some random
incidents from the lives of its major characters and
draws on their traits, and link them with our envy
towards successful fellow humans, our courage 1o
stand up against the evil when the evil seems all
powerful, to keep our head when all around us are
losing theirs and, our ability to rust  in our rightful
acls and so on — rails that readers would casily
identity in themselves, I seen broadly, the book

emphazizes the three worldly goals- dharma, artha
and kapng which are needed o lead a more balanced
life,

Toquote the Malabharata:

Wihen this greal incomparable tale, esteemed
By efispassfonmte mer o wide eruditfon

Iz sreecleed in dletail, thefr spreading tnsight
friter the three prersafis will corgreer the earth,

The contents of the book are based on the
chamacters of the Mahkabfarate, Ten characters of the
epic and their attributes are explicated in great detail
and with a deep understanding of life values. A

chapter is devoted to cach character.
T, i

Difficuley
of Being
Good

OH THE SUBTLE ART
COF DHARMA

Gurcharan Das
Wil o B | "shognd




Duryodhana is the key character who drives all
the contemporary Ashatrivas to the D-Day. And
what drives Durvodhana is his envy, his envy of
his own cousins. The wriler goes on o wrile:
"Envy iz anatural and universal emotion, commaon
1o all human beings, 1z all pervasive and if envy
wiere a fever, the whole world would be ll.”

Draupadi's insult in the game of dice acts as a
catalyst to the war, Her questions about "olrarmna
of the king” embolden all democratic citizens of
the present 1o question the dharma of public
officials, especially when they are chastised
constitutionally in broad daylight.

When in exile, Yudhistira is questioned by his
wife about the point of being good when it only
brings gricf. Yudhistira replies that forbearance is
superior o anger and he justifics his passivity by
his instinctive duty. He shows that the righteous is
always more content than a knave even though
the world may seem o be structured for the
selfish, the powerful and the dishonest.

As Arjuna sees the enemy troops in formation, he
i£ left despondent; not by the might of the enemy
but the affection for the men who stand across
geiting ready only o be killed, America’s unjust
wars in the name of global peace and “War on
Terror® are severely censured in the light of
sympathy for the innocent lives.

Bhishma's selfless devotion to his vow and his
death at the hands of Shrikhandi highlights  the
necessity of our actions honoring our words
despite our temptations for personal gains,

Ashwatthama’s wrath and revenge are motivated

by an owl. Here forgiveness and revenge come
inte conflict. The author compares this with the
alternative situations of communal riots in India -
1992 Ayodhya communal conflict and 2002
Crigarat massacre. In the end Mahabharata itself
seems to be a message of dharmia and humian
effort, denying the supremacy of ‘daiva’ or fate
over human will. Even the Pandvas have to go to
hell for their unfair means, who are seen as
virtuous throughout the epic. This motivales our
today’s secicly which is filled with dissent against
governments, dumping all blames on them,
staying complacent with folded arms and waiting
for zome angelic reformer.

In my entire analysis of the various
characters of the book, | deliberately missed the
evaluation of my favourite character. Though the
character acted as the master strategist for the
Pandavas and the ultimate redeemer, his guile is
often questioned in the book. Known by various
names, Krshna uses reachery, deceil and magic on
behalf of Pandavas to make dfiarma win, but this is
what makes him a human mcamation and dfarma
which is a very asubtle issue,

There is a difference between reading the
Mahabharate and understanding it and vet again
adopting its morals and principles in our lives. Even
undersianding ¢an take place al vanious levels of
int¢lleet. The book “The Difficulty of Being Good:
On the Subtle At of Dharma™ makes the epic
incredibly pragmatic and reveals the Mahabharate
as a contrivance to solve moral quandaries of the
labyrinthine life of the world which, superficially,
seems (o bear no analogy with the time of the epic.
This 15 what makes the book stand out in the crowd,

Kioud

The writer is a grade 12 student in
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A Gift That is Taken

for Granted

By SWATI BARUAH,

. HILL LABOUR"” 15 now-a-davs a buming
problem and has attracted a great deal of
media attention. But, are we taking any steps

to stop the evil practice? It has been declared in the

constitution that every child till the age of sixteen
years is to get an education, The Government of India
has set up thousands of schools around the country.

The students are provided with free education, free

books and free uniforms. One of the most sirking

schemes provided by the Govemment is the “Mid

day meal”, where the students are also provided with

cooked food in the schools. Despite all these
privileges, many children are prone to child laboar.

One of the main factors responsible for this
tragedy is poverty. Poverty has a disastrous effect on
our country, Poverty and illiteracy go hand in hand.
Thinking about a poor illiterate couple having five to
enght children, it is obvious that they have no other

option other than making their children a source of
income. At a very tender age, they work and

sweal lo feed themselves. Notonly in I!I'u,,n;hral —PATETS are l'-;:-ru:d 10 n1..-1k1. her work b

argas but we also come aeross children even ineities
and towns who work to feed not only themselves but
also their families,

As achild, the idea that educanon can be life
tosomebody was a joke to me. L hated going to school
and ¢ried cach moming and insisted on not being sent
to school. But, as | grew up [ learned the value of a
book and a pencil. Whenever we visited our patemal
home [ used to see girls of my age picking up logs of
wood, some wiping the floor and the others helping
thewr mothers with house hold chores, And in my little
brain [ used think that they were the luckiest girls,
who neither had to go to school nor had any home
work todo, Now as a grownup | can realise the value
of education and now I find it quite amazing how |
used to regard education as a near burden. Now [ see
these unfortunates every day - boys wiping and
cleaning tables at tea stalls, fixing cyele tyres in
mechanical shops, and not far away, the girl, named
Aarti, doing the dishes in my own house, The girl5s




She was eight years old when she started 1o work in
her locality. Now she is twenty, works in my house,
and still supports her family. Once when | had an
argument with my mother regarding my studies, Aarti
came in after my mother had left and said, “Do not
quarrel with yvour maother just because she asked you
to study for two exira hours. God has given you the
most wonderful gift and make use of it to the fullest.
Many ofus do not get the opportunity to education,”

Thiz problem of child labour can be
overcome, 0 a greal extent, by motivating the
parents and the children to study. There are schoaols
for parents too. And it is also advisable that people

who keep children as maids and as helping hands
must educate those children in schools, In addition,
private organisations and NGOs (Non Governmental
Orgamsations) should come forward to decrease the
numbers of illiterates. It is also worth mentioning that
educational institutes should also 1ake measures o
provide free education to all the downtrodden
children of their locality by setting up Siksha
Kendras (Education Centres). Until and unless this
problem is rooted out and solved, we cannot dream of
a better future and a better nation.

Kicud §l

The writer is a prade 10 student in
The Assam Valley School, Sonitpur

Symbolism of the Egg at Easter

Easter is a special time in the Christian calendar; a time when it is believed that Jesus
rose from the dead after he was crucified on the cross. Easter is a celebration of rebirth and new
life, and the egg is a symbol of this. However, Easter has pagan origins too. The pagan goddess
who represents the rising sun and new birth is known as "Eostre’, which is similar to "Easter’,
Both the words originated from Scandinavia.

A Eggs as asymbol of rebirth have been around for a long time. The belicf that the world
- began with an enormous egg is something that has been attributed to the a:iﬂent Egyptians,
Persians, Phoenicians, and Hindus e

i
The tradition of the Easter egg )
15 associated with early Christianity,
where eggs were stained red in ‘the 42
memory of the blood of Christ. After
this, the Christian church adapted the
custom officially to represent the
rebirth of Christ. Traditionally, hard
boiled chicken eggs were painted in
_different colours, but now choco
S are More Commonn.

By Geraldine Lane, Teacher,
KiiT International Schoal, Bhuba
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iViva Espafia!’

Iberian_ peninsula having Portugal, Andorra,

France and Gibraltor (UK) as its neighbouring
countrics. The Mediterranean Sea in the south and
south cast and the Atlantic (Bay of Biscay) in the
north west and north form the maritime borders of the
country. It is separated from Africa by only 15
kilometres. The main language spoken there is
Spanish, which iz also spoken in several other
countries, It is an official language in 23 countrics
and is spoken widely in many other countries, Spain
became a major global empine in the 15th and 16th
centurices, due to which the influence of the Spanish
language as well the Spanish culture travelled to such
distant countries in South America and southem
countries of North Amenica.

