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G the Exdton's Dees

There is great news! KiiT International School will onganise a Literary
Festival at Bhubaneswar later this year. Literary festivals are being organised
in sevieral cities these dayvs, It is apparent that mere people are drawn towards
literature = more people are reading books, more authors are wrting them and
there are more bookshops and publishers than there used 1o be, sav, a decads
ago. You couldn’t have had it better, But this litfest at Bhubaneswar is going to
be different. We will have authors who write children's books, as guesis, and
they will interact with students, It will cater to a young readership, mostly
school children. After all, that is one of the chiel objectives of Klond &, [urge
all booklovers not 1o miss the opportunity toattend the festival,

As announced, in the last issue, Klond ¥ 15 organising a short story writing contest on the occasion of Children's
Cray, The details of this comest are ¢lsewhere in this issue. So children, please send in your stories for the
contest, | would highly appreciate if teachers and parents could encourage their children 1o participate in this
contest,

This issueg, onge again, i a kaleidoscope of interesting storgs and poems wnilten by voung minds, albeit, they
are mostly by the same students who have contributed to the periodical before, We would like more students 1o
try their hand at creative writing. Iv's not very difficult. If you are stuck for what to write about, well, you could
write aboul an upcoming festival or event, about an interesting place you have been 1o, a review of a book that
yvou've read, the wranseapt of an mterview you  have held with a dignitany who visited vour school, or your

childhood memories: we encourage a wide variety o topics. E
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Black & White

Fam the dark of the night

I am the ray of moming light

I am the evil taking aver your hean

I am the good playing ils part

I touch your mind, negative and sad

| bring hope when times are bad

I answer the dark when night calls

I brighten up when the day falls

I depict misery, destruction and war

I am raised when peace is wished for

Together we are both evil and good
Maintaining the perfect balance that we should
When colors of life can no longer be scen
When life's duller than it has ever been

We are what your life is then,

Depicting dullness, not mavhem,

Color of night, color of day,
The hidden path, the clear way,
Devil and God, ,Iandl.sght.“ & Avi A S
Tﬂb::lhu:r we d - S
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Reminiscences

By VARTIKA CHADDA

he stood at the crossroads,

peering through the tenuous

mist, trying to, yet failing to

identity the street she had once known
sowell.

As she moved towards her
sacred land she was filled with a sense
of excitement that terrified her. She knew what
lay ahead vet she had returned to assure herself.
she bad undertaken the journey alone although
she had shared this house with numerous others.
They had lived here together, had shared
happiness and woes alike, grown, studied and
plaved in the verandah, chased butterflies in the
garden, milked cows in the yard and had eagerly
awaited the coming of their first radio set. She
fondly recalled the time when they used to
joyfully gather i the kitchen to watch ther
mother mix milk and sugar, and freeze it 1o make
ice-cream that they slurped after returning from
school. Their grandmother had ofien
repriumanded them for thewr habit of spending too
much time playing marbles and cards under the

e T B A T U U U U B

neem tree, She said it was the monopoly of the
servants and the untouchables. However, this
made them savour this pastime all the more,

As she neared her destination, she
fought back tears and pulled out a picture from
her bag and studied it ¢losely. The picture had
faded to sepia. It was taken at the time she was a
girl of only three. She sat on her grandfather’s
lap, her soft brown hair tied on her head, hereyes
betrayed a hint of mischief, and her smile was as
captivating as ever. Her grandfather's eyes were
full of happiness and contentment. He laughed as
he fed his only granddaughter with milk and
honey. This photograph was her past and hns
laughter, only a memory. She reached the place
she had once called home. [t had now been pulled
down to make way for a multi storey structure,

LRALE
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The bricks lay shattered, the compound wall,
halfbroken, had once been covered with ivy. The
seem tree had disappeared. She could no longer
hear the peals of laughter that had once
resonated within the walls,

The house had been sold off in a hurry,
right after the news of the plans of splitting India
had trickled down. Two leaders in the capital had
decided the fate of
the nation. What
was war after all?
Old men talking and
young men dying.
She could only
waltch as her
possessions  were
carclessly packed
and carted away in
boxes. The
furniture, carpets
and wvessels had
been sold at
throwaway prices.
Her mother's silverware, china crockery and
other family heirlooms- including her father's
favourite armchair and pearl embedded box,
were given away. Her abode had been declared
as dangerous and unsafe to reside in. This was
beyond her comprehension. Why must they all
have to go so suddenly? How could they run
away from home? Would they ever returmn? Her
parcnis scemed to have no answer and the other
adults seemed too busy to be patient anymore,
except grandfather, As she sat on his lap, he
reassured her that they were going to a better
place —a new home where they would meet new
people and make new friends. He said it would
be hike a marvelous adventure. He, however,
didn’t seem too happy when has prayer room was
dismantled and his idols and prayer books
stowed away in a cardboard box. He loved this
room, He used to spend many an hour singing
praises of Lord Krishna and telling the beads of

—

the rosary. He had meticulously decorated this
TGO,

The day of departure armived sooner
than expected. They hadn't planned for it, but
there was a convincing rumour that Lahore was
going 1o be bombed the following day.
Everyone, except grandfather, crammed
themselves into one of the numerous military
vehicles on  their
way to the
Promised Land,
Grandfather stayed
back to wind up the
family business.
The farewell had
been a tearful one.
She wrapped her
arms around her
grandfather's
humongous waist
while he assured
her that he would
follow them soon.
He laughed offher worries and promised her that
he would surcly get some sweet treats for her and
then they would go for one of their many
adventures.

This was one promise grandfather never
kept. He was killed in one of the many air raids
that followed bricfly after this goodbye. She saw
her city being blown to bits and wondered if
grandfather had caught a last glimpse of the
courtyard and remembered all the glonious imes
they had there.

Mow, she stood on the spot that had once
been her grandfather's senctim sanctorum, the
prayer room. She peered through the nebulous
mist, only to realize that it wasn't the goodbyes
that hurt. It was the flashes that followed.

Kioud §

The writer is a grade 11 student in
Delhi Publiec Schoal, R. K. Puram, New Delhi
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Is Material Knowledge

Enough?

cursory glance
ﬂl t India’'s
education system  will
o | tell us that it is like an
L animal race with teachers
whipping students to the
finish line, often pushing
them far beyond their physical and mental
endurability. Right from play school students are
systematically dictated and their imagination
and creativity are bound and destroyed with the
chains and guillotines called marks and grades.
As the child grows the weight of s satchel
doubles and triples. Books occupy children's
world with no room left for more impornant
things such as creativity, skills of leadership and
organization. Children in our schools are mostly
deprived of  thought provoking creative
activities and waste  their precious youth
mugging up stufl, rather than trying to mnovate
and create things.

But 15 education all about marks and
grades? Well, it isn't. Marks and grades are just
eligibility indicators to clerical jobs. But jobs are
just the means of sustenance, not of the living.

Jobs earn us money but there are some values
that are way more important to enable us to lead
our life to the fullest,

Real education must impart values
about life along with the material and practical
knowledge. Because 1t 15 this value based
education that eventually helps a child live in the
world well and help others live well. He learns 1o
cope with his own problems and be useful 1o the
society in a true sense. The system ought to
exploit his imagination rather than stifling it
because great inventions are the results of the
free play of imagimation and the judicious use of
material knowledge. A correct blend of life
values and material knowledge can work
miracles in any field.

The bottom line is that children should
be perenmally encouraged 1o exploit the
immense potentials of their own brains 1o
understand, create, innovate and invent.

Atcacher is talking 1o a student,
Teacher: Did your father help you with
your homework?
Student: No, he did it all by himself.
Y

i JUST FOR LAUGHS

On a crowded bus, one man noticed that
another man had his eyes closed.

“What's the matter? Are you sick?”

“No, I'm okay. It's just that 1 hate 10 see an
old lady standing.”

>
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Dream Park

A place where clouds dance,
Birds sing;

The cuckoo never loses a chance,
And pleasant are all the things.

Where you can lic on the green grass
And watch the clouds pass,
Remember it at the back of your mind,
Everything you could ever find.

Where daydreams come true;

There's not one trouble you'll fall mto.
The sky 1s clear, magical and blue,
Every beautiful g )

The paths are clear and wide;

The leaves sway from side to side.

Where vou can see what you've never seen
And be in every place vou've never been.

Where you can love like a sinner,
And lose like a winner.

Never a bit of doubt.

Just fun, laughter and shouts.

Such a place where dogs don't bark;
Where the atmosphere 15 pure;
Where for everything there's a cure.
That is what 1 call a Dream Park.
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And then Gandhi
'Struck' Me

7!__ y there, dream
girl!™

“Hi. Ananya!™

This 15 how Ana and 1
grected cach other
every day. She called
By SONIA SAMANTARAY me a ‘dream girl’ not
because | looked like
some angel fallen from the sky (what would | not
do to look Iike that!), but because [ was
gifted with this extra-ordinary
ability 1o drift ofl into ]
fantasies siting  almost
anywhere and at any
time! ;

Only just 8

vesterday, sitting in i o
one of the most B

boring teachers

lesson, and trying "

hard 10 be attentive

to  one of the m-ml

difficult chapters,

drifted off into m;r

revene where | got proposed

by my ¢rush who also gifted me

a big carton full of dairy milk choe, and

then we even did a typical Bollywood number in
the raun, around the trees! The song was coming
toan end when 1 felt a sharp pain in my head and
I was jolted back o my 55T class, It was a

different story when my lovely 85T teacher
asked me what [ was doing and when pat came
my reply that I was dancing, my classmates burst
out into laughter and my infuriated teacher
unceremoniously asked me to leave the
classroom, That was the fifth time in a row that
week ' was kicked out of a lesson!, Oh hell!

Like any other healthy teenage grl, 1
had a lot of things on my mind. But the problem
with me was that from the time 1 had started

- daydreaming, 1 had become
3 supremely imaginative and
. had unconsciously
--'jl.h‘ conjured up an

- imaginary place in

g o . my head where [

"3 .s::.‘-"w would fly
1 whenever | felt
that life was
treating me
unfairly in the
b real world, And |
had made that
place so beautiful
. that 1 found it quite
difficult to zap back, and |
had even started to lose track

of whatever was actually happening
in my real life! T had started to become quite...
histless because a senes of setbacks had made me
miscrable: my grades had gone down, my latest
crush had crushed all my hopes, 1 had ended up

*
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being just a house leader
in spite of my ambition to
b the school captain and,
to top itall, I had fallen out
with my parents and had
been bickenng with them
over the silliest
imaginable things.

