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A renowned industrialist and philanthropist of international
repute. His name will go down in history for his association with
Mahatma Gandhi and his support to freedom movement. He has
made substantial contribution to industrial growth, advancement
of education in India, establishment of the only planetarium in
India, and renovation of temples of repute through- out India. He
is the life and soul of the educational complex at Pilani in
Rajasthan. The first girls school which ultimately flowered into
Shri Shikshayatan owes its existence to the donation of building
and meeting of initial expenditure by Shri Birla.

9/1 R. N. MUKHERJEE ROAD
CALCUTTA-1
11th December 1973

My dear Bhagwati,

Thanks for your letter.

I congratulate you on rendering a very useful service to
the society by establishing a girls' school in Ballygunge. I
am glad to know that you have completed twentyfive years and
are going to celebrate the Silver Jubilee sometime in 1974. I
send you all my good wishes and hope that the present
institution will grow, progress and develop itself into a
huge project.
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With all my good wishes to you,

Yours sincerely,

(6. D. Birla)_
shri B. P. Khaitan, ‘
Calcutta.



Shri B P Khaitan Shri R P Khaitan

Founder President Founder Secretary

The power of education
lies in its ability to
transform lives.
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MR. GK KHAITAN

Dear Students, Faculty, and Friends,

As we turn the pages of this edition of our school magazine, we are reminded of the vibrant community
that makes our school so special. Each article, poem, and photograph reflects the creativity, hard work, and
unique perspectives of our talented students and dedicated staff.

This year has been filled with challenges and triumphs, learning experiences and moments of joy. Our students have
shown remarkable resilience and adaptability, whether in academics, sports, or the arts. Together, we have created a supportive environment
where everyone can thrive and contribute to our school's legacy.

Let this magazine be a celebration of our achievements and a reminder of the bonds we share. It is not just a collection of our
accomplishments, but a reflection of our stories, passions, and the spirit of collaboration. I encourage you all to explore the pages,
appreciate the myriad of talents among us, and think of how we can continue to uplift one another.

Thank you for being a part of this wonderful journey. Here's to many more memories, experiences, and achievements together!

Warm wishes,
Girish Khaitan
Secretary, The BSS School
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MR. NIRMAL KHAITAN

My heart fills with pride and pleasure as I perceive the progress being made at The BSS. From its
early beginning in the year 1950 - I have seen how the seed sown by an elite Society Leaders then,
in the journey of empowering women this school has grown into a strong OAK tree.

The BSS's mission has remained constant to create an environment that promotes academic excellence, inspires intellectual
curiosity, strong ethical values of integrity and respect for elders. I firmly believe that education should foster confidence,
discipline, clarity in thought and decision-making ability to set and achieve goals, and above all social responsibility as a Life-long
process.

I give all my good wishes to the staff, students, parents and all those associated with this Institution. I pray that God, in His divine
benevolence, continues to lead and guide this prestigious Institution for generations to come.

With warm regards,
Nirmal Kumar Khaitan
Vice President, The BSS School
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MS. DIPTI KHAITAN

Dear Students, Staff, and non-teaching staff,

It is with immense pride and gratitude that I address you in this edition of our school magazine. As a
part of the Managing Committee of this esteemed Institution The BSS School, I have had the privilege
of witnessing firsthand the dedication, passion, and excellence that define our school community.

Over the past year after the board has changed to CISCE, we have made remarkable strides in academic achievements and co-curricular
activities. Our students continue to amaze us with their talents, their curiosity for learning, and their compassion for one another. Equally
commendable are our teachers and staff, whose tireless efforts ensure that our school remains a nurturing and challenging environment for
all.

I would also like to extend a special thank you to our parents, whose unwavering support plays such a crucial role in the success of our
students. Together, we are not only fostering future leaders but also shaping responsible and thoughtful global citizens.

As we look ahead to the seventy fifth year, I am confident that the best is yet to come. Let us continue to uphold the values that make our
school so exceptional, and work together to achieve even greater heights.

Warm Regards,
Ms. Dipti Khaitan
Additional Secretary, The BSS School
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MS. SUNITA SEN

Dear All,

Education is not merely acquirement of facts but also of values which help us improve the different facets of mankind.
A pivotal role of education lies in shaping the personality of a child into a healthy mind and happy soul, who is not only equipped
with 21st century skills and aptitude required for academic excellence but also ready to face the challenges of life in a balanced
and harmonious way. Therefore, the system of education should work as a catalyst in making each child a balanced human being having
his core strengths embedded in the learning experiences.

At The BSS School, we enterprise to map academic excellence with a good human value system, which in myriad ways is ingrained in the culture of the school. To achieve
this, we strongly feel that a paradigm shift in the minds of all stake holders should take place so that when the school becomes the hub to initiate and formalize education
it has its tenets enshrined in a good value system; the extension of which is thereby taken home where it is further strengthened. With the change of Board to CISCE, its
ethos is to motivate students to develop excellence and values, which are based on Indian and global experiences, and spiritual and cultural values.

In this pursuit of excellence, I appreciate our parent fraternity for supporting the school in every aspect. I also laud the relentless efforts of our teachers for giving their
best in bringing out the best in each child. But I would exhort the students to be always modest, humble and disciplined, while being ready to expand the horizons of their
knowledge and skills by dreaming big and working hard.

Each issue of our school magazine is a milestone that marks our growth, unfolds our imaginations, and gives life to our thoughts and aspirations. It unleashes a wide
spectrum of creative skills ranging from writing to editing and even in designing the magazine. I congratulate the entire editorial team for their hard work and dedication
in making this dream come true.

With best regards,
Ms. Sunita Sen
Principal, The BSS School
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MS. SUDESHNA BANERIJEE

"Education is the most powerful weapon which you can use to change the world"

It gives me immense pleasure to write a few lines for the Annual School Magazine "Mirror" which has been
conceptualised, designed and framed by our very own students and our dedicated group of teachers. The school
magazine reflects the different areas of development of the students in both academic as well as co-curricular sphere
and thus it will be a rewarding experience for all our beloved students.

Students are like buds in a garden and should be carefully and lovingly nurtured as they are the future of the nation and citizens of tomorrow. No
subject is of greater importance other than Education. We, here at The BSS School, is continuously striving and working to achieve this goal by
providing value based holistic education with special emphasis on character building and imparting high moral values in our students. I am very
confident that The BSS School students will walk those extra miles and break all barriers to become empowered citizens of tomorrow and live up to
the school motto of "Commitment to Excellence'".

I do congratulate all my dear students, teachers and staff for their commendable achievements which reflects their hard work and dedication to take
the school to reach greater heights of glory.
Thank you once again.

Warm Regards,
Ms. Sudeshna Banerjee
Vice Principal, The BSS School
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Thank you once again for giving me this opportunity to be part of the school's annual magazine. I am
truly proud and honoured to be able to send this message. 75th year is a very very special year. We look
back over a time that has gone by, almost a lifetime and we are so grateful for gifts like health and wellbeing
and ability to continue to serve both the child and through them the nation. BSS has done wonderfully well
in this realm. What I really appreciate about this school is its inclusivity. Set up in the heart of a busy market area,
the school stands tall. It invites girls from all socio economic and cultural backgrounds. Every morning we see thousands of girls walking
into this place where they will spend the next six hours, not just learning to read and write but also to become dignified and empowered and
independent woman, who in later years will take on roles of leadership. What more can a country ask of a school?

My wishes to you as you enter into a new year, a year of jubilee and celebration. May you continue to make education meaningful and
inclusive. I am reminded of the words of the Kothari Commission report which begins with the words, "The destiny of India is being shaped
in its classrooms." In your classrooms you are shaping the future of young women who will take on these roles of leadership. Every good
wish and blessing be upon you as you continue to do this work which was begun 75 years ago. May the lamp continue to burn and shine, and
may you continue to create leaders who will make a difference. Every blessing on you.

Warm Regards,
Ms. Hilda Peacock
Academic Consultant, The BSS School
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MS. SHANTA KRISHNAN

I am delighted to be a part of this edition of our school magazine. MIRROR as it is called reflects what
each one of us at The BSS School is. Our Children are like the mirrors in a kaleidoscope reflecting different
colours and designs in the form of art, dance, sports, debates, academics and music. It is a pleasure to see
our children so talented. The makers of this Kaleidoscope are our teachers who have brought out the all round
development in each of our children.

I hope and pray that our children are passionate, and choose what they wish to do and in the pursuit to commit to excellence they as
individuals give back to the society. The pages of our magazine will reveal the beautiful patterns that fold and unfold in the lives of our
children.

I congratulate the editorial board for reflecting the various aspects of our school.
Warm Regards,

Ms. Shanta Krishnan
Dean of Academics, The BSS School
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MS. SAMITA PINCHA

Another year has gone by watching our students find their way in this rapidly evolving age fueled by
digitalization. As we delve deeper in the digital era, we find ourselves trying to adapt, often witnessing
the phrase "The Student becomes the Teacher" come to life. Headwinds from the rapid digitalization in
education combined with the imminent onset of the new has propelled formal education in a new direction.
National Education Policy has made students of us all. Nonetheless, we remain committed to our core ideals of

"Commitment to Excellence" in providing a holistic, student centric approach to education, which has worked well for our students
over the years. Our way of nurturing talents and honing soft skills is what sets our BSS School apart.

Besides, the seamless coordination between the management and teachers, the bond of teachers and students as well as timely
support of Parents and the sincere effort and perseverance of our students is what allows us to work as a close-knit community in
our search for knowledge and excellence, thereby preparing our children for a bright and prosperous future.

