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Message f1om the
Vice - Principal

It is with immense pleasure that St. Montfort’s
Senior Secondary school presents the second
edition of school e-magazine, a testament to the
vibrant creativity and intellectual curiosity of
our students and faculty. This edition, which
follows the success of legacy, embodies the
ethos of our institution and celebrates the
diverse talents within our community. The
magazine is a platform for our students to
express their thoughts, ideas, and dreams, and
we hope it serves as a source of inspiration for
all who read it. the second edition of the school
magazine, a series of activities, a collection of
articles, poems, stories, and artwork that
showcases the incredible talent at our school.
The contributions reflect the spirit of
collaboration and creativity that we encourage,

providing a glimpse into the minds and
experiences of our young writers and artists.
This "herculean task" would not have been
possible without the sincere support and hard
work of everyone involved, from the
enthusiastic young writers to the dedicated
educators who guided them. As you flip through
the pages, we hope you are entertained,
inspired, and filled with pride for our school's
achievements. We extend our heartfelt
congratulations and thanks to the entire
editorial team and all contributors for their
dedication and hard work in bringing this
publication to life.

Bro. Pradeep Kr. Horo, SG
Vice- Principal



The Editorial Board of Aurora Mentis expresses its
profound gratitude to Brother Jayapal Reddy,
Principal of St. Montfort's Senior Secondary School,
Baruipur, for his constant encouragement, valuable
guidance, and unwavering support in the successful
publication of this magazine.

We are deeply indebted to Brother Pradeep Horo,
Vice Principal of St. Montfort's Senior Secondary
School, Baruipur, for his insightful suggestions and
timely assistance throughout the process of
compilation and editing.

ACKNOWLEDGEMENT

Our sincere appreciation is extended to all the
faculty members and students who contributed their
literary and artistic works, thereby enriching the
content of this issue.We also acknowledge the
efforts of the design and technical team for their
meticulous work in layout, formatting, and
presentation. The Editorial Board remains thankful
to all who, directly or indirectly, contributed to the
successful completion of this publication.
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A Confluence of Art, Science and Innovation

The school proudly organized and participated in a series of exhibitions
== that showcased students’ talents, technical skills and artistic expression,
% making these events memorable highlights of the academic year.

On December 13, 2025, the school organized a grand Exhibition on
Literature, Robotics, Electronics and NCC, celebrating students’
{ achievements across diverse disciplines. The exhibition was inaugurated
by the Chief Guest Bishop Shyamal Bose, Bishop of Baruipur Cathelic
| Diocese. He appreciated the school’s consistent efforts in promoting
holistic education and fostering all-round development among learners.

The Literary Sections, featuring creative works in Hindi, Bengali and
English, highlighted students’ innate abilities through poems and essays,
dramatization. The displays reflected the richness of language, culture and
literary imagination, leaving a lasting impression on visitors.

The Robotics and Electronics Section drew widespread attention with innovative working models such as
automatic doors, smart dustbins and sensor-based systems. These projects demonstrated students’ ability to apply
scientific knowledge to real-world situations and showcased their growing interest in technology and innovation.

Adding a patriotic dimension to the event, the NCC cadets presented an inspiring display highlighting discipline,
leadership, national service and unity. Their presentation reinforced the values of responsibility, teamwork, and
dedication instilled through NCC training.

Alongside the academic exhibition, an Art Exhibition added colour and creativity to the event, displaying students’
artworks, crafts and imaginative expressions.

Alively School Fete was also organized, featuring games, food stalls and fun activities, creating a joyful and festive
atmosphere for students, parents and visitors.

The combined exhibition, art display and fete made the event a memorable learning experience, blending
knowledge with creativity and enjoyment.
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CRESCENDO 2025

(Inter-school meet, a festival of music)

An Interschool Music meet was hosted by Holy Cross
School, Baruipur on 8th November, 2025. This event
aimed at promoting musical talent among young
musicians. The competition featured various categories
including classical and semi classical, vocal, folk song,
duet song, Nazrul Geeti, Rabindra Nritya, folk dance,
group dance on poetic theme, group dance on fairy tale
theme, classical and semi classical dance performances.

St.Montfort’s Senior Secondary school emerged the
Champions in vocal event. The day concluded with
prize distribution ceremony, where medals and
certificates were distributed to the winners for their
outstanding performances.

It provided a valuable platform for students to showcase
their skills and learn from their peers.
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English Handwriting Competitio

English Handwriting Competition was held on November 13, 2025 for classes 1-5. It was conducted section-wise.
The studens formed letters nicely and had a good grasp of basic hand writing skills. Cursive writing competition
emphasize the importance of handwriting as a foundational life skill. The practice required to achieve neat,
consistent, and legible cursive writing instills important life skills such as patience, discipline and attention.

Paragraph) Writing) Competition)

P e~~~

Students of class 1-5 nurtured their love for writing by participating in the paragraph writing competition held on
December 8, 2025. It was conducted section-wise, ensuring active participation from every class.

The event aimed to encourage young learners to express their thoughts creatively and improve their writing skills.
Under the careful guidance of subject teachers, students enthusiastically expressed their imaginative ideas and
wrote on age appropriate topics.

The competition not only proved to be a wonderful learning experience but also boosted confidence and self-
expression in the young minds.




Our school proudly organized a Karate Event (Yellow
Belt Examination) on 22.11.2025 that brought together
talented participants our school.

A total of 92 students enthusiastically took part in this
exciting event, which was held in the school campus.

The event was graced in the presence of His Royal
Highness Prince Dr. M.A. Ali, Padjadran Kingdom
Indonesia and arenowned Karate versatile Genius.

The participating students were divided into different
groups based on their age and skill levels to ensure fair
examination. The participation of the students was
intense and that showcased the remarkable discipline
and skill. The event was managed efficiently with the
support of our teachers and student volunteers, who
made this auspicious ocassion an enjoyable and
memorable for everyone.

At the end of the examination, prizes (certificates &
belts) were distributed to the students of various
categories. The Belts and Certificates were awarded to
recognize their hard work and achievement.

Additionally, to appreciate the efforts of brilliant
participants (28 students) who scored 80% marks and
above were provided with an opportunity to represent
India in Thailand.

Overall, the school karate event was a great success. It
not only provided a platform for students to
demonstrate their martial arts but also promoted
sportsmanship and camaraderie among students.

We look forward to organizing similar events in the
future to encourage more students to engage in physical
activities and build confidence.
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Proud Moment for St. Montfort's Sr. Sec. School, Kolkata

Our school achieved a remarkable milestone by
securing the 3rd position in the Inter-Province Quiz
Competition, held on 19 November 2025 at Bengaluru.
This prestigious event was conducted by Wisdom
Montfort International School, Bengaluru and
witnessed enthusiastic participation from talented
teams of school in India representing various provinces.

The quiz tested students on a wide range of topics,
including academics, current affairs, general
knowledge logic and reasoning. Sankarshan Mandal
and Monikarnika Sarkar of Class IX-C, St. Montfort’s,

Kolkata, proudly represented the Ranchi Province in
the Inter Province Quiz Contest. They displayed an
exceptional presence of mind, teamwork and
intellectual depth throughout the competition, earning
appreciation from the judges and audience alike.

This achievement is a matter of immense pride for our
school and stands as a testimony to the students’ hard
work, dedication and the constant guidance provided by
the teachers. The event also offered a valuable platform
for interaction, learning and healthy competition
among students from different regions.

