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Our Vision 

We at MKS, strive to strengthen the inner person of the 

child to help him/her become a pivotal citizen dedicated to 

serve the world with confidence, skill, empathy and goodwill. 

 

 
 

Our Mission 

 Influence students to benchmark excellence 

 Inspire every student to reach his/her potential 

 Initiate students beyond the walls of the school 

 Integrate traditional and cultural essence with modern 

approach for growth 

 Instill values of love, compassion, empathy and 

universal brotherhood 



‘‘Big achievements can 

be made only by a man 

who is content with 

small beginnings’’ 

 

       Dr T M A Pai 

          Founder 

               1898-1979 

 

 

This adage was well imbibed and practiced by our beloved founder 

Dr Pai himself. He emphasised `self-reliance’ in education where the 

students contributed to acquiring knowledge through quality 

learning. Madhava Kripa has always stood for standard and we are 

extremely proud to be a part of Madhava Kripa. 

Through our behaviour, we reflect the quality which is an index of our 

imperfect central personality tendencies. Education is the only way 

that helps the unfolding of fullest expression and highest fruition of 

values and knowledge in an individual. Hence, constantly educating 

ourselves, we should ultimately aim the fullest inflorescence of the 

value essence lying dormant in us. Let us stay blessed in this journey! 
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ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÀÄ AiÀiÁPÉ ±Á¯ÉUÉ ºÉÆÃUÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ? ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ°èAiÉÄÃ EzÀÄÝ NzÀÄ-§gÀºÀ PÀ°vÀgÉ ¸Á®zÉ? ¤¸ÀUÀð CzsÀåAiÀÄ£À 

ªÀiÁrzÀgÉ ¸ÁPÀ®èªÉÃ? - EvÁå¢ ¥Àæ±ÉßUÀ¼ÀÄ C«zÁåªÀAvÀjVAvÀ «zÁåªÀAvÀgÀ ªÀÄ£ÀzÀ°è, zÉÆqÀØ zÉÆqÀØ 

¸Á»wUÀ¼À ªÀÄ£ÀzÀ°è PÀÆqÁ GzÀã«¹zÀÄÝAlÄ! EzÀÄ ¤dPÀÆÌ «µÁzÀPÀgÀ ! «¥ÀAiÀiÁð¸À !! DzÀgÉ CzÀÄ 21 £ÉÃ 

±ÀvÀªÀiÁ£ÀzÀ°è ¸ÁzsÀÄªÀ®è. ªÀÄPÀÌ½UÉ ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è MAzÀÄ ªÀåªÀ¹ÜvÀªÁzÀ, ºÀAvÀ-ºÀAvÀªÁzÀ ºÁUÀÆ C¢üPÀÈvÀªÁzÀ 

«zÁå¨sÁå¸À zÉÆgÉvÀgÉ ªÀiÁvÀæ, CªÀgÀÄ ¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ°è vÀ¯ÉAiÉÄwÛ ¤®è®Ä ¸ÁzsÀå«zÉ; ªÀiÁ£ÀåvÉ¬ÄzÉ. EA¢£À 

«eÁÕ£ÀAiÀÄÄUÀzÀ°è DzsÀÄ¤PÀ ²PÀët ªÀåªÀ¸ÉÜAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ºÉÆA¢gÀÄªÀ ±Á¯Á-PÁ¯ÉÃdÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ºÀÄqÀÄQ, C°èUÉ vÀªÀÄä 

ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À£ÀÄß ¸ÉÃ¥ÀðqÉ ªÀiÁqÀ®Ä ¥Á®PÀgÀÄ §AiÀÄ¸ÀÄwÛzÁÝgÉ. £ÀªÀÄä ªÀiÁzsÀªÀ PÀÈ¥Á ±Á¯É ªÀÄPÀÌ½UÉ ¥Àj¥ÀÇtð 

ºÁUÀÆ CvÀÄåvÀÛªÀÄ ²PÀëtªÀ£ÀÄß ¤ÃqÀÄwÛzÀÄÝ, EA¢£À ¥Á®PÀgÀ ªÉÆzÀ® DAiÉÄÌAiÀiÁVzÉAiÉÄAzÀÄ zsÉÊAiÀÄð¢AzÀ 

ºÉÃ¼À§¯Éè.  

E°è ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À ¸ÀªÁðAVÃt ¥ÀæUÀwUÉ ¥ÀÇgÀPÀªÁzÀ ²PÀëtªÀ£ÀÄß CºÀð ºÁUÀÆ C£ÀÄ¨sÀ«Ã ²PÀëPÀ-²PÀëQAiÀÄgÀÄ 

¤ÃqÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ºÉªÉÄäAiÀÄ ¸ÀAUÀw. EzÀÄ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À ¨sÀ«µÀåPÉÌ ¨sÀzÀæ §Ä£Á¢ ºÁPÀÄwÛzÉ. “E°è ¸À®ÄèªÀªÀgÀÄ 

J°èAiÀÄÆ ¸À®ÄèªÀgÀAiÀiÁå ......” JA§ ±ÀgÀuÉÆÃQÛAiÀÄ£ÀÄß G¯ÉèÃT¸À§ºÀÄzÀÄ. ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À°è §zÀÄQ£À AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ 

C¤jÃQëvÀ ¸ÀªÁ®ÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß JzÀÄj¸ÀÄªÀ CAvÀB±ÀQÛAiÀÄ£ÀÄß F ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄÄ ¤ÃqÀÄwÛzÉ-JA§ vÀÄA§Ä «±Áé¸À £À£ÀVzÉ.  

eÉÊ »Azï, eÉÊ PÀ£ÁðlPÀ  

 

¦.f.¥ÀArvï 

¸ÀAZÁ®PÀgÀÄ  

ªÀiÁzsÀªÀ PÀÈ¥Á ±Á¯É 



     Message 
 

 
 

Dear Reader,  

Greetings! 

With great pleasure, I present to you the school magazine of MKS for the 

year 2019 – 2020. The outbreak of pandemic caused havoc across the world 

preventing many school activities including the release of our school 

magazine, yet, the MKS team persevered and worked hard to compile the 

creative work of our wards and present various achievements 

accomplished during the year. Even though it is a delayed publication, what 

inspired us to go for it is the beautiful portrayal of talents of young minds 

of MKS and to provide an opportunity for them to showcase those talents. 

As I conclude, I would like to congratulate the magazine team, headed by 

Mrs. Shailaja Bairy for their steadfastness and commitment in bringing out 

this e-magazine.      

Thank you! 

Best Regards, 

 

Mrs. Jessy Andrews 

Principal 

MKS 
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Members  Designation 

Dr. Ranjan Pai Registrar, Academy of General Education, 
Manipal - Chairman 

Dr. H.S. Ballal President, Academy of General Education, 
Manipal. 

Dr. H. Shantaram Secretary and Administrative Officer, 
Academy of General Education, Manipal. 

Mr. T. Ashok Pai Secretary, Dr.T.M.A Pai Foundation, 
Manipal 

Dr. Sandhya S. Pai Managing Editor, Taranga, Manipal 

Dr. G.K. Prabhu President, Manipal University, Jaipur 

Mr. Rajen Padukone Group President, MEMG, Bengaluru 

Mr. Nishith Mohanty Chief Human Resource Officer,  
Manipal Group, MEMG, Bengaluru 

Dr. K. Narayana Shenoy 
Associate Director (Student Welfare) and 
Professor in Dept of Civil Engg, MIT, 
Manipal. 

Mr. P. G. Pandith Correspondent, Madhava Kripa School, 
Manipal 

Mrs. Jessy Andrews Principal, Madhava Kripa School, 
Manipal-Convener 
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Name Designation Post Held 

Mr. P. G. Pandith Correspondent, MKS President 

Mrs. Jessy Andrews Principal, MKS Ex-Officio Secretary 

Dr Anup Naha PTA- President Parent Representative 

Mrs Preethi Lecturer, Dr T M A Pai 
College of Education Udupi 

Parent Representative 

Mrs. Shakilakshi Krishna Vice Principal, MKS Teacher of the School 

Mrs. Jyothi Santhosh Vice Principal, MKS Teacher of the School 

Dr K Narayan Shenoy 
Associate Director (Student 
Welfare) and Professor, 
MIT, Manipal. 

Teacher of other college 

Mrs Anuradha Shivaram 
Principal, Manipal School, 
Mangalore Teacher of other School 

Mrs P V Chaya Devi 
Principal, Kendriya 
Vidyalaya, Malpe 

CBSE Board Nominee 

Mr T Palanivelu Principal, Jawahar Navoday 
Vidyalaya, Hebri 

CBSE Board Nominee 

Mr. Chandrashekhar 
Prabhu Deputy Director-Legal,MU School Society Nominee 

Mr. Jerry Joseph Deputy Director, Human 
Resource, MU 

School Society Nominee 

Mr. Yogesh B. Pai Head Finance, MAGE-USS School Society Nominee 

Col.Prakash Chandra Director Genl Services,M U School Society Nominee 

Mrs. Asha Nayak Headmistress, MKS Member 
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Date: 06/07/2019                   Chief Guest: Capt. Ganesh Karnik 

Former Member & Opposition Chief Whip, Karnataka Legislative Council 



 

 

Lead by Example…… 



ANNUAL REPORT 2019-20 
Respected dignitaries on the dais, parents, teachers and my dear students, a very good evening to 
all! Annual Report is a tract of events that helps track of the functioning of a school. Here I present 
before you, the Annual Report of the academic year 2019-20. 

 
I thank and praise the Lord God Almighty for HIS presence, protection, blessings and guidance in 
the functioning of our school! 
This year, we are celebrating the 150th birth anniversary of the father of our nation, Mahathma 
Gandhi. He is a man who influenced the whole world by emphasising on truthfulness, practice of 
ahimsa and simplicity.  He shook the world in a gentle way. He believed that future depends on 
what we do in the present and also that without action, we aren’t reaching anywhere. His way of 

life will always be motivational to the born and the unborn. The greatest tribute for his contribution 
towards our nation is to make his dream come true. He said, our ability to reach unity in diversity 
will be the beauty and the test of our civilisation. We are in the testing time. Our unity is tested by 
political and religious differences. Let’s not fall prey to it. Let us ensure that we stand united in 
the severest strain without breaking. Gandhiji also said that, the true measure of any society can 
be found in how it treats its most vulnerable members. Is the poor and meek treated with dignity? 
What about children? They do not have a safe environment to live in. They are harassed physically 
and enticed emotionally by lustful motions and substances which leads them to lose their lives.  
The elders of the society should adopt the good principles laid to us by our ancestors and great 
leaders like Gandhiji to embrace peace and harmony in our nation. Let us love each other with 
understanding, lose ourselves to serve others and walk in the footprint of Mahathma, who believed 
where there is love there is life. Let education be a tool for the development of consciousness and 
the reconstitution of society as envisaged by Mahathma Gandhi. 

 
The school reopened on 29th May 2019. Students and staff walked in with enthusiasm and energy, 
looking forward for a fruitful experience. At present we have a student strength 2463 and staff 
strength of 220. 

 

Achievements: 
The performance of our students in class-10 and 12 is an incredible reflection of the efforts put in 
by the students, teachers and parents.  
We achieved 100% pass percentage in both AISSE and AISSCE exams conducted by CBSE. Ms. 
M. Prerana Rao stands first in class-10 with 96.6%, Ms. Shreya Ramamoorthi stands first in 



Science stream with 95. 2% and Master. Jeff Joseph Jerry stands first in Commerce stream with 
93.8%. 
Our students with the help of teachers and parents tread on different fields, participate in various 
contests and win accolades. This year, our students got an opportunity to win prizes in competitions 
like painting, storytelling, singing, rangoli, skit, debate, science skit, paper presentation et al.  
Our school gives utmost importance for Sports and games. This gets echoed when the students 
participate in various tournaments and events and come back with clanging medals and laudable 
trophies. 
*Our students have won the overall championship in yoga competitions, they are the winners of 
AICS under-17 Chess tournament, winners of AICS Under-17 Boys Table Tennis, and Runners 
AICS under-14 Boys Table Tennis, Overall champions of under-17 boys and under-14 girls AICS 
Athletic events, Runners of Under-14 girls AICS Table tennis, Runners of Under-17 boys AICS 
Shuttle Tournament, Winners of Karnataka State Cricket Association’s district level tournament 

under high school category.  
 As a cherry on the cake, Ms. Sanika Bangera of class-7 won Bronze medal in 100M race at the 
35th Junior National Level Athletic Championship conducted at Guntur in AP. 

Teachers’ Achievements: 
Our teachers inspire our students not only by their way of life but also with their achievements. 
I am happy to share that Tr. Harish Jogi, Kannada-TGT of our school is the first teacher to receive 
a Doctorate degree in our school.  

Tr. Shailaja Bairy has won the best paper and best poster presentation prize at 2019 BEMTS 
international research conference on math education conducted in Philippines for the topic ‘The 

merits and limitations of project based teaching learning’ 

Tr.Vanitha Rao is the first person in Udupi district to complete Leader Trainer for Guides Course.  

New Initiatives: 
Every year our school takes new initiatives for creating a better learning environment for the 
students. A few in this area are 
• SAPA (Subramaniam Academy of Performing Arts) a programme to provide holistic music 
education with fun and enjoyment for Nursery and LKG 
• My good turn at home, a home report card which will help parents to build positive 
behaviour in their wards for the primary school children. 
• “Talent hour” for classes 1 to 8 is an opportunity for the students to exhibit their talents. 

The students themselves organise this, thereby learning management skills and team work. 



• “The Hindu in school” newspaper is provided to each and every student of the middle 

school to enhance the habit of reading and acquiring General Knowledge 
• Asset exams, a skill based assessment that measures student’s conceptual understanding is 

introduced for the students of classes 3 to 8.  
• Children need support in overcoming their difficulties. The school has a student counsellor 
who helps children to know themselves better and strengthen their personality.  
• A basketball court and a cricket pitch is constructed in the playground for the students to 
play the game well. 

Celebrations & Activities: 
• Young minds are ready to imbibe.  It is through experience that the values are instilled and 
not just reading from a life skill book. One of the key channels to propagate value internalization 
is Day Observation like Love your nature day and green day, healthy snacks day and yellow day, 
soldier’s day, ethnic day, grand parents’ day, save environment day, world yoga day, lend your 
hand day, doctor’s day. Bharath veer divas, traditional day. Hiroshima and Nagasaki day, quit 

India day, World student’s day, meri sena day, Kargil victory day and Constitution day.  
• We also celebrate national and religious festivals to help students be aware as well to revere 
each other.  We celebrated Independence day, Gandhi Jayanthi, Karnataka Rajyotsava, Teachers 
day, Children’s day, Ramzan and Deepavali. 
• The school cabinet for the year 2019-20 was installed during the investiture ceremony with 
Captain Ganesh Karnik as the Chief Guest. 

• An extravaganza of sports events was conducted for all the students of our school during 
the sports week in the month of November. It culminated with the prize distribution ceremony on 
12 Nov with Dr. Girish Menon R as the Chief Guest. 
• Competitions are conducted to tap the talents and skills that may be hidden in the students. 
It’s an opportunity for students to explore themselves. Our school conducts various age appropriate 

competitions in various art forms, literary and literature skills, and intellectual capabilities.  

• Activities at Atal Tinkering lab: 
We conducted Mentoring sessions by Dr Raviprakash Y, Prof.Umananda K V, Prof. 
Kamleshkumar, Retired Prof. Chandrashekarappa and our alumni Lieutenant Sudeep Sudhakar 
and Sagar Sudesh Pai. We also conducted around six workshops and two community outreach 
programme. 
• To broaden the thinking and to have a hands on experience students are taken to different 
spots for field trips. 



• Club activities provide opportunities for students to work in groups and interact with peers 
and also to develop certain skills and interests. Middle school children enthusiastically participated 
in the Seed ball preparation, cleaning the school surrounding, Flood relief fund collection kind of 
activities through their clubs. 
• SEWA- Social Empowerment with work experience and action is a channel for developing 
skills and strengthening our compassion for the people around and respect for the environment.  
Class 9 to12 students participated in many SEWA activities. 
• Only textual contents may not suffice to have an amplified idea of life and for life. The 
school organizes several awareness programme like sexual abuse, cyber abuse, substance abuse, 
importance of brushing teeth and hand wash, importance of healthy food, puberty, physical fitness, 
career fair etc. with the support of MKS- Parents Teachers Association. 
• Apart from this, students got the privilege to attend sessions like Income tax, workshop on 
Python, Workshop on atoms, molecules and materials, and a workshop on how to prepare for 
exams. 
• In -service Teacher training is an essential factor for a school to progress. Our school 
conducted capacity Building Programme in Upholding integrity and ethics and Career Guidance 
in association with CBSE. Apart from this our teachers attended various training programmes, 
workshops and conferences.  
• Giving is not just about making a donation. It’s about making a difference. Students and 

teachers of our school willingly stood by and gave in cash to extend help to the needy of the flood 
affected North Karnataka. 
• Also children experienced the joy of giving by donating stationery items to the needy 
schools of rural areas 

 

A note of Gratitude: 
Great things in an organisation are never done by a single person. They are done by a team of 
people. I thank our Management, Parents, Teachers, Non-Teaching staff and children of our school 
for their contribution, cooperation and support in the growth of the school. 

 

Best regards, 

Mrs. Jessy Andrews 
Principal 



Excellence in Academia 
Grade 10 Toppers 2019-2020 
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Grade 12 Toppers 2019-2020 

    

 

 

 

          



 

Date: 26/06/2019 

Chief Guest: Dr H S Ballal, 

 President, AGE, Manipal 



  

  

“All the successful teams I’ve ever seen have three 

characteristics: they play unselfish, they play together, and 

they play hard” 

                                                                     ― Larry Brown 



 

 

 

 



 



 
 

Chief Guest: Col Santha Kumaran, 

 DGM, Syndicate Bank Manipal 



 



 



 

   



 



 



 

 



Chief Guest: Dr Karthik Rao N, MD, DNB (Internal Medicine), 

 Consultant Physician and Associate Professor of Medicine,  

Nitte Gajria Hospital, Karkala 
 





 

 



 

 

Chief Guest: Ms Vanitha M Rao, Teacher, MKS 
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RISING WRITERS’ REALM 
A Report on School Election (Primary) 

During the event of the annual school 
election, our dear teachers and loving Vice 
Principal Mrs. Jyothi Santhosh had selected 
15 students from grade 4 for the post of 
"Junior vice-captain" and Discipline leaders 
for the year 2019-20. Among the 15 students, 
5 most eligible students were selected as 
candidates for the post. After this, the 
students of class 4 and teachers cast their 
valuable votes and elected the Vice captains: 
Niha Fatima and Siddharth Adiga, and 
Discipline leaders: Anjali Naik, Swaroop 
Nayak, and Agrima Bhagat. We are very 
happy and are lucky to be part of this great 
school and especially the primary section 
with very loving teachers, caring staff 
members, an adorable and inspiring Vice-
Principal Madam, and of course our dear 
friends. Last but not the least, I would like to 
congratulate all our batch- mates for being 
elected and for taking the leadership 
initiative. We will surely make our teachers, 
parents, and nation proud. 

Hanisha Karkera (Gr 4A) 

 

Salute to the Soldiers 

We say our lives are difficult; we say we have 
so many problems. No doubt; we do have 
many problems in our life, but if some daily 
mishappenings are known as problems; 
imagine what a problem or a challenge is for 
people who risk their lives every day for us. 
Soldiers are these great men who face 
innumerable problems, challenges and of 
course, lead a very difficult life. They face-
threatening circumstances without even 
complaining about them. They are the ones 
because of whom we can live our life 
peacefully and happily. They are the ones 
who leave their family and friends to perform 
their selfless duty on borders. One can never 
understand the pain of the separation of 
soldiers from their loved ones. Some soldiers 

come home after months, while some never 
return home. Thus it is because of soldiers 
that we are happy and safe. 

Hanisha Karkera (Gr 4A) 

 
 

What if trees could talk? 

If a tree could talk it would say, 

"What a beautiful environment I live in! 
Birds and insects build nests on my branches 
to live in. I see squirrels running on my trunk 
to find nuts and berries". 

I see people coming to exercise in the 
morning and children coming with their 
parents to play and have fun in the park. I see 
a gardener cleaning the park and keeping it 
clean. 

I hope you all understand how important we 
are to you. We provide you with so many 
things such as shade, fruits, furniture, 
oxygen, etc. Without us, you cannot live, 
because without 
oxygen you cannot 
survive. So please 
save us; we are very 
important to you. 
And if you don't 
survive we cannot 
live because we need 
carbon dioxide. Let 
us be friends and live 
happily. 

Avani Johnson (Gr 4B) 



If non-living things would talk 

If non-living things start talking, I would 
happily play with them all. They would help 
me a lot in completing my work. The pencil 
would help me write my notes. The tooth 
brush will come wherever I am and brush my 
teeth. But in such a situation, we will become 
lazy and dump every work on non-living 
things, just because they will do everything 
for us. 

Arjun V Shetty (Gr 4B) 

 
*If non-living things start talking it would be 
fantastic. Storybooks would narrate stories 
for us, we need not read them. And also they 
would protect themselves. But one thing, the 
world would be noisy if all the non-living 
things start talking. Still, I would like to see 
non-living things talk. 

B Harish Aditya (Gr 4B) 

 

Cricket 

Last month there was a mixture of emotions 
at home. My father was excited very much to 
watch a television programme. My 
grandmother was grumbling and my young 
brother was showing tantrums. I was 
wondering what the matter was. Then I 
realized that papa's excitement to watch 
cricket made my grandmother grumble as she 
was unable to watch her favourite daily 
serials in TV. 

My papa was always enthusiastic about the 
world cup. I found that children in my school 
premises too were equally eager. I asked my 

mom why many are so excited about cricket. 
I got a reply that world cup cricket is played 
after a gap of every 4 years. The most 
thrilling one for my papa was India Vs 
Pakistan match. Even I wondered why that 
match was so thrilling for everyone. For me, 
it’s just a neighbouring country playing with 
us. So I conclude that sports should be played 
with a competitive spirit. It should not matter 
with whom we play but it’s important how 
well we play. 

Aakanksha (Gr 4C) 

 

 
*The cricket world cup is a very good chance 
to win the trophy and we should be prepared 
enough for it. Sometimes we lose the match 
in a single run or a careless hit. Players hit the 
ball which goes far and up, but each team 
tries very hard to win the world cup. India 
played nice with all but lost with two. Not just 
with England but New Zealand too. 

I wish India had won the world cup this year 

Then all our faces would be full of cheer 

Good luck to `Team India’ for the next game 

With hard work I hope they reach their aim 

Srilatha Shenoy (Gr 4C) 

 



Books are my best friends 

I will read books till their edge, 

So that I get knowledge 

I take them wherever I go 

Because I will be happy so 

     Mostly I read mythological stories 

     Because it is one of my hobbies 

     I will read them every day 

     Especially on a holiday 

If there is a book with pictures  

First I will see it and then read the literature 

Books are my best friends 

My hobby never ends 
 

Atharva Navada G R (Gr 4C) 

 
How would you like to celebrate your 
birthday differently? 

I would like to celebrate my birthday 
differently, unlike a regular party function.  
This time I plan to go to an orphanage along 
with my family and celebrate my birthday 
with them.  We would provide them with new 
clothes and food items.  I would play with the 
children there and enjoy my time.  They 
would also feel blessed and happy.  It would 
be a lovely experience spending time with 
them.  I am eager to support needy children 
in all possible ways I can.  Helping them 
provides a lot of satisfaction and peace. 

Pragnya R K (Gr 4D) 

*As my day begins I would worship God for 
giving me this beautiful life.  Then I'll take 
blessings from my parents.  Cutting cakes, 
blowing candles is common every year; but 
this time I would like to spend my day with 
the orphans- playing, eating delicious food, 
and giving them new clothes, books, and 
toys.  I hope my birthday turns out well. 

Shivanka (Gr 4 D) 

*No matter what is our age, we all love to 
celebrate our birthdays. I too like to celebrate 
my birthday. The best way to celebrate our 
birthday is to go to poor and old people's 
homes and give them useful gifts. 

Often they don't have anybody to love them. 
I love them and I would like to help them. In 
the future, I would go to an orphanage and I 
would give them food and help them. My 
birthday is on 12 December 2009. My 
grandparents' home is in a village. I will go to 
such old villages, schools and help the 
students by giving them books. I would make 
them feel very happy. My birthday would be 
so memorable.  

Prarthana (Gr 4D) 

 
* I wish to celebrate my birthday by planting 
trees.  I will take care of it and the tree will be 
home to many birds. I will prepare and use 
environment-friendly plates and glasses for 
food and juice. At last, I will give my friends 
a sapling as a return gift. 

Chinmayakeshav (Gr 4 D) 



Chandrayaan 2 

It was 2:00 a.m. on the 15th of July 2019 
when I along with my little brother and 
parents waited eagerly to watch the launch of 
Chandrayaan 2.  I was a little disappointed to 
know that the launch was called off due to a 
technical snag an hour before the scheduled 
time.  However, I was made to understand the 
intent behind this great decision which made 
me much more confident and proud of the 
great scientists working for it.  I curiously 
waited for the next date.  It was 22nd July 
2019 2:43 p.m. IST when the next launch was 
to be carried out.  As it was a working day, 
our teachers provided us an opportunity to 
watch the launch on a big screen at our 
multipurpose hall.  All curious young minds 
had come together to be a part of this proud 
moment.  The introduction stated that 
Chandrayaan-2 was: 

The first space mission to conduct a soft 
landing on the moon's South Polar Region.   

The first Indian expedition to attempt a soft 
landing on the lunar surface with home-
grown technology. 

Launched in the GSLV Mark III-M1  

It consisted of an orbiter, Vikram the Lander, 
Pragyaan the Rover, which had made us 
much more, curious, astonished, and proud.  
When the reverse clock struck 10, 9, 8… We 

all attentively, fearfully, and silently watched 
the screen without blinking our eyes.  When 
the clock struck zero the rocket successfully 
launched.  We all jumped with joy, clapping 
our hands for a minute.  It was a moment of 
pride to every Indian.  The joy, pride, and 
confidence in the eyes of the scientists on 
screen inspired and made us think that we 
need to work hard to achieve something 
great. 

Sidharth S Adiga (Gr 4 D) 

 

Pencil- An Autobiography  

I am a pencil.  I am invented in a pencil 
factory.  They named me Camlin.  They 
packed me inside the box with my friends.  I 
was carried to a big shop.  There I got a friend 
called eraser.  Its name was also Camlin.  One 
day a boy purchased me and my eraser; took 
us to his home. I was so surprised.  But on the 
first day, I was so sad because he sharpened 
me too much. So I became small and my 
friend too.  But why do all the living things 
grow and why do I become shorter and 
shorter as days pass.  One day he threw me 
into the dustbin and that day was my last day. 

Saanvi Palan (Gr 4 E) 

*Hello! I am a pencil. I was a piece of wood 
before. They shaped me like a cylinder and 
inserted a long lead inside me. They named 
me JOMS. They sent me and my friends to a 
shop. A boy came to the shop and picked me 
up. I was very sad while leaving my friends. 
But when I reached the boy's home, I was 
very happy because I met my two other 
friends- eraser and sharpener. After a few 
days, eraser became my best friend because it 
erased all the mistakes I did. But I didn’t like 
sharpener because it was very painful while 
sharpening. You know "All human beings 
grow taller and taller, but we pencil and 
erasers grow shorter and shorter. After 1 to 2 
weeks, we become smaller and people throw 
us. I am happy that in my short life period, I 
was useful to others. 

Aadhya Shetty (Gr 4E) 



Pencil  

 
I am a pencil; my name is Apsara. I am born 
in a pencil factory. First, some workers 
shaped my body and put a big lead inside me. 
Then, they packed me in a box which had 
many pencils in it and I was traveling 
somewhere with my friends. Then I realized 
that we were going to a big shop. When I 
reached the shop I was surprised to see too 
many other types of things. They all had 
different names. Pen, Ruler, Eraser, Mender. 
Then I was placed in the 2nd floor, along with 
other stationeries. There I was very nervous 
on the first day in the shop. Then after a few 
days, a family came to the shop. Then the girl 
saw me and pulled me out. I was at first, very 
scared that they would harm me. Later I 
realized that they wouldn't harm me, but they 
were going to take me with them. So I was 
very happy that someone realized my worth 
finally. I was brought from the shop to the 
girl's home. The next day she had school and 
then she started to sharpen me which was 
very painful. After some days I became 
shorter and shorter, then she threw me.  

Archana Patil (Gr 4 E)  

Autobiography of Phone 

Hello friends! I am an apple. Do you think of 
eating me? No, sorry I am not a fruit I am a 
Mobile phone. A nice fruit name is given to 
me. I am rectangular or square. But not like 
an apple. I am light in weight. I am there in 
every rich man's pocket where ever they go. I 
take electric current for my energy. I have 
many apps inside me. People can use me for 

making calls, sending messages and Emails, 
etc. My other communication methods are 
WhatsApp, Facebook, Twitter, Instagram, 
YouTube, etc. I am the fastest means of 
communication. If people use me for good I 
am their friend; otherwise my darker side is 
causing time-waste, eye problems, social life 
distortion, etc. Today’s children are not 
playing outdoors. They use me for playing, it 
is not good. My humble request is to use me 
whenever needed. Too much of anything is 
bad. 

Nireeksha Nayak (Gr 4 E) 

*I celebrated myself when I was created. I 
first appeared in the form of a telephone. 
After some years, I was made available in the 
form of cell phones and I-phone. Today I am 
sold in shops and humans obtain from me, a 
lot of information about places, famous 
people, facts, thoughts, new words, etc. But, 
they rarely handle me with care. People say, 
I am bad for everyone because I spoil 
everyone's eyes and minds. So please use me 
whenever needed and don’t forget to handle 
me with care. Don't spoil your life by using 
me for unnecessary tasks. Life is like that, 
take only good things from me. 

 Stella Elisa Thomson (Gr 4E) 

 



The rainy season 

In the rainy season, I like to dig small holes 

And like to see rains fill these holes. 

Make paper boats, sail them in small puddles. 

To bathe in the showers of rain is fun 

The rainy season is my favourite season. 

I always enjoy it for no reason. 

Gayatri A Pai (Gr 4 F) 

 
My favourite colour  

Everyone asks what my favourite colour is, I 
always tell I don't know. but today I was 
surprised as I had to write about my favourite 
colour. I felt that, my favourite colour is 
purple! I love purple because I like pink and 
blue, but couldn't decide which to choose. So 
I thought, in between these two colours is the 
colour purple. I feel purple is just the right 
colour for me. Some of my friends say it is 
violet but I think that violet is just one of the 
shades of purple. I actually can't make out the 
difference between purple and violet! 
Sometimes I would write black or white as 
my favourite colour. But I think I like purple 
a bit more. You know what, I didn't even 
notice the colour of my rough book or my 
keychain in my house, they turned out to be 
purple! 

Niha Fathima (Gr 4F) 

 

*White is my favourite colour. I loved white 
even when I was a baby. My mother says this 
is because I loved ice-creams. I started liking 
anything white after tasting vanilla ice cream 
it seems. I related white to sweet. Thus, white 
became my favourite colour. Later when I 
came to school I understood that the colour 
white was very important. White on our 
national flag represents peace and truth. It is 
then that I started respecting the colour white.
 I love to watch clouds in the sky. The 
moving clouds make me very happy. They 
look like snowballs. I see the same colour 
when I visit the beach. In my garden, there 
are many flowers in different colours. But 
when I see white flowers among them, all 
other flowers look more beautiful. White 
always stands for purity and is wrapped in 
white. So I feel that the white colour is very 
special and precious to me. 

Ruben George Thomas (Gr 4 F) 

I love rainbow 

I like rainbows because they are magical and 
pretty they have my favourite colours like 
red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo and 
violet. I wish that I ride on a rainbow and live 
there forever because I can see my favourite 
colours every day. Why don't I see you my 
rainbow every day? Where do you hide? I 
want to be with you! 

Keya (Gr 3 B) 

 



To my motherland 

Dear Motherland, 

My dear motherland, you protect us and we 
should really care for you. We promise not to 
use plastic and not harm trees and animals. 
We will try to go on a walk instead of 
vehicles, to help reduce pollution. We are 
very proud of you and thank you for 
everything. We shall work hard to keep you 
happy. 