Warm Regards,
Ms. Samita Pincha
Headmistress, The BSS School
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MS. SUDESHNA GHOSH

The beautiful thing about learning is that no one can take it away from you. The BSS School offers

a broad education focusing on the all round excellence of each student. We believe in moulding them
to be good human beings with good values and helping them to reach the pinnacle of success. We pride
ourselves on the "family feel" of our school and the relationships that are formed between the students, parents
and staff. The year 2028 was a significant year for us, as the BSS school transitioned from the West Bengal Board
to CISCE, alongside our existing Higher Secondary Board curriculum. Thus it marked an important milestone in our academic journey.
Along with this, in 2023 we have also incorporated new Class XI syllabus, which will provide our students with a more comprehensive and
challenging education. The year 2025 will see our first batch of students appearing for the ICSE exams. It has been undoubtedly a Herculean
task to mould the students and raise their standards to acceptable levels as per the requirement of the new board within such a short span of
time. This uphill task has been possible, only with the Management's tremendous support and cooperation at all levels. They have provided
all the impetus to go ahead and make it happen. We are equally fortunate to have the support of the Administrative Heads who have stood
beside us like pillars with their untiring effort and unconditional support and encouragement. The tenacity, dedication and unwearied
endeavour of the teachers, the involvement, participation and cooperation of parents and of course the whole hearted commitment and
diligence of the students, have helped us to move forward in our journey.
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Warm Regards,
Ms. Sudeshna Ghosh
Academic Coordinator

XI-XII Arts & Commerce
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MS. DEBLINA MITRA

"Education is not the learning of facts, but the training of the mind to think."
-Einstein

Dear students,

As we step into the threshold of the 75th year of School's Foundation Day, we are indeed fortunate that all stakeholders of The BSS School
have embarked on a shared journey with one goal in mind - to shape the future of the young students. Here, we encourage you to transform
your curiosity into knowledge, to develop your critical thinking, to stand up for your rights and above all to learn to dream. You must learn
"to strive, to seek, to find and not to yield" to any wrongs and adverse situations. Equip your minds with the tools to think deeply, to face
challenges courageously and to contribute meaningfully to the society. It is here in this sacred and secured temple of learning, we believe
you will grow strong and resilient with the support of your teachers and mentors. In our classrooms, let us together lay the foundation for a
better world, one built on reason, compassion and commitment to the common good. We wish each young mind to blossom in the pursuit
of truth, beauty and excellence. Cherish the thirst of knowledge for it will remain your guiding light forever.

Warm Regards,
Ms. Deblina Mitra
Senior Teacher of English & Academic Coordinator

VIitoX



Gz e
ekt of e (e (Covidtinatis
MS. NIDHI AGARWAL

We at The BSS School believe that extracurricular activities are an integral part of the educational
journey as they are not just a break from the rigorous academic schedule but also allow students to
engage their minds in creative and innovative ways, often leading to a deeper understanding of themselves and
the world around them. As Albert Einstein once said, "Creativity is intelligence having fun."

To illustrate the impact of extracurricular activities, consider the example of one of the most successful entrepreneurs of
our time, Elon Musk. As a student, Musk was deeply involved in activities outside the traditional academic sphere. These experiences, gained
through self-driven extracurricular engagement, laid the foundation for his future ventures, including SpaceX and Tesla. Musk's story is a powerful
reminder that the interests and skills developed outside the classroom can play a crucial role in shaping one's future success.

Moreover, participating in extracurricular activities teaches students valuable life skills such as teamwork, time management, and leadership. This
is echoed by the famous saying, "Alone we can do so little; together we can do so much," by Helen Keller. These experiences are invaluable as they
prepare students for the challenges of the future, both in their personal and professional lives.

In addition, extracurricular activities provide a platform for students to express themselves, build friendships, and develop a sense of community.
As Aristotle wisely noted, "Man is by nature a social animal." By participating in these activities, students learn to navigate social dynamics and build
relationships that often last a lifetime.

Warm Regards,
Ms. Nidhi Agarwal
ECA Coordinator, The BSS School
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2025, the 75th year of The BSS School, has truly been
momentous. To even have the opportunity to be the Head Girl for
the Platinum Jubilee Year of the school has been an honour and a
privilege like no other. Throughout the years, The BSS School has
taught me so many lessons, helped me face so many life events, and given
me a home and a community and | can only hope | was able to give back even a small fraction
of what the school deserves.

The 75th year has been full of important events, and all about honouring the school's legacy. It
fills me with pride everytime | see the 75th year logo of the school, since it's a symbol which
reminds everyone of the journey BSS has been through to get to this precious moment.

The BSS School has been in my family since before | even joined, since my sister was a student
here as well, so | have a very special attachment to this place | call my second home. |
remember playing on the ground during recess and making up different stories with my
friends, participating in different events as a primary schooler, having rehearsals, going to
fests as | grew up, and most surreally, organizing events for my very own school throughout
this past year. Through it all, BSS has been a constant. It's helped to shape me into who | am
today, as I'm sure it has done for every one of it's students.

BSS has always taught me how to be patient and compassionate and shown me how to be a
good guide and mentor, which is exactly what | aspired to be as Head Girl to every person
who's ever interacted with me, and | sincerely hope I've succeeded.

| feel incredibly lucky to be part of such a memorable year. From childhood elocutions to
organizing farewells, it's given me memories for a lifetime. Thank you BSS, for giving me a
chance to give back to you as well.

Dyuti Kundu, XII Arts
Head Girl

As the Deputy Head Girl of the school, my role has always been
about supporting, uplifting, and standing beside the student commumty
—basically being the person you can count on whether it’s for guidance,
reassurance, or a friendly “you got this” look during stressful moments. I've learned that
leadership isn’t only about giving directions; it’s about being approachable enough that
people actually want to come to you... even if it’s just to vent about how long the day feels.

My focus has always been on creating a space where discipline and warmth can peacefully
coexist (yes, it is possible). | prioritize open communication, quick problem-solving, and
keeping myself accessible so that students feel comfortable sharing concerns, ideas, or even
last-minute requests that magically appear five minutes before an event.

Working closely with the Head Girl, teachers, and the student council has taught me that
teamwork is less about perfection and more about understanding each other, fixing things
together, and laughing through the occasional chaos. | try to lead through consistency—
showing up, staying committed, and giving my best even on days when my to-do list looks
like it has no mercy.

Being part of school initiatives and service activities has shown me how powerful small
actions can be. Every project and campaign is a reminder that we all have something
meaningful to contribute, whether big or small.

School life—with its deadlines, events, and last-minute “surprises”—can feel like a whirlwind.
But I’'m here to make sure every student feels supported, understood, and confident along
the way.

Aarifah Khan, XIl Commerce
Dep. Head Girl
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MOMENTS OF PRIDE
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WEST BENGAL - 2024
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The BSS School

Zone: South Kolkata
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With immense pride, we welcomed
Hon. Sh. Firhad Hakim Sir, Mayor, to
inaugurate the stunning mural
created by our talented students. This
initiative symbolizes our
commitment to rejuvenating the
environment around the school and
fostering a greener, more vibrant
community for all!

Mural
Inauguration
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Chitty Chitty
Bang Bang

The Car That Flew into Our Hearts

Over two evenings at Kala Mandir, our Annual Function unfolded
like a storybook brought to life. Chitty Chitty Bang Bang filled the
stage with colour, rhythm, and wonder, as a peculiar car, born of
invention and belief, led us into a world where imagination ruled.
From that first spark of an experiment gone wrong or two kids
playing, the stage began to breathe with possibility. Music turned
into motion, motion into meaning. Laughter resisted fear, hope,
authority while freedom answered restraint with flight. The world
of Vulgaria sharpened its edges, only to be softened by courage,
love and song. When the car finally rose, it did so as a promise
fulfilled - proof that dreams, when trusted, defy gravity. Across
both evenings, Kala Mandir echoed with applause, holding the
glow of a dream shared and the joy of having believed.






The Closing Ceremony of the 75th Year celebrations
of The BSS School was held on 7th January, 2026. It
commenced with an auspicious invocation to Lord

Ganesha, setting a spiritual and solemn tone. This
was followed by addresses from the Secretary, Mr.
G.K. Khaitan, and the Principal, Ms. Sunita Sen. The
programme was further elevated by the felicitation
of the Chief Guest, Colonel Dr. Sumita Patnaik, and
the ceremonial lighting of the lamp. Her address
was deeply inspiring, motivating the students to
dream big, remain consistent, and believe in the
power of women empowerment. This was followed
by an engaging question-answer session, during
which students actively interacted with the Chief
Guest and gained valuable insights. Her
presentation on joining the Indian Army further
enriched the programme, leaving a lasting impact
and encouraging students to pursue discipline,
courage, and service to the nation.
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'[Learning is a treasure

that follows its owner
everywhere."




On Rabindra Jayanti, our school presented

"Chitrungada". one of Tagore's "famous five" of

dance-dramas, in which movement became

representative oftlmughts carrying meaning.

The pcrformuncc followed a singfc question

central to Rabindranath Tagore’s vision -

whether love asks for transformation, or for

recognition,

warrior, formed

When desire

ity, the dance

ige - brilliant,

T'he turning point

I not in rejectior but in release, guided

by Tagore’s counsel : “CT TIRY -1
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FAF @ 11" The choreography obeyed this
wisdom, letting illusion pass without erosi

of the self. What remained was Tagore’s

enduring truth spoken without “If you

(ﬁ'ign to love me, love me as 1. The

wtion ended not in spcct:lclc. but in
A, g
that dlgmt}' 18 rved
unly when the self is allowed to remain whole.
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RANI LAXIVI BAI HOUSE -z

Leadership begins with responsibility, and serving as the Red House Captain of Rani Lakshmi
Bai House has been a journey of learning and growth. The moment the badge was pinned to
my uniform, | felt deeply honoured while becoming aware of the sincerity, dedication, and
steady guidance the role demands. It reinforced the belief that true leadership is shaped by
actions rooted in trust, discipline, and integrity.

Over the past two years, our house has actively participated in numerous interhouse events,
reflecting enthusiasm and teamwork. In March 2024, our dancers achieved the Second Position
in Folk Dance, marking a proud moment for our house. In October 2024, our speakers
impressed with their clarity and confidence, securing Third Positions in both Bengali and Hindi
Elocution. One of the most memorable achievements of the year was winning the First Prize in
the Interhouse Talent Show, which showcased the collective creativity and unity of our house
Our journey of progress continued in August 2025, with commendable performances including
a Third Prize in Debate and a First Position in Hindi Elocution. These accomplishments stand as
a testament to the dedication, cooperation, and perseverance of every member of Rani Lakshmi
Bai House.