Kho-Kho Tournament

Kho-Kho is popular traditional Indian game and with great pride we continued this

- =2 tradition in our recent school tournament. On 01.11.25 our school witnessed a fierce yet

ofthis most cherished game.

friendly competition. In the Senior Group, Blue House stood first among boys', while Red
House led the girls'. Runners-up position was secured by Green House in both categories.
. In the Junior Group Blue House dominated in both boys' and girls' categories, Green and
~ Red House came runners-up, respectively. There was electrifying excitement with
h_ cheering, lightning-speed pursuit, and jubilant displays, capturing the raw emotional feel




Outstanding Performance in VVM 2025

e

St. Montforts Sr. Secondary school proudly witnessed
enthusiastic participation of 121 students from Classes
VIto XI in the Vidyarthi Vigyan Manthan (VVM) 2025,
a prestigious national-level science talent search
programme aimed at promoting scientific temper and
innovation among students.

With sincere efforts and dedication, our students
delivered an impressive performance. Out of the 121
participants, 45 students successfully qualified for
Level 2, showcasing their strong conceptual

understanding and analytical skills in science. In
addition to this achievement, 16 students adjudyed
school toppers, bringing great honour to our institution.

This commendable success reflects the students’ hard
work, curiosity and passion for learning along with
continuous guidance and encouragement provided by
the science faculty. Such achievements motivate our
learners to explore science beyond textbooks and strive
for excellence.

—_—————

A Galactic Showcase of Young Minds!

Stellar Space) Quiz, Competition 2025

The Stellar Space Quiz Competition 2025 proved to be an exciting and intellectually vibrant event as the students of
our school participated to test their knowledge of astronomy, space science and emerging space technologies.
Organized with great enthusiasm, the competition was divided into three categories: Junior (Classes III — V),
Middle (Classes VI — VII) and Senior (Classes IX — XII) — ensuring that students of all age groups had the
opportunity to shine.

Each category featured three winning teams, securing the 1st, 2nd, and 3rd positions, with two brilliant members in
each team. The atmosphere buzzed with curiosity as participants tackled challenging questions that ranged from
planetary science and space missions to astrophysics and cosmic discoveries, making the event truly stellar!

Winners of Stellar S-pace Quiz Competition 2025
Middle School category (VI - VIII)

Winners of Stellar Space Quii Competition 2025
Senior category (IX - XIl)

Winners of Stellar Space Quiz Competition 2025
Junior category (lll - V)



Panel Discussion on Careers in Design

PANEL DISSUSS'ON
ON CAREEF N

IT'S NOT ABOUT ON/
i os

Five students - Smiti Nandi, Shaunak Ghosh, Tanay
Ghosh, Tanmoy Ghosh and Tutan Gayen of Class XII C,
from the Commerce stream of St. Montfort’s Sr. Sec.
School, accompanied by Mrs. Rinky Saha, attended an
insightful Panel Discussion on Careers in Design at

Park Hotel, Kolkata on 28 November, 2025 which
highlighted that design is "not only about fashion
designing.”

The session brought together experts from reputed
design institutions across the nation who discussed the
wide spectrum of career opportunities available in the
field of design, including graphic design, interior
design, product design, communication design and
digital media. The panelists shared valuable guidance
on required skills, career pathways, portfolio
development and future prospects in the creative
industry.

The interaction helped students understand how design
education can blend creativity with commerce,
entrepreneurship, marketing and management. It
encouraged them to think beyond conventional career
options and explore interdisciplinary fields aligned
with the changing demands of the global market.




Scientific Exploration Beyond Campus

St. Montfort’s Senior Secondary School continually
encourages students to extend their learning beyond the
classroom by engaging in platforms that foster
scientific inquiry, creativity, and innovation. During the
academic year, students proudly represented the
institution at various inter-school, collegiate, and
regional-level science exhibitions, gaining valuable
exposure and recognition.

1. Atthe Inter-School Science Exhibition hosted by St.
Mary’s School, Masaurhi, Patna, the project “Liquid
Level Guard”, aimed at preventing water wastage and
promoting sustainability, was effectively presented by
Anuraj Bhattacharya and Spandan Bhattacharjee of
Class XI A. The project was widely appreciated by
judges and visitors for its practical application in
households, schools, and apartment complexes.

ii. Students also participated in the Science Exhibition
hosted by Swami Vivekanand Mission College, where
the project “ABO Blood Grouping”, presented by Aritra
Kumar Das and Aditya Chandra of Class XII A, secured
the Second Prize, bringing pride and recognition to the
school.

111.CBSE Regional Level Science Exhibition: A
Journey of Excellence

The school achieved notable success at the CBSE
Regional Level Science Exhibition, reflecting the
scientific acumen and innovative spirit of'its students.

The “Gear Box Model,” presented by Piyash Banerjee
and Anuraj Bhattacharya of Class XI B, was selected for
the regional level owing to its scientific merit, clarity of
concept, and effective presentation.

iv.Another commendable achievement came through
the environmentally relevant project on “Biodiesel,”
presented by Ashmita Mondal and Nilankan Naskar.
Demonstrating the production of biodiesel from
vegetable oils and organic waste, the project was
selected for the CBSE Regional Level Science
Exhibition due to its scientific relevance and
environmental significance.

These achievements were met with immense
appreciation from parents, guests, and educators. They
reflect the spirit of St. Montfort’s Senior Secondary
School, where scientific curiosity, innovatio d
responsible thinking are nurtured to prepare s ts
for a dynamic and sustainable future.




Seminar for School Co-ordinators
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A seminar for School Co-ordinators was successfully
organized under the aegis of the Montfort Brothers of
St. Gabriel, Province of Ranchi, at Montfort Centre
Ranchi on 22nd and 23rd November, 2025. It was
attended by Vice Principal, Br. Pradeep Horo and our
Academic Co-ordinators. Mrs. Lydia Ghosh
(Montessori), Mrs. Debjani Mondal Naskar (I- V), Mrs.
Rupa Das (VI - X), Mrs. Rinky Saha (XI - XII).

The programme witnessed the enthusiastic
participation of co-ordinators from various Montfort
institutions. The sessions focused on strengthening
professional competencies, collaborative leadership,
innovative pedagogical practices and the role of
coordinators in fostering a value-based learning
environment.

The highlight of the event was the felicitation
ceremony, where the participants were awarded
certificates in recognition of their active involvement
and commitment to educational excellence. The
dignitaries and resource persons appreciated the
dedication of the teachers and encouraged them to
continue working with renewed zeal and responsibility.

The seminar proved to be an enriching and motivating
experience, reinforcing the Montfortian vision of
quality education rooted in values, discipline and
service. It was truly a step forward in nurturing
competent educators and strengthening the academic
framework of Montfort schools.
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Spell Bee Competition

The English Department of St. Montfort’s Senior
Secondary School, Baruipur, organised an exciting and
enriching Spell Bee Competition for the students of
Classes VI to VIII. The event was aimed to enhance
vocabulary, improve spelling skills, and encourage
healthy competition among the students.

The first round, held on 7th November, 2025, saw
enthusiastic participation from all students of Classes
VI to VIII. The preliminary written round tested their
spelling accuracy, vocabulary knowledge, and ability to
decipher tricky English words. The atmosphere was
charged with excitement as students attempted to
qualify for the final round.

After careful evaluation, a selected group of finalists
advanced to the final round, which took place on 12th
November,2025 in the school auditorium. Their
confidence, presence of mind, and command over the
language were truly commendable.

The event concluded with the announcement of the
winners.

Among the students of Class VI, Arnadip Naskar of
section B secured the first place, Aishik Maity of
section C claimed the second position and Anjishnu
Mondal of section D bagged the third prize. From
Class- VII, the first, second and third positions were
secured by Sk. Rayan Ahmed (Sec- D), Avinandan
Purkait (Sec-C) and Deepon Halder (Sec-C)
respectively. Finally from Class-VIII, the students
securing first, second and third rank were Swarnavo
Chakraborty (Sec-B), Ritam Chatterjee (Sec-C) and
Rik Baidya (Sec-B) respectively.