Devaangana (Gr 3 B) 

Dear motherland, 

You are giving us air, water, food and 
everything that we need. But why are you 
angry with us? I promise we will not harm 
you anymore. You have given us this 
wonderful nature. From now on, we will take 
care of you. Please do not harm us and please 
do not push us away. 

J Loshiniyaa (Gr 3 B) 

  
A letter to mother earth 

You are like my mother. 

You give us air. 

You give us food & water. 

You love us & like us.  

You take care of us. 

You are most important for us. 

You give us life to live. 

You are our best friend. 

You are our everything.  

Rida (Gr 3B) 

My favourite game  

When I was a small kid I always used to love 
seeing balloons and playing with them. 
Whenever I used to visit beaches or festival 
places, my parents would buy me a balloon. 
Now that I am growing up but still I like 
balloons. Whenever it is offered in shops or 
malls, I play with it. Now I play balloon 
volleyball with my father or mother. I draw a 
centre line using my building blocks and I 
stand on one side and my dad on the other 
side. I hit the balloon in the air towards my 
father and he hits the balloon back. It is a fun 
game for us. A balloon, even if it is hit hard 
it slowly travels in the air and lands in the air 
on the opposite side. For us it is a good 
physical activity as it improves our stamina. 
I always win in this game and being given the 
champion of the champion trophy by my 
mother.  

Shreya Nayak (Gr 3 C) 

*My favourite game is badminton. It is a 
good game. It reduces our stress. Each team 
has 1 or 2 members. Each player has a 
racquet. A set of rules have been made for fair 
winning. P V Sindhu and Saina Nehwal are 
expert badminton players. Hence badminton 
is my favourite game.   

Prapthi (Gr 3C) 

*The game that I like the most is hide and 
seek. It is a fun playing that game. When I go 
to my grandparents' house, I and my cousins 
have dinner together. I play hide and seek 
with them at night or in the evening. There is 
a small place in my grandparents' house. We 
all play our favourite game hide & seek there.  

Khadeeja Aifah (Gr 3C) 

  



Unforgettable day in my life 

There are many unforgettable days of my life. 
A few of them are as follows. I was very 
happy when my sister was born. I can’t forget 

my visit to Bird Park in Singapore, visit to 
Mysore palace and Wonderla. I also loved 
receiving my proficiency prize. Lastly 
summer holidays at grandmother place. I will 
surely keep all these memories with me 
forever. 

 
Aadhya K Udupa (Gr 3D) 

*The most memorable day of my life is my 
first Yakshagana performance for Ugadi 
celebration in our village club. That day I felt 
that the Yakshagana dress covered me 
completely. Yakshagana is a traditional art. It 
originated in the coastal district of 
Karanataka. I performed Yakshagana dance. 
I was very happy that day because I got one 
memento. It is very precious for me. We must 
all learn and save our beautiful culture of 
Yakshagana for future. And I took some 
photos in that costume for saving this 
memory. 

 
Yashaswi (Gr 3 D)  

*The unforgettable/happiest day in my life 
was my visit to Goa. When I was in 1st 
standard I went to Goa with my family. It was 
6 hours’ journey by road from Manipal. We 
started early morning and reached at 11:00 
am. We stayed in country inn & suites Hotel 
at Panaji. Then we went for Viyaz restaurant 
and had a wonderful lunch. After that we 
went in cruise where we had a lot of fun. It is 
a one-hour trip. The next day we went to 
Dolphin point to take a glimpse of dolphins 
in the middle of the sea. It is a goose bump 
moment to watch lots of dolphins jumping in 
the sea. Then we went to old church, Baga 
beach. But the dolphins are my favourite. It 
was unforgettable and joyous day in my life.  

  
Tahani (Gr 3D) 

What I know about dinosaur 

Dinosaurs live in jungle. They have a tail and 
2 or 4 legs. Some dinosaurs have long neck 
like giraffe and some have short neck. They 
are huge in size. The colour of dinosaurs are 
red, dark green, orange, brown and light blue. 
Dinosaurs are some of the oldest animals on 
Earth. Now dinosaurs are not there.  

M Srushti Pai (Gr 3F) 

 



Strange Dream  

One morning when I was sleeping, my father 
came to wake me up. Then he said “Wake up, 
wake up! There is a surprise for you”. As I 

woke up, I could hear some purring sound in 
my kitchen. As I ran towards my kitchen, I 
was surprised to see a small, cute, adorable 
kitten curled up in a packing box. It was white 
in colour with black patches. It had small soft 
paws which were pink in colour. I was 
excited but I couldn’t play with it, because it 
was sleeping. After some time, it woke up 
and was ready to play with me. This was one 
unforgettable day of my life.   

 
Anatara (Gr 3D) 

*Let me tell you about my strange dream. I 
was in 2nd Std. It was Sunday. As usual after 
my dinner I went to bed and fell asleep. In a 
moment, I was in a forest and a tiger was 
chasing me. I ran very fast to escape. A white 
horse came to pick me. I climbed on the horse 
and it flew up. It took me to the moon and 
horse disappeared. I was very scared and 
started shouting. A big rock was rolling 
towards me and I called my dad loudly. By 
God’s grace, dad and mom both woke up and 

said ‘Don’t watch Baalveer again’. 

 
Samrudh (Gr 3E) 

*I woke up on hearing footsteps outside my 
bedroom door. They got louder with each 
horrible second. After a minute, the door 
opened. I couldn’t make out what the 

silhouette looked like. All that I could say is, 
it was tall. This went on for what seems like 
forever. It was at the end of my bed. I 
couldn’t scream. I couldn’t feel my eyes. I 
could only feel fear. It was atop my chest and 
I could barely breathe. I could finally see 
what was on top of me. A woman covered in 
what I presumed to be blood. She raised her 
hand and sliced my forehead. The moment 
she did that, I woke up. 

Anagha D Nayak (Gr 3E) 

Clean India Green India 
In a beautiful park, some waste materials 
were thrown and the whole park looked dirty. 
After some time, some children came into the 
park and saw the place was untidy. They soon 
started to clean the place. Some children 
planted plants, cleaned the ground, watered 
the plant and trimmed the bushes. Soon the 
park looked as beautiful as ever. The value 
that we learn from this is: We should take 
responsibility and save our environment 
through team work. These children are doing 
great job. 
Pranathi P Bhat (Gr 3A) 

 
 
 



Letter to God 

Dear God, 

I have many questions. Why can’t we see 

you? Why birds can’t talk? Why ant is 

smaller than humans? Why giraffe’s neck is 

taller than our neck? Why man can’t fly? 

Why do we get pain when we bleed? Why 
girls have long hair? 

Siddharth Sreejith (Gr 2 A)  

*I am your child. You gave me everything 
and I want to be a good child and I will obey 
my teachers and my parents. You gave me 
eyes, nose, mouth. You gifted me loving 
parents. I’m thankful for all these. 

Nidhi S Revankar (Gr 2A) 

*God you are so beautiful. 

You are very powerful. 

Your creation is so beautiful. 

You are so wonderful. 

You gave us everything. 

You gifted good living. 

But, Sorry God for destroying the earth. 

God, I pray, you again make this earth a 
beautiful place to live. 

 Phelix Antoin (Gr 2 A) 

*Oh God, the earth is beautiful,  

Many thanks to you. 

You have given us everything. Love you 

But please, Make the school better. 

Make the world green and beautiful. 

Make the sick people healthy. 

Thank you God, you are our world. 

Ishana Singh (Gr 2A) 

 
*Oh! God, help us to be good! 

To help others as we should  

Not to hate, but to love 

Send us peace from above 

I love you God, Thank you. 

 
Lakshith P Shetty (Gr 2A) 

My class 

I love my class, my teacher and my friends. I 
wish to spend time in this class, playing and 
having fun. I love to learn a lot. My friends 
love me very much. All of them are charming 
and nice. My class is like my second home. 
There are thirty children in my class. 

Deetya Shetty (Gr 2C)  

*My class is a very good class. My teachers 
are very good. My mother sends me to 
school. I have a very good time at school. I 
try to behave well in school. Some of my 
classmates are very good friends to me. I 
enjoy learning here. 

Keshav Sanjeev (Gr 2C) 



My favourite season  

My favourite season is summer. It is hot and 
we get a lot of fruits like mango to eat. We 
also get a chance to visit lot of places. I also 
like summer because I get an opportunity to 
play in the ground in summer vacation. 

Maanvi Prabhu (Gr 2 B) 

*Out of 4 seasons, monsoon is my favourite 
season, because it makes the surrounding 
green and beautiful. Before it rains, the dark 
black clouds spread all around the sky. 
Sometimes it drizzles, sometimes it rains 
heavily. It fills all the wells, ponds, lakes and 
rivers. Rain is the main source of water. We 
can see colourful rainbow in the sky in this 
season. I love playing in puddles. Even I like 
to sail paper bats in the rain water. I love to 
go to market on bike by wearing pink colour 
raincoat. I have a Barbie umbrella which I 
carry to school every day. I enjoy this season. 

 
Aarohi Singhal (Gr 2 B) 

*My favourite season is summer. I enjoy the 
warm weather because vacation arrives and I 
can play outside. I don’t have to worry about 
homework and exams. I get to visit my 
grandma’s home and eat lots of food. I can 

relax with my parents at the beach and eat 
ice-cream. I can take my dog outside and play 
in the park till evening. Summer makes me 
feel thirsty and I get to drink juice whenever 
I want. I can go to my friend’s house and play 

with them. Summer means going to trip and I 
enjoy the weather a lot. 

Viraaj S Anchan (Gr 2 B)  

The clouds  

Clouds why are you not coming down, 

You are like the snow ball blown. 

Sometimes you move like a clown 

You often dash and bring rain. 

Helping us grow flowers, grass and grain 
 

Rida Farvez Ahamed (Gr 2 C) 

 
*I love clouds.  

You bring us rains 

Why are you moving here and there?  

Can’t you stay in one place? 

Sometimes you move very fast 

and Sometimes you move very slow 

Why don’t you bring a rainbow? 

 
Gopikaaraaj (Gr 2C)  



My Hobby 

The meaning of hobby is: Whenever we are 
free, we do something that is interesting for 
us. It can be anything. For example, we can 
draw, dance, sing, read and write. My hobby 
is to dance. Reading is also my hobby. I like 
to read story books. Reading takes me to a 
different world. Book is our best friend. If we 
read books, we will get more knowledge.  

Jennis Rosia Maniakes (Gr 2D)  

My mother  

You are so cute, 

You are never mute 

Your hair is so silky, 

Your love is very milky. 

You correct me when I’m wrong 

Your blessings make me strong 

You take care of me a lot 

You have a pure heart 

You are cheerful and kind  

You work with a clean mind 

You are a special gift of God 

Shravya P (Gr 2D) 

 

My visit to the park 

I regularly visit a park near Venugopala 
temple. There are rides such as see-saw, 
merry-go-round, slide, swing. When I am 
sliding, I make a sound “WHOO”. My 

parents go for a walk in the garden when I am 
playing. We also go to the temple.  
Sometimes, I don’t feel like returning home. 
I am very happy to have a park near my 
home. 

-Anagha G Shanbhag (Gr 2E) 

   
My Grandparents 
I love my grandparents. I like to spend my 
holidays with them. My grandmother never 
says 'no' to play with me. She narrates bed-
time stories which can’t be found in any story 
book. My grandparents always try to make 
me eat all kinds of fruits and take me for kite 
flying. They love beaches just like me. My 
grandparents always have time for me. 
Aditi S (Gr 2F) 
 
*My grandparents are very good and sweet. 
My grandmother is very good in cooking. 
She helps me to learn good manners. She is 
very kind. My grandfather is good in playing 
badminton. He is a good sportsperson. My 
grandparents take care of me very well. I love 
my grandparents very much.  
Vriti (Gr 2F) 
 
*I have sweet and loving grandparents. They 
are the senior-most persons in our family. 
They care for me and look after me every 
time I fall sick. They solve our problems. 
They help us to become better human beings. 
Ishanth Nayak (Gr 2F) 
 

 
 



My Umbrella 
My umbrella protects me from rain and heat. 
My umbrella is pink in colour. It has many 
Barbie pictures. I love my umbrella very 
much. It is useful to me. My umbrella has a 
pink cover and a pink handle. My umbrella 
also has a whistle in it. My 
umbrella costs Rs 375. My 
umbrella is very pretty. 
Hrithika (Gr 2G) 
 
My School Bag 
School bag is an important part of my day at 
school. My school bag is green in colour. 
It keeps all my books, pencil box and tiffin 
box safe. It has picture of my favourite 
cartoon Pokémon. I like my bag very much. 
Bhavish (Gr 2G) 
 
*I love my school bag. It carries all my books 
to school and protects them. My bag’s colour 
is pink and blue. It has a design of a cat. My 
bag has a pink zip. It is good. I carry my bag 
to school every day and I take great care of it. 
My bag is gifted to me by my parents. 
Adlym Jerusha (Gr 2G) 
 
My Day at the beach 
I love to visit the beach. I go to beach with 
my parents. I carry toys to the beach. I love 
to make sand castle and play in the sea water 
there. I watch sunset also. It is very beautiful. 
I play with my family. I collect shells at the 
seashore. These shells come in different 
colours. I see crabs, moving in and out at the 
beach. I have lot of fun. 
Bhavish (Gr 2G) 
 
*I like Malpe beach. The sea there is full of 
water and sand. It is a beautiful place. It is in 
Udupi. Malpe beach has water sports. It has 
hotels, changing rooms, showers. It has a 
wonderful sea walk. We can reach there by 
bus, car, and bike. It has boat ride to St Mary's 
island. We can see beautiful sunset at Malpe. 
Sree Jayathi (Gr 2G) 

*I love water and I can see a lot of water in 
the beach. I like Malpe beach so much. We 
can play in sand there. We can fly kites and 
we can take a horse ride too. I love to play 
with the sea waves. 
Pratham (Gr 2G) 
 
*I love Malpe beach. We go to Malpe beach 
once in a month. Sometimes I go with my 
parents and sometimes with my grandparents 
and cousins. On the way to the beach, there is 
a church which is in a boat shape. There is 
always a huge crowd in the beach. I like to 
play with sand and water, so I always carry 
toys to play in the sand. My father also plays 
with me. With my mother, I go closer to the 
sea and play in water. We jump and run when 
waves are nearing us and splash the water on 
each other. There are many boat rides, Jet 
Ski, parasailing. There are also many 
restaurants, statues, sea walk. We walk on the 
sea-shore, for some time. I enjoy my 
favourite charmuri at a stall. We wait until 
sunset and return.  
Swayam (Gr 2G) 

 
*Malpe beach is about 6 kilometers from 
Udupi. It has clean white sand. The beautiful 
beach is covered with palm trees and covered 
blue sky. Many water activities are there in 
the beach. Jet ski, speed boat rider and also 
camel riding are there in the beach. 
One beautiful Gandhiji's statue is in the beach 
which reminds us to keep the beach clean. It 
is a tourist spot. We can see many food stalls 
and toy shops in the beach. It has fresh water 
and we like to play in the water. 
Amrit (Gr 2G)  



My Pet 
Here is my pet, a dog 
He loves to eat chips 
He is white in colour 
His name is Kura and he is so cute 
His favourite colour is purple  
His ears are shaped triangle  
He loves my cuddle 
I love him in bundle 

 
Saanvi Santhosh (Gr IA) 
 
*My pet is a cat. 
I love petting cats. 
I love to take my cat to the beach. 
My cat is pink in colour 
Her name is Sweety 
She likes to roll on the rug. 
She likes to sleep on the sofa. 
She says meow meow 
Her favourite food is milk. 
She likes to play 

 
Srishti Nayak (Gr IA) 
 
*My pet is a cat. 
I named her Fluffy. 
I play with Fluffy every weekend 
She is white in colour & very cute 
She likes to drink milk and eat rats 
The colour of Flufffy's eyes is blue 
All my friends too like her 
I love Fluffy very much 
Aavni Adiga (Gr IA) 
 

My Teacher 
My teacher is very kind, strict and caring in 
nature. We love her classes. She teaches us 
good things, makes us laugh by telling jokes 
while teaching. She wants us to talk in 
English in class. She always smiles and 
enters the classroom. My teacher teaches 
sports, art, craft, stories, dance, song and 
many other things. I love all my teachers and 
I am thankful to them. 
Dhruti (Gr IB) 
 
*Teachers are our 
second parents. 
They teach us not 
only the lessons 
from our books, but 
also the lessons for 
our life. All 
teachers teach us in 
an easy way. I 
respect and like 
them all very much. 
Felix George (Gr IB) 
 
My Mother 
My mother is very loving 
My mother goes to office daily 
My mother helps me in homework 
My mother gives me healthy food 
My mother loves me very much 
Kedar Bhandary (Gr IC) 
 
*My mother helps me to read, to write and to 
learn all the subjects. She is always nice to 
me. She takes care of me and loves me a lot. 
I love my mother very much. 
Adhrith Bhagavath (Gr IC) 
 

 



My Favourite Ice-cream 
I love ice-creams very much. Of all the ice-
creams, my favourite one is Chocolate ice-
cream in a cone. I like the Choco chips in the 
ice-cream. The biscuit in the cone adds taste 
to my ice-cream. I enjoy eating the ice-cream 
with my brother very much. 
Pradyumna S Adiga (Gr ID) 

 
 
*My favourite ice-cream is Mango scoop ice-
cream. I like it too much. It is prepared using 
mango fruit. So I like it. It is yellow in colour. 
It is yummy and sweet. 
Prapthi Prasad Shetty (Gr ID) 
 

 
 
My Favourite Flower 
My favourite flower is Sun flower. 
It is yellow in colour. 
It looks like Sun. 
It’s a large beautiful flower. 
It’s very attractive 
We get oil from this flower. 
 
Aryan A (Gr IE) 

 
 
*My favourite flower is Rose. 
It is a beautiful flower and I love it. 
It is the best flower in the world. 
The colour of rose is pink, red or yellow. 
The rose is surrounded by thorns. 
The rose is known for its fragrance. 

 
Rakshitha Vikram Kalkura (Gr IE) 
 
*My favourite flower is Lotus. 
It is the national flower of India. 
It is pink in colour. 
It grows in water. It is so beautiful. 
It is a sign of purity. 

 
Nishant Kumar (Gr IE) 
 



Rainy season 
 
Rainy days are God's gift. 
After a hot summer, rainy days come. 
I love rainy days because I like to play in the 
rain. We can use umbrellas, raincoats and 
gum boots on rainy days. We like to drink and 
eat hot food when it's raining outside. 
 
Ishita (Gr IF) 
 

 
 
*I love jumping in puddles. 
I love umbrellas. 
I like to see the rain. 
There are dark clouds. 
I see frogs and insects. 
During rain we use raincoat 
Joy to walk in the rain. 
         
Sharanya (Gr IF) 
 

 
 
 

Funniest Animal in the Zoo 
 
One day, I visited a Zoo. I saw many animals 
but I found monkeys, the funniest animals in 
the zoo. Monkeys have very funny faces and 
long tails. I got excited to see monkeys 
jumping and swinging on the tree. It was very 
funny the way monkeys ate bananas. I 
laughed to see a monkey copying me. 
Monkeys are funny animals. 
 
Ishana Singla (Gr IG) 
 

 
 
*Monkey is very naughty. 
Its favourite food is banana and chips 
It scratches all over its body.  
Monkey likes to eat biscuits  
Monkeys copy kids very well 
 
Manasvi Singh Budania (Gr IG) 
 

  
 
 



 
The Crab Bite 
One day, Ayush was collecting shells along 
with his friends and father. He was holding a 
sack in his hand. As he was searching for 
more shells, he saw a big shell near a small 
hole in the sand. As he went to take the shell, 
a crab came out of the hole.  Ayush was afraid 
for a moment. But he thought that the crab 
would not harm him because he would pick 
the shell with his left hand and he had a glove 
on his left hand. But, when he went to pick 
the shell, he lost his balance and put his right 
hand on the ground near the crab. As he had 
no glove on his right hand, the crab bit him 
on his little finger. Ayush started crying and 
yelling. His father and two friends came 
running to the spot where Ayush was crying. 
His two other friends started laughing. His 
father pulled the crab off Ayush’s finger and 
threw it away. The crab landed on the two 
friends who were laughing with their eyes 
closed. The crab immediately crawled and bit 
one of the two who were laughing. The boy 
started screaming in pain. Moral - Making 
fun of others is not a good habit.  
           -Advika (Gr 4C) 
One day, six friends went to the beach. They 
were very happy to be there. They found a lot 
of garbage fallen on the ground. So, they 
decided to clean it. In a corner, there were 
many sacks so they took these and started 
cleaning up. When they were cleaning, a boy 
got bitten by a crab. When he started crying, 
others were very sad because he had got hurt. 
Among them, there was one boy who started 
laughing. A man sitting on a bench nearby 
heard the crying and came running towards 
the boy. The man asked the boy why he was 

crying. The boy said that a crab had bit his 
finger. So the man took him and his friends 
to his house. He treated them very well. 
When they were leaving, they thanked the 
man for his help. The man was very happy. 
The children never forgot the man and his 
help. This event was unforgettable for them.  
Moral- Be kind to everyone. 
       -Ananya Suresh (Gr 4D) 
 
The Green Environment 

 
It is a sunny day. Welcome to my garden. I 
can see team work going on here. Everyone 
is taking responsibility and saving nature 
except one boy who is looking at the children 
watering the bushes which have beautiful 
flowers on them. There are five children 
cleaning the garden by removing the leaves 
that have fallen on the ground. One child is 
cutting the weeds with a pair of garden 
scissors and four children are planting small 
plants taking them out from the pots. I can see 
many plants, a bush, a tree and lots of grass. 
The children have two watering cans full of 
water, two buckets, two brooms, one dusting 
pan, three pots with plants distributed equally 
(one plant in each pot) and one wooden bench 
to sit on. It is a very beautiful park. All of the 
children in the picture are my friends. They 
are from my school. There are 13 children in 
all, out of that there are 6 boys and 7 girls. 
Everyone is having lot of fun cleaning up the 
garden. Save the environment and nature for 
a better and safe future. 
             -Devansh (Gr 3B) 



Entry for Essay competition by CBSE 
(under Expression Series) 
In my dream Mahatma Gandhi told me 
about ‘India of his dreams……’  
Holding my hand with a smile he said 
“Everything in India attracts me. It has 

everything that a human being with the 
highest possible aspiration can want. India is 
essentially known as Karmabhoomi (The 
land of duty) and unlike Bhogabhumi (the 
land of enjoyment), India's mission is 
different from others. He said “I am wedded 

to India because I owe all to her. 
Unfortunately, I see several major issues in 
India like illiteracy, poverty, education 
system, pollution, women safety, basic 
hygiene, infrastructure and many more. But 
if all Indians decide to overcome these issues 
we can easily change this situation. He held 
my shoulder and said “I have trust in my 

youth and they will make my dream come 
true one day,” and disappear. 
Advait (Gr 3B) 
 
Last night in my dream Gandhi told me 
about……..  
Last night when I lay on my bed, wrapped in 
the arm of my beloved mother, in my cosy 
room. I heard a voice call me by name. It was 
the voice of the father of our nation Mahatma 
Gandhi. In a gracious and gentle voice, he 
told me that “The greatness of humanity is 

not in being a human, but being humane.” 

When I looked at him puzzled, he graciously 
explained to me that being humane means, 
being compassionate to those who are 
suffering. He reminded me of the blood fury 
which struck several states of India, including 
my state Karnataka and my home town 
Udupi. Hundreds of people and animals were 
killed, thousands of houses were damaged 
and lakhs of people were executed. While 
rescue, relief and rehabilitation was the need 
of hour, he thought that I was lying on my bed 
unaffected. As I felt I was still a small boy to 
think of all this, he said send “Strength does 

not show physical capacity. It comes from an 
indomitable will. He enlightened me saying 
that I would be a part of this operation by 
donating essential items, being an active 
participant in education, donation drives at 
school and so on. He also added that “The 

future depends on what we do in the present.” 

He said it is very essential for us to realise the 
importance of planting trees, maintaining 
cleanliness in cities, tackling climate change 
and educating people about the damages of 
flood. He affectionately looked at me and 
said “Love is the strongest force the world 

possesses”. He made me attentive through his 
inspiring words, “Be the change you want to 

see in the world.” As soon as I fell to the feet 

of this great soul and promised to follow his 
noble thought, he caressed me and vanished 
like a star. 
 
Sidharth (Gr 4D)  
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Promising Poets Parade 

THE SPICE OF LIFE 
 

 
If life was always happy and warm 
Wouldn’t it be rather bland? 
Because it is such an eventful swarm 
We feel life is so grand! 
 
If every day was bright and sunny 
Or if every day was dark and rainy 
What joy would it be to wake up? Isn’t it funny? 
The happiness of life would become so tiny 
 
Certainly everyone must have things in life 
That they wish to forget and never recall 
Some days in life can be so happy, 
But in everyone’s life some rain must fall 
 
That is my dear, the spice of life 
That no day or feeling is alike another 
Some days must be hurtful & cut like a knife 
And somedays must be happy and light as a 
feather! 
-Nandika Y (Gr 8E) 

FESTIVALS                                             
Festivals are a mark of joy and happiness 
They never bore us 
  
It is a time of light and color 
We light lanterns and make it brighter 
  
It is an occasion to meet families and friends 
An opportunity to keep chatting by skipping 
studies…… 
 

Dhrithi H (Gr 6E) 
 
HELPING STARS OF MY LIFE  
 

You have made my voyage to success bright  
And my sorrow filled heart light 
You've filled my childhood with happiness  
With these words I want to express my 
thankfulness  
'You’ are my lovely parents  
 
You have filled my mind with creativity  
By facing lots of difficulty  
You have praised my attitude  
For all these I convey my gratitude  
'You' are my dear teachers  
 
You have made my childhood memorable  
And also sweet and admirable  
You keep my sorrows with you  
Whole heartedly, I want to say 'Thank You'   
'You' are my admirable friends  
 
You are the reason for my existence  
And always gave me the power of resistance  
You are the one to make my life exciting  
I wish you to receive this as my thanksgiving  
'You' are the Almighty I pray 
 
 
-Shreya (Gr 8D) 

Dear Family 



GRATITUDE 
 

Have no wrong attitude, 
While showing gratitude. 
Life has countless people to thank, 
Find them and be frank. 
 
Friends, teachers and parents, 
Always seem to give sweet comments. 
Just smile and say 'Thank you', 
Feel the happiness of the morning dew. 
 
Teachers are like twinkling stars, 
From us, never so far. 
God gave us teachers, 
Thank you teachers, for you show us God! 
 
Never have I felt lonely, 
For my parents are so friendly. 
They cheer me up in sad times, 
They deserve a lot of thanks. 
 
Friends are always the best, 
They treat us better than the rest. 
Friends are always there for us, 
Thank you friends for clearing the fuss. 
 
Thank you all, 
For helping me, when I fall. 
I respect you all, 
I thank you all. 
 
-Dhrithi D Shetty (Gr 8D) 

          
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                                   

MAGNANIMOUS MOMENT 
 

People crowd around the prince when he 
rides upon his horse through the village-market. 
Begging for his attention and screaming 
yearning to be recognized and noticed. 
 

Merchants harking wondrous waves 
to the wandering prince retiring from afar. 
Cattle and livestock crying and bleating 
with its numerous holding pens. 
 

But the prince ignores it as 
he is eager to return to the castle and relax. 
Till sees an unassuming figure of a beggar 
sitting in shade far away. 
 

Stopping and dismounting he walks to the girl, 
he walks to her followed by a curious crowd. 
He stops to her and lifts her face with his hand 
seeing her gazing simple beauty. 
 

Taking a ring from his hand, he slips it  
to the left ring finger of the girl. 
He declares her as his new bride, 
He scoops her from the dirt. 
 

The shock on her face is as same as 
the silence of the crowd. 
He carries her upon his horse to the castle 
leaving the crowd gob smacked. 
                                                                           
-Delcy Rachel Correa (Gr 8A)  
   

                                                                   
        



THE WONDERFUL WORLD 
 

A world full of joy 
No crime, just passion, 
Passion to live, Passion to love 
A world without discrimination 
No rich, no poor, no high or low 
A world with no high walls, 
A world filled with true socializing 
Not mere a fake media publishing 
A mentality where women can have freedom 
Without a worry about the boundaries of time 
Not a frown on the face, 
Not a lock on the gate 
No worry of dowry, No slogans on the wall 
A world full of joy, where everyone is kind 
That'll be the wonderful world, in my mind  
          
- Anshika Arya (Gr 8E) 
 

 
 
VALUES THAT CHANGE OUR LIFE 
 

Help, share and care  
But never leave anyone in despair, 
Honesty, gratitude and generosity, 
Serves best for this world that lacks humanity 
 

Help those who have been wounded 
Don’t betray those who’ve been ever bounded, 
Encourage those who have been enslaved 
Under the laws that have misbehaved. 

These values that change our life  
Help us work hard and strive  
The support of the people who dive 
In our hearts to help us derive 
A successful life that we will thrive…… 
                                                                                  
-Aditi.S.Revankar  (Gr 8A) 
 

AN ADVICE TO A GIRL  
 

My tear fell on the snow covered ground, 
I never knew why I was so frowned, 
A girl came weeping at me 
And asked whether I could give her an advice 
for free. 
 

I didn’t know who she was, 
But her cry made me feel a pause, 
I thought we were in the same situation 
And it made me give her an advice in 
donation. 
 

I said her to fight this situation herself 
‘cause we learn from our mistakes ourselves, 
The advice made her feel better,  
In return she handed me her sweater. 
 

The sweater was to keep her in my memory, 
But I knew it was to fulfill all the formality. 
By giving her advice, I realised  
That the solution for my problem was 
crystalised… 
 

-Aditi.S.Revankar (Gr 8A) 

 



HAPPINESS ABUNDANT 
Happiness abundant,  
Smiles travel to the 
furthest of unhappy hearts. 
Jealousy breaks apart, 
To cause sorrows to make a scar. 
Anger to mend the pain, 
Caused by the desolated. 
Sadness to ones across, 
Tore them to parts. 
Death which finally ruptures,  
Only to bring joy to one's lost past. 
 

 
A person is only truly defined by his alluring 
emotions. 
-Kanasha (Gr 8A) 
   
MY SHADOW 
 

Comes behind me my shadow, 
Follows me through the meadow 
Appears at dusk and dawn 
Gives me counsel when I mourn 
 

Always my best friend and company 
In all situations you accompany 
Where there is light, you appear 
When light flickers out, you disappear. 
 

Never to worry when you’re alone, 
You’ve got shadow and furies are gone 
You’re attached to me by my heels, 
And as black as seals. 

 
You are very much transparent 
And also very much translucent 
Shadow, my dear shadow, 
Follows me through the meadow. 
 

                                                                                                        
-Hari.R (Gr 8B) 
                                                                                                                      
IRREPLACEABLE FRIENDS  
 

For showing me light,  
In my lonely dark night. 
For always standing by me,  
No matter what the situation may be.  
For listening my problems clearly,  
And giving me best solutions merely!  
For understanding me the best  
And treating me a bit special from the rest!  
For making my journey worthwhile  
And cheering me up with your smile!  
For never objecting my flaws  
And filling my life with awes!  
For making every moment of my life 
precious  
And making every single day auspicious!  
For helping me see the life's new view  
And saying "I'll always be there for you"!  
Though we stay apart 
We share a single heart!  
Hope you'll be with me forever  
And say me a good-bye never!  
 

Shraghvi (Gr 8) 



AN APPALLING CATASTROPHE 
 

And so suddenly did it come, 
After finishing it's destruction, the people left 
- none. 
Were deprived of all their hard earned loot, 
Abandoned there, destitute 
 

Homes were destroyed, and so were people, 
Hundreds dead and thousands crippled. 
"Shocking and Scary" the calamity was 
labelled, 
But in reality, the people were creditable 
 

For all the people in a tremendously deep crisis, 
They all had to pay very hefty prices. 
With numerous lives and property lost, 
It was indeed an exceptionally heavy cost. 
 

The people, who's doing this was, 
Had no answer to this devastating cause. 
That was so terrible and abrupt, 
And made families' emotions erupt.  
 