As captain, | am committed to upholding these values and strengthening the spirit that defines
our house. | aim to encourage teamwork, lead with fairness, and support each member in
growing with confidence. With shared determination and unity, | look forward to guiding Rani
Lakshmi Bai House towards a future that remains strong, inspiring, and driven by
excellence.Leadership begins with responsibility, and serving as the Red House Captain of Rani
Lakshmi Bai House has been a journey of learning and growth. The moment the badge was
pinned to my uniform, | felt deeply honoured while becoming aware of

Soha Khalid
Captain

Shreya Jaiswal

SOHA RHALID. X1 COMMERCE Vice Captain

CAPTAIN. RANI LAXMIBAI RED HOUSE
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Stepping into the role of Green House Captain for 2025-26 is a moment I'll always treasure. When | first joined house
activities years ago, | never imagined that the cheers, banners, and friendly competitions would one day lead me here
— wearing this badge with pride and purpose.

Over the years, | have come to understand what truly makes Green House special. It is not just the events or the
victories; it's the unity, the teamwork, and the steady commitment of every member. Each success and setback has
taught me that winning is more than trophies — it's about showing up, giving your best, and standing together no
matter what.

Being chosen as captain is both an honour and a responsibility. This badge reminds me to lead with honesty, to listen, Mubashreen Ahmed
and to support every student who carries the Green House spirit. My goal is to be a captain who encourages effort, Captain
celebrates improvement, and inspires all of us to aim higher together.

In the coming year, | want us not only to participate but to excel with discipline, pride, and passion. And yes — | will
proudly be the one reminding everyone to wear their badges, attend assemblies, and show up with full enthusiasm,
because every small act of commitment strengthens who we are.

As | enter my final year at The BSS School, | feel immense gratitude for this place that has become my second home.
The friendships, lessons, and challenges have shaped me, and | hope to guide my juniors the way my seniors once
guided me — so the legacy of Green House continues: strong, united, and full of heart.

Here's to a year of hard work, joy, and unforgettable memories.
Go Green, Go Strong!

Shreya Bose

MUBASHREEN AHMED
CAPTAIN. SAROJININAIDU GREEN HOUSE Vice Captain
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Mother Teresa once said, “Not all of us can do great things, but we can do small things with great love,”
and this belief forms the very foundation of our house.

As the captain of the Blue house, | feel immensely lucky to be chosen as the one who is thought to have
the capability of leading this amazingly talented and high spirited house of the school .

From the very first day | have learnt that leadership means standing together firmly and caring for one

another and this house has taught me countless lessons , unity and responsibility

As once quoted ,"With great power comes great responsibilities ", | took a vow to stand beside my

house in both success and failure, no matter what challenges come our way.

To every member of the Blue House, your hard work and spirit inspire me every day. True victory is not .
only about winning, but about supporting each other and moving forward as one. Together, we will Arunima Das
face every difficulty and rise stronger, united in purpose and heart. Captain

In the laat academic year, a number of events were held in which the Mother Teresa house truly outdid

themselves.

In March , Blue house participated in the Inter-House competition, where we conquered the Ist position

in Eastern Dance and Eastern Song and 3rd position in Western music.

After few months , in the month of October we secured Ist and 2nd position in Bengali elocution and

Hindi elocution respectively.

Not every loss is a loss as Mother Teresa said , "It's not about how much you do, but how much love you

put into what you do that counts.”. Hence to conclude the report | would like to say

' am immensely proud of the mighty warriors and talented members of this house. United in spirit, we

look forward to carrying the legacy of the Mother Teresa House ahead with compassion and kindness. ' /I8 N

ARUNIMA DAS. XII COMMERCE
CAPTAIN. MOTIHER TERESA BLUE HHOUSE

Sanika l
Vice Captain
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"Some roles are not remembered not for how loudly they shine, but for how steadily they
hold things together"

Yellow House has formed a part of my school life since class I, and being entrusted with its
captaincy in class Xl felt like a quiet responsibility, rather than a highlight. This year was
especially meaningful as we served as badgeholders during The BSS School's 75th year - a
milestone larger than ourselves

Our role was often backstage: helping out at the opening ceremony, contributing to the
rehearsal for the Annual Production, and assisting in the smooth conduct of school events. The
notable moments of leading the Yellow House march past on Independence Day felt elating,
carrying on the legacy of the Florence Nightingale Flag. The official badgeholders' photoshoot on
the school terrace marked another quiet milestone - a reminder of how far we had come.
Leadership lived in everyday moments, especially while supporting our senior batch (2024-'25)
whenever help was needed.

| am deeply thankful to my Vice Captain, Snata Bhattacharya, and to our teachers for their
consistent guidance. To the budding leaders who wear yellow with pride and excitement -
remember leadership begins in how we support our house, stand by our peers, and carry our
responsibilities with sincerity. As | step forward, | carry with me not just a title, but the quiet
strength of Yellow House — learned through service, steadiness, and shared purpose.

Kaushani Bnural
Captain

CAPTAIN. FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE YELLOW HOUSE Snata Bhattacharya
Vice Captain

KAUSHANI BARAL
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The Altius Club functions as the school's leading
intellectual forum, uniting students interested in literature,
debate, oratory, and diplomacy. Through interactive discussions,
simulations, and literary engagements, the club consistently
promotes critical thinking, confident expression, and global awareness.
Under the Multilateral Discussions and Youth Diplomacy

Initiative, the club organised a structured Intra-MUN workshop and
simulation on 26th and 27th March 2025 for students of Classes 7, 8, 9,
and 11. Conducted over one and a half days, the programme combined
training in Model United Nations procedures with live committee sessions.
Participants represented the UNGA and the Indian Committee, engaging in
resolution-based deliberations. While Day 1 focused on international
diplomacy, Day 2 addressed Indian socio-political issues. The formal dress
code aligned with the respective agendas, and the programme concluded
with a closing ceremony recognising student participation.

The Cultural and Literary Discourse Initiative was showcased through the
Book Lovers Day Assembly, “Literary Passports: A Tour Around the World”", held
on Tst August 2025. Planned and conducted by the club, students presented
literary analyses as delegates from various countries, emphasising cultural
context and interpretative depth.

Additionally, in collaboration with the Library Squad, the club curated a literary
display board outside the library featuring excerpts, insights, and student-
created illustrations, fostering sustained literary appreciation.

Sourosree Ganguly, XI| Arts

Vice President, Altius Club




The Interact Club of The BSS School has carved its own path
through years of compassion, dedication, and teamwork.
What began as a small school club has now grown into a
name that shines across Kolkata and beyond, even on the
international stage.

From river-cleaning drives and literacy workshops for
underprivileged children, to organizing clothes drives during
the festive and winter seasons, working hand-in-hand with
specially-abled children, feeding stray dogs and cats, and
hosting sustainability workshops promoting the “Reduce-
Reuse-Recycle” model — you name it, and the Interact Club
has done it all.

CLUB EXCELLENCE AWARD

HONORING THE INTERACT CLUB OF THE BSS SCHOOL

‘Annual ints
Most

2024 - 2028, 4 N This year marks our 75th milestone, and our efforts have been
G recognised through numerous honours, including the
International Recognition Award, Care for the Specially-Abled
Award, and the River Cleaning Award at the Rotary Annual
Interact Meet Awards, as well as the Sabar Pujo Drive Award
and The Telegraph Anand Paul Memorial Award for Social
Service, among many others.

CWbD 2090  Established O Aupust 2023
SPONSORED BY THE

Serving as the President of the Interact Club has been nothing
short of an honour. From skipping classes to spend time with
those who may never get the chance to be in one, to fulfilling
my dreams through service, and earning international
recognition — it has been an unforgettable journey.

A heartfelt thank you to The BSS School and Rotary for their
constant guidance and support. The Interact Club will
continue to serve with passion and uphold our school's
commitment to excellence in all that we do.

Sania Chatterjee, XI| Arts
President, Interact Club



Being a part of the Eco-Warriors Club is not just
about the name on our badges, it is about the spirit
behind it. In this special 75th year, we were
fortunate to contribute so much toward nature and
sustainability, and we believe that the smallest step
toward sustainability can spark real change, and we
set out to make that happen together.

The activities carried out by our club this year:

- Planted saplings in the school garden and later
sowed radish and mustard seeds.

- Identified and labeled plant species throughout
the campus, with each floor proudly named after a
plant.

+ Celebrated Earth Day and Tiger's Day through
placards, play, presentations, and quizzes.

- Participated in online sustainability quizzes,
securing first place twice.

- Created impactful charts on global warming and
ozone depletion for display at the school gate.

- Designed a model of our school showing how we
conserve water and energy through solar panels,
reusing air conditioner and cooler water for
mopping.

Looking back, this journey has taught me to be
more aware, responsible, and active. | am grateful
to my vice president, our dedicated members, and
the teachers who supported us throughout.
Together, we turned ideas into action — and that is
what being an Eco-Warrior truly means.