Spain is a democracy, under a constitutional
monarchy; but the monarch is the symbolic head of
the Kingdom, while it functions as a parliamentary
government. The present King is Juan Carlos 1. Spain
i5 a member of the European Union (EU) Their
currency is Euro. Prior to the introduction of Euro as
the common currency of most EU States, Pesctla was
the cumrencey of Spain.

Sp;{i:n i5 a European country located in the

What is the §
national sports of f _,:'ﬂ“
Spain? Bull- -.-..-,._..F:.l~ #E
fighting? No. It is RS k. A
Football, Spain is | oo .
the current world S
champion in
football.

Bi. s ok
bullfighting has
been a traditional
and popular sportin §
Spain, and often §
referred to as the
national sport.
However, there 15
much controversy
over it as il is
considered a blood
sport and onc that is
plaved with
uneoqmual
opportunity o both
sicdes. [t remains 2

¥ traditional form of
entertainment, though many
no longer consider it a sport. A
bloodless form of the game is
played at many places within
¥ and outside Spain, where
bravery and skilful
manoeuvres are displaved by
the matador without injuring
the animal.

There are wvarious
other sponts related to the bull.
¥ There is the festival of San
¢ Fermin in Pamplona, Spain,
B which is better known as




Running of the Bulls - a festival where bulls mun
through crowded lanes of Pamplona, ofien injuring
people. I's a very popular festival held in July every
year and attracts thousands of spectators from all
over the world. This spectacular event gained
international exposure through Earnest
Hemingway's novel The Sun Alse Rises, There is a
similar festival in Tamil Madu, called Jallikaw or bull
taming speciacle celebrated during Pongal. Here the
bulls are not killed and the ‘matadors’ don't carry any
WCAROM.

Christopher Columbus, set out 1o discover a
sea-route to India in his ship Sama Maria. It 15
another matter that he landed in America and thought
he had indeed amived in India. He died thinking he
was in India. Such was the lure of India 1o the
Spaniard.

Miguel de Cervantes is one of the most well-

La Furia Roja
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known Spanish novelists, His novel Don (uixore
is a magnum opus in Western Calssical literature.
Did vou know this about Spain?

- Spain has a free universal health
care system.

- Spain is the number one country in
the world in organ donors and
transplantation.

=2 Spain 15 world leader in eco-
agriculture.

» Spain is the country of the European

Union with the highest number of
university graduates,

¥ Spanish people usually have lunch between
14h-15h: and dinner between 2 1h=23h,
¥ Most of the Spaniards have siesta and no

calls are usually made during these hours as
a signal of sleep respect.
* When a woman gets married in Spaimn, she
does not adopt the sumame of her husband.
She continues with her maiden sumame.
Average life expectancy in Spainis 82 years.
¥ Insummer, the Sun sets around 22.00h.
¥ Spanish people cook with olive oil.
23 countrics have Spanish as their official language.
500 millions people all over the world speak Spanish.
Spanish is the second most influential language in the
USAand Brazil.
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Surendra Mohanty & Maria Lopex de Bayas




La Mejor  The
Palabra Best Word

(Spanish) (English)
M
)%
Hay muchas palabras- ~ 3 ‘-"-& There are many words
en ¢l mundo. g in the World.

Yo no puedo elegir
de entre ellas
El somido mas bello.

[ can't choose
among them

the most beautiful
sound.

| can't choose

just one language.
[ can't choose

the best word.

Mo pugdo l.;]-;:_'::il'
solamente un lenguaje.
No puedo elegir

la mejor palabra.

Tenemos Amistad, = 9
Tenemos Esperanza / [
Tenemos Amaor,

We've got Friendship.

We've got Hope.

@ We've got Love.

Tenemos Paz, ; [ ; i ] e We've got Peace,

Sol, Libertad, B B . | =, i Sun, Freedom,

Luna, Danza, o Moow,, , Stars, Songs

Estrellas, Canciones... ... And so on.
Y muchas mas.

| can't choose

Mo puedo elegir my favournite Word.

Mi palabra prefenda.
Asi que, por favor, Dime,
:Cual s la tuya?

. So, please, tell me,
| Which is yours?

=

This poem is written both in Spanish and English by tlfe ffudents ofan English workshop organised by
DINAMUR, an intercultural organisation in ﬁ%n Milglf1a Sdez Garcds De Los Fayos is their educator

under whose puidance the students have writterCand EF Tormed the poem.
" T
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The Enchanted Lion

(Spanish Folktale)

Retold by SURENDRA MOHANTY

who eamed her living by herding cattle fora

rich farmer. Every moming she would take
his cows to the meadow and bring them back at dusk,
One moming in the meadow, she heard a strange loud
groan, which sounded like that of a man in pain. She
rushed in the direction of the sound to find a lion
sitting down and groaning in agony.

Scared as she was, she ventured close to the
lion because he was groaning pitiably and making
gestures with his paws as if he was human. She
noticed that a large thorn had pierced his foot. She
carefully pulled out the thom and dressed his foo
with her head scarf. The lion licked her hand softly
and gratefully.

She then remembered her cows and rushed
back to the meadow. Bul alas! They were

O NCE UPON A TIME, there lived a poor gir

1o her master empty-handed and narrated her story o
him. But the farmer wouldnt buy her story. He was
furious and scolded her and beat her up. Tomormow
you will have to tend to my pigs. Look after them and
be sure nod (o lose any of them!" he ordered her.

A year after this incident when the girl was
tending pigs in the same meadow, she once again
heard the same strange groan that sounded quite
human. And upon rushing 1o the spot she found the
same lion lying on the ground, hurt severcly on his
face. This time she wasn't afraid of the beast. She
treated his wound with some herbs and bound it with
her head scarf. The lion licked her hand sofily and
gratefully, like he had before,

Once again after wreating the wounded
animal she returned 1o find all her pigs missing. She
looked everywhere but to no avail. She wept antil

all gone. She looked for them everywhere but could
find not a single one. She wept bitterly and returned

evening and then decided not to retumn to her master
lest he should beat her up again. Instead, she climbed
up a tall tree, sat on its branch and decided to spend




the night there. In a while a handsome young man
came out of the woods, walked over to the tree on
which she was sitting. He moved a lange boulder that
lay under the tree W uncover an opening with a flight
of steps leading down, The young man descended the
steps and shut the hole from undemeath,

The maiden was very curious but afraid, yet
she choze 1o wait until the man ¢came out. In the
moming the boulder moved and instead of the man a
lion emerged from the hole. The lion looked around
and trotted off into the forest. The girl climbed down
the tree, pushed the rock aside and stepped cautiously
down into the small opening. There she found a
narmow path that led (o a beautiful house. Inside the
house she discovered several beautiful rooms
including a library and a kitchen. She picked up a
book and read for hours. Then she prepared dinner,
ate some and laid the rest on the dining table along
with her favourite book. I must get out before
someone comes in and catches me, she thought and
hurmiedly climbed out of the hole and up into the tree.

Al sunset, the young man came out of the
woods to the rock under the tree and disappeared into
the hole. Again in the moming it was the lion that
emerged from the opening instead of the young man.
Yet again the maiden came down from the tree, went
into the house underground, spent hours reading her
favourite books, and left the house, but not before
laying out on the table a delicious dinner and another
of her favourite book.

Thiz happened for three days, and in the
evening of the fourth day when the voung man
approached the tree, the maiden came down
and said, "Tell me who you are what may you
be doing here.!

The young man was surprised o see
a beautiful girl climbing down the tree, but
he recognized her, 'So vou must be the one
who has been preparing my dinner and
seiting out good books for me.” He explained o

day, and only by night he could remain in his ;

human form. 'Tam the same lon whom you 5
helped wice carlier,' said the handsome
prince, "What's mere, its the giant who has 5
stolen your cows and pigs.’ 5

"How can you be freed from this evil spell?
asked the maiden very concemaed about the prince.

The prince sighed. "It very difficult. If only
someone could get a lock of golden hair from the
head of the king's daughter, spin cloth out of it and
then weave a cloak for the mant, would it be
possible.'

Twill surely do that to help you,” said the girl
and immediately set off for the king's palace. At the
palace she presented herself as a very well-dressed
and well-behaved girl, because she had wasned and
done her hair in an exquisite style, and good-natured
she truly was, She was hired as a kitchen maid.
Shortly evervone at the palace was talking about her
good disposition and appearance, cspecially about
her lovely hairstyle.