And then one day,
frustrated about all these, |
sat down to figure out
what had gone wrong in
the last few months (o
make my life 50 very
hellish, Right at that
moment, my eyes fell on a
piece of paper which had
been lying on my table for two days, that | had
ignored. On it was written —"*Be the change you
want to see in the world.” by M. K. Gandhi. How
that paper appeared on my table [ really had no
idea, but the aphorism jolted me deep inside and
gave me lots of ideas about changing myself for
the belter.

| realised that if | wanted w improve my
grades, then first | had to change the way |
studied. If I wanted to get over my broken heart,
then first I should change myself from being
vilnerable to being strong. | realised | needed to

cANBETJ1 ON POSTAGELO
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Be The change ysu
wail s see inthe Wedld.

change my mentality for me to scale great
heights, And if | wanted my parents to listen 1o
me, then first 1 should listen to them. I also
realised tha fanasizing to overcome tough
times meant nnning away from my problems
and, that meant running away from the solution,
Mow I learned that 1 had to face the problem 1o
find a solution to i, thanks to Mr. Gandhi!

Ananya was the first person o notice

the abrupt change in my attitude and rejoice in it.
=

I'he writer 15 a grade 10 student




IF WE ARE TO TEACH REAL
PEACE IN THIS WORLD,
AND IF WE ARE TO CARRY on A REAL
WAR AGAINST WAR.
WE SHALL HAVE TO BEGIN

wirnme CHILDREN.
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So we publish books for children.

{@)» Rama Sagar P. LHd.
PRLT. R I T P

Wear Beneas, Consmecia Qowm on, Mpsennoe Raosn, Dpses 10000 E.j =
FRICAE (O E o OO e A (O Y A FCE0ER & ragi ralanngar oo Py murplaerls e relruamQer (O



L GOt Ul U R e e i

The Earth

Earth, as the name gocs
Bright and beautiful,

Best and ever so thoughiful.
She rotates and rotates
Ushering in day and night,
Revolves and revolves
Bringing in the seasons of ime,

Filled with wonders
OF never ending
astonishments,

Filled with mysteries,
Yt 1o be solved by
Modemn environmant.

She works hard

But only to be heard,
Works, but never gets tired
LUnul i goes as desired.

Like a mother, she feeds us
Without expecting any return,
But what do we give in returm?
A bunch of irresponsible acts,
That hurts wath all s impacis.
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Not always is she calm and quier,

But péts angry sometimes

Showing her fury and all her might.
Earthquakes, tomadocs and volcanoes
Are what she brings with her,
Devastating the trees and houses

And everyihing clse near and far,

Actually, it is we who
Do the damage,
Polluting nature,

And causing all rage.

It 15 shameful for us

Teor eut o her trees,

And to fill her lungs

With toxic and harmiul brecee.

Therefore, getting united
And saving our carth
Will be the biggest deed
From our hearts.
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Haveli

“he wolves howled. The owls hooted and
/a cold gust of wind caressed TJ as he stood
in front of Raj Khuranas® haveli.

There had been a rumar for quite some
time that the mansion was haunted. Lumps and
knots on the tree trunks and overgrown weeds
and bushes in the vard, and the bats flving
around in the vicinity gave the mansion a
deserted look. He looked behind before entering
the building. A Mickering street lamp shone on
the quict and deserted road, almost losing s
banle against the pitch darkness. Is it gonna be
okay? Is this a good idea? Is the house really
haunted? Should | go back?..2 number of
thoughts flashed inside his head as he entered.
When he pushed the front door with all his
might, it budged with a
creak and cold winds
rushed wp towards the
stairs. In the spacious
living room, bats flew
everywhere and there were
strange pattems of cob-
webs  all around, T)
coughed as dust on the
door got unsettled and rose
in the air. He closed the
door, locked itand kept the
kevs inside his backpack.
He had a torch, some neon
lights, candles, and a Bible
- incase ifhe needed it

As the world drfted inlo s fantasy
dreams, T1 sneaked around the havel to have a
bath in the shadows of darkness with whoever
wis inside the house,

He litup the neon lights and placed them
at the intersection of comidors. Then he ook
some candles, lit them up and stuck them on the
floor im a circle. He looked around. The
ENOMOUS SPAce was emply except for a wooden
stool that lay in a comer, He took out his video
cam and set it on the stool at the nght-end comer
of the living room so that the activities within the
area covered by the lens might be recorded. TJ
sighed. The steady ticking of water drops from
the faucet i the kilkhen sk made him
conscious of the dreadful silence of the house.

lrmmm m =
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His blade of hope was way too blunt to
cut through his pillars of fear.

T wok om a big mirror from his
backpack and placed it in the middle of the
circle. He sat in front of the mirror (just inches
away) and began to chant Bloody Mary. After
about ten minutes, he slowly got up and took the
mirror 1o the stairs and with his back facing the
stairs, he moved up backward, holding the
mirrer in front of him with both hands, so that he
could see the things behind him, chanting
"Bloody Mary | have vour cluld”. In the midway
he stopped abruptly. He felt somcone
whispering in his cars and rubbing his head, He
wis numbed! He was badly shaking. Fear tumed
him pale and he regretted undertaking the stupid
adventure. He wanted to seream and flee. Buta
morbid curiosity and a strong sense of shame in
having been scared by an emply space got better
of him and forced him to stay and continue his
exploration. He ook a long breath and swarted
moving up again. Then suddenly he saw a black
hooded head with red hot eves smiling at him in
the mimor. He quickly tumed around but there
was no one to be seen. Instinetively he dropped
the mirror and leaped down the flight of stairs,
landed a few steps short of the floor and rolled
down like a ball, He sprang up to his feet and
bolted towards the door. He pulled the door hard
but to no avail because it was locked! He looked
for his bag-pack, but surprisingly it was gone!

- SILLY RIDDLES -

A high-pitched laughter pierced his cars
and his heart leapt out. It sounded like a duet of
masculine and feminine voices, screaming,
"Hahhahaha......vou have my child?
Hahahaha.. . fool!! 1 have no child!!
Hahahahaha.” TJ was paralysed with fear. He
couldn’t guess where the voice was coming
from. Then, he thought of his camcorder. [fthere
wis some paranonmal activitics going on at the
moment, then it must have recorded it. And if
not, then someone is playing a prank. However,
Trs worst fear came true. As he looked into his
cameorder, he saw a black hooded figure with
red hot eyes jumping and running everywhere in
the house and smiling at the camera! TJ was s0
frightened that he blurted out, "What do you
want from me™"

"Your soul”, the voice howled and a pair
of mysterious hands pulled T) with such force
that in split seconds he found himself in a dark
room where he screamed his lungs out. TJ was
gone. Simply vamshed.

Sill rumounrs had it that a demon was
haunting the haveli. A year after the mysterious
disappearance of my brother TJ, | was standing
in front of Raj Khuranas' Havel at midnight 1o
seek him o, But Little did | know that 1 was
making a big mistake. o 8

): What has many keys but can't open any doors?

A A plano.

(J: Can a kangaroo jump higher than the Empire State Building?
A Yes, because the Empire State Building can't jump!
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All Alone

Crying is not the solution

To get released from your pain
Even laugh not the thing

To hide your budding pain.

iy Wt would b the solution
In this type of situation
When no body is there with you
And yvou are all alone

Friends are not everything for you
No body will be there with you
Thething voucandois

Tositalone and see the world without
Anybody with you.

Being with somebody who dogs not care us not the solution
And nobody with you is not the pain

Life can be cruel

Life canbe friendly

But nobody knows whowill gain

Laugh and my

Loss and gain

Liveand die

But do find your way

To live alone and live again
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Homecoming

g r. Joseph
Midt{-y. please

sign these
papers,” said a cop,
handing me a bundle of
papers, 1 signed them
s all, without even
By HARSHA PATTNAIK ”“d'"g“lhgﬂ':f}':&
gloomy jail. [ greedily inhaled the fresh wir. It
had been 10 vears since | had breathed the pure
air of freedom. | thanked God and promenaded
out of the tall prison walls inta the liberty [ had
been craving for. But | didn't know where to go.
Would my family accept me after what 1 had
done? Would they hug mwe again like they used (o
before? Would I ever be loved again?

I saumtered into a park and sat down ona
damp bench, 1 stared at the callus on my hands,
Then 1 was attracted by the children were
happily playing around and | rejoiced in their
happiness for some time. But soon their happy
squeals and chatter slowly stared fading from
my ¢ars as [ began tothink of the thing [ had done
which landed me in jail. The biggest mistake in
my lifie.

It was carly summer, 10 vears ago, when
my wife was pregnant with my second child. |
had lost my job and had no income to run the
houwselhiold. We were nearly starving. My
daughter. Angela had to change schools, We
were in the worst possible situation, To make
matters worse, at that time, 1 got into bad
company and I started doing drugs. Some nights

I drank till morning and soon | became a chronic
aleoholic and drug addict. My wife had to work
to feed the family. She worked hard without any
complaint and put up with me and my reckless
life. Yer, I was dissansfied. 1 had become
irritable and imtolerable and | wanted my second
child 1o be born in a posh hospital,

Then 1 did the thing that 1 would never
have dreamt of doing under normal
circumstances - | broke into my old office, stole
money and nearly killed a guard.

I got lots of money but I spent it on
myself. 1 was so addicted 10 drinking that |
squandered all of it in a short whale. Then |
started taking money from my wife and stopped
Angela from going to school. | wanted 1o steal
again and my wife tricd to stop me. But |
threatened her and went ahead with my plans.
The second nme [ was caught and jailed. On the
second night | was in jail, my second child was
born, When | was languishing in the darkness of
my ¢ell, my little pearl came into the world.