Anisha Chaudhary, Xl Science
President, Eco-Warrior Club
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19 girls from classes 8 to 12 were taken to an event organized by the Indian Army at Dhanadhyanyo Manch, Kolkata were students and parents  The Interact Club members of The BSS School went to Jyotirmoy Public
over the city were assembled and shown the different arms and the officers showcased their life during their training and war periods School on Children’s Day 2024 where they met and had a fun time with

the kids there and later distributed food packets among them

Christmas gifts distribution at Jyotirmai Club- initiative taken by the On January 8, 2025, the Interact Club of The BSS School successfully organized a clothes donation drive
members of the Interact Club of The BSS School under the Gariahat flyover to extend support to underprivileged individuals.
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A RALLY FOR SPREADING AWARENESS ABOUT ASTRONOMY WORKSHOP P e INTERACTIVE SESSION ORGANIZED BY

THE DANGER OF USING MOBILE PHONES ON WORKSHOP NASA, WITH AEROSPACE ENGINEER
ROAD AISHA BOWE AT THE AMERICAN CENTRE

§ \ | S

HISPANIC FESTIVAL AT KOLKATA BOOK THE MARCH PAST TEAM WITH THEIR FIRST RUNNER UP AT AMERICAN CENTER STUDENTS TEACHING AT JYOTIRMOI
TROPHY THEATER COMPETITION SCHoOOL
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A Visit te @ Villgge

In the last winter vacation | visited a
village named Mirpur. The
village was very beautiful. My
cousins live there with their

parents.There | visited fieldsfull of
crops, grains and vegetables.
| played with my cousins and their
friends and enjoyed fresh delicious
food cooked by my aunt. |came
back from there with a lot of
beautiful memories.
Koushani Chakraborty
8

Somaijita Dasgupta
IV-A

on g (hristmas kve

One Christmas eve, a girl named Jiya decorated a Christmas tree with
Christmas omaments. She went to bed after that. At midnight she suddenly
heard a loud noise. As she came out of her room she saw Santa Claus near
the Christmas tree.lt made her very happy. Santa gave her a gift. That very
minute the alarm rang. She realized that it was a dream. She woke up and
saw a pencil box beside her pillow. She was surprised to see the beautiful
box and understood that it was a gift from Santa. She thanked Santa in her
prayers and she felt very happy.

i
UKG-B

Debadrita Saha
-

A mother is born

Roshni was counting the last minutes of her life.
Her three year long battle with the il fated
disease was coming to an end However before
her time was up she had a‘Dream'to live and a
‘Promise to keepn a feeble voice she calls her
friend Shikha her friend and partner in multiple
crimes to her bedside and entrusts her little
‘bundle of joy with her.The moment Shikha takes
the newborn in her arms she experiences a surge
of emotions ,never felt before and thereby
aMother is born.she embraces the new role
amidst the unpreparedness she has to grapple
with. By a stroke of fate she embarks on
‘Motherhood' ,one that defies Biology and is not
restricted within the realms of science.
Juni Mazumder

Debporna Goswami
<

MY S¢Hool Bus

Every day | go to school by my school bus. Itis
lemon yellow in colour. It comes to pick me
up at08.00 am in the morning and drops me
on time. It has very spacious and comfortable
seats, it has six wheels and 47 seats. | go to

school with my school friends. Our driver uncle
drives the bus, our conductor uncle guides the
bus properly and our bus didi looks after us. |
enjoy my school bus rides alot
~Priyangi Acharya,
A

Kaushani Dey
I-C

A Experience

Today | am going to share one of my best experiences in my life. | was only five years old
and | visited my village home. One afternoon my father took me for a ride on his motorcycle.
I'saw the sun was shining and it was raining in the distance. Then a beautiful and colourful
half round arch appeared in the sky. My father said it is rainbow. It was the first time | had
seen a rainbow, so | was very excited. | saw it has seven colours. My father told me how it is
made. Rainbows are formed when sunlight reflects on raindrops. The rainbow is a
combination of seven colours. The seven colours are violet, indigo, blue, green, yellow,
orange and red. In short form it is called VIBGYOR. As soon as the rain stopped, the rainbow
faded away. | was very happy to see such a beautiful creation of nature that day and also
gained some knowledge while observing the beauty of the rainbow.

Dishani Das
n-A

Ii!ncceou‘p::a{:i,e benelits of oytdoor play

1was atiny seed 3 . i 3
After a little while, Playing outside and moving our body is super

1grew up well and shine. fun! When we run, jump, and play, it makes

DA Use to/8ing Sond) our muscles strong, and we feel like a superhero.
Butterfly used to fly around,

Feorie imed s Gt amd et Qrguthlng in fresh air while playing or
Under my shade. riding a cycle makes us feel happy and full of
©One day a man came energy. Outdoor exercise is not just good for
Withe bigsawand blads: our body; it helps our brain too! We get to explore,
He cut down all the N y h .
Twigs and Boughs, _imagine, and learn new things. So, let's go
Not a single tree was left outside, play together, and be healthy and happy.

They took our life
And took our homes.
Madeitbarren
with no soul. .
Himanya Bhardwaj

Aishani Saha
[
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1 THE SHILE oF THE Sul

The sky is light blue,
The ecstasy is new-
And the credit is won
By the smile of the sun.
The flower garden blooms.
The joys chase away glooms.
And all these are done
By the smile of the sun.
And fun is all around-
From the sky to the ground.
And who made all the fun?

THANK You TEACHER

You're my Teacher, you're the
best,

Tome you stand out amongst
therest

Helping me each day tolearn,
With each day a page to turn.

The seeds you've planted will

help me bloom,

Butnow is the time to say

“Thanks” to you.

For not just anybody can do
the job you do,

28 It takes a hero, just like you

Thank Yoy Lorq

The flowers, the colours

Tothe 'Heqven on Eqrth

We went to Kashmir in the month of July. It was my

Why, the SMILE OF THE SUNI } TE Ac NG |s ;olr:::; SRS
‘Sharan
Y WoTOF HEART 2575,

lessons and motivation
So now it's time for a well-
deserved vacation
Aarushi Shaw
-

%0
-"‘ L Pawis ang Pawsitivity

In the bustling city of Zanadoodie, there lived a peculiar cat
named Unlike other cats,Whi in had an
uncanny talent for playing the ukulele. One day, he decided to
form a feline band called' The Jazzy Paws".
The band comprised Whiskerstein on the ukulele, Muffin on the
saxophone, and Sparkle on the
drums. Their first gig was at the grand opening of a fish market,
and the excitement among the city's cats was palpable.
As The Jazzy Paws started their performance, something
unexpected happened. A group of mice, led by Maestro
Mouseowitz, couldn't resist the catchy tunes and decided to join
in. They brought tiny instruments and danced along with the
music, creating an impromptu jazz party.
The crowd, a mix of cats and mice, soon forgot their differences
and united in a shared love for music. Whiskerstein couldn't
believe his eyes - his feline band had unintentionally
orchestrated a purrfect harmony between two rival animal
groups.
Word of The Jazzy Paws and their magical music spread across
Zanadoodle. Soon, they were invited to perform at various events,
from rooftop parties to charity fundraisers. The band became a
symbol of unity and harmony in the city.
In an unexpected twist, The Jazzy Paws even collaborated with
Maestro Mouseowitz and his mouse musicians to create a
ground-breaking jazz fusion album. The album, titled “Paws and
Pawsitivity,” topped the charts and became a sensation far
beyond Zanadoodle.
In the heart of the city, cats and mice continued to groove
together, prcvmg that music has the power to bridge gaps and
expected gend of The Jazzy
Paws lived on, |nsplnng generations of cats and mice to dance to
the beat of unity.

Himanya Bhardwaj

s

Shazana Ali
n-s

The nd the ¥
T::y t:rds, m:f:,:ns first trip to the mountains and | was very excited.
The sun and the seasons, We flew to Srinagar which is the capital of Kashmir
The trees, the hills in summer. In Srinagar | visited the
The rivers nr’\d the seas; Shankaracharya Temple and the Mughal Gardens.
The snow and the rulns’ Nothing can beat the shikara ride on the beautiful
The breeze on the lakes, Dal Lake surrounded by the majestic mountains.
The smiles of children % Next, | travelled with my friends and family to
The happiness of heaven, Pahalgam. | forgot everything about the outside
All has been given to us- world as | looked out of the window of the car. | was
held speechless by the beauty of nature- the

On this beautiful Earth!
snow-capped mountains, the dense population of

Thank you, Lord!
cider trees and the crystal-clear water of the
forthe girssontio o= Lidder river following continuously along our road
Aaishani Das ng ly along

are memories which are still fresh in my mind. we

JeC also went for trekking to the Aru Valley. | enjoyed

my trip a lot and loved visiting Kashmir, famously
also known as, ‘Heaven on Earth.’

The boy ang the cgman

Once upon a time, there was a little boy named Anand. He was a kind and responsible boy.
When he was seven years old, his mother died due to corona virus. So, he stayed with his
father. One day, while going to school, Anand saw an old man lying under a tree. Anand was
very scared but still he went to the man and asked “Excuse me! What happened? You look so
sad.” Then the old man asked him to give him some food because he was very poor and
hungry. Anand picked up his bag and took out his tiffin box. In his tiffin box, there was a
muffin, a carrot, laddoo, two gulabjamuns, some rotis and potato fries. He asked the old man
to eat some food from his tiffin box but the old man thought for some time and said “This is
your tiffin. Why should | take some food from you? still Anand replied “Even though itis
mine, you can have it. You don’t have anything to eat.” The old man smiled and took the
laddoo and the carrot. He was very happy with the food he ate. Actually, the old man was
Anand's fairy Godmother. She was only testing Anand to see how kind or unkind he was. At
night, when Anand was sleeping on his bed. Suddenly, his Fairy Godmother entered his
house and she left some money and lovely clothes for him and his father to wear. She also
left some tasty snacks for Anand so that he can take those the next day to school as tiffin. The
next day, when Anand woke up, he was surprised to see such lovely gifts! He knew it was the
work of his Fairy Godmother. He thanked her and he never stopped helping poor people.
Adrija Roy
n-c