Prahlad Madhu (Gr 8B) 
 

TIME FREEZE  
 

I wish I could just freeze the time, 
Knowing all the success could be mine. 
For a failure in me could not be seen, 
As I know what I had been. 
I could enjoy all the moments I had, 
And not suffer from moments being bad. 
 

I regret the time when I had not lived it, 
For now, I know I am being unlimited. 
I can change the world taking my time, 
But no one knows all hardship Is mine. 
I want to pass through the passing breeze, 
I wish I could make the time freeze. 
 

-Suha Omar (Gr 8E) 
 

HUNT FOR HUMANITY 
 

I set out, seeking for shades of humanity, 
Each of them, connected with lots of 
similarities. 
Now, with cruelty spread to the peak of 
insanity, 
You can hardly find people depicting 
generosity. 
 
Innocence first made us believe in magic, 
But the drastic change in our values was just 
tragic! 
Only some of us wear an honest, sincere 
smile, 
The memories filled with happiness were 
indeed sublime! 
 
At present, lacking values, we’re being very 

naïve, 
Hiding our emotions, we’ve forgotten 

humanity’s still alive! 
Most of the people are sitting in utter despair, 
Since their sorrows have extended beyond 
repair. 
 
We all have forgotten our values and virtues, 
The cheerfulness and honesty, we forgot to 
pursue. 
All these emotions are connected, but with 
different hues,  
On my way, I’ve realized that humanity has 
indeed been subdued!! 
 

-Ananya Rao B (Gr 8A) 

 



RELIGION OF HUMAN RACE 
 
The world is facing a drought 
All the phloxes seem to rot 
You may ask why... 
Well, lack of humanity makes mother earth cry 
With an aim to entrench humanity  
Enliven the world and radiate generosity 
We are the folks living in servitude  
Liberate yourselves, express some gratitude  
We are the racers on the track of success 
Corruption, black money contribute to the mess 
Make humanity the backbone 
Accessorize with a smile alone 
 
 K Sthuthi Baliga (Gr 8A) 
 
MY DREAM 
 
I went to my bed 
thinking what I wanted to do in my head 
 

I wanted to soar high in the sky 
I wanted to go there by a space shuttle not 
wanting to die 
 

I want to see the earth not in TVs, computers or 
mobiles 
I just want to see the earth live, alive...! 
 

Counting the planets from Mercury to Neptune 
and feeling the anti-gravity on the moon 
 

Jumping over the creators of the asteroid Eris 
the debris of which flows all over space 
 

Then I felt gravity from the earth pulling me back, 
snatching me out of my sleep, yelling it was not a 
Sunday 
 
Then I woke up to find that it was my dad 
I opened my eyes, stared at the calendar and it 
was Monday! 
 

Amith S Nayak (Gr 7C) 

A SOLDIER ON THE FIELD OF BATTLE  
 

Daring and brave  
was once a soldier,  
riding towards the field of death. 
Not knowing whether he will return 
or perish for once and forever.  
 
Here is the field!  
My fortune will now be decided. 
Battling his way,  
for and away 
So proud, so happy to serve.  
 
On he went slashing his sword 
Until his enemy was no more.  
But alas! Down he went. 
Into the field of death. 
 

 
Drishya Pai (Gr 7A) 
 

MY DEAR BROTHER 
 

Glowing among the brightest stars  
Respect to my dear brother 
After all you are the best 
Thank you for all that you have done  
Interesting and supportive always 
Thoughtful and concerned about me 
United and unique we both are 
Dignified for eternity  
Enthusiastic and wonderful you are!!! 
     

 - Anusha A.S (Gr 8D) 



LIFE WITHOUT INTERNET 
 

Have you ever thought of a life without the 
internet? In this world of ours, almost 
everyone is attached to the internet. 
People won’t even bother to think of a life 
without internet. Let alone life, they can’t 

even think about a day without it. A life 
without internet might be fun, at least for one 
day.  
As we all know internet has many 
disadvantages too. There are things which are 
not appropriate to watch. Internet can also be 
useful for us to research stuff for our school 
projects, assignments etc. Parents who earlier 
had to force their kids inside the house 
(because they were busy playing) must now 
tell their kids to play outside (they are busy 
online). 
Life without internet may be very interesting! 
 

-Dwiti (Gr 7A) 

 
 
DESTINATION- MY HOME 
I went and went, 
Across the winds, 
Across the rivers and mountains 
But I did not find my place though. 
 

India, Macedonia, Albania, Armenia; 
Then Africa, America, Asia, Antarctica 
All around the world I went, 
But destination was not my luck. 
 

My destination was to find 
The best place ever in the world, 
My destination was my luck, 
I was searching it in the world. 
 

My luck was in my home, 
I found it when I went around the world, 
My home was better than my luck 
I found it when I travelled around the World! 
 

I went and went 
Across the winds 
Across the rivers and mountains 
Now my luck is with me 
So no more journeys hereafter. 
 

Eeshan Kedar Joshi (Gr 7C)  
 
 

A PRECIOUS GIFT 
 
Gold, Silver, Platinum  
are these our precious gifts?  
or are Bronze, Steel, Iron  
our precious gifts? 
 
Oh! I ponder  
and ponder so hard 
And then a bolt strikes my head 
about the most precious gift on earth 
 
Oh! Shall I tell her now  
or wait till the correct time 
And yeah, I run to my mother 
and ask her the same? 
 
And I bet she would say,  
"Oh, dear you are the most precious gift on 
earth!"  
 
Fathima Sahla (Gr 7A) 
 



GROWING OLDER 
 

I wish I never grow older 
And always speak bolder 
 

I think of my childhood 
And I remember my toys 
The memory was pretty good 
With cute girls and boys 
 

I think of my old age 
I see myself in a rocking chair with a cup of tea 
And write my story in a page 
I feel alone and I lose the word ' we ' 
 

I think of the last minute in my mind 
And I wish I had a button to ' rewind '  
 

 Prerena (Gr 7E) 
 

VACATION 
 

Away from school 
Away from exams 
It’s seriously time for some 
Immediate non-school study 
It’s time for vacation 
I can do all the things I love 
I can have some fun 
I can travel all around the globe 
What is better than a relaxing vacation 
I can spend time with my family 
I can taste all kinds of food 
I can learn about things I don’t know 
What is better than a relaxing vacation. 
  
Priyalakshmi.S (Gr 7D)                      

 
 

SOLDIER 
A soldier is so still and strong 
He stands tall facing his death 
He knows there is no turning back from  
where he is headed.  
There is nothing holding him back 
             Sacrificing is what we honor him for 
             Salute and respect is what he deserves 
Every second he stands guard  
At the border with no rest 
While he is cold and numb,  
just so we get to sleep and rest                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                
.           -Rayyan Bashir (Gr 7A) 
 

HAUNTING MEMORIES 
Those days are in my mind, 
Those moments of sorrow and fright. 
Oh! It was indeed a tragedy 
An unexpected anomaly. 
Living as a misanthropist, 
I really had no one to pry. 
Admiring a ring; 
Made of amethyst, 
I suddenly heard a cry. 
Excited to check it out, 
Craving for adventure. 
Walking down those creaking stairs, 
Hoping for not a blunder. 
It was really weird, 
No one was actually there. 
Was there someone to perturb me, 
Or was it just the air? 
Trying to extemporize myself, 
That there was indeed nobody, 
But hearing those tapping feet, 
Was there actually somebody? 
Even though it`s the antiquity, 
Those whispers are in my mind, 
These scary haunting memories, 
Are never to leave me behind! 
             -Zoha Mariam (Gr 7B) 



MY PARENTS 
My parents are the best, 
They never take rest, 
They play with me, 
And take me out for tea. 
 
I am my mother's cutie pie, 
And my mother makes me apple pie, 
My father treats me like a princess, 
And buys me lot of prizes. 
 
My parents are so nice and lovely, 
As they cuddle me like a teddy, 
They show me the right way, 
And keep bad things away. 
 
My father takes me out, 
And he never shouts, 
My mother buys me cute dresses and shoes, 
And always hugs me close. 
 

Neha Prasad (Gr 6B) 
   
ICE CREAM MAN 
 

 Ice- cream man, 
The kids run when,  
The bell rings 
When the children see ice – cream, 
They enjoy in glee. 
 
Ice cream makes children happy, 
And make the man earn money. 
He rings his bell tring ! tring! 
The children sing ha! ha! 
 
The children wait for ice cream, 
And the man makes his way. 
The children scream,  
When they see ice cream. 
 

Jayashree C.J (Gr 6D) 

A SPECIAL DAY                          
Time – 1:00 pm                                                                                 
Date – 9/12/19                                                                                   
Day – Tuesday 
 

My Best Friend, 
I had attended my sister’s wedding. It was 
great fun with my cousins, aunt, uncle, 
brothers, sisters, grandma and grandpa. There 
was Pani Puri, fruit salad, different types of 
chats, etc. We ate so much of it all that we 
could not eat our dinner at night. We were 
running up & down, in & out playing. At the 
same time, we helped our parents also. 
Good Night my dear best friend… 
Meet you tomorrow. Bye…  
 

Dhruthi H (Gr 6 E) 
 

MY FRIEND 
My friend is very kind 
She gives me peace of mind 
    Friend, Friend, Friend  
    Our friendship will never end 
My friend is my trusted one 
She is as bright as the sun 
    There is no one like her  
    Her kindness is as soft as fur  
 
Her hair is very silky  
She likes chocolates that are milky  
     Her eyes are sharp  
     I sometimes meet her in the park! 
Sinchana (Gr 6 D) 

 



MY WISH FOR MY PARENTS 
They are the best; 
And they try to make me the greatest, 
They take care of me a lot; 
And they give me whatever they have 
bought, 
When I feel sad; 
They feel very bad, 
They correct me; 
And show me a lot which I cannot see. 
      
Vedant K & S Badrinath (Gr 6 B) 
 
ICE CREAM 
Ice cream, ice cream 
So yummy that you will scream 
  
Many different flavors 
With various gradient colors 
  
They are so icy 
And opposite spicy 
  
They are very sweet 
You can have them during the heat 
  
Cones, cups and ice candy 
They really come in handy 
  
During the hot summer 
Have ice cream with your supper 
  
Chandana G S (Gr 6 D) 

 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY: MOBILE PHONE 

 
Hey friends! I am a mobile phone. You can 
use me for various purposes. I am born in a 
factory. I am a smart device. People use me 
for contacting their relatives and friends. I 
quickly use my technology to do this, when 
they call people who live in faraway places. I 
am made by various companies like Apple, 
Nokia, Samsung, Oppo, Redmi, One plus etc. 
There are many types but the most famous 
ones are Android and IOS. I am made up of 
many hardware parts. I work if you put a sim 
card inside me.  
Right now I am in the factory. They are 
packing me in boxes and here they go, they 
shut me in the lid of the box. It’s very dark 

inside; I am feeling very scared and shhhh!!.  
I heard the sound of a horn. Where am I 
going? Here they take me out of the box. And 
what I see I am in a place which is new to me. 
Here comes a customer. The shopkeeper 
shows me to the customer and she buys it. I 
am very happy that someone bought me that 
day. I arrived at the shop. She takes me home, 
puts a sim card in me and adds new chats and 
contacts. They use me to call her friend. She 
opens WhatsApp and chats with her friends. 
I think she is very happy. I continue to live 
with her for 2 years. By now, she has dropped 
me so many times. But I didn’t get hurt. And 

here she comes to the balcony taking me. And 
Oops… She let go of me there. Help! Help! I 
am falling to the ground. I broke into pieces. 
This is the end of my story.  
Ashmi Prabhu (Gr 6B)  



SEASONS 

 
It was a hot summer day  
and my brother just wanted to say 
How come it is so hot today? 
And I said it's a hot summer day. 
 
Then came the rainy season 
Water splashing all the way we move  
suddenly there came a dove 
and it was the end of rainy season. 
 
Again came another season 
And that was winter 
It was cold like air conditioner                 
And it was filled with fog. Day and night        
And the year went all about 
 
Siyana Martis (Gr 6C) 
 
DREAMS 
 
A dream is an imaginary situation which we 
think is real. Everyone has dreams. 
Sometimes we have good dreams and 
sometimes we have bad dreams. It is not 
necessary that dreams come only when we 
are asleep, we also get dreams when we are 
awake. Children dream of being heroes or 
someone great. We get wonderful dreams 
which make us feel happy. At the same time, 
we even get nightmares where things go out 
of tune or one of our worst fears comes true. 

Dreams are very useful as they can help us to 
know our interests and goals. It would also 
motivate us to achieve our goals. When we 
get bad dreams, we should not get scared as 
it may help us to face our biggest fears and 
overcome it. A dream may come based on 
what we thought about recently. If we think 
about achieving our goals, we may get 
dreams based on our goals. If we think about 
our fears and weaknesses, we may get bad 
dreams. When we dream about something 
and that dream comes true, if it is good then 
we will be happy, if it is bad then we must 
take it as a challenge. Work hard on it to 
achieve success. Dreams enhance our 
creativity and thus it is good to dream. 
  
Sathvik G Bhat (Gr 6C) 
 
HOW TALENT HOUR HELPED ME 
 
There was something new this year. It was 
talent hour. There was a talent hour at the end 
of every month. It helped me as it gave me a 
chance to exhibit my talent. Every person has 
a hidden talent. When we get a chance to 
exhibit our talent, everyone will know what 
talent is hidden in us. It would also be an 
entertainment for everyone, as it would be 
nice seeing people displaying their talents on 
stage. Some people danced, others sang, 
some played an instrument and some others 
solved Rubik’s cube. It was really nice to 

show our talents as well as see other’s talents. 

It was performed every last Wednesday of a 
month from 3:00 to 4:00 PM. by students of 
6th standard. This would also make us 
tension free as we perform the things which 
we like. Talent hour helped me as well as 
others by showing that each person is unique. 
I was happy that there was talent hour this 
year. 
 
Sathvik G Bhat (Gr 6C) 
 



A WINDY DAY 
 
It was a windy day, 
All through the day 
I was not in mood, 
Without any food 
 
I stayed at home, 
Without going to roam 
I was very sad, 
With my time. working bad 
 
I wanted something to do, 
But had nothing to do 
It was a windy day, 
All through the day 
 
Y Akshatha (Gr 6D) 
 
MAGNIFICENT MONSOON 
 
It was June,  
 And was the beginning of monsoon. 
The sky was grey all times, 
The wind blew fiercely shaking the wind 
chimes. 
The sun hid behind the clouds, 
And there arrived flying ants making weird 
sounds. 
From nowhere in the sky arose tiny droplets 
of rain, 
On the roads there were muddy puddles 
which made my clothes stain. 
I always carried my umbrella, which was in 
emerald green, 
I also had a rain coat with designs of a brown 
bean 
After some days, 
It was the end of a magnificent monsoon oh! 
I miss this season in all the ways! 
 
J. Lavenya (Gr 6C) 

GRANDMA’S KITCHEN 
 
The place where my grandma cooks 
I'm always very keen to look 
 
She prepares good food 
Which uplifts my mood? 
 
She makes food healthy  
She says that it makes me wealthy 
 
She also makes sweets 
And for me, it is a feast 
 
It is in the kitchen she makes all these 
Be it dosa, vegetables or sweets!! 
 
- Tanishka K Shetty (Gr 6D) 
                A BUS RIDE 
Rides on the bus I enjoy 
I will be chatting in happiness and joy  
Even if the road is bumpy 
In the bus I'm happy  
 
I feel going in a bus is cool  
Anyone who feels the opposite is a fool 
In the bus when I ride  
I feel as if the road is wide  
 
I love travelling in a bus 
I never make a fuss (to get on a bus!) 

 
- Tanishka K Shetty (Gr 6D)  



AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A SHOE   
              I was born in a shoe factory. When I 
was first made, I was shining because they 
had just polished me. Then after sometime 
they closed me in a box. I was so scared I 
didn’t know what to do. Then, I heard the 
sound of a truck, I knew they were taking me 
somewhere. After a long time, the truck 
stopped and I could see a little light between 
gaps. I was relieved. Then I heard someone 
tell, “take these boxes to the warehouse”. I 

knew I had reached the shop where they 
would sell me. After a few days, a person 
came into the room and took me out, and then 
finally they opened the box. There I saw a 
little girl, she tried to wear me and told her 
parents, “This fits me perfectly”. Then her 

father bought me and took me in a box with 
them. The next day early in the morning she 
wore me and we both went off to school. 
After that every day we went to school 
together she polished me and made me look 
nice whenever she had time. I had a really 
good time with her. As shoes don’t last 
forever, one day, she threw me in the bin.  
               -Ridhi Raj (Gr 6B) 
 

MY FIRST DAY AT SCHOOL   
My first day at school, 
Was not very cool. 
I was four, 
And slowly opened the door. 
         I saw a teacher, 
         And many crying creatures. 
         The teacher was busy, 
         And I was drowsy. 
I slowly cried, 
And the teacher worried. 
We started to play a game, 
As our tears drained. 
         The day was not that good, 
         But we ate delicious food! 
       
-Chinmayi S Nayak (Gr 6A) 

SHOPPING WITH MY FRIENDS  
 
Shopping with my friends 
Was a dream till that day?  
Shopping with my friends  
Had to be on a perfect day  
               Shopping with my friends  
               Had to mean to spend lots of 
               Time and money in some way  
Shopping with my friends  
Had to be something related  
To ' friendship day ' 
 
This is how I will shop with my friends  
One day  
               Mitali (Gr 6A)  
 
MY DREAMS 
Dreams! Dreams! Dreams! 
Is fun to think? 
From becoming a waiter to shooting a scene, 
And selecting dress colors red, purple or 
pink! 
             Some dreams come true 
             And some do not 
             Yet I will have something new 
             And see what I have got 
Life is all about dreaming something 
And not about doing nothing 
Come let us get our dreams told 
Because some day they will be sold. 
         Mrudula M Nagasampige (Gr 6D) 

 



TALENT HUNT- My experience 
 Talent Hunt is one of the best ways to 
introduce our talents to the world. My school 
conducts Talent Hunt every month end; it 
helps the students to show their talents 
individually. This period of time encourages 
we children to involve more in the field in 
which we are very good at, so that we can be 
an expert in our future. In future, this talent 
can make our school and parents proud. 
Talent Hunt has made me realise my own 
potential and has helped me to reach my 
goal/aim. We can also use our creativity to 
show our talents. It is usually conducted on 
Wednesday’s. Talent Hunt is a period of time 

when you can execute your talents. You can 
show your talents by dance, music, arts & 
crafts, rubic cube solving and many more 
things. I have exhibited my talents by dance 
& speech. I enjoyed the day with my friends 
  
Ruchitha N Shetty (Gr 6C) 
 

MAGNIFICENT MONSOON 
It was June,  
And was the beginning of monsoon. 
The sky was grey all times, 
The wind blew fiercely shaking the wind 
chimes. 
The sun hid behind the clouds, 
And there arrived flying ants making weird 
sounds. 
From nowhere in the sky arose tiny droplets 
of rain, 
On the roads there were muddy puddles 
which made my clothes stain. 
I always carried my umbrella, which was in 
emerald green, 
I also had a rain coat with designs of a brown 
bean 
After some days, 
It was the end of a magnificent monsoon oh! 
I miss this season in all the ways! 
J. Lavenya (Gr 6C) 

MY DIARY 
Date: 9/12/19 
Day: Monday 
Dear Diary, 
         I didn't write any note yesterday and 
there is nothing special about today. 
So, I am writing about yesterday.  
Yesterday was a special day. I had been to 
Mangaluru for a wedding. While returning 
home, my mother remembered that my 
birthday is approaching. So we went for 
shopping. There my father bought me a 
FastTrack watch worth Rs 4000. My father is 
the best father in the whole world. We also 
bought some clothes. 

My brother was 
asking for a toy. So, 
we had to go to a 
toy store. We met 
my Kannada 
teacher there. She 

was with her daughter and she looked like a 
college student. We found out that her native 
place is Mangaluru. 
Then we went to the toy store where my 
brother was about to buy a toy worth Rs 5000. 
So, my mother said, “Choose something 
else". And my brother found the board game 
which he wanted and it was only Rs 1000. So, 
we bought it. Later, my mother and father 
bought footwear for themselves. 
While returning home my father said that this 
trip he spent Rs 15,000. So, I and my brother 
decided to give our money Rs 5000 which we 
got as gift from our relatives. When we gave 
him the Rs 5000, he accepted and was happy. 
Even we were happy to see him happy. 
Overall we had a lot of fun. 
Mrudula M Nagasampige (Gr 6 D) 



MODERN WARFARE 

 
One day, in my dreams, I was sent to a realm 
of warfare. I had a retrieval mission to 
retrieve some stolen hard drives which had 
blueprints of our bases of operation 
throughout the world, as well as secret routes 
and enemy plans. I had to take a squad of 
four; all of them were trained black ops who 
received their training in Afghanistan, Russia 
and North Korea. We all went to their 
(enemy’s) base, before entering their watch 
zone and guard zone, set up a camp for the 
night and to plan the retrieval. Soon our 
hacker or tech expert code named Fluffy set 
up a communication’s tower and showed us 

the blueprints of their base. When we took a 
look at it we knew that this was going to be 
tough as they had motion scanners, thermal 
cameras and scopes, six sniper towers and 
EMP cannons and to add even more pressure, 
if we failed to retrieve the hard drives within 
48 hours, our leaders would drop a nuclear 
bomb on us as well as the enemy’s base. So 

first we went into the watch zone we shot 
EMP charges on the cameras and released an 
EMP. All electronics were disabled; we took 
our sniper and shot the guards at the eastern 
ends but we entered through the western end 
and went through the drainage to avoid 
guards. We set up next-generation bombs in 
every crossing. We quickly entered the water 
main as soon as I entered the guards pointed 
their guns at me but my partner underneath 
increased the water pressure which made the 
pipes explode and the guards died of heart 
attack. We broke in and by that time Agent 
Fluffy got access to the lights and he set them 
off. Our sniper shot the guards entering the 
complex. The hard drives were in the 

mainframe but we got new information that 
God’s eye (a hacking device which can hack 
anywhere and everywhere) was stolen as 
well. We reached the mainframe, got back the 
hard drives. The escape was tough yet, we 
fired bullets everywhere and dropped 
grenades; we knew the bombs would explode 
any second. We stole a truck and drove. As 
soon as the bombs exploded, the ground 
behind us began to crumble and sink. The 
whole facility exploded with us as well and 
we flew. We were flying for around 500 
metres and just before we were going to crash 
land, we let off the truck and landed with 
minimum injuries. We made our way to the 
camp as we were seeing the facility explode. 
Once we made it Agent Fluffy told us that our 
leaders were going to drop a nuke at the 
facility. Since our communication’s tower 

was affected by the explosion, we had to 
escape the blast radius. We made to our bases 
communication’s radius and told them to call 
of the nuke but they said it wasn’t for the 
enemy it was for us! We became a liability. 
We decided to go rogue. Agent Fluffy hacked 
into our base and set it on self-destruct. Each 
of us took F-22s and went away. We looked 
at each other and knew where to go. We all 
flew in one direction while our base exploded 
into smithereens. Agent Fluffy made a 
thermal scan to make sure no one survived. 
We took our revenge, took the hard drives, 
God’s eye, F-22s and flew into the sunset.  
                  -Vinal Savio Lobo (Gr 6C) 

 
 



COLOURS           
Orange makes me feel warm 
Grey is like a huge storm 
Purple makes me rock and roll 
Colours sparkle in my soul 
 

Rose pink is like dreamy red 
Light brown is like huge bread 
Blue is like a tangy flow 
Colours sparkle in my soul 
 

Violet is like a juicy pulp 
Green is like a mighty gulp 
Yellow is like a heavy blow 
Colours sparkle in my soul.  

   
 Poojitha Krishna M (Gr 5B)  
 

THE MAGIC OF TIP TOP DROPS 
When I opened my windows 
There were tip top drops around 
The trees dancing wonderfully 
The flowers peeping out 
The kids jumping in the puddles 
Mama says No 
Insects trying to save themselves 
But washed away by rain 
Tigers getting goosebumps 
Lions finding meal 
Fishes singing merrily 
I wish I would never close my window 
              Swasthi Shetty (Gr 5A) 

 

“THE FUNNY OLD MAN “ 
Once upon a time, in Karnataka there lived a 
family who were washed away by the strong 
cyclone called Lito. They lived simple life. 
The father had two sons, one rich and one 
poor. One day the father went to see their 
poor son. He found that they were leading 
similar life. Next morning, he came back and 
told his opinion to wife. The very next day, 
he went to his rich son’s town and searched 
his house. Finally, he saw it was the biggest 
one in the town. He was shocked. His son 
came running and called “Papa I think you 

are tired, come take rest’’. The father went to 

the bed room and started climbing the bunk 
bed thinking it was a coconut tree. Unable to 
bear the weight, he fell down and broke his 
teeth. His daughter- in- law came running and 
made him get up from the bed and took him 
for lunch. When he was seeing so much of 
variety in meals, he was shocked and was 
searching the calendar for any special event. 
His son told that it was their daily meal. 
Hearing this he fainted. After he woke up it 
was night. They gave him a powder to brush. 
He thought it was sugar and started 
swallowing it. He choked and was saved by 
giving water. He was totally afraid of what 
was going to happen. He took his luggage and 
ran to his house. He told his wife that they 
were in great danger. She was even more 
afraid and finally told his rich son not to live 
in that house. 
          Vamshi Devaramane (Gr 5D)                            

 
 

 
 
 
 



MY SCHOOL FIELD TRIP  
 

Last Friday we went to the Salu Marada 
Timmakka Tree Park for a field trip from 
school to learn about plants. We boarded our 
school bus at 10:00 am and reached around 
10:15 am. Our teachers asked us to stand in a 
line. We entered the park. As we entered the 
park we saw the Mother Nature’s statue, 

welcoming us with open arms. 
 

 

  
 We could also sense the taste of the air 
because the whole area was surrounded by 
trees. We also saw some Herbal and 
Medicinal plants such as: - Amruta Balli its 
scientific name is Tinospora cordifolia 
common name is Heart Leaved Moonseed. It 
is a medicinal plant and is used for fever and 
to boost the immune system and many more. 

We also saw the population of animals in 
India. I saw the statues of peacock, tiger and 
elephants and so on. I learnt about the 
poisonous snakes in the world. We also saw 
the statue of our state bird Indian Roller. It is 
locally called Neelkanth, its scientific name 
is Coracias benghalensis. 
  
We learnt that birds are important as 
pollinater or as seed disperser. After that we 
saw the statue of the common dance of 
Tulunadu the tiger dance (Rili Nalike). We 
saw the nest of the weaver bird.  
 

We also saw the statue of the tribes.  
After that, our teachers allowed us to play in 
the park. The best ride of the park was the 
natural roller coaster. After we played we 
were hungry and tired. Then our class 
teachers asked us to make a line and we went 
out of the park. We boarded our school bus 
back and went back to the school. I spent 
some good time in the Salu Marada 
Timmakka Tree Park.  
               Nagabhushan (Gr 5E)  

 

 



THE PRIZE WINNING STORIES: 
A brief note on the story writing competition: 
The student participants were made to listen 
to 15 different sounds. These sounds were 
pre- recorded in a random sequence. Students 
had to choose minimum of 8 different sounds 
(put in any order) and weave a story 
integrating these sounds in to it. 
 
TITLE: THE LIFE OF MADHAV 
A day in 19th century. It was 5 a m. Madhav 
got up lazily as he heard the suprabhatham` 
Kousalya supraja Rama....’. Urging him to 

get ready, his father called him `Madhav! Get 
up! You have to go to school...’ Just then his 

morning alarm sounded. Madhav had a cool 
bath and got ready. His least favourite 
breakfast item upma disappointed him. He 
started walking to school reluctantly, as the 
school starts at 8am daily. On his way, as he 
heard the high volume audio (Commercial 
advertisement) from a TV in a house, he 
thought to himself `How could people be so 
unconcerned and selfish?’. His school 

Principal was keenly listening to cricket 
commentary on the radio. Madhav’s friend 

Ashwin whom he called Kutta was absent 
and this added to his negative mood. 
Somehow completing a boring day, he started 
walking back home. A dog was seen 
following him. Suddenly, he remembered he 
hadn’t eaten the idli in his tiffin box, as he 

disliked it very much. He felt he can feed the 
idli to dog and threw that chunk of idli to dog. 
The dog got frightened and started barking 
and chasing him. Out of fear he ran a long 
distance and when dog was out of his sight, 
he had reached a railway station. Travelling 
in train was his dream. He just got into one of 
the compartments in train and was clever 
enough to escape from ticket collector, 
during inspection. The train stopped at its 
destination Kantpur, a place famous for its 
thick- forests. Madhav curiously entered the 
forest. The chirping of the birds soothened 
his mind. Joyously he walked further, but at 

a point badly wanted a shelter. It was almost 
dusk. Nearby he could see a den. He entered 
it and sat on a small rock. Suddenly he saw 
two creepy bright eyes approaching him. 
Fearing that it is a beast, he screamed and 
started running for life. Though frightened, 
he could hear a familiar voice. Seeing a tiger 
in front, shivers went down his spine. The 
tiger was able to speak! It said `My friend, do 
you remember you saved me once from a 
trap, in Laksmipur ’. Madhav remembered 

how he saved the young cub at Lakshmipur-
forest. But the Lakshmipur forest no more 
existed and all wild animals had no rescue 
from poachers. The tiger asked Madhav for 
help. Madhav promised that he will request 
the village head to not only ban poaching 
strictly but also save the dense forests. At last 
the village head considered the issue 
seriously and took up measures to save wild 
life and natural forests. 
 
Nidhi Varma (Gr 6A)- 1 prize 
 
TITLE: MAYA, THE MONKS AND THE 
MAGIC PAYAL 
In Delhi, once there lived a happy family. The 
couple had a 11-month baby named Radha. 
That day, when Radha was in deep sleep, she 
got suddenly disturbed by the barking of pet 
dog Tommy. Radha heard the sound and 
started crying. Soon Radha’s mother Maya 

awoke to her cries and consoled her by 
singing her favourite song. She switched on 
the Venkateshwara Suprabhatam. It was the 
month of June and rain was lashing at the 
window pane. Thunder could be heard. After 
some time, the doorbell rang. When Maya 
went to see who it was, she saw three monks 
before her. She asked them, “What do you 

want Sirs?” One of them said, “We have not 

eaten anything for the past 5 days. We are 
starving”. They asked for something to eat. 

Maya went to the kitchen and brought some 
rice for them. They blessed her and chanted a 
mantra. As they finished, a payal (anklet) 



appeared in front of her. The monks said to 
her that it was magical and that she must wear 
it. They told her that the payal brought luck 
and as long as she would wear it, her family 
would remain blessed. Maya was very happy 
and thanked them for their present. She then 
heard the siren of the toy ambulance and the 
whistle of a toy train on her way upstairs. 
When she reached upstairs she saw Radha 
playing with the toy train and ambulance. 
Maya was overjoyed, tears rolled down her 
eyes to see Radha walking for the first time. 
She was uttering “Ammma...”. The Payal had 

truly brought good luck to her.  
 
Mistry Jiya Rajiv Kumar (Gr 5C)-2nd prize 
 
THE PRIZE WINNING POEMS:  
 
TITLE: PARENTS- A BLESSING 
A blessing, given by someone which is equal 
to the blessing given by God  
And the competition between them will seem 
as little odd 
From somewhere a thought strikes my mind  
Asking who they are, please help me find  
And one day comes when I know who they 
are; 
My parents  
They struggle to teach you  
They struggle to feed you  
And yet you don't tell them ‘Thank You’  
They can go hungry to give you food  
They can struggle to burn fire from wood  
And yet you don't behave good  
They accept even the smallest gift from you  
And yet you expect the biggest gift for you 
 
When you fall in trouble they are the ones 
who help  
But you are never available when they need 
your help 
A time will come when you will feel sorry  

But you will not have guts to tell them ‘I am 

sorry’  
Now I realise the importance of you and I am 
telling this  
“Hi Mom. Hi Dad. I have come here to tell 
sorry and also to ‘thank’ you so here I go, 

THANK YOU” 
 
Manasa (Gr 7D) -1st prize 
 
TITLE: PARENTS A BLESSING 
 
The part of life where I see myself  
And awaken my spirits and Soul  
In some I look like a tiny elf 
And in some a dreaded troll 
 
Off I go to the mirror, where else? 
To see something, I really adore  
What else could be but my reflection? 
In which colours are spread galore! 
 