The Spell Bee Competition was a grand success and
provided students with a platform to showcase their
language skills and develop a deeper interest in English
vocabulary.
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Spell Bee Image Gallery
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Special assembly on Children's day

"Every child is a different kind of flower;
together they make a beautiful garden."

To describe how special children are, the
day started with a special assembly by
their beloved teachers. It started with
special prayer, followed by songs, audio
drama and a poem. The speech reminded
them all of Pandit Nehru's vision,
inspiring them to dream big, learn with
curiosity, and grow into responsible
citizens. The Principal motivated the
students with his inspiring words. The
Children's Day assembly was a vibrant
success, ending with the National Anthem
and a promise to cherish every child's
potential.

Teachers in NSH Hindi Educators’ Conclave 2025

Welcome to the

NSH Hindi Educators’ Conclave 2025, was
organized by New Saraswati House on 7th
December, 2025 at Hotel Hindustan
International, Kolkata. Mrs. Rinky Saha and
Ms. Nisha Singh, esteemed teachers of St.
Montfort’s Senior Secondary School, had the
honour of attending the prestigious conclave
marking its 75 years of excellence in education.

The conclave was a Hindi seminar aimed at
promoting the effective teaching of the Hindi
language, literature and pedagogy in schools.
The event provided a valuable platform for
Hindi educators from across the city to
exchange ideas, explore innovative teaching
methodologies and discuss contemporary
challenges and opportunities in Hindi
education.



The much awaited Annual Day Programme 2025 was
held on 20th December, 2025.The theme for this year
was “Heritage of India”. It was a spectacular evening
that left the audience in awe. The event was a grand
celebration showcasing the talents of Montessori and
Primary students of St. Montfort’s Senior Secondary
School. The programme commenced with a grand
welcome of our Chief Guest Shri.Chitradip

Sen,S.D.O. of Baruipur and guests of honour, Rev.
Bro. Satheesh K. Don, Provincial Superior of Ranchi

Province and Rev. Bro. James T. K., Founder
Principal of St.Montfort's Senior Secondary school.

The Annual Concert played a vital role in the holistic
development of students as it helped to build self-
confidence, stage presence and communication skills.
The concert strengthened the bond between students,
teachers and parents and also helped in overall
education beyond academics. The success of the
Annual Concert 2025 was not only about the
performances also it was the result of months of
preparation. We would also extend our gratitude to
our parents for their love, motivation and support.

/The annual concert commenced on an auspicious note

with the lighting of the ceremonial lamp, followed by
a soulful prayer song and a graceful welcome dance { %
presented by the students of Primary section. After the
welcome dance, the Rev. Bro. Jayapal Reddy, the =~
Principal addressed the gathering with a warm and
inspiring welcome speech. The performances by the -ﬁh
students of Montessori and Classes I to V were very a
impressive and well appreciated. As the night drew to

a close, the stunning performances of Orchestra and

Grand Finale brought the concert to a peak.During the

annual concert, the academic toppers of the board
examinations were honoured and felicitated by
Bro.Satheesh K. Don, Provincial Superior of Ranchi.

To conclude, the Annual concert wasn't just about
performances; it was a true celebration of hard work
and dedication of our entire school community.The
gala evening concluded with applause, smiles and
unforgettable moments that will be cherished for
years to come.
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S Montfest 2025 2

A Vibrant Celebration of Creativity and Young Talent

Montfest 2025 was celebrated on 15th November with
great fevour in the school, creating an atmosphere filled
with colour, joy and enthusiastic participation. The
annual event provided students across all levels with a
platform to showcase their creativity, confidence and
diverse talents.

The MMH section set the tone for the day with
delightful presentations in Fancy Dress, Animated
Rhymes, Dance, Solo Singing, and Thumb and Spray
Painting. Their performances were marked by
innocence, imagination and expressive charm.

Students from Classes -V participated with equal
enthusiasm in dance, solo singing, non-fire
cooking—featuring refreshing mocktails and
sandwiches in Animated rhymes, English and Bengali
recitation. Their contributions reflected both cultural
engagement and growing communication skills.

The older students of Classes VI-XI demonstrated
commendable poise and creativity through dance, solo
singing, badge making and declamation. Their
performances highlighted craftsmanship, confidence
and artistic maturity.

A significant highlight of the event was the
participation of students from the Montfort Centre for
Hearing Impaired (MCHI), who impressed the
audience with their skills in sandwich making, bottle
painting and paper mask making. Their involvement
reinforced the school’s commitment to inclusivity and
holistic growth.

Montfest 2025 concluded as a memorable celebration,
capturing the spirit of togetherness, creativity and
joyful learning.

by Roitin,
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PEER LEARNING - SECONDARY

[ < Empowering Learning Through Student Leadership >

Students of Classes VIII and IX of St. Monfort's
Senior Secondary School conducted learning-based
classes for students of Classes III, IV, and V in
October. Through interactive teaching methods, they
helped younger students understand lessons in an
engaging and friendly manner. This activity

encouraged peer learning, teamwork, and leadership
among senior students while making learning
enjoyable and effective for junior students. The
initiative created a positive and supportive learning
environment for all.




< RED DAY ) _

On Friday 5th December 2025, Montfort Montessori
Home celebrated Red Bagless Day (Christmas
celebration) with great enthusiasm and excitement.
The day began with special assembly by Mont-II
students, followed by Red Day speech by M-II and
M-III students. The students of Montessori
introduced the concept of Red Day through rhymes
and few students also showcased their red props and
shared their knowledge about the red objects that are
all seen around us.

A prayer song was performed by M-III students. A
skit based on Christmas was performed by the M-III

students. As red is the colour of Christmas the
teachers of Montessori sang the Christmas Carol
followed by Red Day song.

Throughout the day various other craft activities were
also done by the students in their classrooms and
some outdoor activities were also performed by the
students about the Red Day. The event was a
resounding success, with active and energetic
participation from students and teachers. Overall, it
was a delightful celebration that will be remembered
foralong time.




77th Republic Day Celebration

The 77th Republic Day was celebrated with great
pride and patriotism in our school. The programme
began with the unfurling of the National Flag,
followed by the National Anthem. Students
participated enthusiastically in various cultural
programmes such as patriotic songs, dances, speeches,
and skits highlighting the values of the Indian
Constitution and the sacrifices of our freedom fighters.

The Principal addressed the students and spoke about
__lthe importance of Republic Day and the

A Day of Memories: ADIEU XII

The air at St. Montfort’s St. Secondary School, Baruipur,
Kolkata shimmered with nostalgia and excitement on
31st January 2026, as the corridors echoed with laughter
and memories during the much-anticipated Class XII
Farewell Ceremony.

The programme commenced with a solemn invocation,
followed by a warm welcome address that set the tone for
the day. The presence of the Principal, Management,
teachers and students added grace and significance to the
occasion. Words of encouragement and blessings
reminded the outgoing batch that while they were
stepping out of school, they would always remain a part
ofthe Montfort family.

The cultural programme was a spectacular blend of
talent and emotion. From foot-tapping dance
performances to heart-stirring acts, every presentation
captured the spirit of celebration. A humorous act titled

responsibilities of citizens in nation-building. The
celebration filled everyone with a sense of unity,
discipline, and love for our country, making the day
memorable and inspiring

rendition of favourite school-time songs brought tears to
many eyes.

The highlight of the farewell was undoubtedly the much-
awaited Miss and Master Montfort 2026 Contest. The
contest was a graceful celebration of personality,
confidence, intelligence, and elegance. As Swastika
Chattopadhyay of XII C as Miss Montfort 2026 and Ujan
Giri of XII B as the Master Montfort 2026 were
announced, the audience erupted in applause, celebrating
not just the winners but the spirit of participation and self-
expression.