Before long. the princess too heard of her
and sent for her. The princess was struck by the girl's
delicate and atractive hair design. The princess
asked her to comb and design her (the princess”) hair
every day. The hair of the princess was thick and
golden, which the girl combed and arranged in lovely
patterns ¢ach day. Afler several weeks, when the
kings daughter was very pleased with her, the girl
timidly asked her if she might cut off and keep one of
her thick long tresses,

The princess would not let anyone take away
a lock of her beautiful hair, which she was 50 proud
of. S0 she didn't ket the girl cut off a single strand. But
the girl combed her hair each day with all sincerity
and amanged it in more intricate designs. That
pleass j portously. Aftera few davs the




girl repeated her request to be allowed to cut off just
one long thick lock of her hair, This time the king's
daughter gave in on one condition that the girl find
for the princess the handsomest and finest prince Lo
I'I'lH.I!'I"_||".

The girl agreed instantly for she already
knew the handsomest and the fincst prince. She cut
off a thick lock of her hair and aranged the pnincess'
hair in her best design as if all her hair was intact.
Then she spun the hair into threads oul of which she
wove a cloak that shone like the sun and felt like silk.
She took the cloak and showed it to the prince in the
meadow, who requested her to take itto the giant who
lived on the top of a mountain. He cautioned her to
shout out 1o the giant that she was bringing him a
cloak, or¢lse the monster would attack her.

The girl climbed the high mountain and saw
the giant was readying to charge at her, when she
called out that she was carrying a cloak for him - just
as the prince had told her to do. The giant calmed
down and tried the cloak on. He was very pleased at
the fit and the dazzle of the garment and asked the
maiden what he could offer her asa reward.

I wazh, for my reward, that vou free the
prince of vour spell so that he could retum to his
palece and stay human, day and night,' said the gird
without a second’s thought.

I wouldn't do that,” snapped the giant. Bui
the girl pleaded with him and told him that she had
gone to great lengths to weave the cloak specially for
him. The giant was so charmed by the cloak that he
agreed reluctantly to free the prince. and said, "You
must ¢ast the lion into the pond near the mountain,
where he must remain submerged until be ums back
to his human form. Only then will he emerge out of
the water as the prinee, free from the enchantment.”

The girl left the giant's mountain quite
unsure if the giant had told the real secret to break the

spell or he had tricked her so that prince would
drown. When the prince heard her and found that she
was [ull of gloom, he said, There i3 no good
despairing. You must do what the giant has told you
to. Either [ hall be free or [ die.”

Mext morming when the prince tumed imto a
lion, the girl gradzingly cast him into the pond and
waited with hated breath. The lhon remained
submerged for such a long ime that she thought the
giant had tricked her and that the prince was dead. At
last, with a splash emerged the joyful prince out ofthe
pond! It was daytime and the prnce was in his human
form. The enchantment had gone, they knew.

"Thank you for everything you have done for
me,' said the prince full of happiness and gratitude.
"Would you be my bride? he proposed.

'Oh no, that’s not possible,’ ened the girl. 'l
have alrcady promised the king's daughter that you
would wed her; only on that promise did she allow
me i ake a lock of her golden hair.”

Well then, let's go and meet your king's
daughter.' said he, for he knew more than she did.
They went 10 the palace where the princess lived.
When the king, the queen and the princess saw the
young man, they were overjoyed for he was their
long-lost prince, who had been enchanted by a giant
and taken away from the castle.

The prince reunited with his parents and his
sister and told them how he had been rescued from
the giant's spell by this beautiful maiden. He sought
his parcnts’ permission to marry her, which they
willingly gave. And thus the peasant girl marricd the
prince and later both miled the kingdom and led it 1o
prosperily. As for the princess, she released the girl
from her promise, since she had saved the life of her
brother. Monetheless, the maiden managed 1o find
another prince from the neighbouring kingdom and
got the princess marmied off to him,

Klaud &







Crickets in
My Pockets

By ESTHER VALLADO

As a child. 1 always looked forward to
wiekends in my grandmother's country
house. It was just 5 kilometres away from
my home-town, and it consisted of a huge manor, a
big patio, an orchard, a massive ficld and some more
adjacent constructions housing different animals,
There were always many dogs and cats thene, aside
from the pigs, cows, horses, chicken, rabbits, pigeons
and others. | always chose one of the dogs 1o be my
faveurite, the dog which used to play the role of the
brother or sister that [ never had. [ loved spending
time in the felds, scrulinizing insects, molluscs,
reptiles, plants and fungi alike. | very much ¢njoyed
observing the behaviour of all creatures, [ was happy
amongst them, and 1 often ended up being spanked by
my mum upon the discovery of some animals in my
pockets when I came back home to my home-town.

My parents contributed very much to my
appreciation of namure. Their hobhics  always
involved nature, They used to take me with them
river-fishing and mushroom picking, which |
enjoyed thoroughly. Well, the river fishing was of no
interest to me, as | didn't want to join them in that
concrete 'killing activity’, but I used to love just
accompanying them and spending long hours by the
river observing all the flora and fauna around -
diverse, beauntiful and surprising. And I always liked
mushroom picking. It is challenging and
entertaining, and it makes you walk a lotand discover
new places, anmals and plamts while vou search.

To my despair, [ s00n staned 1o Winess very
serious damages o the nature that [ so much
appreciated. A water reservoir was built on the field
that used to host the biggest mushroom yield we
knew about. Az a resull, all the mushrooms were
gone, of course, but also the river's natural eyele was
interrupted, and the trout and salmen population was
consequently affected, leaving my parents rniver

fishing excursions out of the question. A big hotel
was built in the middle of another huge ficld at the
feet of the mount chain we used to visit, ruining the
views as well as the rural and wild feel of the area.
Progress' slowly started destroving all the maost
beautiful things we knew about, This made me VETY
angry, and | decided to devote my life to protect
nature from being destroyed so brutally by humans,

Sull in my teenage years, | was wondering
what study to pursue at University as all | wanted was
o protect the ¢nvironment from the bad influence of
humans, but there was no specific degree onented (o
that particular wish of mine. My parents and
grandparents were appointing me to become a
veterinarian, but I was not that much concerned about
the well-being of animals and pets in particular, but
rather of the whole environment, and 1 wanted 1o
know how humans could develop their uswal
activities without harming the natural world around
them,

Cme joyful day [ went to a carcer advisory
centre in my own and someone there handed out (o
me the program of a brand-new degree called
'Environmental Scrence’. And 1 couldnt believe it
That was exactly what 1 was looking for, and
someone had created it just for me to enjoy! From
geology to plant physiology, passing by
microbiology. ecology, zoology and environmental
engincering, it was all there for me to leam. [ couldn't
have designed the study-programme any better. 5o |
became an environmenial scientisi. And [ was
curious to know whether in other countries there was
mare environmental awareness than in Spain, 5o |
ended up working for a water treatment company in
The Netherlands as an environmental/sales engineer.
After a bit more than a year, [ decided 1o leave the
country, as the environmental awareness of Dutch
people was not as evident as their coldness.




The lack of sun. mountains and natural forests were
also driving factors for me (0 want o move away
from thene.

I then moved o Brussels, Belgium, with a 6
months training contract to work for the IUCN
(International Union for the Conservation of Nature).
A dream came true, My job in The Netherlands was
way 100 technical, and here | could have a more
hands-on approach o nature consenvation. They
liked my commitment and professionalism and
offered me to stay after my intem-ship. I was caming
good money, working for the world's leading namre
conservalion organization, and growing more
professional day by day. 1 was also volunteenng for
'Birdsbay', a wild animals rescue cenire in the
outskirts of Brussels, and participating in different
activitics with the IBGE-BIM (Brusscls' Institute fior
Environmental Management) and “Natagora', an
environmental NGO. But Brussels is a nasty place o
live in, dirty, unsafe, messy and quite inhuman, and
after 1two years there [ thought it was enough, and
decided 1o head back to beautiful Asturias.

Asturias is some sorl of paradise on eanh. |
was lucky 1o have been born here, If you have some
image of Spain in your head: forget it, Asturias is just
not hke that, Al all, Aswnas 15 green and
mountainous. [t's got the most visited and
breathtaking mountain National Park of the Iherian
peninsula, and the first one to have been designated
as such, back in 1918, It has over 200 kilometres of
unspoilt stunning coast, with sheer cliffs, beaunful
wooded beaches and unusual natural phenomena
such as the "bufones’, some sort of sea-water gevsers
which spray the coastal lields with rainbow coloured
salty droplets when the sea is at its wildest. Tum
around, and the mountains are there behind you,
promising lush valleys packed with multi-coloured
flowers, dense forests, spring waters and the wildest
fauna: brown bears, wolves, badgers, wild cats, roe-
deer, fallow deer.. The gastronomy is rich and
varied, the people friendly and helpful, the climate
mild...