It’s my pride and joy in looking at my 

reflection  
For which out of my heart I shower affection 
Whether it's me or my friends combing their 
hair  
All I would do is nothing but stare  
 
And stare is what I would do 
At the mirror for so long  
Until my dad would call me  
And tell me what I was doing was wrong 
 
Baffled I would ask him why  
Sometimes I would even cry 
But that was only till he told me  
That what mattered was inner and not outer 
beauty. 
 
Prahlad Madhu Sudan (Gr 8B)- 1st prize 
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Seniors’ Scribing space 

HEAVEN ON EARTH 
 

Songs of the harvest are heard out loud, 

When I gaze at the magical clouds, 

Droplets on the plants turn into diamonds, 

As it reflects the happiness around. 
 

I feel the bliss engrossing me, 

On thoughts of the magic of the ‘Saint of 

Sabarmati’, 

It is like a dream come true for me, 

I see the heaven down on the Earth. 
 

The bees and birds are seen on the flowers, 

Sipping the nectar when the cold wind blows, 

The trees haven’t yet been replaced by the 

towers, 

And the peacocks are yet dancing with the 

breeze. 
 

Everyone in the village are engaged in their 

work, 

Poverty and hunger have no entry there, 

But, after all it’s just a glorious gleam, 

Which appears in the dreams of destroyed 

humanity. 
 

Let His Ideas Prevail for Long 

Let The World Never Forget This God. 
 

Devadathan N R (Gr 9C) 
 

THE VILLAGE OF THE NATION 

CALLED INDIA 

A village where the flowers bloom 

And the nature takes its pace 

A village where the people know no gloom 

And represent the nature’s face 
 

A village where the people are free 

From bondage, suffering and poverty 

From the demons of its colonial past 

From the evil of untouchability 

 

A village where the people are good 

And peace thrives till the dusk 

A village where the people know no violence 

And no violence to procure the husk 

 

A village free from hatred and anger 

Where love is the natural law 

Free from the greed and the basis of creed 

Where no tree is touched by the saw 

 

A village where courage is honoured 

And satisfaction has no want 

A village in the image of the father of the 

nation 

That is the village I want 

 

 Mandar Mangesh Deshmukh (Gr 10A) 

 

MOTHER 

 

The strength, the way 

You go across the path 

The love, the feel 

You have inside you 

Is divine, divine 

 

The miracle of heart 

The way it works is far up high 

Your voice, the tone 

The sweetest way in which we speak 

 

You are the best, you are the one 

God has made for me 

My wish, my gift 

The angel of my life.... 

You are the one who I have been asking for 

 

Love you, Mother..... 

 

Muskaan (Gr 9A) 

 



STARS 

 

It was the night with the new moon, 

absolute darkness. 

I turned to the left, I turned to the right, 

to find nothing but dark wilderness. 

Just then I saw a tiny star twinkle  

which instantly lit a spark of hope. 

I soon found a hundreds of stars scintillating, 

which made me feel this wasn't something  

I couldn't cope. 

My life is this sparkling night, 

and you, the brightest star. 

I now see millions of them  

shining like diamonds in the velvet case. 

You gave me them, 

you gave me the dreams to chase.  
 

Tanvi Pradeep Muragundi (Gr 12B) 
 

ADMITTING MY MISTAKE 

I know I'm gonna be  

the one on the ground next  

knowing that I've trampled  

an innocent  

        I'm terrified of being caught  

        But I can't confront  

        What if I'm punished?  

        What if I'm pushed? 

I've climbed the ladder high  

I can't go low now  

My reputations at stake  

It's already late  

      Prapthi A Bangera (Gr 10D) 

WHAT IS REAL KINDNESS?  

 

Beauty should stay within  

warming your little heart  

No thought of committing sin 

But baking everyone a tart  

 

Planning of sharing joy  

Oh! How great it feels  

Oh boy!  

So happy I'm now  

 

But isn't it selfish  

To think of give and take  

Trading happiness eh 

Which is more great  

 

Isn't it injustice  

to trade something low  

to a thing so great  

Am I late  

 

In recognising  

that the feelings matter  

Or if selfishness  

Overpowers here  

 

                           
 

Prapthi A Bangera (Gr 10D) 

            

 



             AN IDEAL CITIZEN 

                 People have different conceptions 

about it. But what Gandhi perceived it to be 

is the basic essence of being an ideal citizen. 

Coming straight to the point, he expected an 

ideal citizen to be the one who follows his 

vision of keeping surroundings clean, 

following ideals of non-violence and keeping 

up the truth in every situation and spheres of 

life. Many more ideals can be added to this. 

It could be like abiding by each and every law 

given by a particular institution, never opting 

for the path of corruption, striving for the 

development of the nation, and helping 

people in times of need. Never had I known 

that helping others would evoke positivity 

and hope in me. In order to contribute 

towards the society, taking oaths won't help. 

Until and unless a voice from within is got, 

you will never opt for this path. Never forget 

that the freedom that you are enjoying isn't 

yours nevertheless it is the boon we received 

due to sacrifices of so many freedom fighters. 

According to me, what I conceive as an ideal 

citizen could be `serving your duty towards 

family/ workplace’ etc. It’s not necessary to 

become a soldier or politician to reform the 

nation, but start with self-help. As a 

responsible citizen, we can raise voice 

against discrimination or oppression going on 

in the society. Although perceptions of being 

an ideal citizen vary, we have to contribute to 

the nation to our fullest. 

 "Let’s take part in India's development, 

  Let’s end each and every superstition. 

  Let’s try to strive Gandhi's intention, 

  By standing up to our commitment." 

               Sthuti J Shetty (Gr 10A) 

 
 

                THE PEACOCK'S DANCE 

You feel it when the first rays of sunlight hit 

your face, 

You feel it in your mother's gentle caress, 

You feel it when you have your friends all 

around, 

guffawing and making a racket. 

 

The more you share the happier you'll be, 

Yes, it can definitely turn something into a 

happy memory, 

And these cherishing memories, of the 'good 

old past time', 

will make you feel it again and, will be the 

reason, 

that one day you'll look back and smile. 

 

Aren't we lucky to hear, to see, the sparrow's 

chirp and the peacock's dance? 

But are we mere audiences, who have gotten 

the chance! 

No. We are not. We are part of the play; for 

nature's part of us, 

and we are part of nature, hasn't it always 

been that way? 

 

Nature too feels the way you do, 

when the first drops of rain hit the scorched 

ground, 

It laughs through the strong winds, 

that roar all around. 

 

But, alas, our actions have snatched that 

from the nature we live in, 

We've destroyed what nature gave us, 

and that in which we grew in. 

 

But nature, the ever merciful, 

is willing to give another chance, 

So, will you take it, and make yourself worth 

the peacock's dance? 

                   Poorvi J. Nayak (Gr 11B)   



THE END IS BEAUTIFUL 

The explosions so colourful 

Death himself was so cheerful 

Those warnings so unique 

Say what you may, but the end is beautiful 
 

The panics and pains so vivid 

The loss imprinted so dark 

Tragic masterpieces have come to life 

Say what you may, but the end is beautiful 
 

The masks of artifice peace ripped off 

The veils of illusions lifted 

Supreme and fearful the truth came out 

Say what you may, but the end is beautiful 
 

The seas churned and roared 

The winds blew and howled 

The cowards dispersed like moths 

Say what you may, but the end is beautiful 
 

I sighed and watched, rooted to the spot 

The smoke and destruction burning my eyes 

But I forced them open and gazed 

Say what you may, but the end is beautiful 
 

 "You thought you controlled her?" 

"You squashed down your own brothers?" 

"Now watch her wrath unfold" 

Say what you may, but the end is beautiful 
 

Yes, I say that the end is beautiful 

The ashes and the deathly silence so 

wonderful 

Because say what you may,  

The end is the dawn of the new beginning 

 

 Aadya (Gr 10A) 

INTERNATIONAL CONFERENCES - 

MY EXPERIENCES 

I could not control my excitement when I 

learnt that my research paper and poster were 

accepted for presentation at a Mathematics 

education conference at Philippines. I had a 

great opportunity to present a paper based on 

Mathematics at Dumaguete, Philippines 

which is a wonderful place to visit. But I 

realized that it was not a piece of cake when 

I began preparing the paper on a research 

topic. Only after thoroughly understanding, 

weighing each line of related works on my 

topic, could I answer those questions posed 

to me in such conferences. But, there have 

been instances, when I have got a chance to 

learn from the experts I met there. At 

AIMER, Association Of International 

Mathematics Education and Research 

conferences, I have learnt how widely 

scoped, thrilling and thought provoking, 

Mathematics can be.  

In each conference, which I participated in 

and presented, there was loads full return of 

knowledge regarding a wide range of topics 

like Mathematics applied in other fields, 

games in Maths, technology with Maths etc. 

Meeting students and teachers from different 

parts of the world was one of the best parts. 

Their methods of learning, their syllabus, 

their school, their culture, their country, 

everything I could get to know of. At 

Philippines, everything was convenient 

except for the absence of vegetarian food. My 

presentation went well and my poster was 

appreciated. Our team of members 

representing India returned with two best 

paper and best poster prizes. It was a sense of 

pride for each of us when our National 

Anthem was sung first.  

Philippines, I shall remember for its 

hospitality, which I think, is hard to find 

elsewhere. Of course, my experiences at the 

conference will remain etched in me. 

 

Maithri M Bairy (Gr 12A) 



 

VISION OF MAHATMA GANDHI 

 

Under the vision of Mahatma Gandhi, 

Is a village with rural development 

With all the resources coming in handy 

And all the natives’ life essentially elegant. 

 

A land of lush, green fields, 

With water clean and safe to drink 

Protecting from wastage with shields, 

To make a developed village we stand on the 

brink. 

 

Developing smart villages in the country,  

Improving the standard of living 

With sanitation, roads and plantation being 

elementary, 

Introducing E-PAN to people is contriving. 

 

Gandhiji's vision being implemented, 

Under Digital India and Smart cities 

Sansad Adarsh Gram Yojana being 

presented, 

Introducing in the villager's proximities. 

 

This vision of an ideal village, 

Is now implemented in all states 

Spread across several miles, 

Many developed villages it creates. 

 

Sakshi Shivaprasad (Gr 9 D)  

 

 

 

The Book 

 
Born from a gift. 

The gift of language, 

A prize for some, 

A curse to others, 

A Necessity for all. 

 

It allows us to experience a turmoil of 

emotions 

From love and happiness to hate and anger. 

We live through what the author wishes us to. 

 

It allows us to relive our past, 

Our most beloved memories. 

It allows us to live our present, 

Our greatest desires and dreams. 

It allows us to experience the future 

For the book is ours and the future ours to 

write 

 

A book is read by all, 

Enjoyed by most, 

And loved by many 

But alas, writing it is a herculean task 

A blessing bestowed to but a handful of 

people. 

 

Thus, till the day death do us apart, 

I will read. 

            Tejas Bhat (Gr 11A) 



TIME 

I am running out of time  

And the clock is ticking fast 

But I am trying to erase 

All the damage in my past 

 

I am running out of time 

And these minutes never last 

But the darkness that I face 

Is the shadows that I cast. 

 

Savin Kumar (Gr 11 A)  

 

An Ideal Citizen – My Dream, His Dream, 

The Nation’s Dream 

 

“You can become the ideal citizen… You 

have the potential…. The future is in your 

hands…” croaked my nation the moment I 

was born. Literally, there is a ton of trouble 

and toiling on a teensy little one like me. 

“Why me?” This is the question printed on 

every little one’s face.  

The nation cries, “Please protect me from 

external dangers” - We become the Army.  

“Protect me from internal dangers”- We 

become the police.  

“Protect me from humans”- Hmmm…… 

 

Can’t help it! The moment I was born, I grew 

and grew. The mind developed, life came into 

existence, lights flooded into the sky, 

etc……… Fifteen years of confused mind 

and complexity and it comes down to this - 

writing this essay, “An ideal citizen”- a topic 

which is self-explanatory. My dreams since 

so many years have been dazed- “What to 

become in future?” said my mind, teasing me 

and also so many people. “A good human 

being and an ideal citizen for my country who 

has humanitarian values economically 

productive and never giving up”, I 

announced. Whether I grow up to be a 

successful person or not, I will live up to his 

dreams, my dreams, and her dreams of 

 

(a) A nation where no hunger prevails. 

(b) A nation where due respect is given to 

each and every profession, each and every 

human and each and every opponent.  

Then no “Mahatma Gandhi National Rural 

Employment Guarantee Act”, will be 

required to eradicate poverty. The ideal 

citizen will enlighten the poor people in an 

aura of light and wisdom and brightness and 

the poor people will automatically work hard 

for his dream, Bapu’s dream and the Nation's 

dream. 

(c) A nation being so united and strong 

that no country will ever dare to think to 

attack our superpower, our soul, our soil, our 

heart – OUR INDIA.  

 

       Every day we live, every work we do, 

every sweat that appears, every wound that 

bleeds of an ideal citizen, goes down in the 

treasury of a Superpower India, building year 

by year, day by day, minute by minute and 

second by second. Let the ideal citizen grow 

and toil, learn and expertise and implement 

and acknowledge for the phrase embossed in 

the hearts of all of us, “JAI HIND!”  

 

Raghav Varma (Gr 10B) 

 

 
 



“I can become the ideal citizen as 

envisioned by Mahatma Gandhi” 

Remember. Remember the sacrifices, the 

patriotic struggles led by our unforgettable 

freedom fighters. Remember their words, 

their thoughts, their actions. For action that 

speaks louder than words, those freedom 

fighters who not only pledged of having an 

independent nation but proved it through 

their memorable actions. Remember that we 

the citizens of one of the most respectable 

countries around the world are free from an 

unbearable, unimaginable sacrifices 

manifested by our previous generations. 
 

Being an Indian and by being aware of the 

fact how the envisioned India shall be 

showcased in the present and continue in the 

future, we Indians quite necessarily should be 

cognizant of the words of some significant 

freedom fighters. As I have acknowledged 

myself through the existing reading materials 

and the e-world, I have certainly known what 

exactly these freedom strugglers meant. An 

ideal nation is the result of the ideal thinking 

and actions of the citizens. Overcoming the 

thought of what is meant by becoming an 

ideal citizen as Mahatma Gandhi wanted by, 

I trace the words of this fantastic freedom 

personality and go about my actions. 
 

The world today is so much into making a 

technologically developed country that it 

often tends to neglect the quality of the 

citizens within the country. Quality here I 

mean, by having a nation enclosed with the 

citizens who focus on being together, though 

strangled by the ethnic divisions in the 

diverse society of India. Cultural and 

religious importance become eminent. Caste 

differences, social-hierarchy, 

misinterpretation of the term religion is quiet 

often magnified in the society of India. No 

matter what we do to get rid of the 

collaborations of all typical stereotype 

thinking and prejudices, most Indians are 

obscure about the differences between social 

diversity and social divisions. India being a 

diverse country should be ecstatic of these 

social diversities among people rather than 

making this as a drawback of our nation. I 

would mainly focus on executing these 

diversities among people in a positive way 

which would revolve around the minds of 

millions of Indians that India is the only 

country in the world having a dignified ethnic 

composition within the society yet we are all 

“united” under the same nation obligingly. 

 

Therefore, I would execute my education, by 

working for my nation and leading it on a 

virtuous path if I would ever be entrusted 

with the opportunity for doing so. For 

equality is the result of unity and unity is the 

foundation of an upcoming ideal nation.  

     

                                                                                                                
-Misha Shetty (Gr 10 C) 

 
 



MY VILLAGE - MY NATION 
 

The future of India depends on the villages of 

the country. India is proud to lionize its 

wonderful rural landscape. India without its 

villages cannot do more than a bird without 

wings. Village is an ideogram of India. 
 

The most demotivating remora to build a 

developed India is to have a good system of 

sanitation and drainage system. This drainage 

system should be sturdy enough to prevent 

filth in rainy season. 

 

The houses (or cottages) must have good 

ventilation. There should be enough 

ventilation for wind and light to enter. The 

petrichor of the nature should enter the rooms 

in the monsoons. 
 

The villagers would have an adequate supply 

of water, with brick lined wells and lakes all 

around. There would be separate lakes for 

bathing and washing clothes and utensils. 
 

There are ethereal innovators and skillful 

artists in the villages. To let them improve on 

their skill and talent, we must have primary 

and secondary schools.  
 

There are small, but well established cottage 

industries scattered all-over. This ensures 

that the skills of our people don’t go in vain. 

To have a wealthy nation we need a healthy 

nation, and this is possible only with healthy 

populations. There must be healthcare 

centres according to the population density.  
 

There would be disease free villages where 

all are vaccinated. With good doctors all 

over, our villages would see metathesis. 
 

Transport and communication is a must for 

development. The villagers are connected to 

the rest of the nation with a good network of 

roads and tele-services. 

Our verandas would yield lawns of flowers 

moving with winds. We see the lunette on the 

beautiful night sky. Our perpetual canals 

would irrigate the food bowl of the world. 

Our industries would build innovative, eco-

friendly ideas like mitticool. 
 

Looking forward, towards an ideal village, 

we hope that the nation grows orgulously. 

Our churlish people would be proud to see 

our villages on top of the world. We will see 

disease-free beautiful villages all around 

India. We foresee our villages as an 

inspiration for all.  

                -Ayush Prabhu (Gr 10 D)  

 

 

 
 



A SOLDIER’S LIFE 

It is 2:25PM. Now my son will be here any 

minute. I am sure his school must be over by 

now. This time we met after 2 years and today 

was the last day of my holiday. 

 
Oh! Did I mention, I work in the Indian 

Army? I got a short holiday of 2 weeks after 

may be 2 years. Now you must be thinking 

that I will tell you about how much I miss my 

family, my home and so on, but no, because 

that is only a partial truth; it is not the 

complete truth. Anyways let’s get back to 

real life. 
 

Oh! Rohan’s back. He came running to me 

and hugged me tight. He then started crying 

in my arms. I got worried, I imagined all sorts 

of situations that could have happened but I 

didn’t let him sense my fear. I gently asked 

him “What happened beta?” He sobbed for a 

while and then asked “You will be leaving 

tomorrow right? Won’t you miss me? Why 

aren’t you sad?” 
 

I smiled. Now you might be thinking what 

kind of a father am I? My son is crying and I 

am smiling here! Well actually I am smiling 

because once upon a time even I was like 

him, thinking about the future I used to spoil 

my present but joining the army has changed 

me. 

 On the Kargil border we never knew whether 

we would be alive the next second or not but 

we could either live with fear and spoil our 

present, or live the present, live the moment, 

sing and dance without a worry of the future. 

With time I changed and I chose to live the 

moment. 

Yes, I do miss my family but since I have 

learnt to live the moment I do not let my 

desires spoil my day. This is how my life is. 

This is how a soldier’s life is. 

                 -Ayushi Bhandari (Gr 10B) 

 

BOAT OF RESILIENCE 

Two boats sailing in an ocean of wrath 

One complains, it is vast 

Days together we have sailed  

Miles far we have come and still not done, 

Why should I always be the one?  

The other boat says, 

See the shore is here. 

Fruit of the days’ struggle is up there 

A few knots to sail  

And we are out in bail! 

The first boat continues, 

I am no more in a condition to thrive 

Will wait for someone to help me drive. 

If you wish you may go... 

The boat of resilience rises up the ocean of 

wrath 

to meet the shore set high 

Now it is safe and gives a heavy sigh. 

On the other hand, 

The lazy, dangling boat in the mid of tempest 

Drowning and struggling to stay intact gave 

cries for help 

Alas, all in vain, it lost its life in pain. 

 
Chitra A.C (Gr 12 B) 

 



I can be the ideal citizen as Mahatma 

Gandhi wanted: 

I can be the ideal citizen as mahatma Gandhi 

wanted if I be honest to myself and always 

listen and follow what my conscience says. 

Our conscience can never mislead us; it 

always tells us the right thing to do but the 

devil in us makes us ignore our conscience. 

There is an angel and a devil within all of us. 

It is our choice to listen to either of them. If 

one chooses to be good, the bad side of him 

or her can never overpower the good side. 

I can also be the ideal citizen of his dreams if 

I promise to go on the path of ahimsa or non-

violence. If I know that I am on the path of 

truth and justice, then I don’t need to use 

violence to prove myself, because truth 

speaks for itself. One who is honest can win 

the battle through ahimsa. I believe dharma 

and ahimsa can unite the whole nation. As he 

said “an eye for an eye only ends up making 

the whole world blind”. 

I can also be an ideal citizen if I, on an 

individual level be brave enough to bring in a 

change I want to see. As he said “Be the 

change you want to see”. Many of us don’t 

even try because we fear failure. We try 

making excuses to ourselves as well as others 

by telling what can one man alone do but we 

must not forget change begins at home. It is 

only after one starts that the others follow. 

There is no obstacle so big that one man’s 

determination can’t make a difference. 

I promise to treat all equally, no matter what 

their religion, caste or gender is. We must not 

forget we were all born as humans and we 

will die as humans only. We all breathe the 

same air and drink the same water. The same 

earth nurtures us all. Nature has never 

differentiated us. It is we who have made all 

these social divisions. We must not forget 

that, inherently in all of us `a single heart 

beats’ and a single body breathes. If only I 

treat all equally, I can be free from prejudice 

and hatred. Only this way can I be an ideal 

citizen that he wished to see. 

I will always try to reach heights and move 

forward taking people along with me, for one 

can never go up by pulling others down. Even 

if someone tries to pull me down, I shall 

forgive them. As the great man said “The 

weak can never forgive. Forgiveness is the 

attribute of the strong”. 

I would abide by laws, no matter what. 

However, I would oppose oppressive laws, 

but not by breaking it or using wrong means 

to abolish it. If I know that it is an unjust law 

than I am sure I won’t have to use violence to 

abolish it. For, truth itself speaks a lot. If I am 

of the belief that I can do it, I shall surely 

acquire the capacity to do it even if I may not 

have it at the beginning. This way I can be an 

ideal citizen. 

 

 
                                 My treatment towards 

so called lower caste will be no different from 

that towards so called upper caste. I will treat 

all with courtesy and respect. If I don’t 

respect others, I will never be able to face 

myself with my head held high. As he said “It 

always been a mystery to me, how people can 

respect themselves when they humiliate other 

humans”. 

By following all this, I can become an ideal 

citizen as Mahatma Gandhi wanted. We must 

not forget; a country is made of its people. If 

we can become ideal citizen, then may be the 

day of seeing India as an ideal & developed 

country is not very far away.  

JAI HIND 

Ayushi Bhandari (Gr 10B) 

 



 SEASONS 

The year starts with spring, 

With all the joy to sing 

The old worries dry, 

And no more to cry. 
 

 
Summers have bright sunshine, 

They dry up all the vine 

But people are all fine, 

With the ice-creams being twined 
 

Monsoons are cheerful, 

Because they are wonderful 

They make our hearts cool, 

And make the deserts a pool. 
 

Freezing cold winters, 

With ice on the splinters 

Watching the falling snowflakes, 

People enjoy their Christmas cakes 
 

This is the beauty of nature, 

With seasons as its grand feature 
 

Sakshi Shivaprasad (Gr 9 D)  

 

 

SEARCHING EYES 

They were subtle and innocent, 

gazing hard. 

into what her miserable life had lent. 

and then with a blink went all the thought. 

Tears falling; forced to retard. 

 

A gentle arm sweeps down, 

onto her crispy blond hair. 

Her mother reassures her not to frown, 

but how could her little heart, 

bear the loss of her father. 

 

"Wont he come back?", she cried, 

as her mother painfully sighed. 

She said she would wait, 

and she did wait for that flower, 

that would never ever bloom in her long life, 

ever. 

 

Little did she realise, 

in her futile search of a moon, 

in a ruthless new moon night, that bore her no 

fruit. 

She stayed phlegmatic, 

knowing not to frantic. 

 

Such was the love of a daughter, 

to him who in her heart lived, immortal. 

  

Pranamya G Kulal (Gr 10B) 

 

 



VISION THROUGH A VISION 

 

A vision through the hazy glasses, 

quite firm that shone from the rest. 

holding onto his flowy khadi, 

his slender body held abreast. 

 

He strode across the watchful eyes, 

straining as his spirits lifted high. 

To him an ideal citizen was to be, 

a Satyagrahi who knew no lie. 

 

You are a raging hungry fire, 

taken in criticism and grow higher. 

burn down the unjust laws of men. 

Shout out high “let justice reign!" 

 

Let the castes not suppress you low, 

men of god, have no malevolence. 

be it the blend of the flowers in the garden, 

where the difference in the colour just brings 

beauty. 

 

At the dawn of birth, responsibility comes, 

let the sun never set on you. 

we are no slaves of thy, we are slaves to 

ourselves, 

when acts of prejudice makes you rue. 

The needy eyes glow with grief, 

show your diligence, lend a helping hand. 

Let these hands commit no sin, 

Let them be allegiant to one’s kin. 

 

Ones greed overpowers the need, 

a berserk man, wild himself, grows wild, 

as he destroys the wild and vulnerable nature. 

when will this inevitable hunger be freed?  

I stand here now quiet yet determined, 

his benevolence and gallantry sinking in, 

I am and shall be an ideal citizen, 

'cause this is not mine but the nation's win. 

Let the freedom be that of the stars, 

Let it still not stay behind the bars.   

 

Pranamya  Kulal  (Gr 10B) 

 

TRUTHFULNESS 

 

Some say that truth has made things worse 

While some say, it has made things alright. 

But all I know is that Gandhiji has used this 

tool… 

So vividly that it has made this world so 

bright!! 

 

But the question is, are we all playing 

This test as fair as he did? 

Shall we all try to be, 

As punctual as he did!! 

 

As long as we travel along life’s way, 

Things could turn even worse. 

But practicing this everyday, 

Can get your souls cursed. 

 

Let’s all pledge this together, 

To follow honesty ‘Forever’ 

And change this world for better. 

Honesty makes things run straight and true 

But without this..... 

What’s there for me and you!! 

   

-Suha Fathima (Gr 9C)  

 

 



My Contribution To Achieve Mahatma 

Gandhi’s Vision Of Sarvodaya                      

Mahatma Gandhi, the “Father of our nation” 

had plenty of visions but the main one was 

Sarvodaya or the economic and social 

development of a community. 

We Indians have known about the caste 

system prevalent in India for ages now. There 

were a lot of conflicts between various 

communities regarding rights, religious 

issues, backgrounds, professions etc. I don’t 

think Gandhiji ever dreamt of such an India! 

He and several others like him have always 

wanted a peaceful India with happy people 

who could live without fright, fights and 

hatred; but, that doesn’t seem to be the case 

presently. We have so many communal riots 

and conflicts that terrorize people and infuse 

fear and hatred among them.  

The next burning issue till today is the 

inequality in terms of caste, community, and 

birth. This social inequality has somehow led 

to economic inequality as well. We see that 

in today’s India, the poor communities are 

not given the opportunities to gain 

knowledge, pursue their dreams and at times 

barred from living their lives. They are so 

suppressed that they’ve even forgotten that 

they’ve got a voice to raise against all the 

wrong happening to them. Gandhiji has tried 

to preach Sarvodaya even while he was alive 

through his many deeds and his teachings still 

hold good to this day, even after one and half 

centuries of his birth.  
 

 

We, the present generation need to realise 

that in the coming years India is going to be 

in our hands and we’re responsible for 

everything. We need to stand up for what is 

right. Since we’re speaking of the poor 

communities we need to first inculcate 

confidence and self-respect into the minds of 

the people of these communities. Let them 

know that they’re not just meant to be slaves 

or laborers but they can be the change. 

They’re no martians that we see them with 

disgust or give them no importance, they are 

humans too. The (poor) children need to be 

given proper education and food so that they 

are capable enough to stand on their feet and 

make us all proud. Then come the women of 

these communities who are not allowed to do 

anything of their choice because they are 

“women” and are only supposed to stay 

indoors and take care of the family and 

household. The moment they are empowered 

and they realize that they are capable enough 

to manage themselves and can earn for their 

livings nothing can stop them, and then the 

saying, “Ek nari sab pe bhari” will come true. 

On a whole if I say these communities are 

actually warehouse of talents which just 

needs the encouragement and opportunity to 

prove. Even though our beloved prime 

minister has launched so many programs to 

help the poor and make them self-sustainable, 

I personally don’t seem to notice much 

change, in the sense that they’re still 

dependent on the government. Their 

capabilities and talents are yet to bloom. 

Now coming to the so called “high profile” 

communities, ummm, I really don’t know 

what to say about them. Though many of the 

rich people contribute their time and money 

for the social good nut not everyone is the 

same. There are many who have stored their 

riches as black and it has to be removed so 

that it can be put to good use. 

Everyone should see each other respectfully 

be it male or female, rich or poor, Hindu or 

Muslim; everyone is equal. 



Ah, speaking about religion how can we 

neglect the religious conflicts happening 

between the religious communities. I bet 

Gandhiji would be the most disappointed 

among everyone. During the Satyagraha 

Dandi march everyone, like literally 

everyone without any sort of discrimination 

came together and freed the country. That 

was the proudest moment in Indian history, 

but what’s happening now? It saddens me at 

the thought that why can’t everyone come 

together forgetting the cast, forgetting all the 

fights, forgetting all the hatred and stay 

together with love and peace as we used to, 

in the olden days? Treating everyone with 

respect, equality, love and care. 

 
 

Sorry for getting diverted from the main topic 

but to be really honest if we don’t come 

together then I don’t seem to see any sort of 

development in the country or the world. 

Without ‘Ekta’ I don’t think anything is 

going to happen. A united nation will be the 

strongest and it would be able to face all odds. 

One happy nation can make the whole world 

happy. 

       JAI HIND!     

      VANDE MATARAM! 

I hope we bring Gandhiji’s vision to a reality  

                                                                                                                                                                 

-     Malavika Saha (Gr 12 B)                                                                                                                       

My Contribution To Achieve Mahatma 

Gandhi’s Vision Of Sarvodaya 

 Sarvodaya basically means “social 

upliftment of all people”. This is an 

unaccomplished mission of Gandhi which is 

passed over to us, the present citizens. 

 In our history, there are many 

situations where we see discrimination and 

suppression of a certain group of people, 

which might be based on occupation or their 

social status. India being a monarchial 

country in the past was torn apart into several 

societies. Bringing them all together as one 

single society in status is an avalanche on our 

neck. 

 I feel that, the present condition of our 

country is significantly because of our 

politicians who promise for increased 

percentage of quotacracy to the so called 

“weaker” sections of society. But they are 

caught in the cycle of poverty which they 

themselves entered through their deeds.  

 It is a growing fact that in today’s scenario, 

the upper strata of the society are basically 

from the so called “weaker” section. As a 

result, it is good that, the `then’ suppressed 

ones are `now’ economically raising in 

standards. But, due to the differences in 

benefits given to different communities/ 

sections of society, those deserving ones in 

other communities lose their chance. 

 This might seem tough, but we should 

eliminate quotacracy so that the caste/class 

system can be wiped out from our minds, 

(which is believed to be achieved already but 

the truth is, it still prevails in the name of 

quotacracy). 

 -Chitra.A.C (Gr 12 B) 

  

 

 



I can become the ideal citizen as 

Mahatma Gandhi wanted 

   Ideal citizens are those who know his/her 

rights and responsibilities, respects others 

and the environment, contributes to the 

society and the community; helps the 

community to become a better place for 

others. He/she has to be full of values, 

principles, and morals. 

  Writing in ‘Young India’ (September 19, 

1929), Gandhiji had mentioned that he wants 

India to be “Ram Rajya” which meant not a 

Hindu Raj but the kingdom of God. Gandhiji 

had fought for peace and non-violence. He 

wanted the country to be governed by peace 

and unity and not by violence. 

 

 To become an ideal citizen, everyone in our 

country should try to follow Mahatma 

Gandhi’s vision. Gandhijis vision can be 

achieved by helping our fellow citizen. 

I can become the ideal citizen by following 

and spreading the spirit of brotherhood 

among the people. I will have a good mindset 

and follow the principles of law and justice. 