As the afternoon drew to a close, emotions ran high. Hugs
were exchanged, photographs were clicked and promises
were made to stay connected. ADIEU 2026 was not merely
a goodbye — it was a celebration of a journey, friendships
forged, lessons learned and dreams ready to take flight.

Class XII will always remain Montfortians at heart.
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Writing Montessori Section

FCd AL

TR SRS A2 (oS 9 |

(RS @I, LeTorm e s

Izd for < =9, W [T 26 o,

I 0T, PIBICE (I, FCod AN 07 |
QI Y Mafs «een, It e e,
HIOH ATT (TN, (R0 70 |

v G TN AR O (BITF S,

qoIIR F6ez e
NS GRS REC RS REC I

Adrita Mondal
Class:M2-D

CHILDREN'S DAY REPORT

Children's Day was celebrated in our school with joy.
The day started with a special assembly. Our teachers
danced and sang for us. We usually hear our teachers in
loud voices, but it was amazing to see that our teachers
are very talented. Our Principal gave us a short message
and told us why Children's Day is important and
inspirational. We came to school in colourful clothes.
We got sweets from the school and felt very happy.
Children's Day is celebrated on the birthday of
Jawaharlal Nehru.

Abhisree Khamaru
Class: M3-A

My first achievement is the moment when I was
selected as "Star of the year", and the prize was given in
the Annual Programme of our school. Then I was three
years old. I still remember that day when my class
teacher, after my going to school, came and took me by
the hand from my parents to enter a big stage. [ was very
scared of seeing such a big stage but when my name was
called out for the star of the year. I became extremely

glad and slowly moved forward to receive my trophy.
The gallery of audience clapped their hands at that
moment. My parents were very proud for my big
achievement.

Adrija Naskar
Class: M3-B




DAILY SCHOOL LIFE

My school name is Montfort Montessori Home.
Everyday" I wake up early in the morning, I wear my
school uniform and eat a quick breakfast before going to
school. My school is far away from my home. So, every
day I go to school by bike with my parents. In school, we
study different subjects like English, Maths, Bengali,
Activity, science, etc. I have many friends in the school.
We play together during breaks. I do my homework
after coming back from school. My mother helps me to
complete my studies. I like going to school. I learn new
things and have lots of fun with my friends. So, I try to

My mother is the most special person in my life. She
wakes up early every day and takes care of everyone at
home. She works very hard but never shows her
tiredness. When I am sad, her smile makes me happy.
She helps me in my studies and teaches me good
manners. My mother understands my feelings without
words. She cooks tasty food and listens to my small
stories patiently. Her love is like a warm blanket that

remain present every day. The motto of my school "LET
YOUR LIGHT SHINE" always motivates me to be
present in school. Every day I strike to gather more
knowledge through the joyful and creative learning. |
really enjoy my daily school life and the different
activities take place in the school.

Parnab Goldar
Class: M3B

keeps me safe. I feel strong and confident because my
mother is always at my side. I love my mother very
much.

Aryasri Ghosh
Class: M3-B

Playing Cricket is my favourite hobby. It is an outdoor
game. It can be played by men, women and children.
There are usually 11 players in a team. It play on the
ground with bat and ball. I started to play cricket when I
was five years old. I Love batting. Virat kohli is my
favourite batsman and my inspiration. I play with my
friend in summer and winter holidays. I also Summer
me to join cricket academy. It helps me to learn
teamwork, discipline, sportmanship, patience. It helps

MY HOBBY

me to learn that Sucess and Failure are handled with
patience. So, I also want to become cricketer to
represent my school and later my country.

Shreyan Mondal
Class: M3B




A SMALL KITTEN LOOKING FOR LOVE

On a small farm lived a tiny kitten named Mimi. She picked Mimi up gently and said, "Do you need a
Mimi was soft and cute, but one day she felt lonely. hug?"

She wanted a warm hug. She gave Mimi the warmest hug ever.

First, Mimi went to the cow. Mimi felt warm and happy.

"Can you hug me?" she asked. She learned something sweet-

The cow said kindly, "T am too big, little one." If'you ask with a kind heart,

Then Mimi went to the ducks. love willalways find you.

"Can you hug me?" she asked. Moral: Love comes easily when we are kind.
"We are busy playing!" the ducks said.

Next, Mimi went to the dog.
"Doggy, will you hug me?" she whispered.
But the dog was too sleepy and went back to sleep. Aarushi Dutta

Mimi sat under a sunflower and felt sad. Class: M3-C

"No one can hug me..." she thought.

Just then, a little child came by. She saw Mimi sitting
alone.

LIFE CYCLE OF A BUTTERFLY

Hello everyone, my name is Chitra Mondal. I read in
Mont. - I11, C. Today, I would like to say about "The life
cycle of Butterfly". I had presented a model, related to
"Life cycle of Butterfly" at the Mont Exhibido, 2025.

Butterfly has four stages of life cycle. Butterfly lay their
eggs on leaves. Young ones hatching out of the eggs are
called caterpillars. Caterpillars eat leaves as their food.
They grow very fast. The caterpillar makes a cocoon or
a case around itself. At this stage, the young one is
called pupa. The caterpillar keeps changing inside the
cocoon. The pupa changes into a beautiful butterfly.
And then finally it comes out from the cocoon.

I am very much thankful to my respected class teacher
for giving me this kind of opportunity.

Chitra Mondal
Class: M3-C




PRIMARY SECTION
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I am standing in the middle of a big hall. There are too
many lights green, red, yellow colour; flashing the
sound of claps is reaching into my ears suddenly my
name was announced, I got the first prize.

Since childhood it was my dream to make the world’s
fastest car and I did that. I made an unique designed
car that declared as the fastest car. A big golden huge
trophy has come in my hand on the stage and everyone
is clapping for my success. The light are flickering
and it is making me very happy.

Suddenly the sounds of claps starts fading, lights keep
on fading. I realise that everything is changing slowly.

“Ah! what this? I am laying on my bed. Was it just a
dream? I became shocked. I sat up on the bed slowly;
looking through the window which is right next to my
bed. Suddenly I noticed there is a huge golden trophy
kept on my study table. It is exactly the trophy, I was
dreaming. It made me realise that success isn't very
far for me. I made a promise to myself and to God that
I’ll give my best to achieve this, because handwork,

never fails, [ know I can do itand I’11.
Shaikhya Dhar g
Class: III-C | ¥ 25"
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_AUTUMN

The air goes crisp, the sun declines,
The maple’s burst in burning signs.

A gentle chill sweeps through the glade,
Where summer’s green starts to fade.

Shantanu Adhikari
Class: IV-C
WHISPER OF THE RAIN

Where hills once held their quiet crowns North Bengal trembles, weeps - but knows
The sky broke-ragged sheets of rain, The flood can wash the land, not the soul;
Rivers awoke in roaring gowns, Between the ruins, a silent rose
Forests wept, the land in pain. Waits for the sun when water go
The hills weep silver tears, The dawn will rise, the sun will shine,
Devouring Teesta roars in anger Life will call with a brighter breath,
Dooars, Darjeeling, Kalimpong, Mirik mourn for shelters The flood may claim the form divine
Human life and wildlife both are in danger But never the soul, nor faith in death.
Tea gardens on rolling slopes, (Based on very recent flood in North Bengal)

Now shrouded in mist and muddy tide;
Harvest lost-farmers clutch their hopes,
Watching fields where dreams once did abide. Samriddhi Mandal

Class- IV-C

Flower of Dreams

Petals soft as whispered prayers,
Dreams unfold beyond the air,
Moonbeams dance, a gentle sway,
And you feel like a day of peace
In the night, Your heart’s at play.