A decade later, 1 don't know iff my
seoond child was a girl or a boy, For the sake of
my children, 1 had strictly instructed my wife
nevier to visit me inthe jail or contact me. Now as
a free man, | was dyving to see my family. But
would they want to see me? | guessed not, [ saw a
litthe boy sitting beside me on the bench, He
stared atme fora long time and asked me, “What
is the manter™

I sighed and said, 1 did something bad,
sornething very wrong and now, my Gumily hates
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me.” When T saed that wears swelled up m my
eves and partially blinded me,

He grabbed my hand sofily and smiled,
*Just say sorry! They will surely forgive vou; it
wiorked for me,”

He got up and left. [ thought [ saw wings
on his back; or were (he warm fears in my ¢yes
amd the hot humid air plaving pranks on me? |
thought about the childish thing that litthe boy
said to me. | laughed but then stanted 1o cry. |
don't know why, [ wondered if | was still sanc
But I realized that the words ol the linle boy had
struck me deep and 1 started walking briskly
with asense of direetion,

My determination eclipsed my
hesitation and [ marched up to the front door of
ihe house where [ used o live with my wifc and
child.. Mothing about the house and the vicinity
had changed. 1 didn’t dare to knock the door
Suddenly, a man walked past me and
confulently rang the door bell. My hean sank
Had my wife found someone better than me? As
I wurned around to leave, 1 heard a
female voice | didn’t recognize, |
turmed around agon and  saw
another woman who stood at the
door with the man, She wasn't my
dear wife. | hurried back to them
and asked, “Sir, do vou know
anything about the family that lived
here 10 years ago?™

The man said, “The family
moved o Avenue Sireet alter the
woman's husband was jailed.” He
zeribbled an address on a prece of
paper and handed it over to me,
“Here'sihe address,™

I thanked them gratefully
and went o loeate the howse at thae
address, As | ipod in front of an
wnfamiliar house, [ wondered what
my next move should be. | hung
arcund in front of the house, | was
mervous, very nervous. My hean
pounded imregularly and 1 was

perspiring, Would they even recognize me
anymore? Megative thoughis tormenied me,
Had my wife remarried? 17 zhe had, how would |
face that situation?

Finally | plucked up some courage and
went up the stairs, But T eouldn® knock. 1 just
kept staring at the door.

Suddenly the door creaked and a
beautiful young woman opened it. She looked
familiar.

“Dad?” she screamed wide-cyed and
open-mouthed, and  gripped my wrist. Another
face emerged from behind her, 1 had never seen
that linle boy but he looked a ot like me. He
hugged me and said, *Dad's here!™

I looked at the woman closely.
“Angela?" | asked. She hugged me tight and
started erying. Angela whispered in my ¢ar,
“And he 15 my brother Mait,” | looked at them
and could not control my Lears, “"Have you
forgivenme?
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*“I have never been angry with you to
forgive.” Angela forced 2 smile on her face inan
attempt to hold back her tears.

They pulled me inside and made me sit
on the sofa, The house was cozy and smelled like
home, There were my photos on the wall. Man
pointed at them and laughed.

"Mom!™ shouted Angela, “Look who's
hera!™

“I'm coming” said the voice I'd beem
waniting tohear for ten years, My angel, my wafe.

beauty still remained intact. Suddenly [ realized
the true worth of what [ ad been missing for ten
vigars. She saw me and stopped dead. [ gotup and
started, “I'm really sory” 1 bowed my head
down “Please forgiveme™.

She walked closer and hugged me, “1
love you Joseph.” Angela and Matt also joined
us, [ felt complete, 1 felt happy. Now [ could die
with no regrels,

My angels accepted me.

Kioud

She walked down the stairs as gracefully
as she had done on our wedding day. A few
strands of her hair had tumed gray and there

were light wrinkbes on her face, but the grace and

The writer 15 a grade Y student in
DALY Public School, CDA, Cuttack

.' P i
}} hunl:bm is festival which is cclebrated wuh pomp
and gaicty in the western parts of Odisha, Odishais a
state witha very rich culiure, a state where people flock ¢
to experience spintuality, It is one of the four holy
‘dhams’, the abode of Lord Jagannath, It said that Odisha
celebrates 13 primary festivals in the twelve months of the year, but |
many other festivals are also celebrated here. ]
Muakhai, which literary means "new food', is the equivalent of
the Baishakhi festival during the month of Scptember. It is the |
celebration of harvesting of new crop of the scason. Western Odisha
celebrates Muakhai on a grand and elegant way. Duning this occasion
many cultural programs are organized in the western districts, The
primary goddess of Western Odisha, Maa Samaleswari, is worshipped
and new crops are given as offering to the Goddess, People come out
wearing new ¢lothes in festive mood and enjoy the day with prayers, and
indulge in traditional and culural events. Sambalpuri Dance, a ™0
iraditional folk dance of western Odisha, 15 performied by willagers as
well as professional performers. Artisans display their traditional arts
and crafis, which adds a special charm to this festival. Nuakhai is now a
recognized festival of India and the day is observed as a state holiday.

By Anirban Hritiq, 0.D.M Public School, Bhubaneswar
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The Power of Love

Love is the best medicine,

It reduces the sadness of mine,
Makes us feel like a happy dove,
This 15 the power of love.

Love reduces our stress,

And makes us feel fresh.

It helps o tide over tension,

And lets us take proper decision.

Love makes life a bed of roses,
Although life s full of causes.
It helps us to increase friendship,
And lets us bury the hatchet.

jove keeps check on our anger,
And we can enjoy our life.
ove helps us care for others,
rude to Ffathers and mothers.

Life without love is
ike a flower without fragrance.
This is the power of love,
This is the power of love.

Kioud &
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The Christie Experience

Book Review By Manav Verma

“wo words:
Absolutely
Wow!

That's the
rcaction Agatha
Christig, the Queen of
enime, brought into the
sphere of
enleraimment, She is
considered 10 be one of the best in
characterization, plotting and suspense, and the
praise is not in vain! Her books, even
though written more than half a
century azo, continue o drag readers
into their pages and plunge them into
a rller coaster like experience! It's
amaring how we can still relate to
these storics, im the present day.
Genius!

It all started with an unusual
scream  from upstairs, a scrcam
which bordered between cuphoria
and excitement! Tomy utter disbeliel
{a jaw-dropping scenario), | saw my
mother transform mentally imo a
little child, who had just laid her
hands on the toy she wanted
desperately. | peercd over her
shoulder to zee what all the excitement was
about and there, in her hands, she lovingly
clutched a whole serics of CD s - AGATHA
CHRISTIE'S POIROT COLLECTION! There

he was in the front, the famous Belgian detective
who was destined 1o become the most popular
and loveable deteetive in enime fiction after
Sherlock Holmes, created from sheer
imagination with his egg shaped head and funny
moustache . our very own egoistic Hercule
Poirat smiling smugly at me.

I had been wondering how to spend my
summer holidays at my Grandma's place and
wis rather skeptical about her movie collechions
kept safely under lock and key, “Manav, yvou

have no clue how lucky vou are!”™ exclaimed my
siill byper mom! “This stufl 15 what deeams are
made of. How | have loved every page, every
scene of her amazing books! | have created
every one of these stories in my mind, and the
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very fact that I am going 10 see them for myself,
for the first time, is giving me goose pimples!™
Amused at her childlike emhusiasm, which 1
think was rather contagious oo, [ settled down
with hertoenjoy myself!

If I had been asked to pick the best, |

wouldn't have an answer, . e
That's how good they
were. ALL of them! But a
few are definitely worth a
mention « Fre Murder On
The Ovient Express, The
Murder Of Roger
Ackrovd, Deash In The
Cloneds,  Dearhr O The
Nife, Lord Edoware Dhies,
Cat Among The Pigeons,
Cards O The Table, Sad —Fall 3
Cypress, Evil Under The __.i.s(r!' -
Sum, Five Liwle Pigs. W
Hickarey Dickovey Dack,
e Twa, Brekfe My Shoe
ete (1 think she did have a_
fascination for nursery,
rhivmies.} The stories are
pretty simple, yet varied,”
not in the least complicated, and her inspiration
seemed to be drawn from the world in which she
lived in (quaint linle English villages) and her
acute sense of observation of the human race,
Her travels with ber archacologist husband
inspired many of the settings of her murders in
the Middle East.

I'wasamazed that Mom scemed to know
whi had done it every time (thats how obsessed
she1s) and every now and then, she would tem to
me and sy, Do vou know who did it? Well, T do,
and it's certainly not the butler!™

DID YOU KNOW?

Agatha Christic was investigated by the Intelligence Chiefs at MIS on suspicionof
having a spy in Britain's top-secret code breaking centre because of her wartime
noviel M oar M. The MI5 was concermed that the famous cnime wnter had inside

imformaton aboul the Bransh warime efforts.

The unexpected twist at the end of the
tale always comes as a surprise, even when you
start expecting it. I's almost always impossible
o pinpoint the killer before Poirots fnal
dramatic revelation. The movies were all done
brilliantly, though some iwisted slightly away
from the storvline of the
books they were based on,
which Ldid not approve of,
(Even though they weren't
bad. I prefer the book any
day overthe movie!),

Ifany of you have
a chance o sec these
classics, | would highly
recommend you to grab
the opportunity. Crime is
always gruesome, bul |
should say that Chrstie’s
novels and movies are
L premty clean and do not
have the morbid nature of
many of our modem crime
wrilers,

I must adm, 1
was greatly inspired.
Theretore, this review! | have also begun
thinking up my own twisted murder mysteries,
just for the fun of it (and for the satisfaction of
seeing the puzzled faces that listen to them),

Sadly, we watched all the movies. 5o,
there is none lefi (sigh).

However, [ hid hear thut there was o

Misz Marple serigs forsale somewhere!
=R
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There's no Wealth

but Life

t was a lovely
moming, The sky
was clear with

only specks of white
clouds here and there
and the sun's rays
picrced through them
e reach this carth.
Flowers were in full
bloom, and it scemed as il cach and every petal
enjoyed the day to s fullest, with birds jumping
from tree to tree singing the songs of happiness
which no ong had ever been able
1o comprehend. Evervihing
placed on this carth seemed 10 be
in perfect symmetry and in
complete  harmeony with ¢ach
other.