I love Asturias and for that reason | came
back here to contnbute with my knowledge and
expenience to keep my region as gorgeous as it 1s,
Back in my beloved Asturias 1 did a two years
professional training on Natural Resources
Management (o complement my education. Then |
assisted the Green Party at the regional parliamenn as
an environmental advisor for two vears, whilst
coordinating the local group of WWF (World
Wildlife Fund) volunteers and working for them
sporadically in weekend work camps. Fed up with
politics, 1 left that job and moved deeper into what |
had been wanting for already a few years: creating
my own environmental MOGO,

Founded in February 2012, “Biodiversa" has
already given me many happy moments. Soon after
its creation, | got a grant of more than 20,000 EUR
from the Euwropcan Commission to organize a
training course on ecological footprint minimization,
Thanks to that, 30 youth leaders from 10 different
couniries got together in Asturias for seven days in
which 1 could rain them on how 1o reduce their
impact in the ¢nvironment. As a resull, a radio
channel accepted my proposal to have a weekly
programme on that topic every Satmrday fora couple
of months.

In Movember 2012, a journalist got in touch
with me to tell me that 1 had been given the
‘Outstanding Entrepreneur’ award by the Felix
Rodriguez de la Fuente Foundation. Felix, an
outstanding naturalist and communicator himself,
used 10 be my hero as a kid, so for me this award was
more than [ ever expected to get in my life.
Biodiversa is still growing and 1 keep carrying out
valuable nature conservation and educational
projects in its name. [ am still daydreaming and
wanting (o minimize the damages of humans on the
natural environment. [ am on the way, although I
know I'll never get there. That's what keeps me alive.
And, every 0 often, 1 stull come back home with

erickets in my pockets.
Kicud 9!

The writer is the European projects-organizer and international trainer specialized in environmental issues.
She lives in Asturias, Spain. A committed naturalist, she runs her own environmental NGO - Biodiversa.




The Maytly

By CRESIDA RODRIGUES

here was somcthing about her family's

garden that always held a strange fascination

for Karthika. [ts beautiful display was not
only 10 do with the vibrant flower colours but the
various forms of life that thrived in that small natural
space. She believed that a garden was not only a
source of comfort and inspiration, but also something
full of ideas to take home, Perhaps that was the
reason why she found herself strolling outside her
ancestral home, once again, into the welcoming anms
of the garden.

“Karthika! Where are you going my child?™
hermother called out, from behind the door.

“Nowhere far Amma! Just visiting the
garden again” she replied, sensing the worry in her
mother's voice.

“Okay. But be sure to return home before it
gets too dark, alright?

“Yes, of course Amma,”

She started down a narrow gravel path
leading to the mewly laid lawn. Slowly, as she
progressed, she hummed to herself, enjoying the

' l{.m' She enteréd beautiful

space with a sense of excitement. There was always
something new to discover here- flowers of soft as
well as bright hues, a few trees, insects of different
kinds, and, small animals wandering here and there,
She was fascinated with the beauty of the floral
world, which she carefully observed around her
While she was bending down on her knees to smell
the flowers, she noticed a mayfly futtering nearby
and she began to follow it

"Wow, how lucky | am to find one' she
thought to herself as she hopped over a fallen branch.
The mayfly danced through the Nowers and soared in
the sky as if it was bomn to fly. 'Bom to fly. .. and dic
oo, she added sadly. “I'm going to dic too, very
soon” she said and then sighed heavily. “But, Amma
told me not to worry about it. So I won'L.™ she twold
herself. And then brought her head up towards the
sky and recalled the other day.
“8he won't live for more than a year, Mrs. Shekhar,
I'm sorry.” Mr. Singh, my doctor had told my mother
on my last day of treatment. When the news broke
out, tears welled in her eves and she closed them to let
them run down her cheek. She already knew my fate
and wvet she had this little hope that 1would be able to
live a leng life like any other fortunate child could.
But all hope was lost now. She wept uncontrollably
and | could do nothing 1o ke away her sadness.
“Amma, please don't ¢ry.” | said 1o my mother,
hoping she would stop crying so much. “Oh,
Karthika, oh my dear Karthika™ she whispered and
hugged me close. “T'm so sorry my darling™ she said
to me, her voice muffled by her tears and then
thanked the doctor.

I can still recollect what the doctor had said
when [ was first diagnosed with Progeria. He said 1o
my mother that the discasc | suffer from makes my
appearance look a lot much older than my age. Foran
eleven year old, | already look about eighty. T was




bom healthy but signs of the sickness arose when |
was about one and a halfvears old.
Karthika's reaction 1o the news was not of sadness or
shock. but that of acceplance. She had accepted the
ruth of her life a long time ago. Progeria, the rare
genetic condition she sulfers from, had no cure. Her
parents ook her to so many doctors in hopes of a
miracle cur¢ or anything that could sustain her
wearing life. But, 1o their uimost chagrin, there were
slim chances of her survival. Her Appa once said to
her that she was very brave, and he was proud that she
was his lintle girl. Her heart was filled with immense
joy and a wide smile graced her weary looking face,
The mayfly zoomed by her and she chuckled
heartily. She played a little while with her new friend
until she was once again mnsuamd_h}*ﬁi.‘f'thaughls.
I never had many friends. But,"hi;r Arnma and Appa
are the best friends [ could ever ask for. Before, when
1 was still at school, children of my age wene very

scared 1o approach me. Some of them sereamed and
ran away. [ could never understand why. Yes, [ know [
appear to look very old, but that doesn't mean | am
unlikable. My grandparenis are old but they have
friends too. Hah, old friends like them | suppose. But
I don't have a friend who is like me. I'm happy | don't,
for | would never wish for a friend to sufferas [ do.
Her gaze drificd on to the mayfly, which appeared 1w
look very tired, It lost the enthusiasm which it had
before. And suddenly its abdomen sank down onto a
leaf. Itz limp body rested on as it lay down to take its
final few last breaths, Karthika bent down on her
knees hovering over the leaf on which it lay. She
thought about how similar she was to the mayfly. She
wias looked down upon like an insect, they both had
very shon lives and their childhood was stolen from
them. She lowered her head closer and whispered
“My grandmother had always told me to enjoy life as
long as it lasts, To me, life is like an io¢ cream and |
won't let it melt away before [ can fully savor itf So
long my friend, Goodbye” And with that she
carcfully picked the leaf and ros¢ to her feet. She set
the leaf on a nearby pond and watched it Moat away.

When the leaf was out of sight, she looked up
al the sky. The setting sun's red rays lit up the dull sky
and it soon turned dark. She made a wish, not a wish
for herselfbut for her parents:

"Please, God. You kave blessed me with the
most loving parents [ can ever imagine. Bless them
with a healthy chifd, 5o chas, after [ am dead and
gone, they have someone they can depend on. Please
make this wish ofmine conme fene,”

“Karthika! Hurry up dear unless vou don't
want your ice ¢ream!™ her mother called out 1o her.
“Amma, I'm coming, I'm coming! You know how
miuch I love ice eream, no?” She heard her mother
laugh, and tumed to retum to go home,

n
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All Children are
Troublemakers

By SUBIN OH

All children are troublemakers!
They touch beautiful tea pots with curiosity and break them.

Allchildren are troublemakers!
They open the window when it rains and let the rain water
Ee¢blown in with a peel of thunder and a flash of lightning.

All children are troublemakers!
They draw giraffe on the wall with crayons. |

Everyone has a childhood life,
And everyone was a child.
Therefore, everyone was a troubl -::r'

Kloud &
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Who killed
Mr. Andrews?

By VIDYUT KRISHMNAKUMAR

1 was the eveming of December 21, 1986 when

the world famous businessman and the topper of

the Forbes: 1986, Mr. Andrews, was minrdered in
hiz ancestral homwe in the city of Birmingham,
England. He was 66 years old. He had great
personality. In busingss, sometimes you make
enemies, and so did he, There were news flashes and
coverage everywhere, Newspaper headlines
screamed: "Mr Andrews dead. Murder suspected,
killer on the loose. The police were scarching
vigorously for clucs and the media pressurizing the
police for answers 1o their questions. Thus Detective
¥ Donavan {mcknamed D. DY) had a nev case.