Anushri Bhattacharjee
Class: V-B




About My Thoughts

In this short story, I would like to share one of the most
important thought of my life. If I say about my
thoughts, I would like to describe my thoughts of
becoming successful person in my life. According me
and my thoughts, I would like to say that a successful
person need to stay alone in their life and need to fight
against all the danger by their own. A successful
person should never leave any opportunity. Now,
many of the people will ask me after reading my short
story that they have tried hard, they have fought
against all the danger tirelessly and live half of their
life alone but, still they did not become a successful
person. Generally, to became a successful person, we
need to discipline and follow a strict routine but, if
God don’t want you while working then, it is very

difficult for us to this also that it doesn’t matter that
you have to know that my parent will laugh at me and
they did that, and told me, to focus on study intead of
dancing and doing other activities. I felt very sad and |
was just thinking of stop kept trying and, then,
suddenly I realise that successful person never
breakdown by hearing what in the exam only but, to
learn something new So,remember your goal that you
have to become a successful person.

Priya Smita Mondal
Class: V-B

The Underworld

It was a cold night, when I was returning from my
friend's house. It was just then when I saw two boys
bulling a little boy. I rushed to the little boy and helped
him. Then I asked him "Who were they"? He replied
that they were from the underworld. I did not
understand what he was talking about. I asked him
what did he meant by the underworld. He told me to
keep it a secret and whispered that they are a part of
deadly gangster's team.

As adetective, it is my job to find and arrest them. So |
investigated about them on the internet and found out
that their headquarter is in London, so 1 booked the
flight ticket to London to find their Headquarters
along with my friends Ankush, Ramim and Anik. We
spent days and nights to find their Headquarter. Files
and newspapers were scattered on our desks. It gave
us signal that we were noticed by them. After a long
enquiry we found that their Headquarter was an
abundant warehouse in the forest.

Our plan was simple, just go with the police and arrest
them. But things never go as planned. In the morning,
we went to the police and explained them about the
gang, but they replied that they have tried many times
but could not catch them so we decided to go alone.
When we went there we saw many strong people with

guns but they did not shoot us. Instead, they offered us
to join with their team. We did not have any options to
escape from there, so we had to join their team but
with a plan. After some time when they gained their
trust on us it was the time to execute our plan. We went
to the police again to tell them that we had found their
Headquarter. The police went with us and we were
able to nab them. But their commander managed to
run away with some of the gang members.

The news said that there was a terrorist attack and
when I saw the face of the terrorist, I realized that it
was the gang leader. I informed our team and the
national forces about it. The national forces said that
they will help us to capture him. I My team and I went
from one way and the national forces went from
another way. When he noticed the national forces
were involved in it, he was scared and tried to escape.
But before he could run away, the national forces
came and arrested him and imprisoned him for life in
ahigh- security prison.

SK. Nadim Rasil
Class: V-B




SECONDARY SECTION

A Heart That Waits With Grace

I said too little, I felt too much,

In silent Stores and passing touch.
you looked at me like I was known,
But left me standing all alone.

Still in your eyes, a question stays,
like sun through clouds on quiet days.
You never speak, but still, you see -
And in your silence you carry me.

I wrote my heart in folded lines,
Not asking fate for clearer signs.
Not every love is loud or wide -
some blooms in corners, deep inside.

So I will wait, but not in pain,

Not tied to hopes that fall like rain.
I wait with grace, with open air,
knowing I was brave to care.

And if you turn, one quiet day,

And meet my eyes in your own way -
Then you’ll know what I always knew:
The softest hearts are strong and true.

Samriddi Halder
Class: VI-D

A Nostalgic Evening

I was by the window - pane —

Reading abook,

And steadily a petrichor came;

A capricious weather made me take an outside look.

Apleasant gate came -

Which flew the curtains and surffed pages
And without my tame,

My mind sailed to a foul game.

I went to my fun days -

From beginning, when I saw the light of this world
To when the downpour starts

From the cloud of grey

Torrential rain starts,

Destroying the small growing plant,
Destroying the valiant will,

And a second bite of cherry we may get!

The leaves flew here and there -

No route to go in this maize of rain

Where the water went high, to enjoy in heaven
Diditdo any crime that it is getting back again?

Finally, the spectral light came out,

Which moved the grey of demolition,

I'saw, in a glance - the whole catastrophe storm

My eyes filled with tears to say “There is always

A spectral light to remove the sabotage in which we
stay”.

Parijat Halder | == &
Class: VI-D

| _THE MYSTERIOUS CHEST

It was a moonlit night. The whole surrounding
seemed to be bathing in darkness. I suddenly woke up
from my sleep; I was alone. It was very hard to wake
me up at dawn so [ was surprised a little bit. [ didn't try
to sleep. Instead, I started walking around a bit. |
opened one of the windows and a chilly, cool breeze
came in. I was clueless what to do and started
searching the cupboards. But there was nothing to do
so I grabbed my ball and started playing with it. [ was

always interested in bowling and had zero interest in
batting. I practiced my yorker perfection till I was
tired. I sat down to rest. At that sudden moment, I
heard footsteps from upstairs - the loudest ones I have
ever heard. I thought my father had woke up and went
to talk with him as I was bored and tired. But, my
father was sleeping. I got a little bit afraid and tried to
calm my mind, thinking it was just my fancy. After
some time, [ dozed off but a loud thud from the terrace



backed me up to my senses. I became scared. I was
always afraid in ghosts and all these paranormal
activities. But my curiosity dragged me up to the
terrace. It was cloudy outside and a cool breeze
soothed me. I checked the attic and it was dusty. I
thought of cleaning it out. While cleaning the attic, I
discovered an old dusty notebook tucked inside a
wooden chest. Curiously, I opened it and found it
filled with strange sketches of unknown places with
mysterious riddles. [ have never seen it before. Then |
studied the notebook for some time and recognized
the place at once. It was my neighboring areas! In the
map, there was a marked place with 'DANGER'
written on it. I knew the place! But I never went there.
Curiosity kept dragging me there. I packed my stuft
and wrote a note and stuck it to the mosquito net. It
read "WENTTO AN

ADVENTURE". I started walking and soon found
the place. There was also a sign written as ' DANGER.
Finally, I went in. It was a jungle and it was crazily
dark inside. There was an eerie silence but soon it
broke out at the cry of a girl. I was afraid, thinking it to

be a ghost as I have read stories where the same thing
happened. I guessed the direction and went on. I had
to turn on my torch. I accidently banged on a metal
object. When I shone my torch onto it, it read, 'DO
NOT GO FURTHER. I thought about going back
home but there was no turning back at that moment.
Suddenly, a big branch fell down just in-front of me,
blocking my way. But I made my way and went
further. I didn't like my surroundings. When I was
looking here and there, [ saw 2 red eyes staring at me
and it became closer and closer. I tried to run away
from there but bumped into a skeleton. I didn't even
have a closer look and fled from there. I ran till I
tripped and fell over a wooden log. When I opened
my eyes, | saw myself on my bed and my mother
looking at me anxiously.

Mayukh Marick @

Class: VII-C
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Blue Flame in the Quiet

There are nights when the moon feels closer,
as if it leans in just enough

to whisper a truth I already know-

that some connections barn softly,

yet brighter than any fire.

A tide moves without a sound,

but every rise and fall

Carries a memory-

of being drawn towards something
without choosing it,

the way water finds the shore
even in the dark.

Stars don't confess their glow,
yet they shine differently

when the right presence
steps into their sky-

a swift so gentle,

only the heart notices.

No words were needed;

the air between us.

already knew the story-
written in the sparks,

soft reactions,

and the warmth that stayed
long after you walked away.