I was so lost in the
beauty of nature that [ didn'’t even
notice the linle group of slum
children who had come 1o the
park 1o play. The kids had no
proper clothing, only tom rags
wrapped around  their  feeble
bodics, all bare fieet, their hair
open and munning all wild, Bui
they were least bothered about
their looks, instead, they had
other things to worry about such
as whose turm it was on the swing
or whose turn it was 1o ¢limb up

the mango tree 1o pluck some raw mangocs.
They had no worldly worries, nor were they
aware of the difficultics or the siruggles, which
lifie had in store for them. Their eyves were full of
unrcalized dreams, their souls full of hopes and
their hittle hearts filled with laughter, [t was a
pleasure o watch them enjoy life to the fullest.
Though | was observing them from a distance, |
could feel cach and every emotion they went
through. If one of them fell down the others
rushed to help him, and ifone of them did not get
amango the others shared with him.
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And then my focus shifted 1o
my neighbor's kids. These two kids
wiere Nghling over an expensive oy,
They were praciically hitting cach
other. All | could sec in their ¢yes was
pure hatred for cach other at that
mement. And then 1 realized that this
was actually what the world was
turning them into. Man's desperate
struggle for fame and success s
making him lose his true identity, in
thiz funile chaze. He 15 more worried
about the materialistic things than the
actual human values, which are ihe
essenee of humanity, What he does not
realize is that the world 15 not going 1o
remermber him for all those things he
possessed durning his short span of Tife
but rather by the deeds he did. We no
longer enjov life; no longer do we
appreciate the gifis given o us by
Mature, We no longer cherish the
freedom, which was once unknown 1o
our ancestors and which we have
taken for granted. We are no longer the people
wie should be. Tilink it's timee woe just looked ino
ourselves and pondered over the possibility of
becoming better human beings, and ined 10 nisg
above our expectations and that of the others,

*The world 15 oo much with us; late and
soon, Geltling and spending, we lay wasic our
powers: Litile we seg in nature that is ours, We
have given our hearts away' How truly does
William Wordsworth echo the essence of today's
world! Aren't we standing at the crossroads of
our lives? Isnt it time for us (o make our

decisionsT Isn't it time 1o open our ¢yes 1o the
real world of happiness than 1o struggle in the
world of shadows? lan't life a process of self
discovery? The sooner we leamn this truth, the
happier we would be, for'In life there are neither
rewards nor  punishments- there are only
consequences. So one should impose one's own
terms upon life because if you do nod then you
will have to accept the terms of oihers,

A: B. (bee)
: What letter is a part of the head?
As L (eye)

O What letter is a vegetable?
A P (pea)

ALPHABET RIDDLES

0: What letter of the alphabet is an insect?

Q: What letter is a drink?
Az T, (tea)

Q: What letter is a body of water?
A: C. (sea)

Q: What letier 15 a line of people?
A Q. (queue)
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The Voice

¢ looked up
from his 1able

for a moment Lo
consider the person
marching into his office
and stood up
immediately. It was his
boss, What was worse;
he had a file in his hand.
“Rajesh,” the wone of his boss sounded
softer than usual, “today my secretary couldn’t

come for personal reasons, Will you pleasc
attend to the complaint register today ™

Rajesh knew he had a load of work 1o do
and was reluctant to take uwp more, but the
pleading tone of the boss and his reverenee for

his mature personality made him smile and take
up the 1ask gracefully. The big man smiled, left
the file on the desk and walked out, As he heard
the creak of the tinted glass door open and close,
he sat down and leaned back in his chair, He ook
a deep breath to ready himself for that extra load
of work and opencd the file. He dialed the
numbers one by one and spoke to the customers,
maintaiming a polite, pleasing tone all the while
and recorded their complaints in detail. After
11, he found a deep sense of satisfaction in his
ork.

But now, he was pecved when he
iscovered that there was one more list of
ames 10 attend 1w, And then, all that

aulty software to be rectified! Would he

be able 10 go home at the end of the
normal working hours? He felt pity for
those men who had a wife at home and for
the. first time, sympathized with his
married friend, who would always be ina
urry to leave once the clock struck five.
| He never stayed back to chat with him
¢ven for a few minutes, But now he
seemed to understand why. ...

Mevertheless, he pulled out the

second list from the file. He dialed the
first number and waited, As the phone went
'ring tring' he tried to have some fun. Ie
thought, “How would this voice be? A grumpy
one like that of the man who dropped his laptop
down in a it of sleep? Or a quiet female voice
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like that of the sweet middle aged woman wha'd
complained of'a faulty keyvboard which had 1o be
replaced within fifieen days of purchase?”

His reverie was broken short by a voice
the sweeiness of which instantly made him alert:
“Hello? - a volce melting like butter in his cars -
a luscious feminine voice that shook him and
quickened his heart, The voice sounded again,
now in a quirzical sormm of inquisitiveness,
“Hello! Hello, who's there? He felt hke
someone was pouring delicious chocolate into
his ears, which then trickled into his heart. He
pulled himself together and replied, “Good
Morning Madam. I'm Rajesh from the customer
care, Faleon Computers. You lodged a complaint
two days ago about a faulty internet connection,
according 1o our records. Have vou recently
checked ifat s working?” realhzing that his voice
had perhaps gotten weaker.,

“0h yes. I checked it vesterday evening.
It is fine now, but we can't always assure that,
Maybe someonc’s pulling at our wire. Or it
might be anvthing ¢lse, like, our modem might
aswell be damaged.™

“Then it scems somebody or
something’s damaging vour wire?™

“Well it may be. | can't say with surety.”

“Is the mtemet working smoothly
now?

“Oh yes, for now, it is, Thank you so
much,” flowed the music by the sweetness of
which his heart skipped a beat,

“Thank you,” he smd and hung up.

For some time, he leaned back in his
chair, overcome by the infectious warmth of the
voice, Oh, how he wished he could meet this girl
with the beautiful voice. But what if she was
married, and what il she had children wo? He
gave up the wdea of meeting her"Hey! Maybeat
I'm destined for somebody, Il meet her, right?
Chill dude, get owt of this infatuation!” But
haven't the wise nightly obscrved that “The
greatest battles are waged in the mind™ On an
impulse, he decided 1o hear the voiee agam.

He put his hand upon his chest. His heart
had, ol course, slowed down, but he felt astrange
sensation, which he couldn’t undersiand. “Does
this have o end like this?" he wondered,
“Couldn't he know the possessor of this
stupendous voiree? He picked up the phone,
dialled the number very slowly again, and
waited with bated breath. Agan, the voice
replied. “Hello™

This time, his heart throbbed with joy as
he presented an excuse he'd hunted up by this
nme, Trying o sound as genuine as possible, he
simply asked,"Excuse me, but May [ know ifthe
modem is in good condition?”

The voice wgged at his heartstrings as
she replied “Yes, it works properly. No problem
withitatall.”

“Then do the hights Rash on and off
irregularly, orare they normal?”

“Uh... | never noticed that.”

“Then could yvou please check 1t now
while I hold™”

“Oh alright,” she said and he conld hear
the “click” of the switch and a spell of silence
which he felt was deafening, *Yes, the hights are
on.”

“Okay then, In fact, 1 thought the
modem might have gotten damaged by
hightming, but if you say the lights are on, then
vou shouldn't worry, It is in perfect working
condinon. I1F1t ever gets damaged, then you may
launch a complaint again.”

“Of course | will,” she replied, not
realizing that he was dying to listen to her voice
on the phone. She thanked him hung up.

After 2 few days, it so happened that he
had to go to a ncarby house to install a software
in their PC. As he rang the doorbell and stood
unsuspectingly, a woman who looked around
thinty opened the door and went in. He could
hear her calhing her husband, and soon, he got
acquainted with a medium-built, handsome
man. The man also showed some interest in the
new software, so Rajesh started showing him the
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nuag<es of s working. Suddenly, someone
came in, hearing whose voice, he received a jolt.
Old memones flooded back- of the sleepless
nights he had after listening to it for the first
time, of the feclings that had risen in him and
fallen to rise again, He tried to look through the
comer of his eye o catch a glimpse of the
worman. She continued, “Brother, will you ask
him to check the modem inmy room?"

*“Um...Okay. Sir, once you are done with
this installation, will you check the modem in
my little sister's room?”

He hadn't talked unuil then. Meither did

She said, “You should be looking at my
computer's modem, not atme.”

He mutely considered thag, looking
down for a moment and looked up again. Then
he set down to work on it and after a few
moments of quictitude, he said, *No problem
now, miss. The thing will just be really fime.™

“Oh, alright and thank you so much. By
the way, you did sound really excited when vou
phoned me the second time.,.was that an excuse
to call me again or you really needed tha
information?”

He placed s hand on his chest again to
slow down his fluttering heart, He wiped his
forehead - where, by now, tiny beads of
perspiration had appeared - with his big, white
handkerchiel, and stammered,

“MN-no miss, 1-1 j-just had forgotten 10
ah-ask you those-those details the-the first time;
50, you know L..1 had to call you a second
time...”

ke have the guts to look up at her in the presence g V.

of her brother. He instantly agreed. He managg
1o steal a quick glance ather and thoughe that ghe
wis also startled for a moment to hear his 1,.- :
He finished downloading the software &
looked up at her squarely for a momeng
verntable beauty., She wore a white sal T
kameez and had long, wavy, silky black hair,
which contrasted with her attire. In full control
of his emotions, he followed her, keeping a
respectable distance. This scemed to impress her
brother, alot,

She led him up to her room and showed
him her computer, He sure did look at it, but his
eyes turned again towards her and stayed there.
For a moment, they vacantly stared at cach other.

He stammered and faliered and looked
down, disarmed and helpless. She swood
watching him savoring his weakness with a
naughty glint in her eves and a naughty smile on
her lips.

She walked a little closer and said, “You
sure are a fing man.._I'd sensed the goodness in
your voice the first time we talked on phone. |
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was Just wondenng if | should ask my brother to
find out who you were, not knowing that chance
would bring yvou down here...™

He was by now, kneeling on the floor by
the modem. He rose to lns feet slowly, sayving,
“And you are incredibly charming, miss... ™"

*“Lata,” she smaled,

“Lata,” he echoed as he moved right up
to her, “Won't you please allow me 10..." his
mouth was lulled quict by a small, fair hand
coming up to his lips and then it brushed aside a
soft tuft of hair offhis forchead.