Rushita Halder
I-C



MY TRIP TO KERALA

Travelling is one of the most beautiful hobbies in our lives. Travelling helps us to see a
lot, to know a lot and to gain a lot of happy moments. To satisfy our hunger for travel
we went to Kerala last year. It was a six-day trip from 26th August to 3ist August. | went
with my parents, elder sister, maternal uncle and aunt and my little cousin. The spots
we chose to visit were- Munnar, Thekkady, Alappey and Kovalam. We spent two days
amongst the breathtaking hill top views and tea gardens of Munnar. My family
arranged a surprise birthday party for me there as it was my birthday on the 26 th . It
was the most memorable day of my life. At Munnar we visited the Ripple Waterfalls,
Rose Garden, sunset point etc. After spending quality time at Munnar, we moved to
Thekaddy. On our way to Thekaddy, we went for an elephant ride which was the best
experience | had. We spent the next day visiting the spice gardens and the tea estates.
This was followed by a night-stay in a houseboat in Alappey where we enjoyed the
backwaters. Since we visited Kerala during Onam, we were lucky to enjoy the festivities
and witness the famous snake boat race. Our last destination was Kovalam. We stayed
at the beautiful Taj Resort which had a private beach along the shores of the Arabian
Sea and even a lagoon inside. There we enjoyed a boat ride in the evening. We also
celebrated my cousin’s birthday at the beach that night. Since it was monsoon during
our time of visit, we experienced a heavenly climate amongst the natural beauty of
Kerala which justified why the state is known as “God's Own Country!”. We relished their
local food like the typical Malabar cuisine and the traditional Onam thali. We clicked a
lot of pictures and enjoyed the trip very much. Ama Paliar
n-c

AN enhanced life

There was a girl who lived in the forest. No one quite knew her
name. She was a nice, kind-hearted girl and was friends with the
forest animails. Elephants, giraffes, lions, tigers, monkeys were her
best friends. One day one of her best friends, who was a lion
found a crowded rich city near by the jungle. The lion told his
friends about the city. They all wanted to go to that city. The girl
and others made a boat and started sailing towards the city.
When they reached, they all saw rich people, statues, roads and
vehicles. They all thought they could stay-there forever. Suddenly
aman saw them dnd got scared. The man shouted in fear and
called the police. When the police arrived, they found a place to
hide. Later, they sailed back to the forest. They spent their lives'in

the forest enjoying nature while the people of the city had

problems every day. They chose to live in the peaceful forash
which they thought, is better lharﬁ v i

Adrija Roy
n-c
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During the winter holidays, my parents took me and my sister, Shridatri to Dooars. We had
our stay right in the outskirts of the forest. During the jungle safari, we were all mesmerised
by the grandeur and serenity of the forest. Lots of birds, few spotted deer and one peacock
made our day by their appearances.
The splendour of the forest was so captivating that my sister and | couldn't resist ourselves
from making a plan to visit the jungle once more. My sister, who | fondly call Diya, thinks that
she is my guardian in the absence of our parents although she herself is in her teens. When
we were making plans, the caretaker of our hotel told us not to go to the forest as it is not
safe for children.
“It's alright’, said Diya, when he went away, “We'll sneak out through the back gate of the
hotel.*
Finally, we managed to escape to the forest as per our plan. Strolling through the jungle we.
reached near a pretty crystal-clear river.
“Good Heavens", | cried, “That house looks older than the ogres!” When Diya looked up, she
‘saw what | meant. On the other bank of the river stood a rather withered house. It looked
more like a pile of old sticks and stones, instead of a house. “Let's go there", insisted Diya. |
agreed. Just as we were about to cross the river, a few young maidens stopped us and said,
“This house is haunted, don't go there.” But Diya 1d t. The
bell and a packet containing a mixture of sugary water and dead flowers and uld.
“Whenever you are in need, ring the bell and at the same time open this sachet. We will
appear before you.” We thanked them and went on our way.
When we reached the steps of the house, | suddenly found myself being dragged behind. |
tried to call Diya, but my voice had been drained out. By the time she realised | was gone, it
‘was too late. She said to herself “What will Mum and Dad say?” All of a sudden, she
remembered the maidens and instantly rang the bell and opened the sachet. When the
maidens red, she asked them “Where did my sister go?”
“Your sister has been kidnapped by Ghost Gordon. He took her to the peepal tree on the
other side of the forest." said . Diya said that 50 much without
resting or having food and water. The maidens assured her not to worry as they had plenty
of food and water with themselves.
When they reached the peepal tree, Diya anxiously started looking for me through the
leaves and branches, but couldn't find me. “My sister is not on the treel”, screamed Diya.
“Ah, but she is under the tree, not on it.", said the youngest maiden. Then she instructed Diya
to sprinkle some potion from the sachet on the bottom of the tree. As soon as the drops
touched the tree, it tilted to one side and Diya was surprised to find me under the roots. |
rushed to embrace my sister and said, “Diya, let's go back to the hotel.” However, we both
realised that we were already lost in the jungle.
The maidens smiled and said, “We will help you go back* Saying s, they took the sachet
and sprinkled some potion on us. Within a blink of an eye, we were back in our hotel.
Later that evening | asked my sister, “Diya, who were those maidens?”
“Idon't know..” said Diya, “But | think they were the Forest Fairies..”




Nventeroys Rohgn

Rohan was a polite and well-mannered boy. He lived in a small village named Charkhol in
North Bengal. He was very good in studies. He had many friends in school. All his friends also
loved him as he was the school topper. However, he was very adventurous. There was a thick
forest a little distance away from his house. Every day while going to school, Rohan wished to
explore the forest. One day when Rohan was eating his breakfast, he asked his mother,
“Mom, | want to explore the forest”. His mother refused as there were many animals in the
forest. Rohan did not take his mother’s words seriously. One day out of his curiosity,

Rohan went to that forest on his way to school. After some time, he found a very old temple.
It had two rusty pillars which were covered with vines. Rohan bravely entered into the temple
and saw a big statue of a sixteen handed Durga. There was a big stone on the crown of
Goddess Durga. Rohan was amazed to see the stone. By that time, he decided to return, the
sun was setting. Rohan did not fear as he had brought a torch with him. When he reached
home, he told his mother about the stone. His mother got very angry and said, “How dare
you go to that forest? Don't you know that there are many wild animals in that forest? What
would have happened if a lion had attacked you? Never go that forest again.” Rohan did not
listen to his mother, and he went to that forest again the next day and brought the stone
home. Rohan’s mother was amazed after seeing the stone. She showed the stone to Rohan's
father, who was an archaeologist. He said that the stone might be very precious. Rohan’s
father showed that stone to his senior who was an expert in that kind of materials. He said
that the temple was built hundreds of years ago by a zamindar. He was a great devotee of
Goddess Durga. He had a very precious stone and was afraid that the stone might get
stolen. One day a gang of dacoits attacked and killed him. The dacoits wanted to steal the
stone but they couldn't enter the temple because there was a strong ray of light from the
temple that made the dacoits blind. From that day, nobody could enter the temple. But as
Rohan was a very good boy, he could enter the temple and take the stone. Rohan’s mother
asked how much the stone would cost. The expert said that it would cost approximately
seven lakhs. However Rohan and his father did not want to sell the stone. They kept the stone
safely in a casket and took it to the museum. Rohan’s exploration was engraved below the
casket. Rohan became a very famous boy in Charkhol and in his school.

Paul

n-c

Vidyanjali Majumdar
V-B
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Where there is no longer any reason to cheat
As there are more individuals and faces to greet."

Good morning everyonel I'm Saujanya and | am honoured and privileged to have this platform to address an issue that | feel | should highlight. No wonder lines from the poem ‘The Lost Key to Equality’ by Marria Atar have already given you an
idea for what | am going to take a few precious minutes from your life. Inspite of knowing that my audience today comprises of many distinguished dignitaries, | would like to consider you as my friends so that | can speak my heart out today, with
a message to convey.

‘Equality’, | first came across this word on the front page of all my text books where the Preamble of our constitution is written. On asking the meaning, my mother explained to me that as a citizen of our country we have certain ‘rights' and among
them is equality.

Equality means we get equal opportunity to be educated and to be treated respectfully irrespective of our caste, religion and sex. However, when my mother was explaining this to me, a boy of almost my age came from the shop across my
house to deliver our monthly groceries and seeing that my faith in our wonderfully drafted constitution vanished. | could not relate what my mother told me to what | was seeing. | started thinking about what made him do this work instead of
going to school.

Yes, | am talking about those children who are the most unfortunate victims of inequality. Wherever we may go, whichever highway we may take. We always find a ‘Chottu’ either cleaning the tables for us or bringing our tea. However, this
inequality is not a phenomenon found only in India. It is deep rooted and can be seen across the world in several forms. | researched a bit and found that in many European countries children become the victim of racism. | read the
autobiography of the famous African American civil rights activist Ruby Bridges where she mentioned how she had to struggle in the formerly whites-only William Frantz Elementary School in Louisiana.

But where there is a will, there is a way. In Ruby's struggle, she had Barbara Henry who stood up against all social taboos to teach Ruby. Now | want to become the Barbara Henry in every Chottu's life in India with your help. You may think | am ‘TOO
SMALL" to dream about this but trust me, friends, we can do it by sharing our knowledge with those who are not as fortunate as us.

Imagine there's no countries
Itisn't hard to do

Nothing to kill or die for

And no religion too

Imagine all the people
Living life in peace

You

You may say I'm a dreamer
But I'm not the only one
Lhope someday you'll join us
And the world will be as one.

Remember these lines from Imagine by John Lennon? Equality, | do believe, is something with which every child is born and itis our duty to create a world where we all get it without any discrimination.

Martin Luther in his historic speech said 'l have a dream that one day this nation will rise up, live out the true meaning of its creed: We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal.' And our former President Dr. APJ Abdul
Kalam made us believe: Dream is not the thing that you see in your sleep but s that thing that does not let you sleep.

I have already taken a baby step with my neighbours by informing all the shop-owners of our locality that we would not buy or accept anything if children are employed even if they are their sons or daughters. EQUALITY is a must, EQUALITY is
inevitable. Let us make it a nation’s dream, the world's roar which should be echoed so hard that it will break all barriers.
-t

Saujanya Bhattacharya
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Among all the books | have read in my lifetime, ‘The Diary of a Young Girl' by Anne Frank is one of my favourites. It is the narrative of Anne's life and the
tortures her family and friends had to face during the Second World War, only because they were Jews! Through Anne's diary we get to see how a girl
of my age had to give up all her hobbies, dreams and aspirations due to the discrimination inflicted upon the Jews under the Nazi regime. The diary
is not a mere memoir of a fourteen year old; it stands as a symbol of the oppression and discrimination faced by millions of people all around the
world on the grounds of race, religion, caste and culture.