Now before investigating the case, DL had
to fimd oul what exactly had, happencd. Mr
Andrews’s butler, Gerard reported to DD that “Mr.
Andrews sounded really angry during that phone call
with the Spanish businessman Sergio Roberto. |
could hcar the conversation clearly from closed
doors. He swore a lot 1o him and the conversation

heated up more. This is all | have to say™, smd Gerard.
After this, D.D left the house and went back to his
oflice to think over this case. His mind reverted back
to the day when his chicl appointed him to solve this
case. He had gone 1o the Andrews Mansion along
with the Forensic expert Jonathon to éxamine the
corpse, Jonathon examined the corpse and observed
that Mr. Andrews was around 66 years old, 5 feet 7
inches tall and died out of multiple gunshot wounds.
Mr. Andrews was a polite, jovial man and well
accepted in the social and business circles. So D.D
stated that this was a premeditated murder and
L:I:E!mll'll.‘d “What a case this one is iurning oul 1o be!™
. Mext day, along with D.Irs
apprentice Jr. Detective Paul,
he went io the Andrews
| R H:I'.I'-rIDI'I to mect Mrs.
:. She was inundated
th gricf. She said “1 am just
gevastated. [ have nothing to
I mcan, in business you
ta Im:::f cn:mlﬁ but my

ined Imul:h_'..- r-:luli:}n:;
rall s counterparts and
Wciates. 1 am just
ked.” D.D consoled her

scnt Paul  upstairs to
et any clucs. There he
ound a CD with a piece of
masking tape neatly stuck on
it with the word
CONFIDENTIAL' scribbled
on, He quickly grabbed that and came back down.
After poing oul, Paul showed D.D the CD and they
ook it to their office to play it But the video only
featured some strategic discussions on how to beat
Sergio Roberto.




Later in the evening, around 8 pm, D.D paid
a short visit to the gricf-stricken Steven, brother of
Mr. Andrews. “My brother was a bit annoyed before
his death because of some competition from that
Spanish businessman, My brother once casually
mentioned that the Spanish guy threatened to kill our
family over some business deals, and my brother was
obviously angry at his threatening rival”, reported
Stevens. Steven suspected that the killer was a lady
who worked for the Spanish businessman. “When
they tricd to shoot my brother and the bodyguard
down a week ago, [ was next 1o my brother in the
car”, he emptied a glass of water and continued, “but
I never saw that businessman anvwhere, But the
bodyguard was very agile and foiled the attempt,
That day when the assailant escaped in a car, [ got a
glimpse of the person at the wheel. It was a woman
with long blond hair. Yes, it was a woman at the
wheels”. DD realized here is another twist to the tale.
He wondered why a woman should be involved in
this case, “Did vou find any clues at the crime
scene? DD was desperate for a lead. “No [ noticed
that the license plate had an Irish registration.™

30 he now had four suspects- Sergio
Roberto, Mrs, Andrews, Gerard, Steven and the
woman behind the wheels, So along with Jr.
Detective Paul, he went to investigate Gerard, Mr.
Andrews's butler. Upon meeting them, Gerard knew
why they had come, but he showed confidence in his
talks. “Was Mr. Andrews a troubled man before his
death?” DD fixed his gaze on Gerard as he quizzed
him. “Y'es. He was a troubled man, indeed. 1think he
did not tell anyone what exactly was bothering him.
Usually he confided things in his brother. [ do not
know ifhe had shared his problem with Mr. Steven. IF
e had told this to his wife, she would have panicked
a lo.” Then D.I3 asked more about the phone call.
“Mr Andrews was very angry with that man. He was
trying to ruin his business. [ just remember Mr
Andrews screaming at his rival on phone that if he
dared to cross las path in business, then he would
have to face the consequences. Then he swore and
slammed the telephone hard and [ think he was
pushing some things off his desk as | heard a Mower
vase break. That is all | recollect:™ Paul noted down
the clues and they set off for the mansion again, to
meet Mrs, Andrews. Upon reaching there, they saw
the gardener. They also interrogated him asking if he
knew what was happening, The gardener, Charles,

replied 1 was not aware of Mr. Andrews's activitics,
Every moming he used to stroll around the garden
and whenever he met me be just said 'hi”, 1 did not
notice anything unusual on the fateful day™.

Adter that, they walked into the mansion to
meet Mrs, Andrews, “Mrs, Andrews, we have come
o interrogate you about this case. S0 please co-
operale with us and help us salve this case to do
Jjustice to your discased husband.” DD was sternly
polite to the woman. “l understand D.D, It's okay.
Please carry on.” DD maintained his matter-of-fact
tone; “How was Mr, Andrews' relationship with
Sergio”?” He gave her one of those cop-like stares, but
less intense than the one he gave Gerard. “1 am not
aware of all his business deals. Usually all these talks
are held between him and his brother, Just once he
complained to me about a Spanish businessman
being abig interference in his business deals,™

“What happened on the day of his death?
Was he acting unusual or anything ¢lse™”’, D.D asked.
“He was completely normal. He stuck to his daily
routines and had his breakfast and left for work at the
usual ume. | had to go and meet my friend Josephine
that day. But when I came back, | heard this shocking
news. He was cheerful and went to his office with a
smile on his face as usual. Nothing unfamiliar
happened that day™, Then D.D and Paul went over to
Mr. Andrews's room to examine some of his
belongings. As they walked in, they found a lady in
Mr. Andrews's room.

DIy addressed her gently in a nsing
intonation, “Who are you? What are vou doing
here? 1 am the house-keeper Juliana. 1 am just
straightening up my master’s room. These maids do
not do a good job always. Who are you?" D.D
slightly sharpened his tone with a tinge of severity 1
am Detective Donavan, How come you weren't here
when we came three days ago? She looked
maomentarily disoriented and responded with a bt of
a stammer, “Umm. ..l ... | had gone to meet my son
who had flown down from Ireland. Had taken the day
off.”  “Oh! [ see™, replied D.D who was not
convineed with the answer of the house-keeper. He
realized that she was a bit nervous while replying.
The due left the house after collecting Mr. Andrews’s
favorite book.

The next day D.D and Paul went to meet
Sergio Roberto, who had incidentally amived that




day to sign a business deal with Media Moghul, Clark
Mazon. He was not pleased 1o receive the duo.
Finally afier sipping a cup of coffee, DD staried
questioning Sergio. “Why did you threaten to kill the
family of Mr. Andrews? What did he do to you™? To
this, Sergio replied 1 had bagged a great deal but in
the end, Mr. Andrews quoted a bigger price and he
bagged the deal. Since then, | developed hatred for
that man. In a fit of rage 1 told him I will destroy his
family. But I did not mean it. Now Mr. Andrews is
murdered and [ know evervone is suspecting me of
having sent  goons afler him, right? Well, let me
make one thing ¢lear. 1 did not kill him. If | had |
would not be here. [ am not so foolish you see” DUD
observed that this man was shrewd but could not tick
him off the list. D.D did not want to question him any
further at that moment. He
said good-bve to lim and
went to Paul’s house,

The next day, Jason,—
the fingerprint expent called 5SS
D.D and wanted
fingerprints he would like to L
match with the ones found at 4
the crime scene, So DD set |
off for Steven's house first.

his pocket the notepad mu:d
by Stevens, Then he set off for,
Andrews Mansion and asked
the gardener to lend him 10
pounds assuring him that hq
would pay him back later.
Then he went to Mrs. g8
Andrews and asked her for ® . -
her kerchief, explaining the real reasons. Mext he
approached Gerard, and asked him for a pen as his
pen was not working. Gerard said that D.D could
keep the pen with him always. Having collected the
items, he rushed back to the lab, anticipating an
imnmediate solution to the reddle.