*“And my handsome pursuer, words will
simply spoil this,..”™

She drew her face closer o his and they
kissed. The man with a good heart and his girl
with a beantn ful vonee,

Today, they are man and wife, and for
somé reason, he leaves his offiee for home sharp

at five.
Kloud 8

The writer is a grade 10 student in
Delhi Public School, Naleonagar, Angul

HAPPY IS

en [ was
M young
girl of ten,
noliced many
people who
always looked
i - happy and always
laughed on almost all occasions. [ used o
think that they were senscless and stupid.
Then as [ grew older, without my realizing
it, the smile on my face faded duc 1o many
small reasons. My mind was completely
disturbed and filled with negative
thoughts. Later, when 1 was 14, [ was
diagnosed with ulcers. [ visited many
hospitals and alked to many doctors, but
at first no one was able to diagnose the
disease. Finally a doctor recognized that |
was suffering from ulcers, and he asked
me if | was thinking oo much and was
always worried about each and
everything. [ replied, 'NO'. Then he asked
me to laugh always and erase negative
thoughts from my mind. 1 agreed to do so.
When 1 went back home, |

understood that [ had told the doctor many
symptoms oul of which only a few were

HEALTHY

those of ulcers. Later my parents
reminded me that 1 showed other
symploms such as being gloomy all the
time without ever smiling. They observed
that my mind was filled with negative
thoughts. From that minute | decided to
always wear a smile on my face, o take
everything easy and not to feel stressed
about anything. I also learnt that our mind
has an impact on our body. When 1 was
severely suffering, 1 relied on the hope
that [ would soon be healed, which 1 now
feel was the real reason for my getling
completely cured of the disease.

We learn many things from our
experiences. What | have leamt was that
our mental makcup has an impact on our
health - our hope of getting healed acts
positively on our health, and most
importantly, " HAPPY 1S HEALTHY".

By MNeharika Devarakonda
elhi Public School, Vijayawada
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What did | See
Today?

7
-
o
=

I love my robins, who | meet every day,

They are blue and red and look very gay.

But every day when mummy asks, “What did you sce today™

I say. *1 had more than robins to fill my way!™

- Ouatzide the school, right when [ stan,

I meet a tiny squirrel, who gives me a tar,

I then play with him, before [ say good bye,

To greet a flight of birds, who hail right down from the sky!

These are all rabins, dréssed in red and blue,
Hovening around me, G say "boo hoo™
Soon they leave me, 1o make way for the cat,
1y njumps and giggles, when 1 give her a pat.
: pe for a while. before meowing away,
fip-hop and dance, as she goes on her way.
en | meet a dog, leoking a lintle asiray,
sniffs a little, before thinking of play.
Adter what seems like an howr of fun,
ays, “Come again as [ am not done!™
P 7 . ¥ | promize and walk down a bit,

il — S Till I meet my old uncle, wha tells me to sit.

He buys me a nice candy,
Which 1 slurp and slurp.

Till the candy comes off,

And all [am lefit with is a burp.
I bid my uncle amd siart again,
Only this time to meet a huge crane!
v stands over a puddle, along the edge of a pond,
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Modding at me silently, making a gesture to bond.

I said, 'l will come tomorrow as | am getting late,”

‘Mummy must be worrying, standing by the gate!”

She smiled and nodded, waving me goodbye

Helping me msh home, to greet mummy "Hi®*

S0 you sce, | love my robins, who [ meet every day.

They are blue and red and look very gay.

But when mummy asked, "What did you sce today™

| once agan told her, 'l had more than robins to fill my way!

Kioud o}
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Mela

ma had come
home early that

day as it was a Saturday.
She was full of
excitement and
enthusiasm as her father
would be taking her to
the local fair (Mela).
She had also twld her
friends about her visit to
the fair. She was excited about which dress she
wounld wear, what she would do and what she
would catin the fair.

The moment she opened the bamboo
gate of her house, she started to soneam,
“Ma..... Ma...... serve me the food
fast......I've to get ready......Ma....." Her
mother came running from inside. Mina
held her loads of books to her mather and
ran inside. She had a quick shower. Her
mother served her the lunch, She sat next to
her on the mat and started fanning Mina
watching her daughter eagerly cating her
food.

Mina said, “Ma, when is Baba
coming home? Would he be late? What
time?”

Her mother replied looking at her
dark glowing face, “He will be back
soon.....don't be bothered about
it.....finish vour food fast and sleep for a
while, so that you can be fresh for the fair.”

Mina hurriedly finished her food and
ran 1o the corner of the room where a mat was
spread out. She lay on the mattress and thought
about the exciting things she would do at the fair.
It was three o'clock when the sun rays fell on her
face and she woke up from her sleep. Her mother
wias still asleep. She got up from the mat and ran
to the gate with the hope of seeing her father
arrive. She stood by the gate for along time then
suddenly a thonght came 10 her mind. She ran
inside.

Mina asked, “Ma.._1t's s0 late. ... .when
15 Baba coming?" she was getting impatient, Her
mother smiled at her and said that he would be
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coming soon. Mina changed into the pink frock
which her father gifted her last year, She looked
at herself in the mirror for the umpteenth time.
She put on a pink bindf on her forehead. She was
smiling to herself thinking about the fair. Afier
she was dressed she went out and sat on the
veranda. She moved cantiously o that her frock
wouldn't get crumpled. She waited for a long
time until it started 0 get dark. Mina’s mother
was geiting worried. Mina went back inside. She
was fecling sleepy, as she was used to sleeping
carly,

Mina said, “Ma, please wake me up
when Baba returns™,

Adter a while there was a knock at the
door. Her mother opened the door. There was a

strange face. He spoke 1w her politely. He
hesitated at the first, but he had to reveal the
truth. He said, “There was a bomb blast in
evening in the town......and your hushand
...... he died in thataccident. .. sorry...”

Mina's mother was specechless. For a
moment she could not hear anything. Everything
seemedblack.

Mina got up from her sleep and ran (o
the door thinking that it was her father. But
sgeing the stranger, she was confused, “Ma,
whereis Baba,, 7"

Kioud 0

top hat.

with the longest place-name.

world.

NOT JUST FACTS!

= In the British House of Commons, the government and
opposition sides of the House are separated by two red lines.
The distance between the lines 15 two sword's length,

*  When goats givie birth 1o babics, called kids, the process is
called'Kidding'.

*  Where do you keep notes and papers that you want to keep
handy? President Lincoln tucked important papers inside his

« In 1918, magician Harry Houdini made an elephamt
weighing 4535 Kilograms disappear before an audience of
3200 people at atheatre in New York.

+ Ewver visited Taumata-whaka-tangihanga-koauau-o-Tamatea-turi-pukaka-
pikimaunga-horonuku-pokai-whenua-kitana-tahu? That's a hill in New Zealamd

= There are more bactenia in your mouth than the human population of the whole
* Ababoon called Jackic' became a private in the South African army in World Warl.

+ There are only four words in the English language which ¢nd in “dous™ -
tremendous, horrendous, stupendous and hazardous.

Kioud o}
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The 2" Model United Nations
at KiiT International School

-

Mxln] Umited Nations (MUMN]) 18 a replica of
the United Mations where different global
issucs are discussed and debated upon. There are
different councils, the same way as there are in the
Linited Matons, Besides, MUN somehimes createsa
few othier inmovative councls which are not there in
the Ulnnted Mations, for imsianee, ths iime there was
council named "Ministry of Magic’ (inspired by the
Harry Potter series) where the delegates debated
about the Trivisit lournament.

This Model United Nations was orgamized
by Kii'T International School, Bhubaneswar for the
second time from 9th August to 11th August 2013,
The event was supported by the United Nations
Information Centre for India and Bhutan, and the
Odisha Debating Society. The theme was “Sapere
Aude!™ — Dare to be wise, 350 students from 20
schools belonging to different parts of the country
participated in i1, which included schools from
Visakhapatnam, Kolkata and Bangalore,
Berhampur, In addition there were participants
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from other countries such as the Netherlands
and laly. The foreigners were ona tour of KiiT
from the United World College and expressed
their desire to join in this three-day MUN

programme.

There were six councils = UN GA
DISEC, Ministry of Magic (MOM), UN
Office on Drugs & Crime (UNODC), African
Union, East Asian Summit, UN Furislic
Committee on Population & Development
(UN FCPD), All participants (325 students and
8 foreigners in all) selected the countries they
would represent and participated as delegates
from those countries. Thus each of the above
councils had delegates from different
countries debating on global issues and
arriving at acceptable solutions endorsing the
Credo of Jaw- Jaw is better than War- War,
There were different agendas for each council
on which the delegates of the countries had
vigorous debate,

Each council had two Executive
Board members, who were experienced in the
conduct of MUN. EB Members were selected
from those who have earlier participated in
MUN several nmes as delegates, or had been
executive board members carlier, The
executive board members were responsible for
the conduct proceedings of their respective
councils. They moderated each session called
caucuses, judged the performance of cach
participant and also wained and guided the
students, Most students were first timers but
were excellent on their part.

Internatienal Press which included
journalists and photographers (also student
representatives) were present in each council,
Their job was 1o publish cach day's report as a
newsletter. The event concluded with an
impressive valedictory ceremony. Prizes were
given away to the best speaker in each council,
journalist and photographer. Ankita Das,
Sapml Mohanty, Kamyaa Mishra | Sparsh
Singh were given the best Delegates Prize,
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*s funny how a thing you love can end up
harming you. Even, killing you, as in my
case. But frankly speaking, [ couldn’t have
chosen a better way of going than this, By "this' |
mean, | am on my way home from my best
friend's house; in my car; listening to "Oare yon
tor Meovve " by Switchfoot on the radio and not o
mention watching the delightiul ripples made by
the heavy downpour on the windshield, 1 am so
engrossed in singing along with the Switchfoo
singers, inhaling the typical smell of the rain that
I don't mofice a sharp lum ahead, The incessant
rain is almost likean ‘
layer of fog, making
difficuly to see beyond
few meters, and on 1op
of that, I am wo busy |}
enjeying the cold drops |}
of shower, that is|Bl

pleasure of the feel
cold shower on my am?y

I turn th

now, drinking hot coflegl®
in my bed. But as it/i8
raining — something that
had made me jump up e

and down in glee that morming - Lam not hame.

Instead, I find myself spravwled upon the
broken car seat, my head upon the steenng
wheel, the wheel covered with blood and blood
dripping and staining the carseat.