Last week, before going to bed, | reread Anne's Diary. That night, | had a beautiful dream.
I was standing in front of a large warehouse. It was winter and there was snow all around. All of a sudden, | heard people screaming and bullets
being fired. Fighter planes were flying over me. Many armed policemen appeared on the streets; | noticed all of them had the symbol of the
‘Swastika’ on their arms. My suspicions were confirmed, | was sure | had been transported into Anne Frank's Diary.
| entered into the warehouse and went up to Anne's 'Secret Annexe), the tiny hideaway where eight Jews were forced to stay cooped up for two long
years! | saw a girl with dark brown hair, brown eyes and crimson lips writing away with utmost concentration. | saw the Franks and the Van Daans
gather for a meagre meal containing nothing but half rotten tomatoes and spinach. | saw how they could not make a single noise after 6 o'clock, in
case anyone heard them. Whenever they heard about air raids or the Gestapo arresting more Jews, their faces turned white with terror. How many
days left for them to be taken away to the concentration camps?
But suddenly, something changed in my dream. | saw the world transform altogether. There were no wars, no concentration camps and no
massacre. | saw Anne and Margot leading a normal life and attending school like any other girl. All Jews in the city were availing public transport,
going to the cinema, using public tennis courts and visiting Christian friends — there were no restrictions. They were happy and content. The yellow
star of discrimination did not exist. | also saw Anne grow up to be a well-known journalist.
This dream will be etched in my memory forever. It was like a fairytale but it made me feel how the everyday lives of millions are completely
destroyed by discrimination and inequality. It reminded me of Anne's famous words,"..I can feel the sufferings of millions and yet if | look up into the
heavens, | think that it will all come right, that this cruelty too will end, and that peace and tranquillity will return again.”
If there were no discrimination in this world, the world could be a heavenly place with no racial conflicts. All people could grow up to their full
potential and live life to their fullest.

Shourja Ghosh
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(DIVERSITY IN CELEBRATION:
[AKE A LOOK AT THE WORLD'S
MOST UNIQUE FESTIVALS.

Festivals are an integral part of hum

communities worldwide. From vibrant §

together, fostering unity and joy. Her

world

Carnival of Rio de Janciro:dleld in B
samba music. and claborate costumes. |

attracting millions of visitors worldwidc

Diwali: Celebrated in India and other cou
triumph of good over evil. The [

lamps. bringing familics and commu

Mardi Gras: Held in New Orleans, USA.

culture. The festival features colorfu

CUISsING
Glastonbury Festival: Taking place e UK, (¢
music lestivals, featuring a diy

music. art, and culture, attract

Holi :Celebrated in India and other count
spring. Participants throw colored powd

Chinese New Year: Taking pl

cemd

cultural event. featuring traditional d
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JOONLIGHT (BEAUTY

—

IUNA. [HE

In a realm where time is as elusive as the fog that clings to the mountains. This place, veiled in secrecy, is the Sanctuary of Night, a place where reality is as fluid as dreams. There's a
legend barely whispered among the few who dare to remember about Luna, who was once just a stargazer, and became the night's sentinel through her curse-turned-gift.
At the core of this nocturnal place blooms an extraordinary flower known as the epiphyllum. To those who are steeped in old lore, it’s the '‘Night's Watcher', bearing witness to the
sober beauty of the world when bathed in darkness.
Embedded within the cosmos of this garden is the spirit Luna, a cosmic guardian who tends to the night with the tender care of an artist touching up a masterpiece. Her nightly ritual
is to embroider the sky with twinkling stars and coax the moon to cast its silver glow across slumbering lands.

Luna, while entranced by her duty, is also shackled by an eternal solitude. Her vigil keeps her distant from the very souls she watches over, locked in her celestial tower, yearning for the
warmth of humanity. Her existence was that of solitude and longing, since her eternal vigil prevented her from facing the tenderness of day, daylight and the colors of sunshine.
Luna wasn't always the mystical spirit of Night and had began her journey as a mortal stargazer. She had the ability to capture and portray the stars like no other. Her amazing talent
captured the attention of an evil deity, who out of jealousy, cursed her to be a spirit bound to the night sky. Luna was isolated from her beloved people below. She was like a dream that
disappeared overnight.

Driven by a deep desire to touch the lives she so tenderly guards, Luna infuses her essence into the heart of the Sanctuary. There, from her untold yearning, sprouts the epiphyllum, a
vessel for a fragment of her immortal spirit.

This flower that bloomed like a dazzling light under the moonlight, becomes a bridge between Luna's world and ours. It's said that to gaze upon the Night's Watcher in full bloom is to
peer into the emotional tapestry of Luna’s heart, a connection so profound that it leaves an indelible mark on the soul. Even though Luna had gained power over the heavens, separated
from the mankind, she remained connected, she created the flower in the garden, reminding the villagers, that though out of sight, she continues to protect and guide them. Her
creation served as ray of hope and a testament to the unseen forces watching over us, making sure we are never actually lonely at nigh.

The legend of the Night's Watcher is not just a story. It's a symbol of the unspoken bond between light and dark, spirit and mortal, the protector and the protected. It reminds us that
even in our most secluded moments, we are not truly alone. The unseen watchers, the quiet protectors, they are always there, guiding, loving, and caring from a world away.

It tells us that the most profound beauty, the most impactful connections may well be those that are not immediately seen, but rather felt in the depths of our being. It tells us that no

distance can sever the ties that bind us to those we cherish.

Rajanya Chanda , IX B



MY RED LETTER DAYS MY SECOND HOME

Board, chalks, duster, chairs and tables are all nonliving. Oh, the memories that the four walls of my
But laughter and love are what makes a classroom classroom holds,
joyous and Lliving. Are enough to make me love this place for a
It is during the exams that the students strive. lifetime untold.
Roars, giggles and silent whispers is a classroom called The laughter, The people, The teachers, The
life. grace
Scolding from the teachers, sweet hugs from friends, All whisper softly, "Keep going, embrace"
"Move in a straight line" is what the Head girl says.
Sleeping during lecturers, alive when the bell rings. From the morning prayers, to the silent tests
Fumbling during Viva, shouting and cheering when the We've learned to try, to give our best
break begins. The canteen smells, and the lunchbox swaps
Homeworks done in class, class works done at home Oh, in these little moments, | wish the time
Roaming in the corridors, when the teacher has not never stops
shown.
These are my red letter days, unforgettable, Oh, | just know, no matter where 1 go | will love
A perfect combination of love and chaos, all memorable. my second home, forever and whole.
Ruhee Afreen Haque , X C Sumedha Das, VIl A
NiVORA

| have to always be a whisper trapped between heartbeat and thought, a tremor that the world
skips over but never quite forgets. | collect fragments smiles folded into paper, conversations that
dissolve before anyone notices, echoes that taste like moonlight and old rain. | have to be the first
to reach, the one who carries stars of warmth in invisible pockets, the slow ache and the burning
pain that no one names. | have storms that destroy my sideways, teaching the stars how to bend,
how to live and linger where no one expects. Still | bloom in silence, not for applause, not for
recognition, but because my bones remember the weight of every hand | have held, every hand I've
let go. Luminara,Solivoria the art of giving everything the yearning of a true moment where You
understand who | am.

Neelakshi Dutta , X C

Srija k

Weight of Words

Words as daggers or words as
feathers, Bilter as medicine or sweel
as sugar. The words spoken, impact

uncertain, Crealing scars, developing
wounds. In the gardens where grew
flowers of happiness, Now lurk the
shadows of sadness. In the dark
wildernesses of night, Murmurs the
words that bite. The tongue as sharp
as knife, The words as pointed as
thorns. First pricks then stabs and

ever it bleeds, Though pain invisible
and unseen it holds. Think thrice
before a word you speak, A word of
yours and a tear of theirs. Words as
daggers or words as feathers, Bitter

as medicine or sweel as sugar.

Zoya Nesar Fatma, VIIIB



Anohita Ray, VIII C

Shagun Agarwal IX C

Rashika Muk
=k

herjee, IX-C

Pratistha Saha, XA

Inside the well

| walked into the monastery absolutely tired. My eyes still
caught the beauty of it's interior. The monastery was
undoubtedly the most beautiful place in the whole Dirang .
Although | didn't have a tour of the whole Dirang because we
were stuck in the homestay, near the monastery for past
three days because all the tourist spots were now dangerous
to visit because of heavy rain and landslides. It was my third
day of the trip, and it was a dark and foggy night unlike any
other night. Since | was bored for two days | decided to take a
look at the monastery. | started with the left side lawn area
which was filled with different flowers which gleamed in the
moonlight and various writing of Buddha were inscripted on
the wall to spread positivity. The whole monastery was quiet .
It felt quite refreshing there until | noticed a well like structure
a little far from where | was. | went towards the well. When |
reached | noticed it was the back side of the monastery and
comparatively darker than other places, there was no light
rather. It was cold and cool breezes were blowing. | felt very
strange and suddenly scared. My eyes began to pain and it
was all watery. | felt very dizzy and started seeing blurry.
Without my knowledge | started walking towards the well. My
hand touched the well and a picture came in front of me,
inside the well it was all red and something was moving.
Something that wasn't holy or normal. As | tried to figure out
what it was | learned towards the well and it felt like someone
was pulling me inside the well. My whole body began to pain
and | felt something twinging inside me. | wanted to shout
out loud but my mouth was all stuck. By this time my legs
were in the air and | was entering into the world unknown.

Aishika Boral , X-A




Lesson from a rose

The rose stood tall, with thorns so bold,
Dew drops sparkled, like diamonds new
to hold.

She whispered secrets to morning
breeze,

And smiled with petals, soft as spring’s
ease.

Her thorns protected her tender heart
that shone bright,

A strong defense, from harm's dark,
endless night.