Oppressive and discriminatory laws should 

be removed which deny justice for all and 

cause chaos in our country. Nobody should 

bother about caste or creed which he/she 

belongs to. There should be no racism. 

Racism creates a feeling of hatred among the 

people which brings down our unity. Racism 

will finally lead to killing and violation in the 

country which breaks down Gandhi’s 

principles and vision. Mass killing of naive 

people will decline the population in our 

country which will cause a huge loss to our 

nation. 

I want the people to be loyal and have 

humanity within them. By hurting others, we 

won’t be gaining anything for 

ourselves. But, instead of 

happiness, a feeling of guilt will 

build up within us. 

I want the citizens of my 

country to be ideal citizens and 

I want to become one among 

them. 

Priyanka Gloria D’souza 

(Gr 9D) 
 

 

 

My Contribution To Mahatma Gandhi’s 

Vision Of ‘Sarvodaya’ 

 

Sarvodaya- Progress for All Gandhiji’s 

vision, 

Swachh Bharat, Make in India- his dreams, 

We students join hands for a better society 

To the common man, we connect these ideas 

directly 

 

In our schools, homes and neighborhoods, 

The seeds of knowledge and awareness we 

sow, 

In the minds of people who tend to be 

ignorant, 

Through street plays, posters and talks 

 

Growing up to become responsible citizens, 

To respect our country’s values and cultures,  

To unite for progress that solves all problems, 

And lead the world to the brighter side 

 

Maithri M Bairy (Gr 12A) 



  

   

Date: 12-11-2019 

Chief Guest: Dr Girish Menon R 

Prof & Head, Department of Neurosurgery, KMC, Manipal.  





 



 

 

 

  

Participants in Dwitiya Sopan Scout exam (Nov 30th 2019)  

  



 

            

 

Vanamahotsava celebration 

District Rally (Feb 2020) 



 

 

 

    

 

Gandhi Jayanthi Celebration 



 

  



 

 

 



 



 



 

 

Hand Ball and Foot Ball-Primary section 



  



 

Sports events for Primary 



ACHIEVEMENTS IN SPORTS 

  

 

   
 

 

  

AICS Chess (Under 17)-Winners AICS Table Tennis (Under 14 Boys)-Runners 

AICS Table Tennis (Under 17 Boys)-Winners AICS Table Tennis (Under 14 Girls)-Runners 

AICS Shuttle Badminton  

(Under 17 Boys)-Runners 
International yoga Day –Winners  



 

 

 

AICS Athletic Meet-Winners 

 

KSCA Cricket Tournament Winners 

 



 

 

  

 

National level Karate Champions 

 

AICS Chess 

(Under 17)-

Winners 

receiving the 

trophy 



ಎಳೆಯರ ಅಂಗಳ 

          £À£Àß ¦æÃwAiÀÄ CfÓ 

£À£Àß CfÓ £À£ÀUÉ Hl ªÀiÁr¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. gÀÄaAiÀiÁzÀ wAr ªÀiÁr PÉÆqÀÄvÁÛgÉ. £À£Àß CfÓ £À£ÀUÉ ºÁ®Ä 

PÉÆqÀÄvÁÛgÉ. CªÀgÀÄ £À£Àß£ÀÄß vÀÄA¨Á ¦æÃw ªÀiÁqÀÄvÁÛgÉ. £À£Àß CfÓUÉ 60 ªÀµÀð. £À£Àß CfÓ £À£ÀUÉ 

M¼ÉîAiÀÄ CAV PÉÆqÀÄvÁÛgÉ. £À£Àß CfÓ £À£ÀUÉ PÀxÉ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. 

                         DgÀÄ¶ (Gr 2 H)                                          

£À£Àß ¦æÃwAiÀÄ CdÓÓ 

£À£Àß CdÓ £À£ÀUÉ ̧ ÀºÁAiÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÁÛgÉ. £À£Àß CdÓ £À£Àß 

eÉÆvÉ Dl DqÀÄvÁÛgÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ Dl ºÉÃ½ PÉÆqÀÄvÁÛgÉ. 

£À£Àß CªÀÄä¤UÉ CqÀÄUÉ ªÀiÁqÀÄªÁUÀ ¸ÀºÁAiÀÄ 

ªÀiÁqÀÄvÁÛgÉ. £À£Àß CdÓ ºÁqÀÄvÁÛgÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ £À£ÀUÉ 

PÀ°¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. £À£Àß CdÓ £À£ÀUÉ PÀxÉ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. £À£Àß 

CdÓ avÀæ ©r¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ.  

                                                                    CªÀÄ£ï (Gr 2 H) 

vÁ¬Ä 

vÁ¬Ä £À£Àß fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ CvÀåAvÀ ¥ÀæªÀÄÄR ªÀåQÛ. vÁ¬Ä ¤dªÁzÀ ªÉÆzÀ® UÉ¼ÀwAiÀiÁVgÀÄvÁÛ¼É. F 

dUÀwÛ£À°è £ÀªÀÄä vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ ¤dªÁzÀ ¦æÃw ªÀÄvÀÄÛ PÁ¼ÀfAiÀÄ£ÀÄß AiÀiÁªÀÅzÀPÀÆÌ ºÉÆÃ°PÉ ªÀiÁqÀ®Ä 

¸ÁzsÀå«®è. £ÁªÀÅ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ PÀµÀÖPÀgÀ PÉ®¸ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÀiÁqÀ®Ä DUÀzÉÃ EgÀÄªÁUÀ CªÀgÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß 

¥ÉÇæÃvÁì»¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è £ÀªÀÄUÉ PÉlÖ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ M¼ÉîAiÀÄ UÀÄtUÀ¼À ªÀÄzsÀåzÀ°ègÀÄªÀ ªÀåvÁå¸ÀªÀ£ÀÄß 

CªÀgÀÄ w½¹PÉÆqÀÄvÁÛgÉ.   

                                     ¸ÁQë (Gr 2 G)                                          

     CªÀÄä  / vÁ¬Ä 

‘ªÀÄ£ÉAiÉÄÃ ªÉÆzÀ® ¥ÁoÀ±Á¯É, vÁ¬ÄAiÉÄÃ ªÉÆzÀ® UÀÄgÀÄ’ J£ÀÄßªÀ 

ªÀiÁw£ÀAvÉ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À ²PÀëtªÀÅ ªÀÄ£É¬ÄAzÀ¯ÉÃ ¥ÁægÀA¨sÀªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. 

vÁ¬ÄAiÉÄÃ CªÀgÀ ªÉÆzÀ® UÀÄgÀÄ. CªÀÄä ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ J®è ¸ÀzÀ¸ÀågÀ£ÀÄß 

¦æÃw PÁ¼Àf¬ÄAzÀ £ÉÆÃrPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛ¼É.  CªÀ¼ÀÄ J®èjUÉÆÃ¸ÀÌgÀ 

¨É½UÉÎ ¨ÉÃUÀ£ÉÃ JzÀÄÝ CqÀÄUÉ vÀAiÀiÁj¸ÀÄvÁÛ¼É. CªÀÄä ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ 

J®èjUÉÆÃ¸ÀÌgÀ vÀÄA¨Á PÀµÀÖ¥ÀqÀÄvÁÛ¼É.  

                                  C¢ü²æÃ J¯ï (Gr 2 G) 

* vÁ¬Ä £ÀªÀÄUÉ §ºÀ¼À ªÀÄÄRå ªÀåQÛ. £ÀªÀÄä §zÀÄQ£À°è vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ 

¦æÃw J®ègÀ ¦æÃwVAvÀ eÁ¹Û.  vÁ¬Ä £ÀªÀÄä ªÉÆzÀ® UÀÄgÀÄ. vÁ¬Ä 

£ÀªÀÄUÉ ¥Àæw gÁwæ PÀxÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ºÉÃ¼ÀÄvÁÛ¼É. vÁ¬Ä £ÀªÀÄUÉ §UÉ §UÉAiÀÄ wAr w¤¸ÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÀiÁr 

PÉÆqÀÄvÁÛ¼É.   

                                                                      ªÀiÁ¤é (Gr 2 G) 



                                     £À£Àß £ÉaÑ£À ¥ÁætÂ £Á¬Ä 

£Á¬Ä MAzÀÄ ¸ÁPÀÄ ¥ÁætÂ. CzÀgÀ ¨Á® qÉÆAPÀÄ. £À£Àß 

£Á¬ÄAiÀÄ ºÉ¸ÀgÀÄ mÁ«Ä. £Á¬ÄUÉ £Á®ÄÌ PÁ®ÄUÀ½ªÉ. 

£Á¬ÄAiÀÄ Q« ZÀÄgÀÄPÀÄ. CzÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÁAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ. 

CzÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ AiÀÄdªÀiÁ£À §gÀÄªÀ vÀ£ÀPÀ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ ¨ÁV® 

ªÀÄÄAzÉ PÁAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ. £Á¬ÄAiÀÄÄ vÉÆÃ¼ÀzÀ eÁwUÉ ¸ÉÃjzÀ 

MAzÀÄ ¥ÁætÂ.   £Á¬ÄAiÀÄ®Æè ºÀ®ªÀÅ «zsÀUÀ½ªÉ. ªÀÄ£É 

£Á¬ÄUÀÆ, ©Ã¢ £Á¬ÄUÀÆ CdUÀeÁAvÀgÀ EgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. 

£Á¬ÄAiÀÄÄ DeÉÕAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¥Á°¸ÀÄªÀ ¤AiÀÄwÛ£À ¥ÁætÂ. CzÀÄ 

¥ÁæªÀiÁtÂPÀvÉUÉ, ¦æÃwUÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ²¹ÛUÉ ºÉ¸ÀgÁzÀ ¥ÁætÂ.  

ºÀ®ªÁgÀÄ CzsÀåAiÀÄ£ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ £Á¬ÄUÀ¼À ªÉÄÃ¯É £ÀqÉ¢zÉ. 

CªÀÅUÀ¼À ¥ÀæPÁgÀ F £Á¬ÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¸ÁPÀÄ ¥ÁætÂAiÀiÁV ºÉÆA¢gÀÄªÀªÀgÀÄ vÀ£Àß T£ÀßvÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ MvÀÛqÀªÀ£ÀÄß 

PÀ¼ÉzÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛgÉ JAzÀÄ w½zÀÄ §A¢zÉ. CªÀÅUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä ¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ zÀÄBRUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¸ÀºÀ 

ºÀAaPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÀÛªÉ JA§ÄzÀÄ dUÀwÛUÉ UÉÆwÛgÀÄªÀ ¸ÀvÀå. £ÀªÀÄä §½ MAzÀÄ £Á¬Ä EzÀÝgÉ £ÁªÀÅ 

AiÀiÁªÀwÛUÀÆ MAn JA§ ¨sÁªÀ£ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ºÉÆAzÀÄªÀÅ¢®è JAzÀÄ vÀdÕgÀÄ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. F ±Áé£ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ 

ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ°è EzÀÝgÉ PÁªÀ®ÄUÁgÀ ¨ÉÃPÁV®è.  

                                                                         ¥ÀædÕ(Gr 3 F) 

                      vÁ¬Ä / CªÀÄä 

£À£ÀUÉ vÁ¬Ä JAzÀgÉ vÀÄA¨Á EµÀÖ. “ªÀiÁvÀÈzÉÃªÉÇÃ¨sÀªÀ” J£ÀÄßªÀ ºÁUÉ vÁ¬Ä ªÉÆzÀ® UÀÄgÀÄ. 

zÉÃªÀgÀÄ PÀtÂÚUÉ PÁtÂ¸ÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. CzÀPÁÌV vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¸ÀÈ¶Ö¹zÀgÀÄ. £ÀªÀÄUÉ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÉÄÃ ªÉÆzÀ® 

¥ÁoÀ±Á¯É. C°è vÁ¬ÄAiÉÄÃ ªÉÆzÀ® UÀÄgÀÄ. £À£Àß vÁ¬Ä J®è jÃwAiÀÄ ¸ÀºÁAiÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÁÛ¼É. vÁ¬Ä 

£À£Àß G¹gÀÄ. J®è vÁAiÀÄA¢gÀÄ vÀªÀÄä ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÀÄ M¼ÉîAiÀÄ £ÀqÀvÉ ºÁUÀÆ M¼ÉîAiÀÄ jÃwAiÀÄ°è 

PÀ°AiÀÄ¨ÉÃPÉAzÀÄ PÀ£À¸ÀÄ ºÉÆA¢gÀÄvÁÛgÉ. £À£Àß vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ PÀ£À¸À£ÀÄß £Á£ÀÄ £À£À¸ÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÉÛÃ£É. 

                                                             ¤«Äðvï.Dgï. ±ÉnÖ (Gr 2G) 

              * “G¦àVAvÀ gÀÄa¬Ä®è, vÁ¬ÄVAvÀ §AzsÀÄ«®è.” F UÁzÉ 

JµÀÄÖ CxÀð§zÀÞªÁV CªÀÄä£À ¥ÁæªÀÄÄRåvÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ºÉÃ¼ÀÄwÛzÉ. ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À M¼ÉîAiÀÄ 

¨sÀ«µÀå gÀÆ¦¸ÀÄªÀ°è CªÀÄä£À ¥ÁvÀæ ¥ÀæzsÁ£ÀªÁzÀzÀÄÝ. 

CªÀÄä¤UÉ vÁ¬Ä, ªÀiÁvÉ, d£À¤ JA§ ¨ÉÃgÉ ¨ÉÃgÉ ºÉ¸ÀgÀÄUÀ½ªÉ. CªÀÄä £À£Àß   

fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ ¥ÀæªÀÄÄR ªÀåQÛ. CªÀÄä £À£Àß ªÉÆzÀ® UÀÄgÀÄ. CªÀÄä ªÉÆzÀ® UÉ¼Àw. CªÀÄä 

JAzÀÄ PÀgÉzÀgÉ £À£ÀUÉ vÀÄA¨Á ºÀgÀÄµÀªÉ¤¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. £À£Àß CªÀÄä £À£Àß 

ªÀiÁUÀðzÀ±ÀðPÀgÁVzÁÝgÉ. £À£Àß CªÀÄä£À£ÀÄß ºÉÆA¢gÀÄªÀÅzÀPÉÌ £Á£ÀÄ CzÀÈµÀÖ±Á°. 

“ªÀiÁvÀÈzÉÃªÉÇÃ¨sÀªÀ” 

                                                         ¸ÀAd£À .J¸ï.©ÃgÀÆgÀÄ (Gr 2 G)  



£À£Àß ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄ¯ÁUÀzÀ ¢£À 

£À£Àß fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À ¢£ÁZÀgÀuÉ MAzÀÄ 

ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄ¯ÁUÀzÀ ¢£À. D ¢£À £ÀªÀÄä UÀÄgÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÁV, 

¥ÁætÂUÀ¼ÁV, UÉÆA¨ÉUÀ¼ÁV »ÃUÉ ºÀ®ªÁgÀÄ 

ªÉÃµÀ¨sÀÆµÀtUÀ½AzÀ £ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß gÀAf¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. D ¢£À 

UÀÄgÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À eÉÆvÉ Dl DqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ, vÁ¬Ä 

ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÉÆA¢UÉ DqÀÄªÀµÉÖÃ ̧ ÀAvÉÆÃµÀªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ºÁUÁV 

£À£ÀUÉ `ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À ¢£ÁZÀgÀuÉ ªÀµÀðPÉÆÌªÉÄä AiÀiÁPÉ? 

AiÀiÁªÁUÀ®Æ §gÀ¨ÁgÀzÉÃ?’ JAzÀÄ C¤¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ.  

                                                                 ªÀÄ¤évÀ (Gr 3 D) 

§zÀÄPÀÄ 

PÀuï vÉgÉzÀÄ DgÀA©ü¸ÀÄªÀ ¥ÀAiÀÄtªÁVzÉ  

¯Á° ºÁqÀ PÉÃ¼ÀÄvÀ ±ÀÄgÀÄªÀiÁrzÀ AiÀiÁvÉæAiÀiÁVzÉ  

¸ÀtÚ ¥ÀÄlÖ ºÉeÉÓUÀ¼À¤ßlÄÖ zÉÆqÀØ zÉÆqÀØ ªÉÄnÖ®ÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß  

Kj, UÀÄj ¸Á¢ü̧ ÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ §zÀÄPÁVzÉ 

 

ªÀÄÄzÁÝqÀÄªÀ ªÀÄÄRUÀ¼À£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃr  

vÉUÀ¼ÀÄªÀ ªÀiÁvÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÆß PÉÃ½  

fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ ¥ÁoÀ, d£ÀgÀ §tÚ §AiÀÄ¯Ál 

¸ÀàµÀÖªÁV PÀuÉÚzÀÄgÀÄ ¤®ÄèªÀÅzÀÄ 

        

¸ÀÄR-PÀµÀÖ, ¹»-PÀ» JAzÀÄ ¨sÁ«¸ÀzÉÃ  

J®èªÀ£ÀÄ ¹ÃéPÀj¹zÀªÀ£ÀµÉÖÃ dAiÀÄ±Á°  

DzÀgÉ PÀµÀÖzÀ ºÁ¢AiÀÄ° PÉÊ »rzÀªÀjUÉ  

PÀÈvÀWÀßgÁUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ ¸ÁxÀðPÀvÉAiÀÄ®è  

 

PÀuï vÉgÉzÀÄ DgÀA©ü¹zÀ ¥ÀAiÀÄtªÀ£ÀÄ  

PÀtÄäaÑ ªÀÄÄV¸À¯ÉÃ ¨ÉÃPÀÄ  

¯Á° ºÁqÀ PÉÃ½ ±ÀÄgÀÄªÀiÁrzÀ AiÀiÁvÉæAiÀÄ£ÀÄ   

PÀtÂÃÚgÀÄ, C¼ÀÄ PÉÃ½ CAvÀåUÉÆ½¸À¯ÉÃ¨ÉÃPÀÄ  

        -±ÁªÀðj (Gr 8 E)  

 

 

 



ªÀÄ¼ÉUÁ®zÀ MAzÀÄ ¢£À 

ªÀÄ¼ÉUÁ®zÀ ªÉÆzÀ®£ÉAiÀÄ ¢£ÀzÀ°  

ªÀÄtÂÚ£À ¸ÀÄUÀAzsÀ, CzÉÃ dUÀwÛUÉ CªÀÄÈvÀ  

ªÀÄgÀVqÀUÀ¼ÀÄ aUÀÄgÀÄªÀ ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ  

¥ÁætÂ ¥ÀQëUÀ¼ÀÄ PÀÄtÂzÀÄ PÀÄ¥Àà½¸ÀÄªÀ ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ  

vÀA¥ÁV ©Ã¸ÀÄªÀ UÁ½ ªÀÄ£À¹ìUÉ ¤ÃrvÀÄ ±ÁAw  

ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄ ¤ÃjzÀÄ, E¼ÉUÉ ¤ÃrvÀÄ vÀA¥ÁzÀ 

C£ÀÄ s̈ÀÆw  

gÉÊvÀgÀÄ UÀzÉÝUÀ¼À°è ±ÀÄgÀÄ ªÀiÁrzÀgÀÄ G¼ÀÄªÉÄAiÀÄ PÉ®¸À  

ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄ ZÀ½AiÀÄ°è £ÁªÀÅ ±Á¯ÉUÉ ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀ D£ÀAzÀ 

DzÀgÉ ªÀÄgÀ½ ¨ÁgÀzÀ D ªÉÆÃf£À PÀëtUÀ¼ÀÄ  

±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ¢£À ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄ gÀeÉUÁV PÁAiÀÄÄªÀ D ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ  

»AzÀÆ §gÀzÀ, ªÀÄÄAzÀÆ ¨ÁgÀzÀ CªÀÄÆ®åªÁzÀ PÀët.  

                                                         ¢Ã¦Û. J. ¥Àæ s̈ÀÄ (Gr 8 C)  
………………………………………………… 

*ªÀÄ¼ÉUÁ®zÀ MAzÀÄ ¢£À  

vÀA¢vÉÆÛAzÀÄ CzÀÄãvÀ PÀët  

§gÀqÁVzÀÝ ¨sÀÆ«ÄAiÀÄÄ CAzÀÄ  

£À°zÁqÀvÉÆqÀVvÀÄ ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄ PÀAqÀÄ  

               ªÀÄÄAUÁgÀÄ ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄ vÀÄAvÀÄgÀÄ ºÀ¤AiÀÄÄ  

               ¸ÀÄ±ÁæªÀå UÁ£ÀzÀAvÉ PÉÃ¼ÀÄvÀ°vÀÄÛ  

               ªÀÄÄAeÁ«£À ©½ PÀA§¤AiÀÄAwzÀÝ E§â¤AiÀÄÄ  

               J¯ÉèqÉ vÀA¥ÀÄ ªÁvÁªÀgÀtªÀ ¸ÀÈ¶Ö¹vÀÄÛ.  

¤ÃgÀ PÁtzÉ ¨ÉÃ¸ÀwÛºÀ ¥ÀQëUÀ¼ÀÄ  

ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄ PÀAqÀÄ ºÀ¶ðvÀUÉÆAqÀÄ  

CzÀgÀ ¸ÀAVÃvÀPÉÌ vÀªÀÄä zÀ¤AiÀÄ£ÀÆ ¸ÉÃj¹ 

¤ÃgÀ PÀÄrzÀªÀÅ vÀÄA©zÀ PÉgÉUÀ½AzÀ  

               £Á£ÀÄ CªÀÄä£À PÉÊ »rzÀÄ  

               ºÀjªÀ ¤ÃgÀ° PÁUÀzÀzÀ zÉÆÃtÂAiÀÄ ©lÄÖ  

               ¸ÀAvÀ¸À¢ CzÀ£ÉÃ £ÉÆÃqÀÄvÀ  

               ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ ¸ÉÃjzÉ M®èzÀ ªÀÄ£À¹ì¤AzÀ  

                                                       ªÀiÁzsÀªÀ GgÁ¼À (Gr 8 C)  



                       amÉÖ 

amÉÖ amÉÖ §tÚzÀ amÉÖ  

J°èUÉ ºÉÆgÀngÀÄªÉ? 

AiÀiÁgÀÄ ¤£ÀUÉ §tÚªÀ PÉÆlÖgÀÄ? 

¤£ÀßAiÀÄ §tÚ §®Ä ZÉ£Àß  

amÉÖ amÉÖ §tÚzÀ amÉÖ! 

J¯Áè ºÀÆªÀÅ ¤£ÀUÉ EµÀÖ  

ºÀÆ«£À ºÁUÉ ¤£ÀßAiÀÄ §tÚ 

ºÀÆ«AzÀ ºÀÆ«UÉ ºÁgÀÄªÀ ¤Ã£ÀÄ 

¤£ÀßAiÀÄ »rAiÀÄ®Ä PÀµÀÖªÀÅ £À£ÀUÉ.   

                            ¤¢üÃ±ï (Gr 4 G) 

§zÀÄPÀÄ 

ªÀÄÆqÀtzÀ ¸ÀÆAiÀÄð£À GzÀAiÀÄ  

§zÀÄQ£À £ÀªÀ ZÉÃvÀ£ÀzÀ ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ  

ºÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ £É£À¥ÀÄUÀ½UÉ ºÉÆ¸À PÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ  

vÀgÀ° ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀ §zÀÄPÀÄ                     

 

§zÀÄPÀÄ `ºÉÆ¸À «µÀAiÀÄUÀ¼À ºÀÄqÀÄPÀÄ’  

PÀµÀÖ-£ÀµÀÖUÀ½UÉ ªÀiÁqÀ¢gÀÄ ¹qÀÄPÀÄ  

AiÀiÁjUÀÆ ¤Ã §AiÀÄ¸À¢gÀÄ PÉqÀÄPÀÄ  

DUÀ° ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀ §zÀÄPÀÄ 

  

PÀµÀÖ ¸ÀÄRzÀ ¸ÀÄjªÀÄ¼ÉUÉ 

dUÀÎ¢gÀÄ PÀÄUÀÎ¢gÀÄ PÉ¼ÀUÉ  

UÉ®ÄªÀÅ PÁ¢zÉ £Á¼ÉUÉ  

¸ÀªÀÄ¨sÁªÀ¢AzÀ¯ÉÃ ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀ §zÀÄPÀÄ   

 

F §zÀÄQ£À §ArAiÀÄ°è  

PÀÄ½wºÉ£ÀÄ £Á£ÀÄ  

¸ÀÄR zÀÄBRzÀ ¥ÀæAiÀiÁtzÀ°è  

vÀgÀ° ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀ §zÀÄPÀÄ  

      -²²gï (Gr 8 E)  



§zÀÄPÀÄ 

d£ÀÄªÀÄ d£ÀÄªÀÄUÀ¼À ¥ÀÄtåzÀ ¥sÀ®  

EzÀ£ÀjvÀÄ ¨sÀUÀªÀAvÀ£À £É£ÉzÀÄ ¤Ã §zÀÄPÀÄ  

PÀµÀÖUÀ¼À, ºÉÆÃgÁlªÉA§ F §zÀÄPÀÄ  

¸ÀªÁ¯ÉAzÀÄ ºÉÆÃgÁr, bÀ®¢AzÀ ¤Ã §zÀÄPÀÄ   

 

LµÁgÁªÀÄ, EA¢æAiÀÄ ¸ÀÄR ªÀiÁvÀæªÀ®è F §zÀÄPÀÄ  

¥ÀgÀ»vÀ, ¥ÀgÉÆÃ¥ÀPÁgÀzÀ ªÀÄAvÀæªÀ d¦¹ ¤Ã §zÀÄPÀÄ  

¸ÀvÀå, C»A¸É, ¸ÁéxÀðgÀ»vÀ DzÀ §zÀÄPÀÄ  

¨sÀUÀªÀAvÀ¤UÉ ¦æAiÀÄ£ÁV ¤Ã §zÀÄPÀÄ  

 

‘F¸À¨ÉÃPÀÄ, EzÀÄÝ eÉÊ¸À¨ÉÃPÀÄ’ JAzÀgÀÄ  zÁ¸ÀgÀÄ  

F¹, EzÀÄÝ eÉÊ¹ «d¬ÄAiÀiÁV ¤Ã §zÀÄPÀÄ  

ºÀtªÉÃ ªÉÄÃ®Ä UÀÄtªÀ®è JAzÀgÀÄ PÉ®ªÀgÀÄ  

EzÀ£ÉÆ¥ÀàzÉ UÀÄtzÀ zÀtÂAiÀiÁV ¤Ã §zÀÄPÀÄ   

             -²æÃzÀ PÁªÀÄvï (Gr 8 C)  

            ¥ÀQëUÀ¼À EAZÀgÀ 

dUÀvÀÛ£ÉÃß ¸ÀAZÀj¸ÀÄªÀ  

¥ÀQëUÀ¼À EAZÀgÀ  

£ÀªÀÄä Q«UÉ ©zÁÝUÀ  

£ÀªÀÄä ¢£À ¥ÁªÀ£À  

ªÀÄÄAeÁ£É ªÀÄAd°è  

£ÁªÀÅ PÀtÄÚ vÉgÉzÁUÀ  

¥ÀQëUÀ¼À PÀÄQ® gÁUÀ¢AzÀ  

£ÀªÀÄä ¢£À DgÀA¨sÀ  

ªÀÄÄ¸ÀìAeÉ w½ vÀA¥À°  

¥ÀQëUÀ¼ÀÄ vÀªÀÄä vÁtªÀ£ÀÄß  

¸ÀÄgÀQëvÀªÁV ¸ÉÃgÀ° JAzÀÄ  

zÉÃªÀgÀ°è ¥Áæyð¸ÀÄªÉ £Á£ÀÄ  

         -bÁAiÀiÁ (Gr 8 C)  

 

 



¸ÀA§AzsÀ 

¸ÀA§AzsÀªÀÅ £ÀÆ°£À ºÁUÉ  

vÀÄA¨Á vÉ¼ÀÄ ºÁUÀÆ ¥ÀæªÀÄÄRªÁzÀzÀÄÝ  

MAzÀÄ ZÀÆgÀÄ £ÉÆÃªÁzÀgÀÆ ªÀÄÄjzÀÄ ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ  

ªÀÄvÉÛ CzÀ£ÀÄß ¸Àj¥Àr¸À¯ÁUÀzÀÄ 

 

CªÀÄä ªÀÄUÀÄ«£À ¸ÀA§AzsÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀzÀUÀ¼À°è 

ªÀtÂð¸À¯ÁUÀzÀÄ  

CzÀ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃqÀ®Ä JgÀqÀÄ PÀtÄÚ ¸Á®zÀÄ  

vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄÄ ªÀÄUÀÄ«£À ªÉÄÃ¯É EqÀÄªÀ £ÀA©PÉAiÀÄzÀÄ  

ZÉ£ÁßV N¢ ¸ÀvÀàæeÉAiÀiÁV ¨Á½ G½¸À§ºÀÄzÀÄ  

 

C¥Àà ªÀÄUÀ¼À ¸ÀA§AzsÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀzÀUÀ¼À°è ºÉÃ¼À¯ÁUÀzÀÄ  

ºÉUÀ® JvÀÛgÀPÉÌ ¨É¼ÉzÀgÀÆ ¥ÀÄlÖ ªÀÄUÀÄªÀAvÉ ¸À®ºÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ 

ªÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ RÄ¶ ¥ÀqÀÄªÀÅzÁzÀgÉ PÀµÀÖ¥ÀmÁÖzÀgÀÆ CzÀ£ÀÄß ¸Á¢ü¸ÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ  

UÉÆwÛzÉÆÝÃ UÉÆwÛ®èzÉAiÉÆÃ ªÀÄUÀ¼À ªÉÄÃ¯É vÀ£Àß ¥ÁætªÀ£ÉÃß EnÖgÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ  

 

CtÚ vÀAVAiÀÄ §AzsÀªÀÅ vÀÄA¨Á «²µÀÖªÁzÀzÀÄÝ  

¢£À gÁwæ dUÀ¼ÀªÁrzÀgÀÆ `CtÚ ¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀ¢A¢gÀ°’ JAzÀÄ vÀAV  

`vÀAV ¸ÀÄRzÀ°ègÀ°’ JAzÀÄ CtÚ D²¸ÀÄªÀgÀÄ  

F §AzsÀªÀÅ ¸ÀzÁ »ÃUÉ EgÀ° JAzÀÄ gÀPÁë §AzsÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß DZÀj¸ÀÄªÀgÀÄ  

 

¸ÀA§AzsÀªÀÅ £ÀÆ°£À ºÁUÉ  

CzÀ£ÀÄß G½¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅzÀÄ »ÃUÉ  

AiÀiÁgÀ ªÉÄÃ®Æ zÉÃéµÀ ¸Á¢ü¸À¨ÉÃr, ¦æÃw¬ÄAzÀ ªÀiÁvÀ£Ár¹  

¸ÀÄR ¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀ¢AzÀ ¨Á½ §zÀÄQ  

     -UËj ¥ÉÊ (Gr 8 C)  

¸ÀA§AzsÀ 

£À£Àß ªÀÄvÀÄÛ vÀAVAiÀÄ ¸ÀA§AzsÀ  

eÉÃ£ÀÄ vÀÄ¥ÀàzÀ ºÁUÉ D §AzsÀ 

ºÀÄ¹ªÀÄÄ¤¸ÀÄ ¸À°UÉ J®èªÀÇ CAzÀ  

¨ÉÃgÉÃ£ÀÆ ¸Án E®èzÀ gÀPÀÛ ¸ÀA§AzsÀ  

 

 



vÁ¬Ä ªÀÄUÀÄ«£À D §AzsÀ  

ºÀÆªÀÅ zÀÄA©AiÀÄ C£ÀÄ§AzsÀ  

ªÀÄzsÀÄgÀ ªÀÄzsÀÄgÀ«Ã ªÀiÁAiÀiÁ ¥Á±À   

CtÄ CtÄ«UÉ zÉÃªÀgÀÄ PÉÆlÖ CªÀPÁ±À 

  

UÀÄgÀÄ ²µÀågÀ ¸ÀA§AzsÀ  

NzÀÄ §gÀºÀQgÀÄªÀ C£ÀÄ§AzsÀ  

E°è PÀ°vÀ fÃªÀ£À ¥ÁoÀ  

ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄ¯ÁUÀzÀ C£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀzÀ PÀÆl  

 

¸ÀA§AzsÀUÀ¼À PÉÆArAiÀÄÄ §®Ä ¸ÀÆPÀëä  

PÀrzÀÄPÉÆAqÀgÉ ¨É¸ÉAiÀÄzÀ §AzsÀ  

EzÀ w½zÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ §zÀÄPÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ¸ÀÆPÀÛ  

E®è¢zÀÝ°è ¨Á¼ÉÃ ªÀåxÀð  

          -ªÀÈAzÁ ¥ÉÊ (Gr 8 C)  

 

PÀ£À¸ÀÄ 

MAzÀÄ §tÚzÀ avÀæ PÀvÉ  

¤£ÀVgÀ° £À£Àß zsÀ£ÀåvÉ  

£À£Àß PÀ£À¸ÀÄ  

DUÀ° CzÀÄ £À£À¸ÀÄ  

¤Ã£ÀÄ §gÀÄªÉ £ÁªÀÅ ªÀÄ®VzÁUÀ  

§gÀÄªÉ RÄ¶AiÀÄ ¸ÀAUÀw £ÀqÉzÁUÀ  

¤Ã£ÀÄ vÀAzÀÄ PÉÆqÀÄªÉ MAzÀÄ ºÀ¹ªÀÅ  

CzÀjAzÀ §zÀ¯ÁUÀ° F ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀgÀÄ  

vÀAzÉ vÁ¬Ä vÉÆÃj¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ MAzÀÄ zÁjAiÀÄ  

¤Ã£ÀÄ vÉÆÃj¸ÀÄªÉ E£ÉÆßAzÀÄ ºÁ¢AiÀÄ  

AiÀiÁªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß Dj¸À° JAzÀÄ £À£Àß AiÉÆÃZÀ£É  

CzÀPÉÌ DUÀÄªÉAiÀiÁ ¤Ã£ÀÄ £À£Àß ¸ÀºÀ¥Áp  

£À£Àß PÀ£À¸ÀÄ  

DUÀ° CzÀÄ £À£À¸ÀÄ  

-ªÀ¶ðvÀ (Gr 8 C)  



 ¸ÀA§AzsÀ 

J¯Áè PÀqÉ EzÉ ¸ÀA§AzsÀ  

dUÀzÀ°è EzÉ EzÀgÀ ¸ÀÄUÀAzsÀ  

EzÀÄ J®ègÀÆ ªÉÄZÀÄÑªÀ §AzsÀ  

£À£Àß vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ ¸ÀA§AzsÀ  

ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄ¯ÁUÀzÀ C£ÀÄ§AzsÀ  

¥ÉæÃgÀuÉ ¤ÃrzÀ ¸ÀA§AzsÀ  

M¼ÉîvÀ£À PÀ°¹zÀ C£ÀÄ§AzsÀ  

ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄ¯ÁUÀzÀ F §AzsÀ  

£À£Àß §zÀÄQUÉ DzsÁgÀ  

UÀÄtªÀ£ÀÄß PÀ°¹zÀ ¸ÀA§AzsÀ  

JAzÀÆ ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄ¯ÁUÀzÀ F §AzsÀ  

-D±ÉèÃµï ¥Àæ¨sÀÄ (Gr 8 C)  

§zÀÄQ£À ¥ÀAiÀÄt 

ºÀqÀV£À°è ºÉÆgÀl AiÀiÁ£À 

C¯É ©gÀÄUÁ½UÉ ¹®ÄPÀzÉ EgÀÄªÀÅzÉ? 

ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ£À F fÃªÀ£À  

£ÉÆÃ«®èzÉ EgÀÄªÀÅzÉ 

           ErÃ dUÀwÛUÉ ¨É¼ÀPÁUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ¸ÀÆAiÀÄð£À vÉÃd  

           CzÀPÀÆÌ ªÉÆÃqÀ CqÀØ §gÀ¢gÀÄªÀÅzÉ? 

           E£ÀÄß ¸ÁéxÀðzÀ°è £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄwÛgÀÄªÀ F ¸ÀªÀiÁd 

           £ÀªÀÄUÉ CqÀØ §gÀ¢gÀÄªÀÅzÉ? 

¸ÁUÀgÀzÀ C¯ÉUÉ zÀtÂªÁUÀÄªÀÅzÉ? 

PÁ® JAzÁzÀgÀÆ ¤®ÄèªÀÅzÀÄAmÉ? 

ªÀÄ¼ÉUÉ zÁºÀªÁUÀÄªÀÅzÉ? 

¸ÁzsÀPÀ¤UÉ ¸ÉÆÃ®Ä J¯ÁèzÀgÀÄ GAmÉ? 

           PÀvÀÛ®Ä PÀ¼ÉzÀÄ ¨É¼ÀPÁUÀ¯ÉÃ¨ÉÃPÀÄ 

           PÁ® ZÀPÀæzÀr J®èªÀÇ ¹®ÄPÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ 

           ¨sÀAiÀÄªÀ£ÀßnÖ ¤©üðÃvÀgÁUÉÆÃt 

           JzÀÄj¸ÀÄªÀ ZÉÊvÀ£ÀåªÀ ¸ÀÄzÀÈqsÀUÉÆ½¸ÉÆÃt 

 -§£À²æÃ J£ï.f, ¸ÀÄ¤¢ü, ¥ÀæPÀÈw (Gr 10 D)  



 §zÀÄPÀÄ 

MA¨sÀvÀÄÛ wAUÀ¼ÀÄ CªÀÄä£À ºÉÆmÉÖAiÀÄ°èzÀÄÝ 

ºÉÆgÀ¨ÁgÀ¯ÁgÀzÉ £Á MzÁÝrzÉ  

CªÀÄä£À £ÉÆÃªÀ£ÀÄß CjAiÀÄzÉ  

CªÀÄä¤UÉ PÀµÀÖ PÉÆqÀ¯ÁgÀA©ü¹zÉ  

       §tÚzÀ dUÀwÛUÉ PÁ°mÁÖUÀ  

       £À£ÀUÉÃ£ÀÆ w½¢gÀ°®è  

       fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è ªÀÄÄAzÉ ªÀÄÄAzÉ ºÉÆÃzÀAvÉ  

       fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ PÉ®ªÀÅ ¥ÁoÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀ°vÉ  

ªÀÄÄAzÉ ªÀÄÄAzÉ ºÉÆÃzÀAvÉ  

§tÚ §tÚzÀ ªÀÄÄRUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀAqÉ  

D ªÀÄÄRªÀÅ ¤dªÉÇÃ ¸ÀÄ¼ÉÆÃî w½AiÀÄzÉ  

£Á£ÀÄ ªÉÆÃ¸ÀzÀ §¯ÉUÉ ©zÉÝ  

      ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è £Á UÉÆwÛ®èzÉAiÉÃ  

      ºÉÆ¸À ºÉÆ¸À ¥ÁoÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀ°vÉ  

      fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è ªÀÄÄAzÉ ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ  

      vÀÄA¨Á PÀµÀÖªÉAzÀÄ w½zÉ  

fÃªÀ£À MAzÀÄ eÉÆÃPÁ°AiÀÄ ºÁUÉ  

ªÀÄÄAzÉ ºÉÆÃzÁUÀ §gÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ  

PÀµÀÖ ¸ÀÄRUÀ¼À zÉÆqÀØ ¥ÀªÀðvÀ  

D ¥ÀªÀðvÀªÀ£ÀÄß KgÀÄªÀªÀ£ÉÃ ¤dªÁzÀ ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå  

-±ÀæªÀuï (Gr 8 C)  

        ªÀiÁw£À ªÀÄªÀÄð 

»jAiÀÄgÉ£ÀÄßªÀgÀÄ ¨sÀgÀ¢, “ªÀÄÄA¢£À d£ÁAUÀQ®è dªÁ¨ÁÝj” 

AiÉÆÃa¸ÀÄwÛgÀÄªÉ £Á£ÀÄ `F ªÀiÁvÉµÀÄÖ ¸Àj?’ 

PÉÆgÉ¢ºÀgÀÄ ¨sÀÆ«ÄAiÀÄ CAvÀgÁ¼ÀªÀ  

PÀÄ¹AiÀÄÄwÛzÉ CAvÀdð®zÀ ªÀÄlÖ 

©jAiÀÄÄwÛzÉ ¨sÀÆ«ÄAiÀÄ ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄzÁ¼À 

ºÁ¼ÀÄUÉqÀ«zÀgÀÄ ¥Àj¸ÀgÀ 

£Á£ÉµÀÄÖ ¥ÀjvÀ¦¹ ¸Àj¥Àr¸À§ºÀÄzÀÄ? 

G½¹ºÀgÉÃ £ÀªÀÄVAzÀÄ G¹gÁqÀ®Ä ±ÀÄzÀÞ UÁ½ 

¤ÃgÀÄ fÃªÀ ¸ÁgÀ.......                                        -ªÀµÀð (Gr 10 C)  



         N ¨Á®åªÉÃ ªÀÄgÀ½ ¨Á....... 

¸ÀªÀÄÄzÀæzÀ C¯ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃr «¹ävÀ¼ÁzÉ 

£À£Àß£Éß £Á£ÀÄ ªÀÄgÉvÀÄ©mÉÖ 

¥ÀÅ£ÀB aPÀÌ ªÀÄUÀÄªÁV,  

PÀÄtÂzÁqÀÄvÁÛ-£À°zÁqÀÄvÁÛ ¸ÀAvÀ¸ÀUÉÆAqÉ  

       £À£Àß J¯Áè ¸ÀªÀÄ¸ÉåUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀiÁAiÀÄªÁzÀªÀÅ! 

       JAzÀÆ PÁtzÀ ¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀ EAzÀÄ PÀAqÉ 

       ¥ÀÅ£ÀB aPÀÌ ªÀÄUÀÄªÁV 

          £À£Àß ¥ÀÅlÖ D¸ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¥ÀÇgÉÊ¹zÉ 

£À£Àß ¨Á¬Ä¬ÄAzÀ ªÀiÁvÀÄUÀ¼ÉÃ ºÉÆgÀqÀ°®è 

£À£ÉÆß¼ÀVgÀÄªÀ £À£Àß£ÀÄß PÀAqÀÄPÉÆAqÉ 

PÀqÀ®Ä GQÌ GQÌ ºÀj¬ÄvÀÄ 

£À£Àß°ègÀÄªÀ ªÀÄUÀÄ«£À ¥ÀæeÉÕ ªÀÄvÉÛ aUÀÄjvÀÄ 

-«¨sÁ ¨sÀmï (Gr 10 C)  

 

ºÀ¤AiÉÆ¼ÀUÀqÀVgÀÄªÀ §zÀÄQ£À avÁÛgÀ 

ªÀÄ¼ÉºÀ¤ §AvÀÄ ªÀÄ¼ÉºÀ¤ 

¸Àé®à PÉÃ½ CzÀgÀ zÀ¤ 

 

PÀ°¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ vÀvÀé 

¥ÀæwºÀ¤ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ¸ÀvÀå  

 

±ÁAvÀ, PÉÆÃªÀÄ®, ²ÃvÀ® 

¸ÉÆÃ®zÉ ªÀÄÄ£ÀÄUÀÄÎªÀ §®  

 

JqÀ©qÀzÉ ¸ÁUÀÄªÀ bÀ® 

PÀÄUÀÎ¢gÀÄªÀ ªÀÄ£ÉÆÃ§® 

 

PÀ°vÁUÀ ¤Ã£ÀÄ EzÀjAzÀ §Ä¢ÞAiÀÄ£ÀÄß 

UÀ½¸ÀÄªÉ fÃªÀ£À ¹¢ÞAiÀÄ£ÀÄ 

 

-zÀ²ðvï ¹. JªÀiï. (Gr 10 D)  

 



ªÀiÁ£À«ÃAiÀÄvÉAiÀÄÄ ªÀÄgÀÄUÀÄwzÉ 

zÉÃ±ÀzÁzÀåAvÀ £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄwÛzÉ zÀÄµÀÖgÀ C£ÁZÁgÀ 

J¯ÉèqÉ PÉÃ½ §gÀÄwzÉ CªÀgÀzÉ dAiÀÄPÁgÀ 

zÉÃªÀgÉÃ ªÀÄÄ¤zÀÄ §gÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀ°ªÀgÀ ¸ÀAºÁgÀ 

dUÀzÉ¯ÉèqÉ PÉÃ¼ÀÄwzÉ £ÉÆAzÀªÀgÀ ºÁºÁPÁgÀ 

           zÀÄµÀÖgÀ ¨ÉzÀjPÉUÉ d£ÀvÉ §¼À° ¨ÉAqÁVºÀgÀÄ 

           EªÀgÀ PÀÈvÀåPÉÌ vÀÄvÁÛVºÀgÀÄ F C¸ÀºÁAiÀÄPÀgÀÄ 

           CªÀiÁ£À«ÃAiÀÄ PÀÈvÀå¢AzÀ PÀªÀÄjºÀgÀÄ 

           £ÉÆÃªÀ£ÀÄßAqÀ fÃªÀ CzÉµÉÆÖÃ! AiÀiÁgÀÄ §®ègÀÄ? 

PÀlÄPÀgÀ°èAiÀÄÆ EºÀÄzÀÄ ªÀiÁ£À«ÃAiÀÄvÉ 

¨ÉÃ¸ÀwÛºÀgÀÄ CªÀgÀÄ F CgÁdPÀvÉUÉ 

MUÀÎnÖ¤AzÉ®ègÀÆ ºÉÆÃgÁrzÀgÉ 

¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ°è ±ÁAw £ÉªÀÄä¢ zÉÆgÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÉªÀÄUÉ 

                   -¤¢ü J£ï. PÀgÀr (Gr 10 D)  

                                            ªÀÄxÀÄgÉAiÀÄ D PÀëtUÀ¼ÀÄ 

2019gÀ ªÉÄÃ wAUÀ¼À MAzÀÄ ¢£À £Á£ÀÄ, £À£Àß C¥Àà-CªÀÄä eÉÆvÉAiÀiÁV GvÀÛgÀ ¨sÁgÀvÀzÀ 

PÉ®ªÀÅ ¥ÀæªÁ¹vÁtUÀ¼À PÀqÉ ¥ÀæAiÀiÁt ¨É¼É¹zÉªÀÅ. CªÀÅUÀ¼À°è “ªÀÄxÀÄgÁ” ¸ÀºÀ MAzÀÄ. ªÀÄxÀÄgÁ 

zÉÃªÁ®AiÀÄzÀ M¼À ºÉÆPÀÌ vÀPÀët zÁé¥ÀgÀAiÀÄÄUÀzÀ°è «ºÀj¸ÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀ C£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀ £ÀªÀÄäzÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. 

¸ÁPÁëvï PÀÈµÀÚ ¥ÀgÀªÀiÁvÀä£À£ÉßÃ zÀ±Àð£À ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄÄwÛgÀÄªÀ ¨sÁªÀ £ÀªÉÆä¼ÀUÉ CAPÀÄgÀªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ JAzÀÄ 

¥ÀjZÀAiÀÄzÀ ªÀåQÛAiÉÆÃªÀðgÀÄ ºÉÃ½zÀ ªÀiÁvÀÄ £É£À¥ÁV £Á£ÀÄ Cw GvÀÄìPÀ¼ÁV, PÁvÀj¸ÀÄwzÉÝ£ÀÄ. 

 ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀªÁzÀ DUÁæzÀ vÁeïªÀÄºÀ¯ï, PÉÆÃmÉ J®è £ÉÆÃrPÉÆAqÀÄ “ªÀÄxÀÄgÁ” vÀ®Ä¦zÁUÀ 

¸ÀÄªÀiÁgÀÄ gÁwæ 8 UÀAmÉ. £ÀªÀÄä ¥ÀæªÁ¹ ªÀiÁUÀðzÀ±ÀðPÀgÀÄ zÉÃªÁ®AiÀÄ £ÉÆÃqÀ®Ä ªÀÄÄPÁÌ®Ä UÀAmÉ 

¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ ¤ÃrzÀÝgÀÄ. £ÁªÉ®è CªÀ¸ÀgÀ¢AzÀ zÉÃªÁ®AiÀÄzÀvÀÛ zsÁ«¸ÀvÉÆqÀVzÉªÀÅ. £ÀªÉÆäA¢UÉ 

¨ÉAUÀ¼ÀÆj£À ªÀAiÀÄ¸ÁìzÀ zÀA¥ÀwUÀ¼ÀÆ EzÀÝgÀÄ. ªÉÆ¨ÉÊ¯ï, aÃ® AiÀiÁªÀÅzÀ£ÀÆß M¼ÀUÉ PÉÆAqÉÆAiÀÄå®Ä 



©qÀzÀ PÁgÀt, CªÉ®èªÀ£ÀÆß ºÉÆgÀUÉ CzÀPÁÌVAiÉÄÃ «ÄÃ¸À°gÀÄªÀ eÁUÀzÀ°è ElÄÖ aÃn 

¥ÀqÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ zÉÃªÁ®AiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀæªÉÃ²¹zÉªÀÅ. 

 £À£ÀUÉ £À£Àß PÀ£ÀßqÀ CzsÁå¥ÀPÀgÁzÀ ºÀjÃ±À eÉÆÃV CªÀgÀÄ vÀgÀUÀwAiÀÄ°è ºÉÃ¼ÀÄwÛzÀÝ MAzÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀÄ 

C°è £É£À¥Á¬ÄvÀÄ. CzÉÃ£ÉAzÀgÉ “PÀÈµÀÚ£À MAzÀÄ £ÀUÀÄ«£À° ºÀ®ªÀÅ CxÀðUÀ½ªÉ. CzÀgÀ®Æè DvÀ£À 

QgÀÄ £ÀUÀÄ, ªÀÄÄAzÉ K£ÉÆÃ PÁ¢zÉ JAzÀÄ ¸Àà¶ÖÃPÀj¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ” J£ÀÄßªÀ CªÀgÀ ªÀiÁvÀÄ £ÀÆgÀPÉÌ £ÀÆgÀÄ 

¸ÀvÀåªÉAzÀÄ C°è £À£ÀUÉ C£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀªÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. CªÀgÀ ªÀiÁvÀ£ÀÄß ¸Àäj¸ÀÄvÁÛ, PÀÈµÀÚ£À vÀÄAlªÉÆUÀªÀ£ÀÄß 

PÀ°à¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛ, zÉÃªÁ®AiÀÄzÀ zÁégÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀæªÉÃ²¹zÉ. 

 ¥Àæw¢£À PÀÈµÀÚ£À£ÀÄß ¨sÀQÛ¬ÄAzÀ ¥ÀÇf¸ÀÄªÀ £À£ÀUÉ zÉÃªÁ®AiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß ºÉÆPÀÌAvÉ 

gÉÆÃªÀiÁAZÀ£ÀªÁ¬ÄvÀÄ.  zÉÃªÀQAiÀÄÄ PÀÈµÀÚ¤UÉ d£Àä«vÀÛ PÁgÁUÀÈºÀªÀ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃqÀÄwÛzÀÝAvÉ ªÀÄ£À 

¥ÀÅ¼ÀQvÀªÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. E£ÀÄß PÀÈµÀÚ£À ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀªÁzÀ ªÀÄÆwðAiÀÄ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃqÀÄwÛzÀÝAvÉAiÉÄÃ avÀÛªÀÅ D£ÀAzÀzÀ 

vÀÄvÀÛvÀÄ¢UÉ Kj «ºÀj¸ÀvÉÆqÀVvÀÄ. PÀÈµÀÚ ¥ÀgÀªÀiÁvÀä£ÉÃ PÀtÚ ªÀÄÄAzÉ §AzÀÄ ¤AvÀAvÉ D¬ÄvÀÄ. F 

zÉÃªÁ®AiÀÄzÀ ªÀÄ£ÀªÉÆÃºÀPÀ zÀÈ±Àå ªÀÄvÀÄÛ CzÀPÉÌ vÁVPÉÆArgÀÄªÀ ªÀÄ¹Ã¢AiÀÄ ¸ÉÆ§UÀÄ EA¢UÀÆ 

£À£Àß PÀtÂÚzÀÄgÀÄ §AzÀÄ ¤®ÄèvÀÛzÉ. ªÀÄvÉÛ ªÀÄvÉÛ PÀÈµÀÚ£À£ÀÄß PÀtÄÛA©PÉÆAqÀÄ C°èAzÀ ºÉÆgÀ£ÀqÉzÉªÀÅ. 

 E£ÉßÃ£ÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä ªÀ¸ÀÄÛUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÀÄgÀ½ ¥ÀqÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ §¹ìUÉ ºÉÆÃUÀ¨ÉÃPÉAzÀÄ £ÉÆÃrzÀgÉ, aÃnAiÀÄÄ 

¨ÉAUÀ¼ÀÆj£À D zÀA¥ÀwUÀ¼À §½ EvÀÄÛ. M¼ÀUÉ¯Áè £ÀªÀÄä eÉÆvÉAiÀÄ°è EzÀÝ CªÀgÀÄ ºÉÆgÀUÉ §gÀÄªÁUÀ 

zÁj vÀ¦à J¯ÉÆèÃ ºÉÆÃzÀgÀÄ. aÃn E®èzÉ £ÀªÀÄä ªÀ¸ÀÄÛUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÀÄgÀ½ ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄÄªÀAw®è. CAiÉÆåÃ...! 

K£ÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÉAzÀÄ aAw¸ÀÄvÁÛ, C¯Éè EzÀÝ PÀmÉÖAiÉÆAzÀ£ÀÄß Kj PÀÄ½vÉªÀÅ. DUÀ £À£ÀUÉ ¥ÀzÉ ¥ÀzÉ 

PÀÈµÀÚ£À vÀÄAl £ÀUÀÄ £É£À¦UÉ §gÀÄwÛvÀÄÛ. ªÀÄÄAzÉ K£ÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀ¨ÉÃPÉAzÀÄ ºÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄÄwÛgÀ°®è. 

£ÀªÉÆäA¢UÉ §AzÀ EvÀgÀ ¸ÀºÀ¥ÀæAiÀiÁtÂPÀgÀÄ PÀtÚ ªÀÄÄAzÉAiÉÄÃ §¹ì£À PÀqÉUÉ ºÉÆÃUÀÄwÛzÁÝgÉ. ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ 

«ÄÃgÀÄwzÉ. zÁj PÁtÄwÛ®è. ¥ÉÇÃ£ï ªÀiÁqÉÆÃt JAzÀgÉ J®ègÀ ¥ÉÇÃ£ï aÃ®zÀ M¼ÀVvÀÄÛ. 

J°èAiÀiÁzÀgÀÆ vÀ¦à §¹ì£À PÀqÉUÉ ºÉÆÃVzÀÝgÉÆÃ JAzÀÄ aAw¸ÀÄvÁÛ, §¹ì£ÉqÉUÉ NrzÉªÀÅ. C°èAiÀÄÆ 

CªÀjgÀ°®è. K£ÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÉAzÀÄ vÉÆÃZÀÄwÛgÀ°®è. DUÀ £À£Àß vÀAzÉ £À£Àß£ÀÄß ªÀÄvÀÄÛ vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ£ÀÄß 

§¹ì£À M¼ÀUÉ PÀÆj¹, CªÀgÀÄ ¥ÀÅ£ÀB ºÀÄqÀÄPÀ®Ä ºÉÆgÀlgÀÄ. 

 §¹ì£À M¼ÀUÉ PÀÄ½vÀ £ÁªÀÅ UÀrAiÀiÁgÀzÀ ªÀÄÄ¼Àî£ÉßÃ ¢nÖ¸ÀÄvÁÛ, ¸ÀÄvÀÛ®Æè PÀtÄÚ ºÁ¬Ä¸ÀÄvÁÛ, 

ZÀqÀ¥Àr¸ÀÄwÛzÉÝªÀÅ. PÀÈµÀÚ£À vÀÄAl £ÀUÀÄ, £ÀªÀÄä UÀ°©° J®èªÀ£ÀÄß £É£ÉAiÀÄÄvÁÛ, £ÀUÀÄªÀÅzÉÆÃ 

C¼ÀÄªÀÅzÉÆÃ JAzÀÄ w½AiÀÄzÉ MzÁÝqÀÄwÛzÉÝªÀÅ. ¸ÀÄªÀiÁgÀÄ CzsÀð UÀAmÉ PÀ¼É¢gÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ, DUÀ 

¤zsÁ£ÀªÁV £À£Àß vÀAzÉ £ÀªÀÄä ªÀ¸ÀÄÛUÀ¼À eÉÆvÉ, zÀA¥ÀwUÀ¼À£ÀÆß PÀgÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ §¹ì£À PÀqÉ ºÉeÉÓ 

ºÁPÀÄwÛzÀÝ zÀÈ±Àå PÀAqÁUÀ, C¨Áâ......! JAzÀÄ ¤lÄÖ¹gÀÄ ©mÉÖªÀÅ. 

 D PÀëtzÀ £ÀªÀÄä ¤gÁ¼ÀvÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ªÀtÂð¸À®Ä ¸ÁzsÀå«®è. D zÀA¥ÀwUÀ¼ÀÄ vÀ¦à ¨ÉÃgÉ zÁégÀ¢AzÀ 

ºÉÆgÀ ºÉÆÃV zÁj w½AiÀÄzÉ, J¯ÉèÃ¯ÉÆèÃ ¸ÀÄvÁÛr, ¸ÀÄ¸ÁÛV PÉÆ£ÉUÉ ªÉÆzÀ® zÁégÀzÀ §½ 

§A¢zÀÝgÀAvÉ; CªÀgÀ ªÀÄÄR £ÉÆÃqÀÄwzÀÝAvÉAiÉÄÃ £ÀªÀÄä ªÀÄ£ÀzÀ zÀÄUÀÄqÀªÉ¯Áè ªÀiÁAiÀÄªÁV 

ºÀUÀÄgÀªÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. ªÀÄxÀÄgÉAiÀÄ D ¥ÀÅtåPÉëÃvÀæzÀ°è PÀÈµÀÚ£À vÀÄAmÁlUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀªÉÄäzÀÄgÀÄ ¸ÁPÁëvÁÌgÀUÉÆAqÀ 

¥Àj §zÀÄQ£ÀÄzÀÞPÀÆÌ ¸ÀägÀtÂÃAiÀÄ. 

«¨sÁ s̈Àmï – (Gr 10 C)  



 
 

 
 

LMü ÍcÉOèPûÏ pÉaÉuÉÉlÉ MüÉå. ... 

qÉåUå mrÉÉUå pÉaÉuÉÉlÉ MüÉå qÉåUÉ xÉÉSU mÉëhÉÉqÉ | 

qÉæÇ AÉmÉxÉå MÑüd qÉÉðaÉlÉÉ cÉÉWûiÉÉ WÕðû| SÒÌlÉrÉÉ qÉåÇ 

mÉÉlÉÏ MüÐ MüqÉÏ Wæû AÉæU MÑüNû sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ MüÉå UWûlÉå Måü 

ÍsÉL bÉU lÉWûÏÇ Wæû| CxÉ SÒÌlÉrÉÉ qÉåÇ sÉÉåaÉ AÉmÉxÉ 

qÉåÇ sÉÄQû UWåû WæÇû | rÉWû SÒÌlÉrÉÉ AzÉÉÇÌiÉ MüÉ eÉÉsÉ 

Wæû| AÉmÉ xÉoÉ eÉÉlÉiÉå WûÉå ÌTüU pÉÏ cÉÑmÉ WûÉå! 

pÉaÉuÉÉlÉ WûqÉÉUÏ U¤ÉÉ MüUÉå| 

kÉëÑuÉ aÉÑÂmÉëxÉÉS MüsÉjÉÑU (3 A) 

 

pÉaÉuÉÉlÉ MüÉå ÍcÉOèûPûÏ 

lÉqÉxiÉå pÉaÉuÉÉlÉ, 

qÉåUÉ lÉÉqÉ Ì§ÉzÉÉU Wæû| qÉåUå mÉÔUå mÉËUuÉÉU MüÐ U¤ÉÉ 

MüÐÎeÉL| qÉæÇ qÉåWûlÉiÉ xÉå mÉÄRûÉD MüU UWûÉ WÕðû, qÉåUÏ 

qÉåWûlÉiÉ MüÉ TüsÉ SÏÎeÉL | xÉÉUå xÉÇxÉÉU MüÉå ZÉÑzÉ 

AÉæU xÉÑUÍ¤ÉiÉ UÎZÉL| rÉWû qÉåUÏ AÉmÉxÉå ÌuÉlÉiÉÏ Wæû| 

kÉlrÉuÉÉS 

AÉmÉMüÉ xÉåuÉMü 

Ì§ÉzÉÉU 

Ì§ÉzÉÉU ÌuÉ qÉåÇQûlÉ (3 A) 

qÉåUÏ xÉWåûsÉÏ 

qÉåUÏ xÉWåûsÉÏ Wæû xÉoÉxÉå ZÉÉxÉ, 

uÉWû WûqÉåzÉÉ UWûiÉÏ Wæû qÉåUå mÉÉxÉ | 

 

eÉoÉ qÉæÇ SÒZÉÏ WûÉå eÉÉiÉÏ WÕðû, uÉWû qÉåUå 

mÉÉxÉ UWûiÉÏ AÉæU qÉÑfÉxÉå mrÉÉU xÉå xÉWûÉUiÉÏ 

uÉWû qÉåUÏ mrÉÉUÏ xÉWåûsÉÏ, mÉ×juÉÏ | 

 

uÉWû Wæû qÉåUÏ AcNûÏ xÉWåûsÉÏ ExÉMåü ÌoÉlÉÉ  

ÌSlÉ lÉWûÏ MüOûiÉÏ qÉåUÏ| 

 

mÉëlÉÌiÉ (3 A) 

हमारी  हहिंदी 



 
 

 
 

qÉåUÉ SÉåxiÉ 

qÉåUÉ SÉåxiÉ AUzÉÉxÉ Wæû| uÉWû qÉåUÏ oÉWÒûiÉ qÉSS MüUiÉÉ 

Wæû AÉæU AaÉU qÉæÇ MÑüNû sÉÉlÉÉ pÉÔsÉ eÉÉiÉÉ WÕðû iÉÉå uÉWû 

qÉåUå xÉÉjÉ ExÉMüÐ cÉÏÄeÉåÇ oÉÉðOûiÉÉ Wæû AÉæU uÉWû qÉåUÉ 

AcNûÉ SÉåxiÉ Wæû| 

 

xÉqÉjÉï (3 A) 

 

mÉëM×üÌiÉ xÉå xÉÏZÉå aÉÑhÉ 

mÉëM×üÌiÉ WûqÉÉUå cÉÉUÉåÇ AÉåU WæÇû | uÉWû WûqÉåÇ oÉWÒûiÉ MÑüNû ÍxÉZÉÉiÉÏ Wæû | TÔüsÉÉåÇ MüÐ iÉUWû ZÉÑzÉoÉÔ TæüsÉÉMüU 

WûqÉåÇ xÉoÉMåü cÉåWûUÉåÇ qÉåÇ qÉÑxMüÉlÉ sÉÉlÉÉ Wæû | mÉuÉïiÉ MüÐ iÉUWû FÆcÉÉ oÉlÉMüU, eÉÏuÉlÉ qÉåÇ AÉaÉå oÉÄRûlÉÉ 

cÉÉÌWûL| xÉÔUeÉ MüÐ iÉUWû lÉD xÉÑoÉWû 

sÉÉMüU, eÉÏuÉlÉ qÉåÇ AcNåû oÉSsÉÉuÉ sÉÉiÉå 

UWûÉå | AcNûÉD MüÉå TæüsÉÉAÉå |     mÉåÄQûÉåÇ 

MüÐ iÉUWû ÄeÉoÉÉlÉ qÉåÇ ÍqÉPûÉxÉ sÉÉiÉå UWûÉå| 

CxÉ iÉUWû mÉëM×üÌiÉ WûqÉåÇ ZÉÑzÉWûÉsÉ eÉÏuÉlÉ 

eÉÏlÉå MüÐ xÉÏZÉ SåiÉÏ Wæû| 

AÉÂzÉ lÉuÉÏlÉ (4 A) 

 

mÉëM×üÌiÉ 

WûUå-pÉUå UÇaÉÉåÇ xÉå pÉUÏ rÉWû mÉëM×üÌiÉ, ÌMüiÉlÉÏ xÉÑÇSU Wæû pÉaÉuÉÉlÉ MüÐ M×üÌiÉ | 

lÉ lÉÉzÉ MüUåÇaÉå mÉåÄQû-mÉÉækÉÉåÇ MüÉå, oÉcÉÉLÆaÉå mÉ×juÉÏ MüÉå | 

LMü-LMü mÉÉækÉå pÉÏ Wæû, WûqÉÉUÏ xÉÉðxÉ, MüÉOåÇûaÉå iÉÉå WûÉåaÉÉ SÒÌlÉrÉÉ MüÉ lÉÉzÉ | 

EaÉÉLÆaÉå mÉåÄQû-mÉÉåkÉÉåÇ MüÉå, oÉcÉÉLÆaÉå kÉUiÉÏ qÉÉð MüÉå|  

mÉëM×üÌiÉ Wæû ÌMüiÉlÉÏ xÉÑÇSU CxÉqÉåÇ UWûiÉå WæÇû eÉÏuÉ-eÉÇiÉÑ AÉæU WûqÉ| 

mÉåÄQû – mÉÉækÉÉåÇ MüÉå oÉcÉÉAÉå, kÉUiÉÏ MüÉå xÉÑÇSU oÉlÉÉAÉå | 

 

xuÉÎxiÉMü LxÉ lÉÉrÉMü (4 A) 

 

                 

                                                   



 
 

 
 

qÉåUÏ mrÉÉUÏ kÉUiÉÏ qÉÉð 

iÉÑqÉ WûqÉMüÉå xÉoÉ MÑüNû Wæû SåiÉÏ, mÉÉlÉÏ, AÉ´ÉrÉ AÉæU oÉWÒûiÉ MÑüNû | iÉÑqÉlÉå WûqÉåÇ eÉÏuÉlÉ MüÐ xÉÉUÏ 

xÉÑÌuÉkÉÉ AÉæU ZÉÑzÉÏ SÏ| CxÉMåü oÉSsÉå WûqÉlÉå YrÉÉ ÌSrÉÉ qÉÉð? 