I had not expected the rear wheel of my
car 1o slip on the wet ground and hit the wall of
the tuming paint. But | guess as they say, "Expeet
the ungxpecied,’

I don't kieow when, [ don't know how!
But | know now that | won't be able to survive, It
i5 just my luck, that the road ahead 15 deserted. |
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_perfume be made - rain-

, . M‘ ] r-"' o gented. Not so that |
f vt - ---:'w* {f-%*r‘f - —would smell like the rain
% s —— f‘jﬂ- _-F'{r" f Bt so that 1 could smell
e S y - _;-;,.." _,:‘ -‘. my favouriie scent those
¢ 3 ik e months between

L S oy y {1 A=) Novemberand June.

guess everyvone else is nold as foolish as Lamyto be
driving in the rain.

Ah, the rain! When | was a teenager, |
had this theory of mine about the min. 1 though
or rather felt that no matter how bad the
conditions were, no maner who died, who lost,
whatever happened, if it was raining everything
wias gonna be alright.

My fricnds mocked me, teased me,
laughed a1 mee but it wasn't something 1 had
decided. My heart had made the decision and my
brain had just knowmn it,

My mother gave me an umbrella

I have no better
way of describing the
woonid of the ran than by
guoting H.W, Longfellow
"How it ¢latigrs along the
ofs like the tramp of
i Moofs. He's absolutely

right! In Fact, once 1 had
ke to Fort William to see
W horse race. When the
“Piee began, | immediately
looked up at the sky thinking it was raining, It
wias such a melody, the sound of horses” hoalk,
Just like mild thundershower.

And it s pure bliss histening to i as
everything starts to fade away. [ stop womying
about my family. They would Nind me evemually
and just like the sky was doing right now;, their
cves would do the same, But 1 am nod gonna
think about anyone now and here, I wearics me
enough, just o try to stay awake and listen to the
song of rain for the few last minutes. And the
music in my heart [ bear, long after [ am there no

everyday o cary to school. Bul no matter how  Toree [Kioud &l
heavily it rained, the umbrella remained right
there, carefully packed in my bag.
Is ratlier silly w adomt m fromt of
evervone but I had always secretly wished thata
‘ i '\.Im
Ll .‘ﬂgﬁ
e =i
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The Story of

My Dream

+  hat dream. Very surprising.
Unbelievable. | cannoi believe this. How
can IT No. That was not me. Someone ¢lse.

But just like me? How is it possible” Now [ am
68, Tcan forget. Lhave forgoiten, That's the truth,
She was sayving, 'l destroy s canh with my
new invention. Ha Ha Ha.™

She was laughing like an ¢vil. 1 am not
like that, Women are not like that. They are noi
evil. But she was. | have to find it out. About her.

About hernew invention.

But how? How? Who'll help me? 1 think
| should ask Mezy. She's intelligent and brave.
She'll help me. Letme call her.

“Is that Mezy darling? Ya, am Grandma

AR R R R R R R LR LR
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Suzzane. Are you OK, baby? | have something
1o iell you. Very urgent. Can yvou come here 1o
England from the U.5.? No? Please try, dear, it's
too important, 1 rcally need your help. Who?
Nezy? Ko, No, baby, 1 am not comforable with
that girl. She's oo much, Mo, 1 can't
compromise. OK; you inform me later on. Bye,
take care, Mezy darling.”

Mow, what o do? If 11 el it o
everyone, they'll spread i like forest fires. | can
ask my Robbics forhelp.

“Hey, Cybo, please call your
robo friends, 1 have an important
mreeting with youall.”

Hope they'll help me to solve
my confusion. Oh, they have come.

“My dear Robbics, can you all
please tell me if | m an evil inventor?
Mo? Really? But...... But I saw a drcam
yvesterday I was. . You all know? How?
Oh wa, you have the ability to read
people’s minds, Can you give mg any
solution? Yes, wll me Micy, do you
wanna tell something? Wait, wait. [ am
justcoming in five minutes,”

I think its Meczy's call. Hope she
replics i the positivie, Oltherwise 1 have
1w order her to come here. She doesn't
know when one person asks tor something and
the reply is negative, that person is really very
hurt.
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“It's Sweanne Hardy speaking.
What? Robbery in the Vincent Museum?
Because of my Robbics? It's mot
possible. Are vou joking? Let me think.
Fll call you later. And thanks for the
info.” Howcan......

Chhb...... Thiz terrible news
made me unconscious. How can my
Robbics help in a crime? Afer all, they
were made for a good cause, They were
made to help people in their usual chores
| 1] What has happened? | have
tocall Mezy right now.

"Mezy, when'll you come 1o
vour gran? What? Mo tickets? Try, try,
sweety, Come soon. Take care.” Now
what o do? Wail. Let me think, [ know
how it happened. Robhies have the
ability 10 do evervthing, including
reading people’s minds. They have individual
brains; they can usc it for evil deeds and can
destroy the canh if they really wani, It
means. ... ... | just don’t believe this......... Am
really an evil inventor......1 wanled to invent
something for the welfare of mankind but did
totally opposite. Now i's only a robbery, Mextnt
can be a murder, [ can't think abouwt the funure. |
have to tell something to my invention.

“Come, dear robbics, I's my last talk
with vou. Afler my death, please spread my
message to all people of this planet™-

It is my genuing request 10 all people
living on the beautiful plangt Earth, Please don't

misuse science and invent something on which
hiumans can wolally depend. God made humans
for humans. Don't try ta break this law. Forpet
science, Ir's true that science has made human
life very casy but it has also decreased the love
for mankind in people. Now people love things
and use humans, They should not. They should
never, [fyou have love and peace in your hearts,
vou need nothing else for a happy and
comfortable life. Just spread peace and love
humans........

ONPUTERS

Plot No.: 393, Saheed Nagar, Bhubaneswar = 751007
Mob: 0674-2542083, 9437009409, E-mail: thehuman_computeradei yvahoo.com,
thehumancomputeradef gmail.com
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GOD'S BIRTHDAY

(Awakening of the great Sufi saint - 'Baba Faridji)

ne might Baba

Faridji dreamt

that by the grace
of Allah, he had reached
Paradise. The whole of
Paradise was
beautifully decorated.
There were millions of
lights and flowers
everywhere. e knew a great celebration was
going on and beautiful music filled the air. He
inquired of a passerby, “What is going on™

“It is God's birthday, we are celebrating

it,” replied the mag ‘E:(?u | lﬂciﬁnd, for
7 | ] Cﬂﬁ‘

£

have come at the nght time.” 5o Faridp stood
bencath atree to see what was happening,

Soon he saw a greal procession moving
on the road. Within the pageant he notnced a man
sitting on a horse and inquired, "Who 15 this
man?”

And they said, "Don't you know him?
He 15 Hazrat Mohammed.” Millions upon
millions of people walked behind the Prophet.
Faridji asked, "Who are these people”™ and he
was told that they were Mohammedans, the
followers of Mohammed.

Then came Jesus, and millions werne

9025 RIRTHDAY
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following him. Seoon Adi Shankaracharya
appearcd in a splendid chariot, and millions
were following him, Then there was Guru Nanak
with a huge number of followers.

After the Guru there was Gautam
Buddha and countless people followed him oo,
On and on went the procession and Baba Fandji
grew weary of the magnitude of the procession
and the followers,

Finally, at the end of the parade, Babaji
noticed an old man riding a donkey. He was all
by himself and no one walked behind him.
Faridji began to laugh looking at that man. “1t's
hilarious, nobody is following this man. And
why should he be nding a donkey™

Babaji could not contain himself and he
asked the old man, “Who are you, sir? | have

have become Mohammedans, some Chnistians,
others Jews, many have become Hindus, Sikhs
or Buddhists, unfortunately no one s left with
me. 5o 1 walk alone.

Faridji woke up from his dream with a
shock.

He told his disciples the next day, "I had
a revelation and 1 met God. From now on | no
longer belong o any of the organized religions.
I will follow the One and only true Master and
Creator of the universe, | shall simply be myself.
I would like to be with God, at least I'll be one
person following him.™

This awakening transformed Baba
Faridji and he was able to enlighten the world
with his message of love and devotion to God
and the universe.

seen Mohammad, Chrast, Shankaracharya, [Mioud 9]
Mahavira, Buddha, but who are you? Is this
some sort of joke, for nobody follows you?”
The old man with sadness in his eyes
said, *1 am God, and it is my birthday. People
" ™
(Fairy Tale Revisited)
Anengineer was taking a walk when a frog spoke to him and said, "If vou kiss me, Ill urm into
abeautiful princess.”
He picked up the frog and put it in has pocket.
The frog spoke again and said, "If you kiss me and turn me back into a beautiful
princess, I'll become your girlfriend.”
The engineer took the frog out of his pocker, smiled at it and put it back into his
pockel.
The trog spoke again and said, "I vou kiss me and turm me back into a princess, 'l
become your wife.”
The engincer wok the frog out of Tns pocket agamn, snuled at itand put it back into his
pocket.
Finally, the frog said, "What is the matter? I'm a beautiful princess. Why won't you
kiss me?™
The engineer said, "Look, I'm a busy engineer. | don’thave time for a girlfriend or a wife, buta
talking frog. now that's cool.”
', I’
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The Six Monkeys

ﬁ group of scientists placed & monkeys in
a cage and in the middle, a ladder with
bananas on the top. Every tme a monkey went
up the ladder, the scientists soaked all the
monkeys with cold water. After a while, every
time a monkey went up the ladder, the others
beat him up. After some time, no monkey dared
to go up the ladder regardless of the bananas.
Scientists then took one monkey out and put a
new one in. The first thing this new monkey did
was to go up the ladder to eat the bananas.
Immediately the other monkeys beat hum up.
After several beatings, the new member learned
not to climb the ladder, even though he never
knew why., A sccond monkey was then
substituted and the same fate befell him. The
first substituted monkey also participated in
beating the second monkey.

The third, fourth and filth monkeys
were exchanged one after the other, and the
beating of the newest arrival continued, as soon
as they chmbed the ladder. Finally the sixth

monkey was replaced. Now there were six new
monkeys, and none of them had received a cold
shower, but they continued to beat up any
monkey who attempted to climb the ladder. 17 it
was possible to ask the monkeys why they beat
up all those who attempted to go up the ladder,
the answer in all probability would be, 1 don't
know-that's how things are done here™, Does this
sound familiar?