The dew drops cling to her beautiful face,

Morning's scenic beauty, a peaceful
space.

The rose stood proud, with thorns so fine,

A symbol of love that's truly divine.
Her thorns reminded me of love's sharp
pain,

But her beauty was worth the risk to
gain.

The rose and dew, a perfect, loving pair,
A love so strong, that's beyond compare.

A quick glance, a moment's tender share,

A memory that's forever there.
It may just be a flower, but it teaches us
to love with an open heart,

But to be strong and never stay apart,
And guard our hearts with gentle might,
And bloom with beauty, our inner,
shining light.

Monsoon Raha, VI-C

The art of flavor

In the warmth of the kitchen, | feel alive,
Where spices weave together, flavors
thrive.

With every slice, a new creation begins,
In bubbling pots, my heart spins.

The crackle, the steam, the scent in the air,

Each plate a story, made with love and
care.
From simple ingredients, brilliance
blooms,
In every stir, my spirit assumes.

The pleasure of taste, a rhythm so pure,
A blend of colors, flavors to endure.
Cooking's more than a craft i've learned,

It's where my soul and senses are burned.

Trisha ghosh, X C

Home, Not Alone

1 build the walls to keep us safe,
Lay the stones, each task engraved.

x N ALAT Whianl
Sania Sultana Halder , X SC

Only if we walk it, not alone.

The world needs strength, the world
needs art.

And we're its rhythm, beating heart.
So let the bricks and sunlight meet,

And | paint the skies where dreams can fly, Feel love rise steady, bittersweet.

With whispers soft, we'll never die.
But what's a house without a fire,
Or plans without a soul’s desire?
You're the warmth my hands can’t mold, Ishani Sarkar, X C
A love that keeps the nights from cold.

“Does this road we pave lead us home?”

For every structure needs a soul,
To heal the cracks and make it whole.




e Untovited Melody of the Thyq r,
Or

It was the heart of summer, the air a lazy warmth scented with sun baked earth. Boredom, a restless current, led me to gather my four friends - Ria,
Rahul, Deepak, and Gaurav. Amidst our idle chat, Gaurav proposed an antidote to the dullness: a thrilling ghost hunt at an abandoned hotel on the city's
fringe. Though Ria voiced her fear, cautioning against the old, unsafe ruin, our excitement won her over.

We set out the next morning, our parents none the wiser, bicycles cutting silently through the dew. The hotel loomed, a decaying monument draped in
moss and creeping vines. Pushing the door, the temperature plunged; a startled flock of bats erupted above us, slamming the door shut in their wake.
Dust lay thick, and spiderwebs spanned the gloom like shrouds.

We crept higher, floor by floor, until a sound froze us on the third level: a woman was singing. Her voice, eerily beautiful, echoed from the corridor's end.
There, a figure in a muddy white gown swayed, her back to us. Terror rooted our feet.

She turned. Her face, a grotesque mask of fire scars, and her head seemed impossibly loose. Her beautiful song dissolved into maniacal laughter before
she twisted her body and scuttled toward us on all fours, her bones popping. That sickening sight snapped our paralysis. We fled, tumbling down the stairs
and bursting out the door. The last image seared into my mind was the woman standing in the doorway, her smile impossibly wide, just before the door
slammed shut. Ria fainted.

Safe at home, our parents' scolding was a small price for being alive. Even now, a shiver remains: Is she still singing there, waiting?

Depanweeta Kar , VIIEA
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Before Time Runs Out

I'm almost sixteen, | boarded the taxi alone today.
I have seen last rites, fresh breaths, and sighs
And | do not know what tomorrow awaits.

Sometimes | open my eyes and breathe in the dawn,
| think of all the days bygone.

| think of the firsts, the lasts, the in-betweens,

The people, the lessons, the songs, and the scenes.

The classroom is a field, a stage, the crossing and your home,
It is the restaurant, the park, and the places where you prayed,
It is only a great unknown world,

In which a home is to be made.

So tomorrow when | board the taxi, I'll roll down the window and let the

rain in If | catch a cold, I'll take the medicine, But | have to make it worth
the while, | have to, | will.

| am almost sixteen; someday | will be seventy, And it's funny that | will
be someone’'s mother or wife, But I'll hum the same tune and wake up
again, To live with the lessons, from this classroom called 'Life".

TIYASHA PAL, X A



THE FINAL CASE OF DETECTIVE ADRIAN VALE

“Every crime hides two stories — one that’s told to the world, and one that dies with the detective.”

The Murder at Grayson Manor

The rain fell in silver streaks over the cliffs of
Devonshire when Detective Adrian Vale stepped out of
his car, his coat flapping like a black wing. Inside
Grayson Manor, chaos ruled — Lady Eleanor Grayson
lay dead near the fireplace, a single wound to the heart.
“Clean cut,” Vale murmured, kneeling beside the
corpse. “The killer knew exactly what they were doing.”
The constable hovered nearby, notebook ;iéh\bling.
“Think it's her husband, sir?” Adrian’s gaze flicked
toward Richard Grayson — pale, shaking, eyes
bloodshot. “We'll see,” he said softly. He always said
that.

The Investigation

Through the long night, Vale questioned every soul in
the house. The maid sobbed. The butler mumbled
about strange noises. The husband stammered about an
argument and too much brandy. Adrian noticed the
perfume bottle shattered on the stairs, the smudge of
lipstick on a glass, the single glove beneath the sofa.
Each clue fit together with terrifying neatness — too
neat. Because Adrian had placed them himself.

The Accusation _

By midnight, thunder rolled across the manor like the growl of a beast.
Lightning cracked — white and blinding — illuminating the grand
drawing room where everyone had gathered. The fire sputtered. The
portraits on the walls seemed to watch. Adrian Vale stood before them,
drenched in authority and calm menace. His shadow slretchod across the
rug like a blade. He began softly, his voice steady but charged “The
killer,” he said, “is not a stranger to this house. He walks these halls
freely. He dnws ‘with the victim. He knew her every secret.” Richard
Grayson roﬁ' ftoin his chair. “Detective, if you ‘re suggesting—" Vale cut
him off. “I'm not" suggesting, Mr. Grayson. He stepped closer, eyes
burning with cold fire. “I'm telling you. * The air turned to ice. “You
loved her, yes. But you also hated her — for the affairs, for the
humiliation, for mun& a ﬁi.lesl in your own home. You broke
that bottle of perfume in rage. You followed her down the stairs. You
plunged the knife into her heart.” Richard staggered back, shaking his
head. “That’s a lie! I-—I wasn’t even there!” Adrian slammed a file onto
the table. Inside: photographs, notes, a glove. Evidence. Perfect evidence
— all placed by his own hand. “Don’t insult me with denial,” he said,
voice now low, venomous. “You were the only one who could’ve done it.
The truth is as clear as the rain outside.” Richard’s face twisted into
despair. “You're framing me!” Adrian leaned in close, so only Richard
could hear. His voice dropped to a whisper. “Framing implies innocence,
Richard. And innocence is such... a fragile thing.” Gasps filled the room
as constables seized Richard. His screams echoed through the corridors
as thunder drowned them out. Adrian Vale stood motionless by the fire,
the faintest smile touching his lips. The world saw justice. He saw art.

The Last Breath

Years passed. Fame followed. But so did age. Adrian
Vale, once the nation’s most celebrated detective, now lay
in a hospital bed, frail and fading. Beside him sat his loyal
lawyer, Mr. Halden. “Promise me something,” Adrian
whispered, his voice rasping like torn paper. “When |
die... publish the manuscript in this envelope. My final
book. My truth.” Halden nodded solemnly. “Of course,
sir. What's it called?” Adrian smiled faintly — that same
knowing smile from the old days. “You'll see soon
enough.” And then, he closed his eyes forever.

The Revelalion
Monlh&latel‘. bookstores across the country displayed his

'\ final work. Fans lined up, eager for another brilliant
~ detective §t5‘_15'.But when they turned the first page, silence

filled every room. In clegant letters, the title read:

“Whispers of the Dead : HOW I MURDERED PEOPLE
AND SOLVED THEIR CASES’
by Detective Adrian Vale

by Vidyanjali Majumdar, VI C



THE INK IN THE PAGES OF HISTORY CANNOT BE ERASED

‘The ink in the pages of history cannot be erased’, our teacher wrote in moon-white on the raven-black board. “This
is going to be your topic for the internals,” she said as she left the classroom without any further explanation. We
were left with our hands on our heads. Our classroom was just like a beehive buzzing with agitated bees. “What does
she even mean by this?” said one. “I think she overdosed on history. This is way more ambiguous than the letter sent
to Brutus by Cassius,” said another person. The door flung open, as a girl came in saying that we could do anything,
but that anything had to be relevant to the topic. Throughout lunchtime, not a single bit of food went down my food
pipe. My whole body was involved in the intense brainstorming going on within my skull.

Throughout the pitch-black night, my room was the only source of light. After hours and hours of ‘internal turmoil’,
I decided to seek help from the AI app that allowed people to converse with historical figures. Creepy, isn’t it? And
that too in the middle of the night! Everybody was using this, so why would I be the exception when I was an
exception in nothing? I opened the application. A dialogue box appeared- I had to choose the period. I chose ‘ECE’.
Choosing the era in which I already exist would be utter stupidity. I looked around my room, cause this was more like
performing planchette than actually doing a project. Chanting several mantras to prevent any unnecessary unnatural
occurrence (prevention is better than cure, they say), I set onto browsing personalities compatible for conversing in
the middle of the night. However, there was something else that was waiting for me.