Sk. Sarah
Class: VIII-A
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(Planet : E070)

When I passed the main gate and then entered the
campus, [ was shot by charm in it's very first glance. A
big 4-storeyed school building, an entrance garden
with a fountain, an activity building and a huge
playground.

I was ready to make thousands of memories, but I
didn't expect the very first day to be so dramatic.

My mom came in upto the Principal's office. I was a
little shy of'it, but mom wouldn't listen to me, anyway.
Principal was actually an acquaintance of my mom.
As a result, I was greeted with warmth. Principal
ma'am's name was 'Mrs. Petty'. She was bright,
jubilant and a bit plump, and short - even shorter than
me.

Mom left shortly for her office and Mrs. Petty walked
me to my class. On the way to the class, she told me,
"Remember to keep your calm, Mr. Heins. There
have been some disciplinary issues lately and we're
trying to solve it." I nodded, but little did I know then
that the statement was so true.

I'm not good at speaking, but I introduced myself to
the class as, "I'm Victor Heins, aged 14. I'm 5'4", I
weigh 53kg and I love to play football or soccer, as
you call it. I hope we can make great memories.
Thank You!"

At this introduction, most looked annoyed and hardly
seven clapped. Ma'am didn't waste time further,
showed me my bench and started the class. It was
mathematics class and for your information, it was
my favourite subject too.

But this all is boring stuff, Let's go to the time when
interesting things started, i.e., lunch break. As the bell
for the break rang, the class instantly became wild.
Before I could settle in the moment, [ saw some boys
flocking together, some jumping, some running,
some gulping food. I bet, [ also saw someone standing
on the bench, trying to touch the fan. Seeing the
wilderness, I decided instantly to keep a safe distance.

But many-a-times, things don't go as we plan it.
Seeing me avoiding them, I do believe, they chose
me, to bully. I realised it when I was going out of the
class and someone stepped on my left foot and
suddenly someone pushed me from my right and I
almost fell, but Arin, who was sitting nearby,

My Last Day at School

managed to catch me in time. I got up and turned to
view the executive, but found no one.

It's indeed difficult to save yourself, if you don't know
the enemy and the same happened with me. I was
constantly targetted for the rest of the day, atleast until
the P.E. period.

I was fed up. I was pushed and chits came flying to
me. [ tried not to react and remember Mrs. Petty's
words, but everything has a limit. I was just a step
away from reacting, when a joyous message came to
me. "It's P.E. period. What should we play?"
"Football?". And sir agreed. So, almost an army of
boys marched to the soccer ground and the game
began.

I realised that some boys play really well, but the
game was too rough. Probably an effect of Rugby
being famous around. But I noticed, I was tackled
very often and I got a serious injury in my left shin.
ButI couldn't leave the game unfinished.

"The time is almost up. Scoreline 2-2, Victor in the
left, ball passed to him. He starts a sprint along the left
wing. Only the opponents left back. He can dribble
him past. Defender tries to lag, but a bit of body feint,
and he's out of way of Victor. Now he turns to the
goalpost. Only the goalkeeper. He slows down a bit,
takes the correct position. Takes the shot, ball turns a
bit, in the corner, away from the goalkeeper. And
Goal!!!!...'

"Ouch". I suddenly felt a crowd around. My
teammates were surrounding me in joy. But someone
delivered a blow in my left shin. I fell on the ground
out of pain. Others fell on me feeling I am celebrating,
notrealising my injury. A whole team above me. [ was
hardly able to breathe, everything was dark. And
suddenly a surge on my belly, an unbearable pain, and
I couldn't breathe anymore.

And that's how, my first day at school, turns into my
last day in school.

I'see the END, or abeginning.

Souhardya Mondal
Class: VIII- A




LITERATURE IS THE REFLECTION OF SOCIETY, BUT

SOCIETY IS NOT ALWAYS THE REFLECTION OF LITERATURE.

“Literature is a reflection of society" - is a popular,
widely-believed saying. The thought I want to
explore with all the readers of this magazine today is
"Literature is the reflection of society, but society is
not always the reflection of literature." Considering
the first section of my assertion, all the notable
writers, poets and playwrights are said to be
exceptionally observant to the societal practices, their
virtues and vices. They are said to be grounded
enough to notice how these societal changes or
normalcies affect people belonging to all classes of
society. Hence, they together produce a diverse
spectrum of views regarding a society. We may draw
from this a perception that literature is a wide range of
mirrors, ranging from minor to major, reflecting
almost all points of view of multifaceted people. In
fact, we may actually say that "Literature is a
collection of reflections of society", instead of
rendering it "the reflection". I assert this in
accordance to a large variety of literary work,
including the following: Charles Dickens' novels
reflect the stark disparity between the rich and the
poor in industrial England; Rabindranath Tagore
vividly presents the emotions, daily lives and troubles

of Bengal, The bestseller "To Kill a Mockingbird" by
Harper Lee showcases the contemporary injustice
and racism in modern America.

Now, for the latter part of my statement, society isn't
always a reflection of literature. Although, some
utterly surprising and unexpected changes occurred
due to the sole influence of literature. A remarkable
example is Thomas Macaulay's "Minute on
Education". Even Governor-General Lord William
Bentinck simply accepted Macaulay's ideas and
passed the English Education Act, which officially
made English the medium of instruction in higher
education. Sometimes, though societal changes are
inspired through literature, society doesn't make
itself merely the mirror of the latter. For personally,
bearing in mind the number of persuasive essays,
articles, stories and poems written regarding the drive
to be eco-friendly, we should've become completely

sustainable long back.
€N

Asmita Mallick
Class: VIII- B

WHERE THE QUIET ONES STILL BLOOM

In the hush before down,

When the sky is a half-written confession

A the earth has not yet remembered its reason
Fornoise,

Beauty rises-uninvited, un announced —

Like a patient; Truth returning to aroom

We once abandoned for more convinient lies.

I'watch it settle on the city’s tired shoulders;

On rusted railings that swallowed yesterday’s rain,
On cracked pavements where the children once played
Before fear learned their names,

On the weary faces of strangers

Who no longer wait for kindness

But still carry its ghost in their pockets

As ifit might return someday.

There is a strange tenderness

In how this world keep breaking -

Notin the quiet erosion of what we sore to protect:
Curiosity dulled by endless scrolling,

Empathy thinned by the hunger to be right,

Truth dressed in costumes to please the crowd,
And beauty-poor, persistent beauty,-

Scrambling to be noticed between advertisements
And the flicker of our borrowed attention.

I do not pretend to be innocent of

These small betrayals.

Even I have walked past a man

Who held his exhaustion like a begging bowl,
Looked away from a woman

Whose silence was louder than her breathing,
And dismissed the trembling grace of a wild flowers



Growing stubbornly in the wound of a side-walk
Because I was late, tired, or, simply human,
Which is both explanation and indictment.

And yet,

In the folds of this frayed civilization,
Something refuses to die.

A woman plants saplings beside a polluted river
As if to argue with despair.

A young boy sketches galaxies

On the back of his father's unpaid bills.

Two strangers share an umbrella

Without exchanging names.

And an old man hums a forgotten poem

To remind the wind the memory still matters.

Beauty persists-quiet, bruised, deliberate
Not as decoration,

But as rebellion.

A reminder that in a world

So quick to trade wonders for convenience,
There are souls who still pause,

Still witness,

Still ache in ways that make them gentler.

(If there is hope in us,

It is not in the noise we make

But in the tenderness we manage to keep-
In the hands that lift instead of point,

In the eyes that moments choose to see
Instead of skim,)

And in the moments we dare to be honest
About our own shattering.

For beauty is not the absence of ruin-
It is the refusal to be defined by it.
And somewhere, even now,

In the quiet corners we've forgotten to visit,
It blooms-

(patience as forgiveness,
fierce as truth,)

waiting for us

to slow down long enough
to recognize it.