Many of us live with superstitions and
beliefs that have become unwritien rules. We
accept them blindly and rarely question them. It
1= important to ehiminate these self-lhminng rules
before we challenge the bigger ones.

-
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Silver Lining

The bright wanm rays fall on me,

Giving warmth to my heart deep within,
Afraid to let the pleasant light go,

And this is nature all 1 know.

As the bright red star grows between the dark clouds,
Then a face separates us.

A man gazes at me trying to scarch for who he really is,
And I stare closely as he gazes every inch of me,

He drowns his image deep within me,

Asg 1 am his only true friend.

| could understand the gnef trapped within him,
As he spotted his skinny, old, and speckled face.
Could sce the tear droplets drown his weary ¢yes,
Flowing down his cheeks which stroke my glass

He looks with trust in me,

Eager to see his face young again.,

But as he gazes at me,

Misted by how he appears.

And saddened o see himsell in reality.
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The Amiable Waves

ﬂu’ av. for the first time, [ experienced

Searaf semething. [ think it was this fear
that sent chills down my spine when, for the
first time, I stepped into the water at the
Marina beach. Berween the blue sky and the
blue ecean, | saw the peaple having a whale
of a time. But when [ looked at the dazzling
weves weash the seashore, it felt different, it
Jfelt creepy. Then I realised that my biggest
Jear was that of water: Somehow, [ did not
Sind water very amiable. My college days
were approgehing. § could not afford 1o be
scared of water, not because af the
profession of marine engineering that [
wished 1o choose, but because thar was the
last vacation I could spend with my family.
After this vacation, my paremts would be
back in Delli and I would be in Chennai. |
hoped § could find a solution to this problem
SO,

Adyva Sen sat in despair. She
hopelessly stared at the blue sky, detesting
her fear of the blue waters. Her emotions
were lulled, but none the less her mind was
full of thoughts. She spent most of her time
trying to figure out the reason behind the
bizarre feelings. A few days passed. Each
day she could see the beauty of the coast, but
could not feel it because of the butterflies in
my stomach. She resented telling her parents

about this and preferred to keep it to herself.
she knew her parents would console her and
help her out, but she did not want 10 break
their heart. They wanted to see her as a
maring enginger and she could not let their
struggles go in vain, A week had passed. The
family spent a lot of time together and the
bonds of love strengthened. With the same
spirit of love and adventure, they set out at
sea. On the stormy waters of the sea, their
motor boat leapt swiltly over the waves, Bul
in the midst of the limitless amusement, they
didn’t realise that not only the sea, but also
the sky above was stormy, The wind
whistled as the thunder roared, The clouds
turned into deeper shades of grey. Her
family and the other people in the boat
considered this a golden touch to their
adventure ride. But just then, by an
unfortunate stroke of fate, the blue waves
pushed the boat 1o one side and 1t urned
upside down. Then came an unecarthly
shrick, and a terrifying, an astonishing thing
happened. The boat swung over the waves
and all the passengers fell off. Panic struck,
they struggled o keep ther heads above the
water. In spite of wearing hife jackets, a few
of them couldn't survive. The merciless
roaring waters swallowed them,

Adya's mother, Mrs Sen, was
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shouting aloud, waving her hands to catch
hold of Adya. Soon her concern changed
Into ANgCr.

‘Adya!’ she screamed, horrified.

"What are you doing? Look here, my
dear. Come. Switch on the lights of your life
jacket

But Adyva did not listen. She was
looking at the sea. Mo longer afraid of the
approaching death, she again experienced
the chilly feeling. She felt that she had been
there before. For the first ime, she felt that
the storm was not an enemy.

‘Mummy, stop! The sea would not
harm you.'

"Adya, are you msanc? What arc you
saying?

'Behieve me mum.”

'Enough, Adva! Now is not the time
for this. Didnt you sec four people
drowning? Mow 15 not the time for your
senseless 'déja vu' stuft”

'But mummy...!

'Come here now!'

Then Mrs Sen compelled Adya to
listen. The whistles they blew and the
flashing lights of their life jackets were
spotted by other boats and they rescued
them. Drenched in water and sand, the
family returned to the hotel,

‘Thank goodness we are safe’, said
Mrs Sen heaving asigh of relief,

“Well there is no point in fretting
about an incident which has already
occurred. Let's forget it” said Mr. Sen,
looking exhausted.

"We cannot. It could have cost us our
hives. And what were you thinking Adya?
Being an cighteen year old, you did not even
think twice before considering the waves
harmless?

"We do not have to think about
everything, mum. It was just a feeling about
the sca.' explained Adya.

"Was it a feeling or a whim? Not even
the most foolish person would do what you
were doing today.'

Adya shrugged and there was a
moment of silence. The family members
looked at cach other. After a moment, Adya
gathered courage and broke the silence by
saying, 'Look, | have not told you earlier. [
know you want me 1o be a marine engineer,
but 1 think that you now deserve to know
that...

"What my dear? interrupted the Mrs
Sen.

"That 1 am ofien scared of water. Not
exactly scared, but stepping in water
generates a kind of werrd teehing in me. [Uis
not a happy or sad feeling. But simply a
feeling. It is the kind of feeling that you get
before giving a speech in front of a huge
audience.’

"Adya, at times our fears are a result
of our past experiences that we may not
clearly remember.” said Mr. Sen. "We can
certainly not help such feelings. They are
bound to bother you, but you must go on
your way, and not let these feelings distract

you.

‘But dad, | have not had any
unpleasant experience at sea. And I don't get
this weird feeling in a swimming pool. |
have just discovered that it is happening to
meat sca,’

"Wo mcident child, no incident." said
Mrs Sen and left the room in tears.

o

Adya’s first day of college arrived
and her parents left for Delhi, leaving her
alone in Chennai. She boarded a bus to go to
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college, where she collected her schedule
from her teacher and went her elass to attend
the first lecture. She befriended her
classmates Aisha, Aman, Mitali and Aayush.
They shared a common interest in maring
stuches. However, the difference was that
Adya still had the fear of water at the back of
her mind, She tried to suppress her fear
thinking that it was the result some past
incidence as her dad had said. But since she
could not recollect any such incident, the
fear popped up from time to time,

One sunny Tuesday, Adya's class
was to have a practical scuba diving lesson,

'Hey Mitali, what are you wailing
for? Come on, we have to reach there in
another half'an hour.”

'Coming Aisha!" replied Mitali and
then shouted out to Adya, "Adya, Aisha is
waiting for us. Be quick. Don't you want to
have some warm up before the actual
diving?

'l do not think 1 can manage scuba
diving. | have never done it before' said
Adya,

'Oh, Come on! We've been waiting
for this day for ages. Do you think all
students here dive in the sea every day?'

"You know, there are some things
that others do not understand. But friends
understand those things even when we do
not speak about them.” said Adya, hoping
Mitali would understand.

'‘Look, we do not have time for
philosophy right now.

'Mitali, it has been three months
since we have been studying at this
university. We are good friends and still you
cannot sce that | am...'

‘Hey girls!" interrupted Aasha, "What
are youup to, huh?

"Nothing.' murmurcd Adya.

"Itis not 'nothing’. And what is it that
wecannot see? [ want to know, now’

"Calm down girls', said Aisha
mtervening.

"Here's the thing,' said Adya, all setto
reveal her seeret, 'l am afraid of the sca. |
know it is stupid to be sacred of water and be
a marine engincering student. But...'

"It 15 alright Adya. We all have some
fear. But we need to fight that fear, If you do
not enter the water today, you might never be
able to overcome that fear.” explained Aisha.

"Right," said Mitali agrecing. "And
I'm sorry.'

"No. I am. It is just that sometimes |
cannol resist pouring my heart out to people.”

"So, are you coming?'

"Yes'said Adya reluctantly.

Then there was no turning back.
Earlier, Adya could not let down her parents,
but now she could not let down her friends as
well. But more importantly, she could not let
herself down. She dreamt of being a marine
engincer and a sudden fear of water could
not stop her from becoming one.

She sat in the boat with the other
students. She enjoyed the boat ride, but the
best or rather the worst part was yet Lo come.
Angst-ridden, she jumped into the water
with her teachers and fellow students, In
spite of the best of safety equipment to
prevent drowning, the shivers were back
again. The butterflies in Adya's stomach did
not let her concentrate. She could not go
under the water, so she just pretended to do
50 by splashing her hands in the water and
putting her head under the water once in a
while. She was trembling, but people Failed
to notice her, The stress she was undergoing
was so intense that she thought she was
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sweating underwater. She could not take it
anymore and so she discretely chimbed back
into the boat.

"What are you doing up there Ms
Sen”? asked one of the teachers.

| was feeling a little feverish Mrs
Paul. The wateris really cold.”

‘Kids these days are so sensitive’
grumbled Mrs Paul as she swam away, 'Just
a little hostile condition and they feel
unwell. Give them a little more junk food,
and they are back to normal.'

Suddenly, Adya heard the sharp
voice of Mrs Paul commanding the students
to get back into their boats. They all set off
back to the shore,

"l am terribly hungry' said Aman.

"soam [, panted Aayush 'l hope they
have a good meal forus.'

"They better have one, because the
energy | could spend on my laptop has been
spent in watching little fish swimming' said
Aman and chuckled.

‘I am so hungry that my stomach is
grumbling,’ said Aisha, 'l didn't have
breakfast loday.'

"Can you stop talking about food for
a moment,' complamed Mataly, 'l think that
the best topic for now would be the
underwater scene.”

"Absolutely, the fish were so
gorgeous. | could not stop looking at them.
The maring ccosvstem 15 50 fascinating.’
commented Aisha.

"Fascinating, yes. | think the best part
was the little fish that rush and swim around
our feet.

Yuk! said Aman in disgust, "their
skin feels so slimy. | could not even get rid of
them, | definitely prefer seeing them on a
computer sereen than within the water.

"I was s0 hungry that [ could cat those
cute little fish for lunch,” said Aayush
rubbing his stomach.

'I'm dying to be back on the dry land.
These waves are making me sick’
complained Aisha,

"This reminds me, where is Adya? |
have not seen her fora while.'

"Yeah, where is she? | did not sce her
around during the diving lesson too.”

'Is she fine?

"Stop worrying you three. She isnota
kid. She must be in another boat. We'll meet
herat the shore.”