A dialogue box appeared several times- Artemidorus, it said. Was this a glitch? I thought. On clicking it, there was

only one sentence- Do what I could not do. What sort of a riddle was this? But then, it suddenly dawned on me that
he was the one who wanted to stop Julius Caesar from going to the Capitol. This man could have changed the history.
But he could not. I might not be able to re-write the essay that my teacher asked me to redo, but I certainly thought
of giving this a shot. What if I could rewrite the pages of history? I immediately went to Julius Caesar’'s portfolio.
This was after all a machine-dominated activity, and therefore writing in pure English, be it archaic or modern,
would sound silly. I tried to apply everything I learned in computer applications and tried to sound a 1little
cryptic. “Be sure to keep your ears unlocked, move your eyes, and smell the air around you™ I wrote.
Ping! The message was sent to get processed. Finally, I was able to rest my vertebral column against my chair. I
closed my eyes and thought of all the possibilities. I dreamed of having my name in the Guinness Book of World
Records for making the impossible possible. All my glamorous thoughts were interrupted by a sound downhill, causing
me great upset when I saw the notification. But then I realized that after all, the ink in the pages of history
cannot be erased.

Shoostaa Chakraborty , XI-Science
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Torri Roy , XI—ArtS

Shrestha Adhikary ,
IXC



Youth is often romantic

' d Dlsadvantages of Being Young.

{ not the flawless paradise adults Ultimately, being young is a paradox, an exquisite
a luminous Sﬁ'etCh éhnetend it to be. For beneath the chaos where potential and confusion dance in the
appears infinitely pl ;« om lies a tangle of uncertainties same breath. It is an era of firsts: first victories,

only an arm's length
at the threshold
still brims  with
naive, yet undeniabl;
courage is almost u
naturally as wildflowers
Every dawn feels like @an
promising that greatnes
but a climb that begins

ent they stumble, alive.

elming. Choices loom like first heartbreaks, first awakenings to the world's
career, identity, and the splendour and its cruelty. Perhaps its greatest
a perfect future becomes charm lies in its fleeting nature. Youth does not
§9gety often expects young apologise for being turbulent, nor does it strive to
shed and profound, but be perfect. It is raw, untamed, and irresistibly

And that is why, despite its trials, being young is a
privilege. It is the chapter where we begin to
script who we are, armed with nothing but a

One of the most profout al { Ty ‘nstless spirit, a curious mind, and the audacity to

the sheer elasticity o S
enough to cradle both'
mistakes are not life
stones. Failure, in this
spectre it later becomes,
who teaches more
through mastery. The ;
world with an ele
resembling a yokel

to reinvent, to «
inhibition.

qurselves extraordmary

Aishi Banerjee , XI SCI



9:17 When the World Forgot to Move
Three frozen minutes.
One unforgettable truth about time.

It was exactly 9:17 a.m. on a Monday morning when everything stopped. The

tching. chairs creaking . the ceiling
sun in the corner of my

classroom was bu
fan humming lazily. I was halfway through drawing a tin)
notebook when my world... just froze. The chalk hung in mid air. our teacher’s mouth
stayed open mid word, and the clock’s second hand stood still like a frightened bird.
For a moment. I thought it was some strange prank until I realized I could still breathe.
And in the middle of that impossible silence. I heard something faint like a whisper
calling my name. I stood up slowly. my heart thudding louder than ever in the silence.

ing a sccond ago pencils

The sunlight pouring through the window seemed frozen too- like golden dust trapped
in glass. I waved my hand through it, and tiny sparkles scattered in the air. That's
when I noticed it a faint glow coming [rom the teacher’s desk. Curious, I walked

closer. Lying there was an old silver watch. it's face cracked. but it's hands moving
backward. It tickled softly. even though everything else had stopped. When I touched
it. the class
laughing years from now, my school empty and old. trees growing through the walls. It

room around me [lickered. For a second. I saw strange images — my [riends

was like time was showing me its secrets. Then, heard whisper again- clearer this
time.
Charvi Pande > XB “Don’t waste me™.
Itwasn’t scary. It was gentle - like a reminder.
I looked around at the motionless faces of my classmates and suddenly understood

Golden Stars
how precious cach second really was. Before I could say another word. the light from
the watch faded. The whisper grew softer until it vanished completely. Iblinked -~ and
suddenly. the world began to move again. The chalk hit the board with a small click.
The fan spun back to life. The fan spun back to life. The teacher finished her sentence 2
Sl a : Ritaja Chakraborty, XB
as il nothing had happened. Everything was normal -~ except me. My heart still raced. )
and my fingers felt warm from holding the glowing watch. I glanced at the clock again.
; L : P = - i
It was 9:20. Only three minutes had passed but it felt like I had lived a lifetime in
. .
between them. The night I couldn’t stop thinking about those words. Don’t waste me. N * wa wﬂ Mo
o : e > I realized how often we rush through life complaining about time. chasing it. wishing
things feel close just by being there. i § i : . - Gl e g e
it away. But maybe. time isn’t something to fight against. Maybe it’s a gilt that just
\ : . ; : v wants to be noticed. Now everytime hear the ticking of a clock brings a smile to my
So let it shine where it belongs. in skies that : S RS ; w@ (/2 N
s a break. And e

- S 5 o face and reminds me that what silence sounds like when time take
hum a distant song. 'Cause some lights aren't

. Z = maybe. just maybe. it will stop again when I need another reminder.
meant to be possessed just watched. admired 2 : & :
and softly blessed W
. Adrika Chakraborty . VII B MM W

Aishee Baidya . VIIT A

Admiring the golden stars is all we can do
from alar, For sky’s the place it suits the best.
the wish to hold it finds no rest.

Too far to touch, too bright to claim. yet stirs
the soul like a whispered flame.

No need for more. no need for near, some
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The Walls
Some sort of blues is stuck with me.
It bites like a dog at the hem of my frock,
and does not wish to leave.
| think of the scene, | look at the room, think of the
sleep and the days gone by, and
the room that does not speak of her emptiness
when the ones that once lived, come by.
The walls stand in silence and bite at their own
plasters, to keep themselves mum.
There are evenings when the air feels still, and |
can travel through time,
you know, | try to reimagine myself in my old life.
My life has always been the same yet | label it with
a fragment of time; tenses, we call it.
The people, come and go, like the leaves of April
and June,
and the wind of change pushes me forth to a place
| never saw before.

But here | stand, and | feel, now is so much more

different than then.

| imagined, what if all my evenings were still the

same.
If | still were star crossed, made my way to the
other house and laughed merry,
red and sweet and young
as the winter's cherries.

The rhymes are rusted, the days are not morbid.
| am happy where | am. The happiest, might | add.
But there's this, disturbance, this hesitation that is

drawn in, when the winds of the old days blow
through my hair again.
| stand like the walls of my room.
Quite not reconciling with how I've felt about
the past fusing with the present.
We chip away. But |, write.
The last two lines are nothing more than a waste,
But so are these words, aren't they?
They come out of nowhere only to go nowhere.
The words, still the words, they speak.
Yet they bite at the dots and crosses of their
letters, to keep themselves mum.

Tiasha Pal , XA

Mother's Arrival

After so many years, this time Soumi is coming to her ancestral village to
celebrate the Durga Puja. She currently works for a multinational
company in Japan. Soumi thinks that not much has changed in the
village over all these years...if only her mother were here! Last time, her
mother had strongly insisted on her coming for the Puja, but managing
so much work at a private company, and coming all the way from Japan,
was no easy feat! How could she have even imagined that this would be
her last conversation with her mother! A few days later, her mother's
sudden cerebral attack brought everything to an end. Soumi snaps back
to reality at her brother Arko's words: "Hey, try on the new Puja
saree...you'll give the anjali, right?" "I'm coming..." Soumi answers

The anjali is about to begin.The priest is calling everyone to offer flowers
Arko is fidgeting, wondering why Soumi hasn't come yet. Suddenly, his
eyes are drawn to the stairs.His sister looks so beautiful! She's wearing
the yellow jamdani saree with a red border that their mother wore during
the last puja. She looks just like their mother! The smell of incense and
dhuno is drowned out by the scent of their mother's body. From Soumi's
sari,the smell of their mother's body seemed to fill the entire puja
pavilion.How do they get this sweet smell from a new saree? Both the
brother's and the sister's eyes filled with tears! Mother has come today,
truly!

Soumili Sengupta, VI

Perfection is a lie

The sunlight dripped like honey, through the gauzy curtains The
artist stood before the blank canvas, not empty, but with unseen
worlds.

Brush in hand, silent strokes, felt like a whisper from the dreams,
colors blooming like spirits The air full of oil and paint, it is a
stardust they seem to mix, tracing beauty with hands.

Mid-motion, the brush fell-but the painting waited As the
painter's soul slowly stopped painting his hearlt knew it was
unfinished, a whisper of what it was meant to become
Perfection is a prison, beauty is born where edges fray

The painting did not mourn, but smiled knowing... That it's
incompletion, made it-timeless.

Anurati Sinha, VII-A

When the Last Bell Rang

“Switch on the fan!” — “No, switch it off!”
Those little fights still make us laugh.
Divided by sections, united by breaks,
We shared our smiles, our silly mistakes.

Exams are done, the years have flown,
Yet school’s the place we’ve truly grown.
We carved our names on every desk,
Where memories sleep, and hearts still
rest.

Heavy bags once weighed us down,
Now it’s memories wearing the crown.
New kids will sit where we once sang —

But we'll live forever, when the
last bell rang.

Trisha Ghosh , XC
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Teacher's 5

The journey of success is,

Sgction Full of sorrow and joy,
Beauty is hidden in that truth,

When life sees it to foy;
BRATATI SARKAR Major spend the time,
QBT & CRART TEACHER In search of that treasure,
SECONDARY SECTION
They forget to know
the trick,

And even fail to measure;
are Jucky enough, to knock the right door,
By lifting their inner glow,
Lit up that toil floox;
The path of this fairy tale,
Unreal without pain,
‘Believing the omnipotence, is the right key to gain.
DEBAPRIYA SENGUPTA

MATHEMATICS TEACHER
SECONDARY SECTION
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Shrestha Banerjee

Xl Arts
Chief Editor

The Creative
Board

Meet the faces behind these pages:
Introducing The Editorial Crew

Sania Sultana Halder
Xl Science
Editorial Support

Ms Nidhi Agarwal

ECA Coordinator
Teacher Advisor
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