Ritam Chatterjee
Class: VIII-C )

| WELLWISHERS'

I'm full yet starving,

Sitting at a table with all my well wishers,
While all they wish for,

Is for me to fit in their perfect little carvings.

All that I think I am is none that fits in their mind,
And all that I try to become;
Is shut by their cunning eyes.

My wings flatter, flip and fall.
My catlike soul,
Now sits like a dead fawn.

The road I was about to take is full of dead grass and
Hays,

And til' now my well wishers think,

All that I'm made for,

Isjustto obey.

SOHA ALAM HALDER
Class: IX- A

_Solitude

In this cold distant world,

lingers the whispers of memories,

In the valleys of the heart that they once carved,
Far from them, none you gain,

but only misery and pain.

And when you do,

do not cry, for you’re not a coward

and do not beg, for you’re not a begger

but carry on, for the pain is waiting for you,

and the trenches of your soul waiting to be healed.

Though words remain unspoken,
feelings are shared through the eyes,

and though many-a-great things,
were given and taken,
nothing they were but hopes and lies.

In solitude you shall find,
the remedy for your heart and mind

and you shall continue, for you have promises to
keep and miles to go before you sleep

Shahim Khan
Class: IX-B




_Still Here

I saw your smile fade into the night,

Words hot and heavy, nothing felt right.

You said you’re tired, you wanna go,

But my heart’s screaming what you don’t know.

I’m not perfect, I never claimed to be,
But every broken part of me chosen you.

I’m still here, holding on,

Even the light feel gone

If love is a storm, I’ll stand in the rain,

I’1l call your name through the pain

Don’t walk away when its hard to breathe,
I’'m Still here, please stay ever with me.

Memories echo in quiet rooms,

Every laugh, every late-night truth,
We built dreams with fragile hands,
Don’t let fear tear what love began

If you’re lost, let me be your road,

So you don’t have to carry this load alone.
I’m still here holding on,

Believing in us, staying strong

If hearts can heal, then let ours try,
Don’t say goodbye - not tonight

Don’t walk away when you still believe,
I’m still here, please stay with me ever.

Love’s not easy, it bends, it breaks
But real love fights, for what it takes
Take my hand, feel what’s true,

I’d cross the world just to reach you.

I’'m still here, not letting go,

Even when the answers are slow

If there’s a chance, even a small spark
let’s find our way back from the dark
Don’t walk away from what we can be,
I’'m still here, loving you endlessly ever.

Debarpan Mistry
Class: IX-B

A secret that changed everything or - What | learnt from losing.

I searched around but I didn’t find anything

I didn’t know what it was, but it was definetly
something.

Not a person, not a thing, may be a feeling?
Or the secret of healing?

Everything was making me feel anxious and
suffocated

It felt every one was far away, and I was the one to
be hated

It was confused which made me trip at every step
And it was difficult to come out of the depth.

I hoped someone will come, who will take me out
from this pain

But not a help come from anyone’s side.

I was broken, everything about me was shattering
Then I got to know that the secret that changed
everything

No one came after hearing the cry of my help

It didn’t matter how much I yelled

Then I realised it was no one other than me
Whom I have to help and the one who needed help

I struggled a lot deep down, but I made it

I didn’t require anyone’s help to come out of this
phase

I made it to the light after the haze.

May be it was the secret which made it possible
It was it, which made me realise I have to live.
Fight, struggle and make myself as strong as a brick

To know at the end of the day its you

You who must matter to yourself and the world
It was the secret of life which I realised

May be late in life but I hope everyone realises it
too

Yasum Nahar Biswas
Class: IX-B
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Spectral Truth

Who are y-y- you? I asked, my hands trembling with
terror. “I am you” the voice replied back to her deep
calmly, smirking a little , “NO, no, this doesn’t make
any sense” I said looking at the mirror that I had
bought last week (as drops of sweats farmed my
flowing down the side of my face) where the fear was
visible.

One Week ago

The sunlight on my skin fell very comforting and
warm as it was December 31st. My birthday was
coming on So [ was out shopping for my birthday gift
with my mother. As we were strolling through the
shops on streets, my eyes fell on a mirror in an antique
shop. The mirror had flowers engraved on its borders.
Yellow chrysanthemum and lilies were engraved on
the sides of mirror. The moment I laid my eyes on the
mirror, [ knew, I needed it in my new room. I turned to
look at my mother “ Can I please get this for my
birthday? I pleaded pointing at the mirror. My eyes
were gleaming with hope and happiness. My mother
looked at the mirror “It is such a lovely mirror, your
choice is really good, Pauline and it would look
lovely in your room.” She said smiling at me with
appealing eyes. The mirror is supposed to be
delivered to my room after a week and till then I will
have to keep a lid on my feelings.

After a Week

The Mirror was finally shifted to my room after the
delivery. The wall of my room is painted in the colour
of flower lilac, the mirror had blended perfectly in
my room.

Back to present

The mirror that had attracted me towards itself like
we are unlike pales of a magnet, was now the reason
behind my shaking hands and my tangled labyrinth of

thoughts. Because instead there was a girl holding a
single daffodil flower which was half “ Crumpled”
and she was standing on a rotten daffodil field,
claiming to be me. “No-N-n-no tell me who you are
you can’tbe me. Are you a ghost perhaps?” I said with
my voice shaking of fear. “ A ghost? really? I am
much worse than that darling” The girl replied as she
recalled herself emerging from the darkness behind
her. She was wearing a blue top with random grey
patterns paired with brown sweatpants and it was
really me standing in the mirror. “Now do you believe
me? it you all alone in the first paced world trying to
live through another day” my lookalike said starring
at me blankly. “No, No, Why? Where are my parents?
My friends? My Cat Anne?”, I screamed. No one is
there for you, only you having a pathetic life”’, “No!” |
screamed in horror and punched the mirror with all
my strength, not caring about the shattered pieces
piercing my skin and blood coming out of it. I sat
straight on my bed panting, sweat dripping from my
forehead even through it’s January.” Was it all just a
dream?; I asked myself. I looked normal in the mirror
which was looking normal like a mirror should. But
still I got of the bed, turned on the lights and flipped
the mirror. So its back will face towards me as [ was
about to turn off the lights and go back to sleep. I
noticed something in the mirror back, something was
engraved on it with a sharp knife or a object, and
when I read the engraved words my blood ran cold. It
was engraved “ Want to see you're the worst fear?”.

Upasona Naskar
Class: IX-C

| Solitude

In shadows a cast by tumult’s might,

A childhood marred, devoid of light.
Parent’s clashes. love estranged,

In the echoes of pain, a soul unchanged.

A crush that bloomed, love sincere,

Yet whispers betrayed, love dissapeared.
An Addiction grip, a speeding ride,
Seeking solace where pain can’t hide.

A chance encounter, a kindred soul,
Two wounded cores, stories unfold.

Yet the mirror of doubt reflects the past,
Love offered, but rejected fast.

Beneath the weight of self - derision,

A plea for love, met with cold interdiction.
In the haze of regrets and shattered dreams,
Hope still flickers, as redemption gleams.