To their great dismay, they found that none
of the fingerprint matched with the ones collected
from the crime scene. S0 he sat down to thank about
his next move. Then he suddenly thought about
Juliana. He had forgowen about her. He went 10 the
mansion again. This ime Juliana scemed well under
control, and ¢alm. He deliberately dropped his diary
and ignored it. When she noticed i1, she picked it up

for him. He later sent it to the Lab. To everyone's
wonder, Juliana's figure print matched with one of
ihose they had in the lab, There was no ime 1o wasie,
D.D and Paul along with police rushed to the
Andrews Mansion to arrest Juliana, As Juliana was in
the house, D.D called Mrs. Andrews to the living
room. Paul approasched Juliana and handcuffied her.
When she asked why, the police replicd “You have
been proved guilty of murdering Mr. Andrews. We
have stromg evidences and vou cannot plead
innocent. Tell the truth, Then Juliana sang like a
canary. “Yes. | confess 10 the crime. [ killed Mr.
Andrews because Sergio promised me a fortune if 1
killed Mr. Andrews,

A devastated Mrs, Andrews burst out into
id shouted at the officers, “Take her away!™

Aﬁu:nuard:. Mrs. Andrews appmar:hﬁl L'I D and "ii"li]
“How can I ever thank vou? You have done such a
great job. All I can give you is a cash reward of
20,000 pounds for a job well done. Please accept it”
To this DD replied “1 am overwhelmed by your
kindness. Well you know it's all in a day’s work™ he
jokingly said. Even Paul congratulated him. The next
day, newspaper headlines screamed: "Andrews
Murder Case Solved- Tycoon Sergio Roberio
Apprehended! After reading the news, D.D said two

himsel AL last! Justice is served!™
[Kioud ¢/
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For One More Day

Book Review

By GAYALHELD FILLAI

r One More Day is a book written by
American best-selling author Mitch Albom
who apart from being an author is also a
journalist, screenwriter, playwrnight, radio and
television brosdeaster and musician, He was born on
May 23, 1958 in Passaic, New Jersey and stepped
into the role of an author for the first time through his
autobiographical memaoir
*Tuesdays with Mormie™
{written o help pay the
medical bills ofhis beloved
professor, Morrie) that
mesmerized malhons all
arourkd the world, and “For
one more day™, though not
autobiographical, that
reflects some of the
author's OWN CXPETICTICES
with his mother. It is a story
that will open your eyes
and persuade you o enjoy
the moment, [0 appreciane
where you are and what
you have,

The book was first
published i 2006, The
miain characters in the book
are Charles (Chick)
Benetto, Posey

-

Benetto (Mother),
Len Benetto (Father),
Maria Benetto

(Daughter) and Catherine Benetto (Wife).
For one more day though not autebiographical,
reflects some of the author’s own expericnces with
his mother.

IN

For one more day. we would all wish - one

Mitch Albom

wu e d i@l

for one more -:‘1;1}-'

mare day with our loved ones who have gone, one
more day 10 relive all those splendid moments, one
muare day of childhood so that your mom can hug you
when you are hurt, so that your dad can scold you for
not doing well in school, so that you can hight with
your sisters and brothers and sit in class with your
friends lisiening to your teachers, one more day to
become once again all you
have been, But by then, it is
always too late. We often don't
realize the beauty of moments
until they have passed by, And
then we find ourselves taking
out those litthe picces of our
life and poering into i, trying
1o absorb back all that we have
lost on the way,

Charles Benetlo has
been taught since childhood
that he can either be mama's
boy or daddy’s boy. And he
chooses 10 be daddy’s bow,
working hard to impress his
father. But on¢ moming he
finds that his father i3 no mone
living with them and he
consoles himsell that his dad
15 o come back soon. Charles
and his dad shared a comman
P passion for bascball and so
.ﬂ Charles continucs o work

harder 10 become the best,
hoping that his Dad will come back for him. Upon his
mother's persuasion he goes 1 college and there, na
match, he sees his father years later, who is watching
him play. In his attempt to bond with his father once
again, he drops out of college and goes to play the
World Serics, which gains lum greal fame as an




athlete. He mamies and is soon the father of a child.
But age catches up to him and soon he is no more an
athlete and he sees no more of his father. He takes up
various jobs in an attempt 1o feed his family and years
later, Charles finds himselFa middle aged salesman.

Um his mother's seventy ninth binthday party,
he once again talks to his dad who persuades him to
play another series and in an attempt W cscape from
the party, he lies to everyone and runs off to play one
last game of bascball. The next day afier the game he
linds himsell clutching the phone, crying over his
mother's death, His life, drenched in tears of remorse
and regret, changes and he tums into a drunkard, His
wilfe and daughter leave him and after a few years he
finds out that his daughter has married. Torn by this
incident, Charles decides to commit suicide and
drives off to meet death. But instead he finds himself
at the doorstep of his old house, staring at his mother
who died years earlier. He spends a day with his
mother when he leams that his dad had another
family, and how his modher used to work in other
houses, cleaning their floors and washing their
dishes, how he was bom after endless prayers, how
she always stood up for him and he never stood up for
her. At the end of the day with his mother, Charles
wakes up in the hands of a policeman, near his bashed
up car at the side of a road, injured but alive and he
realizes that though in a dream, he has at last had a

chance 1o spend a day with his mother 1o make up for
all what e never did and o say all what he never said.

Through this touching novel. the author
points out that there is a story behind everything. But
behind all your stories is always your mother's story
because, hers is where yours begins. No matter where
you are and what you de; your mother will always be
there by your side because her love goes bevond the
barricrs of death, life and the possible.

“Itas nod until much later, as the skin sags and
the heart weakens, that children understand; their
storics, and all their accomplishments, sit atop the
stories of their mothers and fathers, stones upon
stones, beneath the waters of their lives,™

I highly recommend this book as it is one
among those rare books that snap you into realization
and monivate you 1o appreciate what you have. It
gives us a different perspective on the various things
we seg in life and makes us think about those little
things we often fail to give ourselves a chance 1o
ponder upon. And above all, it is a story that brings us
to the realization that there 15 no love like a mother's

lowve,
Kioud 9]

The Writer is a grade 12 in
Sharjah International School, UAE
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Birds

By ANJAN SRIVATSA MELKOTE

Many many birds are there all around the country.
Some here, some there; many many birds are there.

Crows, Hens and Peacocks too, they are very beautiful true.
Some tall, some short; many many birds are there.

Some are red, some are blue, some are rainbow colour too,
Birds come in different ways; many many birds are there,

Klaud #

-
- The writer is a grade 3 student in
‘I I - Yuvabharati International School, Singapore.
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Face to Face:

Students of KiiT International School, Bhubaneswar with

Dr. K. Radhakrishnan

Chairman, ISRO

International school on 23 January 2013 and interacied with the students and faculty. He was all

praise for the school and entire KiiT group in general. In Dr. Radhakrishnan's words, "This is a
memorable day in my life to be visiting KiiT and especially KiiT International School. 1 see here the
greatsocial vision of enabling through education.”

He was so impressed with the KiiT group of institutes which houses students from all states of
the country and also from several other countries, that he called it a "Mini India”. He reminded the
teaching faculty that they can make a difference in the life of a child. He recalled his own school teachers
whao had kindled the spirit of leaming in him. "Nucleate the spinit of questioning in the children, he

! I Vhe Chairman of Indian Space Research Organisation (ISRO), Dr. K. Radhakrishnan visited KiiT

advised the educators.
His counsel to the students was that they should continuously be inquisitive about everything

around them and not take any

for granted, but must ask questions like Dr. C V Raman did -

Why is the sea blue? Why is the sky blue? Only then can students develop a scientific bent of mind. He
guoted Jawaharlal Nehnu's words: "The future belongs to science.”

Students were very enthusiastic to talk to him and flooded him with questions. The scientist
replied to them in very simple and understandable terms. Here are some excerpts of their questions and
Dr. Radhakrishnan's responses to them.

The purpose of orbital motion of a planet is
to balance the gravitational force with the
centrifugal foree so that it can revolve on a
stable orbit. But what is the purposc of the
spinning motion of a planet?

components, power failure or when the fuel
gels exhausied, the satellite 15 moved oul toa
place where it does not obstruct anything
active in space. Such places are called
‘Graveyards’, Sometimes they are made o

Dr.KR. All forees in the universe must maintain a reenter the atmosphere and they bum out.
balance. To maintain this equilibrium and
stability there is a spinning motion in the Q. Sir, will you disclose what are the major
plangts, projects on which ISROis working now?
Dr.KR. Certainly! Weare working on many projects.
Q. What happens to the satellites in the long The major ones include communication
run? satellites. Then there are Navigation
Dr.KR. Arificial satellites are placed in orbit. There satellites and Remaote sensing satellites. In

are instruments designed to provide thrasts
in different direetions to the satellites 1o keep
them in position in their orbits. When the
satellites become inactive, or when there is
some [ailure like a failure in 5o0me ¢lectronic

additeon, we are working on launch vehicles
like PSLY and GSLV Mk 111 Becides, we are
looking at exploration of other planets -
Mars, specifically.




Dr.KR.

We are making huge invesiments of money
in space research, Do such expenditures
actually pay off?