WûqÉlÉå mÉåÄQû MüÉOåû, kÉÑAÉÆ TæüsÉÉrÉÉ AÉæU iÉÑqWåÇû aÉÇSÉ MüUMåü WûqÉlÉå AmÉlÉå bÉU MüÉå WûÏ aÉÇSÉ MüU ÌSrÉÉ| 

sÉåÌMülÉ qÉæÇ MüxÉqÉ sÉåiÉÉ WÕðû ÌMü iÉÑqWåÇû AÉæU aÉÇSÉ lÉ WûÉålÉå SÕðaÉÉ| 

msÉÉÎxOûMü, MüÉaÉÄeÉ AÉæU MücÉUÉåÇ MüÉå “ËUxÉæÌMüsÉ” MüUMåü ÌTüU xÉå EmÉrÉÉåaÉ MüUåÇaÉå| mÉåÄQû MüÉOûlÉå Måü 

oÉSsÉå qÉåÇ WûqÉ mÉåÄQû sÉaÉÉLÆaÉå| iÉÑqÉ lÉWûÏÇ iÉÉå WûqÉ lÉWûÏÇ| kÉUiÉÏ qÉÉð iÉÑqWûÏ xÉå WûqÉÉUÉ eÉÏuÉlÉ Wæû|  
 

ASèuÉæiÉ (3 B)  
 

 
 

AÉÆxÉÔ 

eÉoÉ sÉÉåaÉ WûÉåiÉå WæÇû SÒZÉÏ, iÉoÉ qÉæÇ ÌlÉMüsÉiÉÏ WÕðû | eÉoÉ WûÉåiÉÏå Wæå ZÉÑzÉÏ iÉoÉ pÉÏ qÉæÇ ÌlÉMüsÉiÉÏ WÕðû | 

YrÉÉ AÉmÉMüÉå mÉiÉÉ Wæû qÉæÇ MüÉælÉ WÕðû? qÉåUÉ lÉ WûÏ AÉMüÉU, lÉ WûÏ xÉÏqÉÉ | qÉæÇ WûÏ AÉmÉMüÐ AÉÆZÉÉåÇ xÉå 

oÉWûûlÉåuÉÉsÉÏ AÉÆxÉÔ | xÉpÉÏ qÉåUå SèuÉÉUÉ AmÉlÉå qÉlÉ MüÐ mÉÏÄQûÉ MüÉå pÉÑsÉÉ SåiÉå WæÇû | LMü lÉuÉeÉÉiÉ ÍzÉzÉÑ 

UÉåMüU WûÏ rÉWû ÍxÉSèkÉ MüU SåiÉÉ Wæû ÌMü AoÉ uÉWû CxÉ SÒÌlÉrÉÉ qÉåÇ AÉ aÉrÉÉ Wæû | uÉWû qÉÉð MüÉå qÉåUå 

CzÉÉUÉåÇ xÉå AmÉlÉå Mü¹ MüÉå AÍpÉurÉYiÉ MüUiÉÉ Wæû | uÉæxÉå WûÏ qÉÉð ExÉMåü oÉŠÉåÇ MüÐ xÉTüsÉiÉÉ qÉåÇ qÉåUå 

SèuÉÉUÉ AmÉlÉÏ mÉëxÉllÉiÉÉ mÉëMüOû MüUiÉÏ Wæû | LMü lÉuÉuÉkÉÑ eÉoÉ 

AmÉlÉÉ bÉU NûÉåÄQûMüU AmÉlÉå mÉÌiÉ Måü bÉU eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû iÉoÉ pÉÏ uÉWû 

qÉåUå SèuÉÉUÉ AmÉlÉå mrÉÉU MüÐ pÉÉuÉlÉÉ mÉëMüOû MüUiÉÏ Wæû | AiÉÈ qÉæÇ 

LMü qÉlÉÑwrÉ Måü eÉÏuÉlÉ qÉåÇ LMü ÌuÉzÉåwÉ pÉÔÍqÉMüÉ ÌlÉpÉÉiÉÏ WÕðû | 

                                      xÉÑqÉåkÉÉ aÉÉÇaÉÔsÉÏ, 

AÉPûuÉÏÇ ‘oÉÏ’  

 

 



 
 

 
 

qÉlÉ 

qÉåUÉ qÉlÉ MüpÉÏ-MüpÉÏ MüWûiÉÉ , 

ZÉåsÉlÉÉ-MÔüSlÉÉ rÉWû Wæû cÉÉWûiÉÉ, 

xÉmÉlÉÉåÇ MüÐ SÒÌlÉrÉÉ qÉåÇ, 

WûqÉ ZÉÑÍzÉrÉÉåÇ xÉå UWåÇû! 

                  oÉÉSsÉÉåÇ mÉU ZÉåsÉå-MÔüSå, 

                   lÉÉcÉlÉÉ-aÉÉlÉÉ sÉÉLÆ, 

                   TÑüOûûoÉÉsÉ pÉÏ ZÉåsÉå Ì¢üMåüOû pÉÏ, 

                   AÉxÉqÉÉlÉ mÉU EÄQû cÉsÉå!  

qÉåUÉ qÉlÉ MüpÉÏ-MüpÉÏ MüWûiÉÉ, 

ZÉåsÉlÉÉ-MÔüSlÉÉ rÉWû Wæû cÉÉWûiÉÉ! 

                      zÉæZÉ qÉÉåWûqqÉS UzÉSÉlÉ,xÉÉiÉuÉÏÇ ‘L’ 

 

qÉlÉ 

qÉlÉ Wæû EmÉÉrÉ MüÉ SÉlÉÏ 

ExÉqÉåÇ MÑüNû pÉÏ bÉÑsÉå eÉæxÉå mÉÉlÉÏ | 

rÉWû MüUiÉÉ Wæû aÉÑhÉ mÉëSÉlÉ 

AÉæU MüUiÉÉ ¥ÉÉlÉ MüÉ mÉÉlÉ |   

                 rÉWû xÉÉåcÉå oÉÄQûÉ 

                 AÉæU iÉlÉ Måü xÉÉjÉ ZÉÄQûÉ | 

                 MüsmÉlÉÉ MüUiÉÉ CxÉMåü xÉÉjÉ 

                 cÉÉWåû xÉÑoÉWû WûÉå rÉÉ UÉiÉ |   

 CxÉMüÐ mÉUåzÉÉlÉÏ oÉÑUÉD Måü ZrÉÉsÉ 

 WûU ÌSlÉ, WûniÉÉ, qÉWûÏlÉÉ AÉæU xÉÉsÉ  

 eÉÉå eÉsÉiÉÉ WûqÉÉUÉ qÉlÉ oÉSlÉ | 

 CxÉÍsÉL UZÉÉå ZrÉÉsÉ CxÉMüÉ pÉÏ 

 xÉÉåcÉÉå ÍxÉTïü AcNûÉ WûÏ |  

 

-mÉëÍxÉSèkÉ L. oÉÇaÉåUÉ xÉÉiÉuÉÏÇ ‘L’ 



 
 

 
 

                                  LMüiÉÉ qÉåÇ oÉsÉ Wæû 

LMü aÉÉðuÉ qÉåÇ LMü sÉÄQûMüÉ UWûiÉÉ jÉÉ | ExÉMüÉ lÉÉqÉ UÉqÉ jÉÉ | 

ExÉMåü aÉÉðuÉ qÉåÇ mÉÉlÉÏ MüÐ oÉWÒûiÉ MüqÉÏ jÉÏ | ExÉlÉå aÉÉðuÉ MüÐ 

xÉpÉÉ qÉåÇ MüWûÉ ÌMü WûqÉÉUå aÉÉðuÉ qÉåÇ LMü MÑüAÉÆ ZÉÉåSlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL | 

sÉåÌMülÉ ÌMüxÉÏ lÉå pÉÏ ExÉMüÐ oÉÉiÉ lÉWûÏÇ xÉÑlÉÏ | UÉqÉÔ AMåüsÉÉ 

MÑüAÉÆ ZÉÉåSlÉå sÉaÉÉ | LMü xÉmiÉÉWû iÉMü lÉWûÏÇ WÒûAÉ | ExÉlÉå 

ExÉMåü SÉåxiÉÉåÇ xÉå qÉSS qÉÉðaÉÏ | xÉpÉÏ lÉå ÍqÉsÉMüU MüÉqÉ mÉÔUÉ 

ÌMürÉÉ | MÑüLÆ qÉåÇ oÉWÒûiÉ mÉÉlÉÏ AÉ aÉrÉÉ | ExÉMåü oÉÉS ExÉ aÉÉðuÉ 

qÉåÇ MüpÉÏ mÉÉlÉÏ MüÐ MüqÉÏ lÉ UWûÏ |  

 

-aÉÉæUÏ ÌmÉërÉÉ LqÉ., AÉPûuÉÏÇ ‘oÉÏ’ 

 

WûÉåsÉÏ 

CxÉ ÌSlÉ sÉÉåaÉ LMü eÉÑOû WûÉåMüU,  

ÌSlÉpÉU UÇaÉÉåÇ xÉå ZÉåsÉiÉå WæÇû eÉÉåzÉ WûÉåMüU | 

mÉÔeÉÉ WûÉåiÉÏ Wæû cÉÉUÉåÇ AÉåU, 

AÉæU ZÉåsÉiÉå xÉqÉrÉ sÉÉåaÉ qÉcÉÉiÉå WæÇû AÍkÉMü zÉÉåU ||  

 

xÉpÉÏ sÉÉåaÉ WûÉåÍsÉMüÉ SWûlÉ qÉlÉÉiÉå WæÇû, 

xÉÉjÉ qÉåÇ oÉWÒûiÉ xÉÉ AÉlÉÇS EPûÉiÉå WæÇû| 

mÉÔeÉiÉå, ZÉåsÉiÉå AÉæU ZÉÉiÉå xÉpÉÏ LMü xÉÇaÉ, 

AÉæU mÉëÉiÉ: MüÉsÉ WûÉåiÉÉ Wæû LMü UÇaÉÉåÇ MüÉ eÉÇaÉ || 

 

MüWûiÉå WæÇû CxÉå UÇaÉÉåÇ MüÉ irÉÉåWûÉU, 

WûÉåsÉÏ qÉåÇ MüUiÉå WæÇû SÒZÉÉåÇ MüÉ lrÉÉåNûÉuÉU | 

CxÉ irÉÉåWûÉU Måü xÉqÉrÉ WûÉåiÉÏ Wæû ZÉÑzÉoÉÔ AÉæU xÉÑaÉÇkÉ, 

MüUiÉÉ WÕðû CxÉ irÉÉåWûÉU MüÉå qÉæÇ oÉWÒûiÉ mÉxÉÇS || 

 

- mÉëeeuÉsÉ, AÉPûuÉÏÇ ‘oÉÏ’ 

 



 
 

 
 

lÉÉUÏ 

MüÉqÉ MüUiÉÏ Wæû uÉÉå 

qÉSS MüUiÉÏ Wæû uÉÉå | 

uÉÉå Wæû lÉÉUÏ 

xÉoÉ sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ MüÐ AÍkÉMüÉUÏ | 

mÉËUuÉÉU MüÉ LMü xÉSxrÉ 

uÉÉå MæüxÉå MüÉqÉ MüUiÉÏ Wæû,uÉÉå Wæû LMü UWûxrÉ |   

sÉÉåaÉ iÉÑqWåÇû iÉÉlÉÉ qÉÉUiÉå WæÇ 

ÌTüU pÉÏ iÉÑqÉ MüÉqÉ MüUiÉÏ WûÉå | 

CiÉlÉÉ zÉÎYiÉ ÌMüxÉÏ qÉåÇ pÉÏ lÉWûÏÇ Wæû 

ÎeÉiÉlÉÉ iÉÑfÉqÉåÇ Wæû | 

ÌoÉZÉU qÉiÉ eÉÉlÉÉ ClÉ sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ MüÐ uÉeÉWû xÉå  

OÕûOû qÉiÉ eÉÉlÉÉ ClÉ sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ MüÐ uÉeÉWû xÉå , 

YrÉÉåÇÌMü iÉÑqÉ WûÉå SåuÉiÉÉ WûqÉÉUå ÍsÉL | 

mÉëiÉÏMü uÉÏ.mÉæ, AÉPûuÉÏÇ ‘oÉÏ’ 

AÇkÉÌuÉµÉÉxÉ MüÐ eÉÏiÉ 

uÉWû ÌSlÉ qÉÑfÉå xÉWûÏ xÉå rÉÉS ÌSsÉÉiÉÉ Wæû ÌMü ÌMüxÉ mÉU ÌuÉµÉÉxÉ MüUlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL AÉæU ÌMüxÉ 

mÉU lÉWûÏÇ, oÉWÒûiÉ MüÌPûlÉ MüÉqÉ WûÉåiÉÉ Wæû| WûqÉÉUå mÉËUuÉÉU qÉåÇ SÉSÏ jÉÏ eÉÉå WûqÉåÇ MüWûÉÌlÉrÉÉð xÉÑlÉÉiÉÏ jÉÏ| 

mÉËUuÉÉU qÉåÇ MåüuÉsÉ uÉWûÏ jÉÏ eÉÉå AÇkÉÌuÉµÉÉxÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ pÉUÉåxÉÉ MüUiÉÏ jÉÏ | uÉWû MüWûiÉÏ, “AUå oÉWÕû, 

xÉÇkrÉÉMüÉsÉ qÉåÇ fÉÉQÕû qÉiÉ qÉÉUÉå|" “iÉåUWû xÉÇZrÉÉ AzÉÑpÉ WûÉåiÉÉ Wæû oÉåOûÉ,CxÉÍsÉL MüsÉ xÉå zÉÑpÉ MüÉrÉï 

AÉUÇpÉ MüUåÇaÉå|” zÉÉqÉ MüÉå lÉÉZÉÔlÉ MüÉOûlÉå mÉU LãxÉå QûÉðOûiÉÏ qÉÉlÉÉå WûqÉlÉå lÉ eÉÉlÉå MüÉælÉ xÉÉ mÉÉmÉ 

ÌMürÉÉ| LMü ÌSlÉ eÉoÉ cÉÉcÉÏ lÉÉæMüUÏ sÉaÉlÉå mÉU SÄniÉU Måü ÍsÉL ÌlÉMüsÉ UWûÏ jÉÏ,iÉoÉ LMü oÉåcÉÉUÏ 

ÌoÉssÉÏ ElÉMåü mÉæUÉãÇ Måü mÉÉxÉ xÉå rÉÉåÇ ÌlÉMüsÉ mÉÄQûÏ | WûÉð ÌoÉssÉÏ MüÉsÉÏ jÉÏ ,iÉÉå ExÉqÉåÇ YrÉÉ?SÉSÏ iÉÉå 

AÉaÉ oÉoÉÔsÉÉ WûÉå aÉD| ElÉMåü WûÉjÉ mÉæU MüÉðmÉlÉå sÉaÉå AÉæU AÇSU WûÏ AÇSU MÑüNû oÉÉiÉå MüUlÉå sÉaÉÏ| 

zÉÉqÉ MüÉå mÉiÉÉ cÉsÉÉ ÌMü cÉÉcÉÏ MüÐ lÉÉæMüUÏ cÉsÉÏ aÉD | xÉpÉÏ lÉå xÉÉåcÉÉ ÌMü CxÉMåü mÉÏNåû MüÉåD 

AÉæU uÉeÉWû WûÉåaÉÏ qÉaÉU SÉSÏ iÉÉå AmÉlÉå ÌlÉhÉïrÉ mÉU AÌÄQûaÉ UWûÏ | 

ExÉ UÉiÉ MüÉå SÉSÏ lÉå MüÉsÉÏ ÌoÉssÉÏ MüÐ WûÏ MüWûÉlÉÏ xÉÑlÉÉD | ElÉMüÉ pÉrÉ SåZÉMüU WûqÉ 

oÉŠÉåÇ lÉå mÉÔNûÉ, “SÉSÏ, YrÉÉ rÉWû ÌoÉssÉÏ xÉcÉ qÉåÇ ZÉiÉUlÉÉMü Wæû | ExÉMåü qÉUlÉå Måü oÉÉS YrÉÉ uÉWû 

xÉiÉÉLaÉÏ?” oÉŠå xÉoÉ CxÉå xÉÉåcÉ-xÉÉåcÉMüU WðûxÉ mÉÄQåû | SÉSÏ MüÉ cÉåWûUÉ aÉÇpÉÏU WÒûAÉ | uÉWû cÉÑmÉ 

UWûÏ | WûqÉ xÉÉålÉå cÉsÉå aÉL | 



 
 

 
 

AaÉsÉå ÌSlÉ zÉÉqÉ MüÉå xMÔüsÉ xÉå uÉÉÌmÉxÉ AÉlÉå mÉU ExÉ MüÉsÉÏ MüÐ qÉ×irÉÑ MüÐ ZÉoÉU ÍqÉsÉÏ | 

MüÂhÉÉ MüÉ xÉuÉÉsÉ lÉ EPûÉ YrÉÉãÇÌMü ExÉxÉå xÉÇoÉÇkÉ MüpÉÏ oÉlÉÉ WûÏ lÉ jÉÉ | UÉåÄeÉ MüÐ iÉUWû AmÉlÉå 

MüÉqÉ qÉåÇ sÉaÉ aÉD | 

UÉiÉ MüÉå mrÉÉxÉ sÉaÉlÉå sÉaÉÏ| EPûMüU UxÉÉåDbÉU aÉD,MüÉåD MüÉåqÉsÉ cÉÏÄeÉ qÉåUå mÉæUÉåÇ Måü mÉÉxÉ 

aÉÑÄeÉUÏ | AÆkÉåUå qÉåÇ qÉæÇ ExÉå SåZÉ lÉ mÉÉD| ÌSrÉÉ eÉsÉÉMüU SåZÉÉ iÉÉå ,LMü WûUå lÉå§É MüÐ MüÉsÉÏ ÌoÉssÉÏ 

qÉåUÏ AÉåU bÉÔU UWûÏ jÉÏ qÉÉlÉÉå qÉÑfÉå AmÉlÉÏ AÉÆZÉÉåÇ xÉå qÉÉU UWûÏ WûÉå| qÉæÇ cÉÉæÇMü EPûÏ AÉæU AÉzcÉrÉï 

cÉÌMüiÉ WÒûD | CxÉxÉå mÉWûsÉã MüÐ qÉæÇ ÍcÉssÉÉ mÉÉiÉÏ ExÉ ÌoÉssÉÏ lÉå qÉåUå eÉÉðaÉ mÉU ZÉUÉÇåcÉ ÍsÉrÉÉ | qÉæÇ 

SSï lÉ xÉWû mÉÉD AÉæU ÄeÉÉåU xÉå ÍcÉssÉÉ EPûÏ | xÉpÉÏ SÉæÄQûiÉå WÒûL oÉÉWûU AÉ aÉL | eÉoÉ qÉæÇlÉå qÉUÏ WÒûD 

ÌoÉssÉÏ MüÐ oÉÉiÉ MüWûÏ iÉÉå ÌMüxÉÏ lÉå qÉÑfÉ mÉU ÌuÉµÉÉxÉ WûÏ lÉWûÏÇ ÌMürÉÉ | AÉæU ÌTüU uÉWûqÉ MüÐ eÉÏiÉ 

WÒûD | SÕU xÉå SÉSÏ qÉÑfÉå SåZÉMüU qÉÑxMÑüUÉ UWûÏ jÉÏ | ElÉMüÉ MüWûlÉÉ xÉcÉ eÉÉå WÒûAÉ jÉÉ | LMü qÉUÏ 

WÒûD ÌoÉssÉÏ MüÉ uÉÉU! xÉoÉ MüWûlÉå sÉaÉå ÌMü zÉÉrÉS LMü oÉÑUÉ xÉmÉlÉÉ WûÉå , qÉaÉU MüÉåD qÉåUÏ oÉÉiÉ 

qÉÉlÉlÉå MüÉå iÉærÉÉU WûÏ lÉ jÉÉ | eÉÉðaÉ mÉå sÉaÉÏ cÉÉåOû Måü oÉÉUå qÉãÇ oÉiÉÉlÉÉ qÉÑfÉå urÉjÉï sÉaÉÉ | uÉWû ZÉUÉåÇcÉ 

AoÉ pÉÏ qÉÑfÉå rÉÉS ÌSsÉÉiÉÏ Wæ ExÉ ÌSlÉ MüÐ eÉoÉ AÉÇkÉÌuÉµÉÉxÉ MüÐ eÉÏiÉ lÉå LMü WûsÉMüÐ qÉÑxMüÉlÉ 

SÉSÏ Måü cÉåWûUå mÉU sÉÉD jÉÏ | AÉeÉ iÉMü ÌMüxÉÏ MüÉå mÉiÉÉ lÉWûÏÇ Wæû ÌMü uÉWû ZÉUÉåÇcÉ ApÉÏ pÉÏ ExÉÏ 

eÉaÉWû mÉU Wæû| 

                                           mÉëhÉqrÉÉ . eÉÏ . MÑüsÉÉsÉ 

                                            SxÉuÉÏÇ Mü¤ÉÉ ‘B’ ÌuÉpÉÉaÉ 

                    UÉ·í xÉÑkÉÉU 

oÉÄRûû UWûÏ Wæû SåzÉ qÉåÇ oÉåUÉåÄeÉaÉÉUÏ, 

ÍqÉOû UWûÏ Wæû sÉÉåaÉÉÇå MüÐ xÉqÉfÉSÉUÏ 

oÉÄRûiÉÏ aÉÌiÉ xÉå MÇükÉÉ ÍqÉsÉÉlÉÉ Wæû CcNûÉ, 

qÉaÉU CUÉSÉ Wæû ElÉMüÉ MüŠÉ |  

 

rÉÑuÉMü WûÉåiÉå Wæû SåzÉ Måü SmÉïhÉ, 

UÉ·í Måü mÉëÌiÉ MüUlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL ElWåû xÉqÉmÉïhÉ  

SåzÉ Måü ÌuÉMüÉxÉ qÉåÇ bÉÉåU Wæû ElÉMüÉ xÉWûrÉÉåaÉ, 

AhÉÑ-mÉUqÉÉhÉÑ MüÉ xÉÔYiÉ WûÉålÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL EmÉrÉÉåaÉ | 

 

SåzÉ MüÐ E³ÉiÉÏ qÉåÇ oÉlÉåÇaÉå WûqÉ xÉWûpÉÉaÉÏ, 

xÉTüsÉiÉÉ MüÐ WûU mÉÉoÉÇSÏ MüÉå oÉlÉÉLãÇaÉå AÉÎZÉUÏ | 

xiÉÑiÉÏ (SxÉuÉÏÇ Mü¤ÉÉ ‘A’ ÌuÉpÉÉaÉ) 



 
 

 
 

 ÍxÉmÉÉWûÏ 

ÍsÉrÉÉ WæÇû mÉëhÉ uÉiÉlÉ MüÐ U¤ÉÉ MüÉ 

kÉUiÉÏ qÉÉð Måü ÍsÉL qÉUlÉå MüÉ | 

ÍsÉL oÉÇSÕMü WûÉjÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ   

iÉÉÌMü SåzÉ MüÉ WûU urÉÎYiÉ UWåû xÉÑUÍ¤ÉiÉ AmÉlÉå bÉUÉåÇ qÉåÇ | 

sÉÄQûiÉå WæÇû mÉÔUå eÉÏ eÉÉlÉ xÉå 

oÉcÉÉlÉå Måü ÍsÉL SåzÉ MüÉå SÒzqÉlÉÉåÇ MüÐ uÉÉU xÉå |   

WûqÉåÇ aÉuÉï WûÉåiÉÉ WæÇû ÍxÉmÉÉÌWûrÉÉåÇ mÉU  

eÉÉå mÉWûUÉ SåiÉå Wæû SåzÉ MüÐ xÉUWûS mÉU | 

iÉÉå ÌMüxÉÏ pÉÏ eÉÉÆoÉÉÄeÉ MüÉå qÉiÉ pÉÔsÉlÉÉ  

ÍxÉTïü ElWåû ÌSsÉ xÉå rÉÉS MüUlÉÉ | 

                             

                             

 iÉåeÉxuÉÏ .LxÉ.AÉcÉÉrÉÉï 

11 uÉÏÇ ‘C’ ÌuÉpÉÉaÉ 

                           

AlÉÉjÉ 

     

MåüuÉsÉ cÉÉWûiÉå WæÇû, uÉÉå xÉWûÉUÉ 

eÉÉå sÉÉL ElÉMüÐ ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ qÉåÇ ZÉÑÍzÉrÉÉð SÉåoÉÉUÉ 

iÉÉå NûÉåûÄQûÉå lÉ ElÉ AlÉqÉÉåsÉ U¦ÉÉåÇ MüÉå oÉåxÉWûÉUÉ |  

ÎeÉlÉMåü AÇSU WæÇû AmÉÉU qÉqÉiÉÉ, 

xÉWûÉUÉ SÉå, iÉÉå ZÉÑzÉÏ WæÇû ElÉqÉÇå eÉaÉiÉÉ | 

xÉUsÉ WæÇû ElÉxÉå aÉsÉiÉÏ MüUuÉÉlÉÉ  

ÌMÇüiÉÑ MüÌPûlÉ Wæû ElWåû UÉxiÉå mÉU sÉÉlÉÉ | 

              

                                

iÉåeÉxuÉÏ .LxÉ.AÉcÉÉrÉÉï 

                                11 uÉÏÇ ‘C’ ÌuÉpÉÉaÉ 



 
 

 
 

प्रकृति एक नटी  

प्रकृति MüÐ खूबसूरिी देखो 
उसकी महकिी शान को परखो  
मन बहलािी है, लुभावनी होिी है, 
िृप्त करिी है अशाांि मन को।   

तसर उठाओ िो मनमोहक पेड़ यहााँ  
नजर घुमाओ िो चहकिी तचतियााँ यहााँ  

एक ओर बहिी पतवत्र गांगा  
दूसरी ओर खखलखखलािी है स्वर्ाा 

 
पूरा तदन िबे्ब को िाकिे रहिे 

कभी बड़ा कभी छोटे को 
मन में अशाखि भर भरकर 

थक जािे हम हर तदन नही ां भूलकर 
 

थी, है और रहेगी हमेशा यह नटी  
तबना कुछ यांत्र या कोई जादुई छड़ी 
बाररश के साथ नाचिी है खूब  
सुहावने पावन सांग बहलाकर।  
 
तलखने को शब्द नही ां बचा मेरे पास  
वर्ान करने नही ां देिा समय मेरा साथ  
देना चाहिी हाँ में एक अनोखा सांदेश  
प्रकृति को बचाओ, अमीर होगा हमारा देश।      

पूर्वी नर्वीन 
                                  कक्षा:10 D 

                    



 
 

 
 

स्वास्थ्य एक महावर्ान 

     स्वस्थ कौन है? एक स्वस्थ इांसान वही है तजसका मन एवां शरीर उसके सांयम में हो। तसर्ा  मन और 

शरीर का स्वास्थ्य नही ां बखि पूरी िरह स्वस्थ, िांदुरुस्त  रहने के तलए सामातजक रूप से भी बतलष्ठ होना 

ज़रूरी है। स्वास्थ्य का मिलब है ÌMü हमारे शरीर में रोग प्रतिरोर्क शखि हो और मन में अटल तनश्चय।  

        शारीररक रूप से स्वस्थ वह है जो अपने काम खुद कर सकिा हो तबना तकसी के ऊपर तनभार रहे। 

मानतसक रूप से स्वस्थ वही हैं जो मनोरूग्णिा या तदमागी बीमाररयोां से मुि हो। इस खस्थति में मन शाांि 

होिा है। कोई भी काम पूरी तनष्ठा से खत्म कर सकिे हैं। यह बाि सभी जानिे हैं ÌMü मनुष्य एक 

सामातजक प्रार्ी है। इसतलए मनुष्य का स्वास्थ्य उसके आसपास की वाiÉÉवरर् पर तनभार है। प्रदूषर् 

मुि वािवारर्, सामातजक अतहांसा और सत्य युि, अनुशातसि एवां मानव कल्यार् के तहिोां का सांरक्षर् 

करने वाला समाज ही एक मनुष्य को िनाव मुि जीवन जीने की उपलखि देिा है। स्वस्थ लोगोां से स्वस्थ 

समाज बनिा है।  

         अिः  तसर्ा  बीमाररयोां की अनुपÎxjÉÌiÉ स्वास्थ्य नही ां है बखि स्वस्थ वह है जो मानतसक, शारीररक 

और सामातजक रूप से खुशहाल हो। इन सभी ÎxjÉÌiÉयोां की उपÎxjÉÌiÉ पर हम स्वस्थ या आरोग्यवान 

रहिे हैं। इस प्रकार स्वास्थ्य एक महावर्ान है। 

-पूर्वी नर्वीन           
कक्षा:10 D  

 

    

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Date: 27-02-2020 

Chief Guest: Havanje Sri Manmatha Shetty, Retd Head Master & Agriculturist 



 

 



 

 
 



National Science Day Celebrations 

 

 

  

Date: 28-02-2020      Chief Guest: Dr K Balakrishna  

Professor of Geology, Dept of Civil Engineering, MIT, Manipal 

 



 

 

 

 



 



 

   

 

  

 

  

 

Sanvi Palan (Gr 4E) Anushka V Shet (Gr 3B) 

Tanvi S Kotian (Gr 2C) Shrushtidhara Nayak (Gr 4C)  

Anjali (Gr 4A) Bhumika (Gr 4A) Koneru (Gr 3D) 

Artistic Expressions 



   

 

  

 

  

*Be the change you wish to see in the world 
 

Pracheth (Gr 3A) Pranathi P Bhat (Gr 3A) 

Priyal (Gr 3F) Manvitha (Gr 3D) 

R Muthumeenakshi (Gr 4A) Diganth Poojary (Gr 4B) Muhammed Arshaz (Gr 3A) 



   

 

  

 

  

*Where there is a will, there is a way 

 

Teerthan Naik (UKG -F) Kshiti Nagaraj Malpe (UKG -F) 

Bhoomika (UKG -D) Divyanshi Kunder (UKG -D) 

Mishel (UKG -B) Fathima Zuser (UKG -B) Akash Tantri (Gr 1A) 



  

 

  

 

  

 

*Failures are the stepping stones of success 

 

Thanvi S Naik (Gr 1G) Maahi N Patel (LKG D) 

Rijwal P (Nursery A) Dhimanth Poojary (Nursery-B) 

H Chintan (UKG-E) Vanisha Nagaraj Prabhu (UKG-F) 



    

 

  

 

  

 

*Keep your face to the sunshine and 
you cannot see a shadow. 