Deshan Rudra M

Class: X-A s
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The Quiet Hunger

Our neighbourhood has lights so bright, ~ Awareness asks us not to wait,

But some homes hide a quiet plight To help our neighbours, it’s not too late.
A pontry bare, no food to eat, Sharing food and showing care,
Just empty cupboards on the street. Means no one has on empty shore.
Ayush Bhattacharjee
Class: X B 2
Eaa 51 4
Class 10 “The Turning Point”
The session begins with hopeful eyes, I watched life happen, not just where I belong.
Dreams growing tall, aiming for the sky. I learned the art of hiding pain.
I stepped into the classroom behind a practiced expression.
Believing light was meant for myself too. Home felt like only a shelter,
Everyone said “This is the most important phase” Laid, never calm or kind;
I seemed to whisper to myself, Every evening echoed with storms
“This will be my year to scintillate” No windows could keep outside.
}Nhen ezerygne s:ald,“‘l‘)Classf % cllllanges gvegthmg. I learned to wipe my tears in silence,
Asegr\?e tIO ép(cllulre, G U=y Tequire: To live each day as a test of violence.
T nd Yo lh‘ [ . ned Paying with my strength, my sleep,
ust in a way that I could never imagined. and my all.
At ﬁrstt, 1 kep? Rieoy Still, there I stand,
Laughing easily, moving ' : '
With the same pace as everyone else. A Girl they might forget, but I still grow,
But before I understood what was happening. I may no longer shine as before,
My body spoke in pain But I'm still fighting more and more.
And loud aches? The clock keeps moving.
I couldn't explain. Each tick is a step the days take,
Bit by bit, I fell behind, Without asking of it was ready yet.

Losing pieces of myself I couldn't find.
The clock never paused

To see why I lagged behind,
It turns into another day,
Another chance

I watched the carefree ones laugh loud, To Try, to stand, to stay.
Books unopened, heads unbowed.

I watched the ones who always stood tall,
Their marks climbing higher,
Never making a fall.

Success has many faces, not just

I watched the ones in the middle row, The top few;
Trying harder than we'll ever know. Sometimes the bravest ones
And I caught somewhere in between, are the ones no one knows.

Just trying not to crumble, not to be seen. The clock keeps moving

Marks dropped, Confidence crashed, And so does I - ‘LIVING’....

Dreams I quietly held so close, turned to ash.

Everyone kept winning like they were meant to, Mansum Nahar Biswas -—
But wasn't I also too? Class: X-A '
My desk got emptier, breaks felt long, e



__Envoy

Under the serene moon,

light shines through the midnight June.
A hallow soul reeks for a heart

For it as always hurt

Drifting left, drifting right

without the will for anything to fight.

Longing for love,

longing for joy -

for its is the desire every heart enjoys.
As the path to bliss goes to narrow
the soul drowns into utter sorrow

but amongst this utter sorrow

a ray of hope shines through

Now, the hollow soul is no more shallow,

as it now has a heart but not sorrow,

for it is now no more hurt

No more drifting left or right

for now it has the will for something to fight

No more longing for love
Nor for joy,
for now it is no more despire envoy

Anuraj Bhattacharya
Class: XI-B

Power of Silence

In a world filled with noise - notifications, opinions
And endless world - we often forget the quiet strength
Ofsilence. Silence is not emptiness; it is a space where
Thoughts grow, where emotions settle and where truth
Finds its voice.

In classrooms, silence teaches us the art of listening.
When we remain quiet, we are able to understand
Lessons better and respect the ideas of others. Silence
Creates an enviroment where learning becomes
Deeper and more meaningful. It allows students to
Focus, think and absorb knowledge instead of getting
Distracted.

Silence also helps us to understand ourselves. In quiet

Moments, we can think clearly about our actions and
Feelings. It teaches patience and self-control. Nature
Too shows the beauty of silence through peaceful
Mornings, flowing rivers, and quiet nights.

In the noisy world, silence is a strength. It does no
Make us weak; instead, it makes our words thoughtful
And powerful.

Silence therefore and powerful.
Silence therefore is not emptiness - it is wisdom.

Adrito Purkait
Class: XI-B
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Teacher’s Gorner

There are two moons tonight—one is bone,
The other a bruised fruit. [ watch them
Duel in the scabbed sky,

Each with a mouth full of mirrors.

One calls me daughter, the other thief.

I am forked at the rib,

Atwin-spined girl with a laugh like glass breaking.
One of me lives in the hush of velvet—

Darning wounds with silver thread.

The other gnaws the hours raw,

Fingernails bitten to moons.

I'walk between them like a ghost in rehearsal—

left foot in dreams, right in the morgue-light of

Iv," Bohemian Rhapsody ‘gt'
A >

Waking.

Out of the sun, into the shadow;

Time quavers in its blazing flame,
Folding withering hands to adieu

Burnt out cigarette ends,

Uninterrupted electronic sound,
Micro-mini-skirts and dark suits —

That the pathless city callously claims.
Evenly the elusive entity is fraught with,
Heavy moaning, thythm of pulsing,
Squirming bodies in a

Punching serenity of silence.

Midnight is approaching, accompanying
No gleam,air along with law,

Yet abides beaming wintery chill,
Causing perspiring window panes,
Obstructing perennial claw,

Owing to naked crimson teeth,
However it feigns.

I, an old soul;
Adreary head ina vivid world,
Bitten by words,whispers and maze,

Each moon stitches me tighter
Into her tide.

How can the soul be such a corridor,
Mirrored on both ends,

Echoing with names I did not choose?
My face splits like ripe fruit—

skin, then blood, then pit.

They orbit me, or [ them.

Ican’ttell anymore.

ButIknow this:

when they finally eclipse,

I'will vanish—

ashadow that swallowed its own source of light.

Thousands small deliberations grow from within,
An abysmal chasm takes place...

DolIdare? Dolseek?

Isitme who is insane?

Or is it me who begets eternal peace?

Slowly but steadily

Pregnant silence reigns;

With a smoky candle,

Beside abottle of cocaine.

Then it starts pounding in my veins.
Neither quiet,nor transparent,

Nor is it neutral.

Butundoubtedly tries to intervene.
Ittries to give a concrete form of
Assilhouette —that I know,

He often frequents in ripples
Bearing warm hands and immortal glow.
Ireach there in a whirl to last.

I'see himthere...

Butheis past.

Ceaselessly counting blank brazen papers, Gargi Chatterjee
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The muffled, frazzled pace.
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Life does not always reward effort the way we
expect, but it always teaches us something valuable.

There are moments in life when we spend years
nurturing something deeply precious—a dream, an
ambition, or even a relationship. We invest our time,
energy, and emotions into it. We work hard, make
sacrifices, and give our hundred percent, believing
that sincerity and dedication will surely lead us to
success. Yet, life does not always move according to
our plans.

Sometimes, despite honest efforts, dreams shatter.
No matter how much we try, reality remains
unchanged. Accepting this truth is painful, but it is
also an important lesson. In the pursuit of one goal,
we often become so focused that we unknowingly
distance ourselves from people who truly
matter—our family, friends, and the simple joys of
everyday life.
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Dreams, Detours, and Destiny
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Life gently teaches us that while ambition is
important, balance is essential. Not everything lies
within our control. Hard work never goes to waste,
but outcomes are not always in our hands. Loss does
not mean failure; it means growth and
understanding. What sustains us during such
moments is faith—faith in the ultimate power and
belief in good karma. Every good intention, every
honest effort, and every act of kindness returns to
us, if not immediately, then at the right time and in
the right form.

“Dream big, but don’t lose yourselfalong the way.”
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FHhAl 319 1 gaI ! a7,
TS Fioh1 o1 A1 H TR hiad
Tl T el i gueR,
T A1 1 HEMT T =,
TE, TET 3TY 3T T SRS AT 2 |

T 1 IEL o TS H g1 83
T o1 TRHTES Hehdl g3
g fiee STa Sgeht fagran 2,
& A 1 G WA
2 @1, T T I
3 o1 T ReRAT AT =,
YT G H 1 hiet i o 3¢
G Focll gead |l aslial &,
TE, ET 3TYA T hT AR YA 2 1|

Mrs. Poly Ghosh (Bose)
Assistant Teacher
PRT Hindi