To answeer vou in simple terms it has already
paid off. Present estimates indicate that
whatever we have spent in space research
over the last 30 years, we have already got
back one and halftimes that amount, To give
a few examples of the financial benefits of
space research: fshermen go out to fish in
the seas and sail aimlessly rying to make a
good catch. Using satellites we can locate
where exactly large shoals can be foumd,
With this information the fishermen can geta
much better catch using much less resources
like Fuel and time. Similarly, we are able to
get a clear picture of the land (terrain) and
can utilize the data profitably; such
information can also be used for better food
crop production,

Satellites help in finding water
below the surface, due 1o which wells can be
dug at cormect locations with 95% success
rate. This avoids expenditure of digging and
failing to find water,
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T0% of the cyclones generate in the
Bay of Bengal. It is now possible with the
use of satellite imagery to study when cyclo-
genesis takes place, track is movement,
study it2 intensity and evacuate people it
needed. Mow, the benefits in terms of lives
saved cannot be quantified in terms of
I!'I11.'II'H::|.".

Similarly we are able to use phones
zitting at home, Even in the remotest parts of
the country people are now enjoying the use
af sarellite DTH and ielevisions,

Whatwere the abjectives of Chandrayaan 7

The main objective was to place a satellite
around moon at 100 kilometre altitude, for
the siudy of moon's surface and s
atmosphere. The aim was to prepare the
topography of the moon, and to collect data
regarding the distribution of chemicals and
minerals on the lunar surface, Sources of
Helium were discovered, Using Indian and
foreign instruments piciures of the moon's
terrain and atmosphere was aken in greater
details, Traces of water molecules and ice




molecules were found in the subsurface.
Basically we learned a lot in the
technological dimensions. All this is very
important because moon i5 the imermediary
point for any future explomation towards
Mars,

The following question was asked by one of the
teachers,

Q.

Dr.KR.

’}]1*

Welcome

On behalf of the teaching faculty, 1 would
request you sir to share with us some
personal experiences that have motivated
you 1o become one of the foremost scicntists
of our fation today,

I was imbally keen to leam Mathematics.
You know, Maths, Physics and Chemistry
are important for any branch of Science and
Engingening. | completed my graduation in
Elgcirical Engineering. After that I had two
oplions: one - o join Space Research and
Technology Centre and wo - go for an
INLETVICY T Join A privale company. Then [

asked my teacher to advise me on the nght
course (o choose. He told me 1o go o
Thumba, and [ joined the 5TC, though
financially a privale company was mone
rewarding. [ began my career at Vikram
Sarabhai Space Centre, Trivandrum.

There 1 found a small India. Brilliant
scientists from all over the country worked
there as ateam. This atmosphere encouraged
me o improve my quahifications. 1 joimed
ISRO and found that it is one of the most
professionally satisfying organizations to
work with. If you arc an ISRO man, you are
an ISRO man for life. Itisa very challenging
and satshying job, which can be scen
nowhere else. The |18 minuies of rocket
launch 15 fest of everyone's professional
mettle and dedication, over the previous
several months sometimes years. No other
task can ¢ver provide such a challenge and
the rewards are so sansfying that they last a
whale lifetime.

Fllgud &




Walking Down the Street

By SHEEYA GULATI

Walking down the streets
I realize the streets have wounded my feet: I'm bleeding;

But they've taught me

To make mere gravel the stepping Stones Lo SUcCess;

Walking down the dark wintry streets

I realize the darkness has fnghtened me: 'm scared;

But it has taught me to pave my way in the dark;

Walking down the lonely streets

I realize loneliness has become my custodian: I'm abandoned;
But it has taught me to be me;

Walking down the langhing streets

I realize that I've become a laughing stock: I'm joked;
But it has taught me to make people glad;

Walking down the strects

' wonder why I've landed here when I'm not needed
But then [ think e
May be I'mabitdifferent 5080
Mayhe here people don't llngﬁ:g'qd me,
Walking down the streets r s

I realize the streets have 1_-:__._|-.-} 1

They tell me to succe
They tell me to recall s

I realize ["ve chan
But I need tobe
Walking down
I think I'll go 12
Buthow far?
I'm sitting in the streel

Where it has led me'a
e '
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with some twenty other boys, and my bed was
positioned in a comner of the long room, al Some
distance from the others. There was no shortage of
pranksters in our dormitory, and one had to look out
for the introduction of stinging-netile or pebbles or
possibly even a small lizard under the bed sheets. But
I wasn't prepared for a body inmy bed.

At first | thought a sleep-walker had

'
AT

mistakenly got into my bed, and [ tried to push him
out, muttering *Devinder, get back into your own

bed. There isn't roem for two of us.™ Devinder wasa
the roof on one gecasion.
But it wasa't Devinder.

was a tall, lanky person. His feet stuck out of g
blankets at the foot of the bed.

It must be Ranjit, [ thought. Ranjit had hugb
fiect.
*“Ranjit,” [ hissed. “Stop playing the fog
and get back to your own bed.”

MO PESpONSe.

| tried pushing, but wiihoul success, The
body was heavy and incrt. It was also very cold.

I lay there wondering who it could be, and
then it began to dawn on me that the person beside me
wasn't breathing, and the horrible realization came to
me that there was a corpse in my bed. How did it get
there, and what was Lo do about ir?

¥
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dreadful gurgle, from the body beside me 15
of bed, shouting at the top of my voice, waking up the
entire dormitory. Lights came on. There was total
confusion. The Housemaster came running. [ told
him and everyvone ¢lse what had happened. They
came to my bed and had a gmd ]mfl-: at it. But there
w:asnumth-:n. T

= dormitory. The house
prefect, Johnson, took over
my former bed.

Two nights passed without
further exeitement, and a couple of boys
= started calling me a funk and a scaredy-cal.
" My response was to punch onc of them on the

Then, on the thindaight, we were all woken
by several car-splitting shricks, and Johnson came
charging across the dormitory, scrcaming that two
icy hands had taken him by the throat and tried to
squeeze the life out of him. Lights came on, and the
poor old Housemaster came dashing in again, We
calmed Johnson down, and put him in a gpare bed.
The Housemaster shone his torch on the boy's face
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and neck, and sure enough, we saw several bruiscson  was the struggle with Johnson, Ne, there was nothing
his flesh, and the outline of a large hand. peaceful about that death, Tomkins had gone maost

Next day, the offending bed was removed  UnWwillingly........
from the dormitory, but it was a few days before
Johnson recovered from the shock. He was kept in
the infirmary until the bruises disappeared. Bul lor
the rest of the term he was a nervous wreck. g

Our nursing sister, who had looked after the
infirmary for many years, recalled that some twenty ©
years earlier, a boy called Tomkins had died suddenly =
in the dormitory. He was very tall for his age, but =S8
appnn.nl'l} suffered from a heart problem. That day

bed locking pa!candﬂhausmd Eurly next moming,
when the bell rang for moming gym-work, he was .'
found stiff and cold, having apparently died during
ihe mighi. 3

“He died peacefully, poor boy,” recalled our
nursing sister.

But I'm not so sure. | can stll hear thats
dreadful gurgle from the body in my bed. And there
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Gappu Finds a Pet

By MALAVIKA ROY SINGH

ne fine day, Gappu was rcturning home
from school. He crossed a small footbrnidge,
whien he leard a Kitten meowing.

“Meow, meow, meow!”™ The wvoice

resounded again and again.

Ciappu looked around to find a kitien with
yellow and black patches, meowing sadly. It had big
eyes, with equally big evelashes, but it looked in
pain, The kitten had hurt its paw.

Ciappu pitied it and picked it up. The kitten
immediately liked Gappu, but was in too much pain
and zocontinued 1o meow painfully.

Gappu rushed home.

“Grandpa, grandpa, look what has
happened!” shouted Gappu as he rushed into the
house.

Grandpa was reading a newspaper when he
found Gappu barging in with a lintle kitty in hisarms.

“Grandpa, m

g? CanT¥u pleas hr:lp her?” p‘lr.-adnﬂ
§ appu Grandpa loved animals and so Gappu was
sure that he would have something for the little kitty.

kitty i5 hurt! Can you dol,

Grandpa examined and found a tiny thom
prick in the kitty's paw, He carcfully removed it.

"Meow!™ the cal sounded 1ts agony as
grandpa removed it. Gappu got scared and hid behind
Crrandpa.

The cat soon relaxed and smiled gratefully at
grandpa and Gappu. She brushed her head lovingly
against Gappu's legs.