Shivaraj Sekar Khuntia (UKG-C) Saksham S Poojary (LKG-C) 

Aryan P (UKG-B) Sannidhi (UKG-B) 

Vihan (UKG-A) Dhriti M Suvarna (LKG-E) 



    

 

  

 

    

 

*Fortune favours the bold 

 

Dhyaan (LKG-B) Sanvi Prabhu (Nursery-A) 

Aadya (Gr-1G) Aarvi P Shetty (UKG-C) 

Dhriti (Gr-1F) Mohammed Mazin (Gr-1F) 



  

 

   

 

  

 

 *All our dreams can come true, if we 
have the courage to pursue them. 

 

Saanvi S Bhat (LKG-A) Adeep Shetty (LKG-A) 

Koneru (Gr 1C) Shashank (Gr 1F) 

Sunaina (Gr 1E) Thanvi (Gr 1F) 



   

 

  

 

  

J Loshiniyaa (Gr 3B) 

Vriddhi Bhat (Gr 3E) Saanvi Palan (Gr 4E) Lakshya (Gr 4F) 

Gargi (Gr 3D) Rayhan (Gr 2A) Bhavya (Gr 2D) 

Sahl Abdul Rahman (Gr-3B) 



    

  

  

       

 Art is a line around 
our thoughts 

Aadhya Pai (Gr 2A) Hemadeepraj (Gr 3E) 

Shreya (Gr 4F) 

Ashmi Prabhu (Gr 6B) 

Gopikaraj  (Gr 2C) 



   

 

 

 

   

 

*Honesty is the best policy 

Sharanya (Gr 9D) Sahana Thenkillaya (Gr 8B) 
6C) 

Tanisha (Gr 8C) 

Fathima Sahla (Gr 7B) Avantika Pai (Gr 7B) Abhinav (Gr 7B) 

Ananya Rao B  (Gr 8A) Disha Patil  (Gr 7B) 



  

 

   

 

   

 

*Hard work is the key to success 

Neharika (Gr 8B) Saketh (Gr 8B) Ashmith (Gr 9D) 

Sthuthi Baliga (Gr 8A) Neha (Gr 7A) Sathwik R (Gr 7A) 

Shimaz Siraj (Gr 6B) Suhas (Gr 6D) Prapthi A Bangera (Gr 10D) 



  

 

  

 

 

 

*Make hay while the sun shines 
 

Stefany Andrews (Gr 6B) 
8B) 

Reva (Gr 7C) Vrinda Pai (Gr 7C) 

Meghana C (Gr 5D) Divya Pai M D (Gr 7C) 

Madhu (Gr 10C) Varun Shetty (Gr 10C) Khyathi (Gr 9D) 



   

 

  

 

  

Prithvi (Gr 8C) Jitesh Prabhu (Gr 9D) 

Gowri (Gr 8B) Poorva (Gr 8E) Anvitha (Gr 8E) 

Sumedha Ganguli (Gr 8B) Vasudeva Acharya (8A) Anwesha Patil (Gr 6E) 



   

 

  

 

    

 

*No act of kindness is ever wasted 

M Gayathri (Gr 8B) Aditi S R (Gr 8A) 

Ananya Rao (Gr 8A) Navyatha S Rao (Gr 5E) 

Rowena Ann Kaveen (Gr 8B) Sharadhi (Gr 6E) 



    

 

  

 

   

 

*If opportunity doesn’t knock, build a door 

Neharika (Gr 8B) Panchami M S (Gr 6E) Kanishka (Gr 6E) 

Mukund A Nayak (Gr 6E) Samanvi Maiya (Gr 6E) Mridula N (Gr 6D) 

Panchami  (Gr 6E) C B Suhana  (Gr 6C) Diya  (Gr 6C) 



  

 

  

 

   

 

*Out of difficulties grow miracles 

J Lavenya  (Gr 6C) Sinchana (Gr 6D) 

Navyatha S Rao  (Gr 5E) Poorvash (Gr 5E) Dhanashree  (Gr 5E) 

Medini Bhat  (Gr 5E) Aditri Rao  (Gr 5D) Sanjana Samanth  (Gr 5D) 



    

 

 

 

     

 

*From a small seed, a mighty tree may grow 

 

Vindya  (Gr 5B) 

Bhargavi Dutt (Gr 12 C) Disha S Hegde (Gr 5D) Himanshu S ( Gr11 B) 

Pranamya (Gr 10 B) Ashmith (Gr 9D) 

Medini Bhat  (Gr 5E) 



  

 

   

  

  

*If you believe in yourself and have 
dedication and pride and never quit, 
you will be a winner 

Anusha Hiremath (Gr 10 B) Sharanya S  (Gr 9D) Elvia Correa (Gr 12A) 

Ashish Hebbar  (Gr 10B) Preethi D J  (Gr 9B) 

Prajwal R Vakare (Gr 11B)  
(Gr 9D) 

Anvitha B  (Gr 11A) 

Sanjana B (Gr 5D) 

Sailekhya (Gr 6C) 



 

 



  

 

 

Farewell Day- Gr 4 

Chief Guest: Ms Spoorthi , Teacher, MKS 



 

 

  

  

Lend your hands day 



    

    

 

Farewell - Gr 10 



Field trip to Fire Station M 

I 

D 

D 

L 

E 

 

S 

C 

H 

O 

O 

L 



 



 

 

Releasing the 

class magazines 

in school 

assembly (Middle 

School) 

Diya making activity- Middle School 



  

 
 

  

Stone Painting activity- Middle school 



 
 



 

 

 

 

 

Spell Bee Competition-Gr 5 to 8 



 

 

 



 

   

 

 

Best out of waste, Clay modelling-Pre primary 



 

 

International Yoga Day Celebration 



 

 



 

 

An open session by Police department 



 

  

 

Udupi District Police department organized a "Open House" programme 

for Grade 7,8 & 9 students, on 14/02/2020. They showcased & 

demonstrated the security system, sniffer dogs etc. Senior Police officers 

(SP Vishnuvardhan, IPS) and Media personnel attended this programme.  



 

 

 

   

     

      

Grain Rangoli , Rangoli Competition – Middle School 



    

   

   

  



     

    

   

     



 

 

 

  

 

 

Leaf Art Competition – Middle School 



 

 

   



 

 

 

 



 

Opening day of the year- Nursery 



 

 

 



 

 

 

 



  

 

 



 
Soldiers’ 

Day 



 
 

INAUGURATION 

OF NEW SET OF 

TOYS 



 

 

 

  

 

 

Teacher Orientation Programme 



 

 

    

Ms Shailaja Bairy presenting papers at MAHE and at AIMER conference at Indore 



Teachers’ creative expressions 
 

A Sprout’s Story 

                    I was into the land sown  

                    Lay there in the brown 

                    To the world I was unknown 

                     And had nothing to own  

  Until one day……………. 

You drenched me in the rain 

Oh! My joy I can’t explain 

You woke me to see the dawn 

To feel the sunlight upon 

    You infused in me the air 

    Taught, for life to prepare 

    In me you ignited the fire 

    Instilled, how to aspire 

From a tiny seed I sprout 

Steadily I spread out, 

To grow into a tree 

And evolve a new Identity 

    

Growing is a natural process but we teachers help the tiny seeds, germinate and 

sprout to have strong roots to face the WORLD. 

 

-Ms Jyothi Santhosh 

Vice Principal 

 

 
 
 



How mentors make learning Math fun 
 

Mathematics is a subject which shows its reflection in every mirror of human activity, but is 
considered significantly tough to learn.    
Each individual is wired for `free will’ & `creativity’. A class which offers flexibility/choice will 

ensure joyful involvement and provide creative outlets to student ideas. Teacher must be `guide 
on the side’ who creates `a caring learning environment’ to support every student’s learning style. 

Using stories, puzzles, fun games, jokes, quizzes integrated with technology will kick out `Math-
phobia’ and develop in students a `problem solving mindset’ & `connectivity to world’.  The 

conceptualization needs to be attained by focusing on fundamentals. Math is called the language 
of universe and a `language approach’ is influential in its teaching. The mathematical vocabulary 

can be enhanced by integrated approach to other languages/ core subjects/ real life context. The 
compartmentalization of subjects and abstraction of math concepts must be discouraged. Use of 
manipulatives such as Digital math dictionary, illustrated multilingual videos/fun games, Pictures, 
Animations, Demonstration, Modeling, Role play activities miraculously bring about pleasure in 
learning. Mental math sessions, open discussions called `Number talks’ help gain mathematical 

thinking. Students must be exposed to the world of mathematical wonders, discoveries & history. 
The beauty and power of logical and analytical reasoning should be introduced to students. 
Accepting students’ ideas, exploring the subject jointly with students, being innovative & 

resourceful to create magic with mathematics, providing opportunities for internationally/ socially 
collaborated multidisciplinary projects guarantee in students the positive attitude towards the 
subject. 
-Ms Shailaja Bairy 

 



 

THE WOMAN IN ME! 

BALANCE FOR BETTER!                                                                                                      

 BALANCE FOR BETTER! 
 

I MUST TELL YOU, 

HOW MUCH I LOVE THIS THOUGH, 

HOW MUCH TO BALANCE? 

 HOW LONG TO BALANCE? 

WHEN I AM RUNNING LOW! 
 

MY ENERGY DRAINED  

MY MORALE STRAINED 

I CAN DO SO MUCH MORE….. 

BUT HOW CAN I! BUT HOW WILL I! 

WHEN I AM RUNNING LOW! 
 

 I’M A WIFE, A SOULMATE, AND A HOME-
MAKER! 

A MOM, A COOK, AN ADVISER! 

A CARETAKER, AN ORGANIZER,  

A TEACHER, A PREACHER, 

A MOTIVATOR, AN APPRECIATOR,  
 

A PAMPERER, A PHILOSOPHER, A 
NURTURER, 

A HELPER, A SUPPORTER, AND A MORAL 
GUIDE! 
 

ALL OF ALL, AND ALL IN ALL, 

AND I’M PROUD OF WHAT I CAN BE. 
 

WITH SO MANY ROLES,  

AND THE URGE FOR SO MUCH MORE…….! 

I SIT, ATTIMES AND RUMINATE, AM I,  

DOING MY BEST, TO BETTER MYSELF AND 
ALSO THE REST 

WHEN I’M HURT AND HURT AS WELL!?! 

 

“IT’S BETTER TO WEAR-OUT THAN TO RUST” 

I WAS TAUGHT THIS ONCE!!! 

 

HOW MUCH TO BALANCE, HOW LONG TO 
BALANCE, 

OH! HOW DO, I BALANCE ALL!?! 

 

I LOOK UP TO YOU. 

I LOOK ONLY UP TO YOU, 

OH! MY ALL IN ALL! 

GIVE ME THE STRENGTH, GIVE ME THE 
COURAGE, 

TO MAKE IT FAIRLY WELL! 

 

AND WITH YOU! BY MY SIDE, I SURELY 
WILL, 

WITH YOU I SURELY, SURELY WILL! 

                 - Ms Sherlyn Sandra Onslow 

 



     

                 

        

Paintings by 

Ms Mallika 



                     

                                                     - Ms Sherlyn Sandra Onslow - Ms Prasanna Prabhu 



Educators’ Expressions 

pÉÔZÉ MüÐ xÉÏZÉ 

 eÉoÉ xÉÉæUpÉ xMÔüsÉ xÉå AÉrÉÉ iÉÉå qÉqqÉÏ lÉå ÌOûÄÄTülÉ ZÉÉåsÉMüU SåZÉÉ eÉÉå sÉåMåü aÉrÉÉ jÉÉ uÉWû uÉæxÉÉ WûÏ 

jÉÉ| eÉoÉ qÉqqÉÏ lÉå mÉÔNûÉ iÉÉå uÉWû AMüÄQûMüU oÉÉåsÉÉ “ZÉÉlÉÉ AcNûÉ lÉWûÏÇ jÉÉ|” qÉqqÉÏ MüÉå oÉWÒûiÉ aÉÑxxÉÉ 

AÉrÉÉ| ÌTüU pÉÏ MÑüNû MüWåû ÌoÉlÉÉ NÒûmÉ UWûÏ| sÉåÌMülÉ qÉlÉ-WûÏ-qÉlÉ xÉÉåcÉlÉå sÉaÉÏ ÌMü rÉWû sÉÄQûMüÉ 

ÌMüiÉlÉÉ ZÉÉlÉÉ oÉoÉÉïS MüUiÉÉ Wæû| CxÉå iÉÉå ZÉÉlÉå MüÉ qÉWûiuÉ oÉiÉÉlÉÉ WûÏ cÉÉÌWûL| SÒÌlÉrÉÉ qÉåÇ ÌMüiÉlÉå sÉÉåaÉ 

ÎeÉlÉMüÉå PûÏMü xÉå ZÉÉlÉÉ WûÏ lÉWûÏÇ ÍqÉsÉiÉÉ| pÉÔZÉ iÉÉå AcNåû AcNûÉåÇ MüÉå pÉÏ qÉÉðaÉlÉå mÉU qÉÄeÉoÉÔU MüU 

SåiÉÉ Wæû| 

  SÕxÉUå ÌSlÉ NÒûOèûOûÏ jÉÉ| qÉqqÉÏ lÉå xÉÉæUpÉ MüÉå eÉsSÏ EPûÉMüU iÉærÉÉU WûÉålÉå Måü ÍsÉL MüWûÉ| xÉÉæUpÉ 

iÉærÉÉU WûÉålÉå Måü oÉÉS mÉÔNûÉ “qÉqqÉÏ WûqÉ MüWûÉð eÉÉ UWåû WæÇû?” qÉqqÉÏ lÉå eÉuÉÉoÉ ÌSrÉÉ-“rÉWûÏÇ jÉÉåQåû SÕU 

MÑüNû oÉŠå WæÇû,aÉUÏoÉ WæûÇ| ElÉMüÉå ZÉÉlÉÉ SåMüU AÉLÆaÉå|” SÉålÉÉåÇ bÉU xÉå ÌlÉMüsÉå| uÉWûÉð eÉÉMüU xÉÉæUpÉ lÉå 

SåZÉÉ oÉWÒûiÉ xÉÉUå oÉŠå jÉå| qÉqqÉÏ MüÉå SåZÉMüU uÉå mÉÉxÉ AÉL| qÉqqÉÏ ElÉMüÉå ZÉÉlÉÉ oÉÉðOû UWûÏ jÉÏ| 

xÉÉæUpÉ cÉÑmÉ-cÉÉmÉ SåZÉ UWûÉ jÉÉ| oÉŠå NûÉðOûMüU ZÉÉ UWåû jÉå| xÉÉæUpÉ Måü qÉÑðWû xÉå WûÏ mÉiÉÉ cÉsÉ UWûÉ jÉÉ 

ÌMü ExÉå MÑüNû oÉÉiÉ xÉqÉfÉ qÉåÇ AÉrÉÉ Wæû| qÉqqÉÏ oÉWÒûiÉ ZÉÑzÉ jÉÏ ÌMü uÉWû ÌoÉlÉÉ MÑüNû MüWåû xÉÉæUpÉ MüÉå 

pÉÔZÉ Måü oÉÉUå qÉåÇ, ZÉÉlÉÉ oÉoÉÉïS lÉ MüUlÉå Måü oÉÉUå qÉåÇ xÉqÉfÉÉrÉÉ jÉÉ| 

  AÉiÉå uÉ£ü xÉÉæUpÉ lÉå qÉqqÉÏ xÉå MüWûÉ-“ qÉqqÉÏ AÉeÉ qÉÑfÉå rÉWûÉð AÉMåü oÉWÒûiÉ oÉÄQûÉ xÉoÉMü ÍqÉsÉÉ| qÉæÇ 

lÉå iÉÉå ZÉÉlÉÉ oÉoÉÉïS MüUMåü oÉWÒûiÉ oÉÄQûÉ aÉsÉiÉÏ MüÐ| SÒÌlÉrÉÉ qÉåÇ oÉWÒûiÉ xÉÉUå sÉÉåaÉ LåxÉå WæÇû eÉÉå ZÉÉlÉå 

MåüÍsÉL iÉQûmÉ UWåû WæÇû| AÉeÉ xÉå qÉæÇ MüpÉÏ-pÉÏ ZÉÉlÉÉ oÉoÉÉïS lÉWûÏÇ MüÃÆaÉÉ|” qÉqqÉÏ lÉå MüWûÉ-“oÉåOûÉ 

AÉeÉ iÉåUÏ oÉÉiÉ xÉÑlÉMüU qÉÑfÉå oÉWÒûiÉ ZÉÑzÉÏ WÒûD|”                                                

                              - mÉÔÍhÉïqÉÉ LqÉ.uÉÏ. (ÌWûlSÏ ÍzÉÍ¤ÉMüÉ) 

 



qÉåUå pÉÉUiÉ Måü lÉuÉeÉuÉÉlÉÉå 

 Wåû qÉåUå pÉÉUiÉ xÉålÉÉ Måü lÉuÉeÉuÉÉlÉÉåÇ ÄeÉUÉ xuÉÏMüÉU MüUsÉÉå qÉåUÏ WØûSrÉ mÉÔuÉïMü lÉqÉlÉ! 

   uÉWû aÉUqÉÏ, uÉWû xÉUSÏ, uÉWû uÉwÉÉï Måü sÉmÉåOûÉåÇ qÉåÇ pÉÏ AÉmÉ sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ lÉå ÌoÉlÉÉ mÉUuÉÉWû ÌMüL ÌSsÉ xÉå 

WûqÉÉUÏ uÉiÉlÉ MüÐ U¤ÉÉ Måü ÍsÉL AmÉlÉÏ eÉÉlÉ oÉÉeÉÏ mÉU sÉaÉÉD| eÉoÉ WûqÉ rÉWûÉð qÉlÉÉ UWåû jÉå mÉuÉï, iÉoÉ 

AÉmÉ xÉoÉ ÍqÉsÉMüU oÉÄQûÉ UWåû jÉå, WûqÉÉUÏ SåzÉ MüÐ aÉuÉï| WûqÉlÉå qÉÉðaÉÏ AÉmÉ xÉoÉMåü ÍsÉL SÒAÉ - ‘Wåû 

pÉaÉuÉÉlÉ zÉÌ£ü Så ClÉ lÉuÉ eÉuÉÉlÉÉåÇ MüÉå uÉå WûqÉåzÉÉ WðûxÉiÉå-WðûxÉiÉå ÌoÉlÉÉ ÌlÉQûU WûÉåMüU CxÉ kÉUiÉÏ qÉÉð 

MüÐ U¤ÉÉ MüUlÉå qÉåÇ xÉÄTüsÉ UWåû|’ 

    uÉWû ÌSlÉ qÉÑfÉå oÉÉU-oÉÉU rÉÉS AÉiÉÏ Wæû ÌMü mÉÑsÉqÉÉuÉÉ qÉåÇ bÉOûÏ bÉOûlÉÉ, ÎeÉxÉ ÌSlÉ xÉoÉ lÉuÉ-

eÉuÉÉlÉ AmÉlÉå-AmÉlÉå bÉU xÉå lÉL xÉmÉlÉå ÍsÉL ExÉå xÉÄeÉÉlÉå Måü ÍsÉL ÌlÉMüsÉå AmÉlÉå MüqÉï UjÉ mÉU| 

kÉlrÉ Wæû uÉWû qÉÉiÉ× pÉÔÍqÉ LåxÉå uÉÏUÉåÇ MüÉå eÉlqÉÉ Wæû| eÉÉå WðûxÉiÉå-WðûxÉiÉå SåzÉ Måü ÍsÉL zÉWûÏS WÒûL| kÉlrÉ 

Wæû uÉWû qÉÉiÉÉ LåxÉå mÉÑ§ÉÉåÇ MüÉå eÉlqÉ ÌSrÉÉ Wæû| 

    kÉlrÉ Wæû AmÉlÉÉ pÉÉUiÉ SåzÉ ÎeÉxÉqÉåÇ LåxÉå uÉÏU eÉlqÉ WÒûL| 

                eÉrÉ pÉÉUiÉ qÉÉiÉÉ| 

-UåZÉÉ SÉqÉÉåSU (ÌWÇûSÏ ÍzÉÍ¤ÉMüÉ) 

iÉåUÏ sÉÏsÉÉ AmÉUÇmÉÉU 

pÉaÉuÉÉlÉ iÉåUÏ sÉÏsÉÉ AmÉUÇmÉÉU, 

WðûxÉiÉå-ÂsÉÉiÉå WûÉå oÉÉU-oÉÉU | 

AÉÆZÉÍqÉcÉÉæsÉÏ MüÉ ZÉåsÉ ÎZÉsÉÉiÉå 

xÉÑZÉ-SÒZÉ MüÉ SUuÉÉÄeÉÉ ZÉÉåsÉiÉå 

pÉaÉuÉÉlÉ iÉåUÏ sÉÏsÉÉ AmÉUÇmÉÉU|       

 

            lÉD-lÉD UÉWû eÉÏuÉlÉ qÉåÇ ÌSZÉÉiÉå 

            AÇkÉMüÉU MüÉå WûOûÉMüU lÉD EÎqqÉSÉåÇ MüÐ SÏmÉ eÉsÉÉiÉå 

            aÉUÏoÉ MüÉå AqÉÏU, AlÉÉjÉ MüÉå xÉlÉÉjÉ 

            ÌoÉlÉÉ ÃmÉ UÇaÉ Måü iÉÑqÉ SåiÉå xÉoÉ MüÉ xÉÉjÉ 

            pÉaÉuÉÉlÉ iÉåUÏ sÉÏsÉÉ AmÉUÇmÉÉU | 

eÉÏuÉlÉ MüÉ WûÉå iÉÑqÉ AÉkÉÉU 

MüpÉÏ lÉ NûÉåÄQûÉå iÉÑqÉ WûqÉÉUÉ WûÉjÉ 

M×ümÉÉ pÉUxÉÉå xÉoÉ mÉU mÉÉsÉlÉWûÉU 

pÉaÉuÉÉlÉ iÉåUÏ sÉÏsÉÉ AmÉUÇmÉÉU | 

                                       -zÉÑpÉqÉÇaÉsÉÉ lÉÉrÉMü (ÌWÇûSÏ ÍzÉÍ¤ÉMüÉ) 



Mentors’ Musings 
»ªÀiÁA±ÀÄ 

¨ÁAzÀ¼ÀzÀ ZÉ®Ä«£À avÁÛgÀ 

¤Ã ZÀA¢gÀ! 

¥ÀÅlÖ PÀAzÀªÀÄäUÀ¼À ªÀÄ£À¸É¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀ 

CAzÀzÀ PÀÄªÀgÀ! 

¸ÀÄºÁ¹¤AiÀÄgÀ ºÀuÉ w®PÀzÀAwgÀÄªÀ 

¨Á£ÀAUÀ¼ÀzÀ ¹AzsÀÆgÀ! 

¤±ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄ zÀÆgÀªÁV¸ÀÄªÀ  

gÁwæAiÀÄ PÁªÀ®ÄUÁgÀ! 

zsÀgÀtÂAiÀÄ£ÀÄ ¨É¼ÀUÀÄªÀ  

¨É¼À¢AUÀ¼À ªÀÄAzÁgÀ! 

£ÀªÀ eÉÆÃrUÉ ¤Ã PÁtÄªÀ ¥Àj 

ªÀÄzsÀÄgÀ -  ªÀÄ£ÉÆÃºÀgÀ! 

ºÀÄtÂÚªÉÄAiÀÄ ¢£À ¤Ã¤gÉ ±ÉÆÃ©ü¸ÀÄªÀ 

±ÀÄ¨sÀævÉAiÀÄ vÀA¨É¼ÀQ£À DUÀgÀ! 

       -£ÁUÀ²æÃ £ÁAiÀÄPï (PÀ£ÀßqÀ ²PÀëQ) 

 

PÀ£À¹£À §AiÀÄPÉ 

vÁ¬Ä §AiÀÄ¹zÀ¼ÀÄ 

PÀ£À¸ÀÄUÀ¼À° §gÀ° 

¸ÀÄAzÀgÀ ªÀÄUÀÄ«£À 

ZÉAzÀzÀ £ÀUÀÄ ªÉÆUÀUÀ¼ÀÄ|| 

       

      C¥Àà §AiÀÄ¹zÀ 

      PÀ£À¸ÀÄUÀ¼À° §gÀ° 

      vÁ¬Ä ªÀÄUÀÄ«£À 

      £À°ªÀ M®ªÀ avÁÛgÀUÀ¼ÀÄ|| 

PÀ£À¸ÀÄ §AiÀÄ¹vÀÄ 

¤¢gÉAiÀÄ ºÁ¼ÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀzÉ 

ªÀÄ£ÀzÉÆ¼ÀUÉ ¸ÀÄvÁÛr 

ºÁr £À°zÁr §gÀ®Ä|| 

       -±ÁAw PÉ £ÁAiÀÄPï (PÀ£ÀßqÀ ²PÀëQ)                                                    

ªÀÄgÉAiÀiÁzÀ ¨Á®å 

C½zÀÄ ºÉÆÃUÀzÀ 

£É£À¥ÀÅUÀ¼À° 

PÀ¼ÉzÀÄ ºÉÆÃzÀ ¨Á®å! 

PÀ£À¸ÀÄ PÀtÄÚUÀ¼À 

ªÀÄÄUÀÞ ªÀÄ£À¸ÀÄUÀ¼À 

¥ÀÅlÖ D¸ÉUÀ¼À ºÉÆvÀÛ ¨Á®å! 

ªÀÄzÀ ªÀÄvÀìgÀUÀ¼À 

zÀÄUÀÄqÀ zÀÄªÀiÁä£ÀUÀ¼À 

Cj«gÀzÀ ¨Á®å! 

ªÉÄaÑ£À Dl ¥ÁoÀUÀ¼À 

£ÉaÑ£À ¸ÀºÀ¥ÁpUÀ¼À 

eÉÆvÉUÉ PÀ¼ÉzÀ ¨Á®å! 

CªÀÄä£À ªÀÄªÀÄvÉAiÀÄ°  

C¥Àà£À ¦æÃwAiÀÄ° 

UÀÄgÀÄUÀ¼À £ÉgÀ¼À° 

aUÀÄjzÀ ¨Á®å 

        -D±Á®vÁ (PÀ£ÀßqÀ ²PÀëQ) 



Annual Sports Achievements 2019-2020 
No Event Student’s Name Grade Prize 

1 AICS U-17 Boys Shuttle 
Badminton 

Darshan Nakshatri 10D 

Runners 
K Jinesh L Kini 9A 

Dhanvin 9A 

Vikram G Kamath 9C 

2 AICS Table Tennis U-17yrs 
Boys 

Shishir R 10 

Winners 
Vignesh Upadhyaya 9 

Shashank A Bhat 10 

Abhijith Dayanand Pai 10 

3 AICS Table Tennis U-14yrs 
Boys 

Maruti Madhusudan 6 

Runners 
Eeshan Kedar Joshi 7 

Shanmukha K Nayak 7 

Praveen Kumar 8 

4 AICS Table Tennis U-14yrs 
Girls 

B S Aathmika 7 

Runners 
Prithvi 8 

Avni Pai 7 

Sukhada Hungund 5 

5 AICS Chess  U-17yrs  

Chinmai 9D 

Winners 

Thanmai 9D 

Sumukha K Nayak 9D 

Shanmukha K Nayak 7E 

Aditya Kini Kalmadi 9B 

Chinmai 9D Board Prize 

Thanmai 9D Board Prize 

6 
Group YOGA DANCE held 
at Muniyal Ayurvedic 
Institutions Manipal 

Madhu Upadhyaya 10C 

Winners and Overall 
champions 

Shravari 10D 

Akanksha A Prabhu 10D 

K R Hariprajwal 10D 

Nidhitha Prabhu 10C 

P Durai Naveen 9A 

Swasthi R Rao 9B 

Rishab B Nayak 8D 

7 Solo Yoga dance 
 

Madhu Upadhyaya 
 10C First 

 

8 Yoga Posters 
 

Poorvi  
 

9A 
 

Second 
 

9 
35th Junior National Level 
Athletic Championship 2019 
held at Guntur Andhra Pradesh 

Saanika Subhash 
Bangera 
 

7B 
 

Bronze medal with 
0:13:20sec 
 



10 

Reliance Foundation School 
State Level Athletics 2019 
held at Bengaluru in October 
2019 

Saanika Subhash 
Bangera 
 

7B 

Gold medal with 
0:13:22sec   also qualified 
for nationals 
 

11 

Reliance Foundation School 
State Level Athletics 2019 
held at Bengaluru in October 
2019 

Saanika Subhash 
Bangera 
 

7B 

Gold medal with 
0:13:22sec   also qualified 
for nationals 
 

 AICS Athletic Meet held at St.Mary’s School, Kannarpady 

12 

100 m Race 

Abhijith Madhu 9A 

Gold 

200 m Race Gold 

Long Jump Silver 

4 x 100 m Relay Silver 

 Individual Championship 

13 
High Jump 

Muhammed Armaan 10A 
Gold 

4 x100 m Relay Silver 

14 4 x 100 m Relay Manas Madhusudan 
Surathkal 10 Silver 

15 4 x 100 m Relay Prakhyath S Kumar 9 Silver 

16 Shot put Mohith M Hegde 10 Bronze 

17 

100 m Race 

Shreya Umesh Poojary 10B 

Silver 

200 m Race Silver 

4 x 100m Relay Silver 

18 
4 x 100m Relay 

Gangavelli Sririshika 9 
Silver 

400 m race Bronze 

19 4 x100 m Relay Sahana 10 Silver 

20 4 x100 m Relay Tanisha G Rao 10 Silver 

21 High Jump Mandira 10 Bronze 

22 400 m race Pratheek Nayak 8 Bronze 

23 

100 m Race 
Saanika Subhash 
Bangera 7B 

Gold 

200 m Race Gold 

 Individual Championship 

24 Tripple Jump Inchara 7 Silver 

25 400 m Race Isha Sainab Afsal 7C Bronze 

26 800 m Race Avani  7 Silver 

27 AICS Athletic Meet Overall Championship 
in U/17 Boys Category 

Overall Championship in U/14yr 
Girls Category 

28 
KSCA Udupi District Level 
Cricket Tournament 
 

Aryan V Shetty 10 Winners 

Keerthan Kumar 10 Best Batsman award 

Akash P Nayak 10 Winners 



 

Mohith M Hegde 10 Winners 

Rishab B Nayak 8D Qualified for Mangaluru 
zonal level 

Shreyas Shetty 9 Winners 

Dhanvin 9 Winners 

Abhijith M 9A Winners 

Chinmai 9D Winners 

Darshan Nakshatri 10D Winners 

Pranav P Prabhu 10 Winners 

Mohammed Masood 10D Winners 

Rishith R Hegde 10A Winners 

Manit Manoj 9 Winners 

Hardeep 10 Winners 

29 

Inter district Swimming 
100 m Free style Aryaa Praseed 8C Silver 

50 m Free style   Silver 

50 m Back stroke   Silver 

30 

Udupi District Swimming  
50 m Butterfly Aryaa Praseed 8C Silver 

50 m Freestyle   Silver 

50 m Back stroke   Silver 

50 m Breast Stroke   Bronze 

4 x 25 m Medley Relay   Gold 

4 x 25 m Free style Relay   Gold 

31 

50 m Freestyle  D M Srinidhi 8 Bronze 

50 m Back stroke   Bronze 

50 m Butterfly   Bronze 

4 x 25 m Medley Relay   Gold 

4 x 25 m Free style Relay   Gold 

32 

50 m Breast Stroke Prisha Vadlamani 9 Silver 

4 x 25 m Medley Relay   Bronze 

4 x 25 m Free style Relay   Bronze 

Academic Achievement 

1 International Math conference 
held at Indore Maithri M Bairy 12 Paper Presentation on 

`fractals’ 

2 

E-poster competition (By 
MAHE, on Founder’s Day) on 
the theme `The Life and times 
of Dr TMA Pai’ 

Maithri M Bairy 
Ashmi Prabhu 

12A 
6 B Third prize 



 

 

 

MKS Teachers- Pre Primary  

MKS Teachers- Primary  

 



 

 

 

 

MKS Teachers- Middle school 

MKS Teachers- High/Senior School 
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