“Oh grandpa, [ think she likes me!™ he said
looking excited. “Can [ keep her™

“Yies my dear, but vou will have 1o 1ake care
ofher.”

“T wall grandpa. | will keep her with me all
the time, [ will name her "Mishii', as she's so sweet”™,

Days passed and Gappu was happy being
with his new friend. He gave her food on time, played
with her, told her stones about hus school and put her
o sleep as well, Mishtn loved all this and was
prateful. Whenever she felt happy, she simply

. meowed or closed her eves and brushed
herhead agaimst im,

Things were going great, till
one fine day Gappu met a friend, who
had a dog for a pet. Gappu loved the dog
and spent the following days, playing
argumecl with ham,

: As he returned home one day,
':: i told grandpa about it. “Grandpa, my
gend has a dog for pet and he's

Ih t. You should see the way he

e, somersaulis, Iicmcnp]a}s ‘with
ba i picks up the newspaper.” He
: suddenly umed sad. *“Why can't | have

. adog, grandpa?™

*Nou already have Mishti dear, you should
play with her.”

“Bul she's not that brilhamt, She doecsnt
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somersaull or play with=hall or pick up the
newspaper.”

“¥es dear, but she must be doing some other
things that the dog isn't able 10", explained grandpa,
but Gappu was not reassured. He continued to whine.

The poor cat, who overheard the
conversation, cricd and meowed sadly. Suddenly, she
felt hurt and unwanted.

The next day, Gappu woke up to find his cat
missing. He called her many times, but couldn't find
her,

“Cirandpa, Mishti is not in the house! Where
did she go?"

“l guess she went away. She heard you talk
affectionately about the dog and so Ggured that she
was notwanted,”

“But that is not true,”™

“It is dear. For a few days, you were busy
playing with your friecnd's dog and did not pay
attention to your own pet. She felt bad and neglected
and so she left.”

Gappu burst into tears, feeling bad.
“But 1 loved her grandpa.™

“Then you should've made her feel wanted
dear. All animals are unique. They have qualities of
their own and you have to accept them as they are. It
15 unfair to compare one with another.™

Cappu realized his mistake and ran outside,
calling her oul,

He came across the footbrdge, where he had
seen her first, There she stood, sadly meowing to
herself,

Gappu rushed and picked her in his arms. *1
am sormy my hittle kity. You are the best Kitty in this
whole world. Please come home, don't leave me. You
aremy favorite pet.”

The kitty was once again happy. She
snuggled her head comfortably against Gappu's chest

as he walked back home, feeling happy in having
found his kitty.




Ginny's Kitty

Party

By MIGAR ATAULLA

inny was a little girl who lived in a big

town. She loved animals, and wherever

she went, she would look around for cats,

dogs, squirtels and birds and would stop
to say hello to them.,

Ginny lived in a house with a big backyard
and a linle garden in front. Every day, all the
neighbourhood cats would land up outside her home
when they spotted her coming from school. Ginny
would serve them saucers of creamy malk,

Ginny loved them all very much, and her
dream was to have a little house of her own when she
grew up, with a special room for cats, where any cat
could come and stay, cat and sleep.

After Ginny's mother went to the abode of
Cods, she stayved with her father and sister. Both
grown-olds (who, if you know what | mean, are very
different from grown-ups) could not make heads or
tails of paws and claws., Ginny's mother would allow
kittics to sit on the kitchen table and waich her
making pancakes. But Ginny's father and 315 did not
allow the kithies to even step inside the house. Like all
other grown-olds, they thought they were always
right and claimed that the kittics would mess up the
house,

Giinny dearly loved the cats and was sad that
the kittics couldn'tany longer come inside her house,

She secretly hoped that one day all the cats of
the arca would come into her house and have a big
party!

That day soon came as Ginny's dad went out
of town for a few days. “Wuppy!™ squealed Ginny as
she and her tov Teds set off o ihe baker's to feich
muffins, sandwiches, milk and cakes. And, guess
why? Ginny and Teds had planned a surpnise kitty
party forall the neighbourhood cats!

Ginny's other toys, Dundi, the water-filler,
Ronald, the baby rubber, Shelly, the sea shell, Tango,
the baby crocodile, Felicia and Fannw, a couple of
silly mice, jumped out of the toy cupboard 1o help

Ginny. They were really excited—they had never
seen a Kitty party before.  Felicia and Fanny put up
balloons inside the dining room, and Dundi filled all
the kitty cups with creamy milk.

Ginger, who looked almost like a tiger, was
the first to come W Ginny's house. He was so excited
to enter the house for the first time that he leapt into
the larder and curled wp around the honey pot.
“Hmmm, 50 warm!™ he meowed. Ginny was thrilled
o have Gingerwith herand gave him a hearty hug,

In o few minutes, Trigey Tom, the fat brown
cal, rushed in.Then, through the window jumped
Glassy and Greeny, the two very naughty street
kitties. Suddenly, there was a knock on the door.
Guess who it was! Prim 'n Proper, the Persian cat
from the big house down the road, She was dressed in
a white skirt with a pearl necklace around her furry
neck. She lived wiath Damie Bich Witeh, whe wanted
¢verything in her house, including her kitty, to be
prim and proper, and that is how the latter had got her
quaimt name. The lady had taught even her cat lo
knock on deors before entening, which 15 what she
did that day! Sharp at 12 noon, dressed neatly n a
suit and bow-tie, Purr-Purr-Purrfect, the big cat from
the other side of the road, walked in. Finally, through
the chimney, a black kitty covered completely in
coal, umbled down, That was Sooty!

When all the guests had arrived, the kitty
party began, Everyone took their scats at the dining
table and then joined their paws together and Ginny
said a little prayer thanking the Lord for the food they
wre about to ¢at, Then, they began munching on the
delicious cakes, biscuits, cream, milk and scones that
Ginny had so lovingly put together. Ginny put on a
delightful song to amuse them. "Pussycat, Pussy cat
Where Have You Been™ it rang out, and after the
kitties had caten their fill they all held paws and
danced to the same song, over and over agam, Never
before had they had such fun as at their first Kty

party!




The sun was setting and it was time for the
kitties to go home. But Ginny told them that they
could sleep over if they wanted to. “Wuppymeow!™
squealed all the kitties in delight. They rushed
together, as if in a race, 1o take their places on the
warm sofas, beds and carpets that Ginny had spread
out for them.

Ginny miade creamy coffee for all of them,
and after knecling down together, they thanked the
Lord for the wonderful party, after which ¢ach one of

the kittics gave Ginny a little peck on her little check
to say how thankful they were to her, too.

Ginny was the happiest linlle girl in the world that
day! And now she's waiting for another weekend
kitty party, when the grown-olds in her house are out
of town again! I do hope that happens really soon,
don’t you? Wuppymeow!
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SUBMISSION GUIDELINES

1. Students of Class/ Grade/ Std 8 and above are eligible
to submit their stories, poems and articles. We may
consider articles of junior students, if the standard of the
work is good.

2. Weaccept short stories, pocms, personal ¢xperiences,
opinions, travelogues, anecdotes, jokes, puzzles and
interesting facts. But originality is the prime factor for
selection,

3. All submissions must be in English, and MUST be the
original work of the student.

4. Short stories and non-fictions should be below 2000
words (about 1500 words is ideal). Poems should not
exceed 20 lines (may or may not broken down to stanzas),
5. Suitable pictures and photographs may be scanned
and emailed in JPG format for travelogues, other articles
and stories. But do not download from the Net and send it.
Scan resolution should be 300dpi

6. Email your work to klewd%@kiitis.ac.in or post a
neatly handwritten or typed manuscript to The Editor,
Kloud 9, KiiT International Scheol, KiiT Campus 9,
Bhubaneswar— 751024, ODdisha.

7. Handwritten, typed or emailed articles must mention
clearly the writer's full name, class/ grade/ standard,
school name, and emall address. It will be helpful to
contact you in case your article is selected. Submissions
without these data will not be considered.

8. Email attachment should be in word (doe. or docx.)
format. Do not use fancy colours and fonts. Times New
Roman 12 size font with aoto font colour {black) is ideal.
All matter should be typed/ written in double space.

9.  Incase your writing is short-listed, we will contact ¥ou
by cmail for your passport size photograph and for a
certificate to be signed by vour school authorities. Only
selected writers will be contacted,

10. Decision of the editorial board for selection of
submissions is final.

11. Scan and keep ready a recent passport size
photograph of the writer (resolution 300 dpi), for sending
alter selection shortlist.

Join Kloud 9 on

f
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