And they did. She was alrcady there
when they reached. She eagerly listened to
what they had to say, having seen not much
herselt. Mitali resented the topic of the fear
of the sea and so did the others.

'Pay attention students. You have had
enough for the day. Take the day off and rest,
let your excitement wane,' said Mr Salvatore
smiling.

And the excitement came to an end
as they all erouched into their beds in their

dormitories.
L e

Adya's Tour best friends had got used
to not talking about water. While Adya's
interest was in theories and water transport
designs, the others preferred practical
classes. They did not dare to discuss the sea
in front of her.

To Adya's fear, another underwater
lesson was approaching. She decided that
this time she would not let the fear come in
her way.

When the day DNinally came, again the
same procedure was followed. All students
and teachers sat in the boats and headed fora
deeper part of the sea. And like the last time,
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Adya's enmtrance to the scawater was
accompanied by shivers. But she pulled up
her socks and dived deeper. She went decper
and deeper. She feasted her eyes upon the
magmficent fish and corals, The beautiful
scene blew away all the cobwebs, But on
realising that she had gone really deep into
the water, she felt scared. She felt as if she
would drown any moment. She forgot about
all safety measures, The fear of water had
now tumed into the bane of her life, but she
did not even know if she would stay alive.
Come hell or high water, she had to reach the
surface of the water. Adya swam as fast as
she could. Her mind all blank, she moved her
limbs randomly. When she felt the sun's heat
on her neck, she knew she had reached the
water surface. She threw away the breathing
equipment, Her eyes shut ught, she
scrcamed for help, She felt her hands and
feet go numb. She was moving downward
into the water. A moment later she felt like
she was in an elevator, herself trembling

from head to toe,
LR L ]

Adya woke up in her dormitory. As
her vision turned from blur o clear, she saw
the wormed face of her father and the moist
eyes of her mother, She did not ask what
happened. She doubted if she would have the
courage o listen.

“Are you feeling better? asked Mrs
Sen.

Adyanodded.

Tl get you a glass of waler dear” said
Mr Senand left the room ina hurry.

"Mummy,' said Adya in a pleading
vonce, Do vou think | should take up acarrier
i marne studies?

'Of course you should. What is
wrong withit?

The fear, mummy. It keeps coming

in the way. I've been trying to break the back
of the beast, but all 1 meet with is failure.”

Don't feel that way, There, have
some waler,' said Mr Sen, helping Adyato a
glass ol water.

'Don't laugh, but it does feel like |
share a connection with the sea. And it
bothers me every time [ try to overcome this
strange fecling.”

'Honey," said Mr Sen o his wife, |
think it is time we told Adya the truth.'

"What truth? asked Adya confused.

‘Are you sure?' asked Mrs Sen from
Mr Sen, ignoring Adya's question.

Mr Sen nodded and smiled.

'Listen Adya, promise us you would
not be down in the dumps after hearing us.”

'l promise.’

'Eighteen years ago, vour fatherand |
went for a campfire next 1o a beach with our
friends, the same Marina beach. We had the
time of our lives. Itwas abeautiful night!

Mrs Sen looked at Mr Sen for help,
then she continued,

'l remember the night like it was
yesterday. It had started drizeling, so we
called off the camp a liule earlier. But
mstead, we walked on the wet sand. The sky
soon tumed darker. The weather had omed a
little stormy,’

"When a lady walked in with a basket
in her hand,” interrupted Mrs Sen, ‘and we
wondered what she was up to. But
prcoccupicd by our conversation, we
ignored her, expeching she was washing
clothes or something,'

‘And then wvour mother had an
mtuition, When we saw the lady leave
screaming and in tears, we knew something
was wrong. When we tried to ask her, she hid
her face and ran away.’
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"Ten minutes later, your father and |
setout to explore what was in the basket that
she had left in the sea. [ am glad we did it.
You know what the basket had™

Adya shrugged, fearing what she
might hearnext.

"You, my daughter. That lady left you
in the seawater, maybe because she was too
poor iotake care of you, orunwilling to do so
because yvou were a girl. It must not have
been casy for her too,” sad Mr Sen "but not
many people put their foot down 1o go
against the orthodox norms of the society.

"Femember we wold yvou that some of
our feelings are a result of past incidents?
This seems to be that incident.”

'‘But this does not mean you let the
fear prevail.' said Mr Sen. He continued, |
assume that after knowing about this, you
will overcome this fear. And what 1 think is
that this is not fear, it is just that the waves
awaken your past memories. These feelings
weaken you. Don't let them come in your
way. You have worked for so many years of
vour hife to become a manne enginedr.
Lewing a silly fear obstruct your suceess is

totally irrational. You need womoveon,’
*And we love you Adya, you are our
daughter. You always were, You are our linle
angel, Our destinies were woven together
and that i3 why that lady left vou and we
found you.*
A drop of 1ear came out of Adya's right ¢ye
and rolled down her cheek, a tear of
happiness. She was not disappointed 1o
know they were not her real parents. She felt
proud of them, and her love for them grew
manifold. Her fear vanished like a drop of
water evaporates on a hot pan. Nothing
could stop her from becoming a successful
enginger now, she knew that water was a
friend, that 15 why she could survive that
night till Mr Sen and his wife found her.
They were destined to be a family, and they
lived happily cver after, more so because
Adya did become a successtul enginger in
the following years.
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June 217, the end of FA -2,

The summer’s begun and the sky is blue;

Hyderabad, Singapore,

Bangalore, Bandipur ;

Reading about ERAGON and hiz adventures in Farthen Dur;
Meecting all our cousins;

Buying ¢lothes in doeens;

The holidays have come at lasi;

But time flics by so fast;

One day in Singapore, cnjoying Scntosa;
The next in India cating a samosa;

We saw Singapore, Clementi, Dover;
But the holidays are almost over;

Mow we're at home, revising for SA 1;

The holidays are over, 20 are our days of fun;
It comes and it gogs,
But everyone knows:
can't last forever;
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Railstation at Midnight

Mox spreads her wings a bit 100 soon,
And [ watch the grim night advance,
The last local wrain departs silently.
Life again becomes a game of chance.

The clear sky 1% suddenly beclouded.
The longly moon looks all ready to die,
The stars lose their glimmer and the
Dreams of a bright future bid goodbye.

I don't see any trains that | can board.
Hope scems o be an undelivered letter.
The rail tracks have mocking smile.

I look arcund but don't see anything bewer.

f
|

I.\.I
|I".l e

[

The rail station looks empty and desolate.
The sickness iz numbing, 0 i the pain.

But there is no chance for me to back down.
S0 | don't give up and search for a train,

I seek for a beacon of light to illumine my path,
And 1 know yow'll try to do everything you can
To help me fulfill my desire of reliving the past
And go back to the stant, the day it all began.
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SHRIYANKA SADANGI
- A Shooting Star

cet Shriyanka Sadangi, a teenager, who ereated a sensation by winning the gold

al in the junior women's 10 M Air riffle championship organized by 188F

{Intermational Shooting Sports Federation). She was invited by KT Inermational

School on 22 June 2013 to interact with siudents. All students were exciled to meel a

commendable achiever of their age-group (Shriyanka only graduated high school last year).

Shrivanka who has won international acclaim. Let's see what wemt on between her and the

students. But, before that, here is a briefintroduction to Shrivanka Sadangi.

Shrivanka completed her high school from DPS Vasant Kunj, New Delhi in March

2012. She is now pursuing her higher education an 5. Stephen’s College, New Delhi. She won

the silver medal in Asian Championships held in Doha in Feb 2002, and later bagged the gold

medal in Asian Air Gun Championship held in Kuwait. Her erowning glory came last year in

June, when she won the 155F Gold in World Women's Junior Championship held in Suhl,
Giermany. Here is anexcerpt from the interview Kfad 9 had with the champion.

Kloud 9 : How did you take up
shooting as sports?

Shrivanka : My Dad is in the Ay, and so 1
@ol an opportunity to practice shooting, |
started shooting at the age of 11, Now ['ve
beem at it for 7 years. Later when 1 decided to
take this up seriously, | ook iraining under
Gagan Narang in his ‘Guns for Glory'
Academy. That is where 1 learned all the

technicality of this sport. ‘

Kloud 9 : Wasn'tit difficult to practice became an issue. But my teachers were very
shooting, go for championships and suppartive, They sent me the assignments online
attend school at the same time? How did  anq 1 submitted them online. It wasa bit difficult
you manage your studies? all right, but | managed it. One has to struggle to
Shriyanka : [ had to miss several school days  achieve something, Shooting, as a sport, is very
for participating in the sport. So atendance  differemt from other sports. It is 30% mental
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concentration and only 20% physical work, 1
think shooting helped me develop mental
concentration which in turn helped me in my
studies.

Through concentration and proper
focus on my studies [ was able to balance well
between my studics and shooting practices. [ had
my board exam of grade 12 in Feb and March
2012, But from May 2011 to January 2012 [ was
busy practising and participating in shooting
competitions. Even during the exam there was
one contest in which [ did participate. My school
helped me a lot, my teachers provided me extra
coaching,

Kloud % : How does it feel winming the gold
medal inan international event?

Shrivanka : Only in spons one can ¢xpenence
the glory of having the Indian Tricolour Mymng
and the National Anthem being played while
everyone stands to honour your country. It is an
amazing fechng. Words cannot descrnibe it It
was an experience worth a whole world to me.

Klowd 9 : IT yvour Dad wasn't in the Army,
what would you be?

Shrivanka : (Fumbling for words) 1 am not
very certain, | went into the spons at a very carly
stage in life, thanks to my Dad.

LE SOLE

Kloud 9 : For students
like us whe don't have
such opportunities, ’
what avenue is apen to
take up this sport?

E

: There are B

many shooting rangcs

coming up and interested people, young studenis
included, are taking to this sport. In
Bhubancswar a shooting range has come up. |
just vigited it; and a new one will come up at
Kalinga Swdium soon. Many young people are

Shrivanka

taking up this sport .
now and many %“'
schools are

'3
encouraging  their %f‘
students togg
participate in ™
shooting.

There are
national events held &
regularly by the
National Rifle
Association of
India (NRAI), and
more than 2000
contestants participate in these events. This
sport is slightly on the expensive side though,
but then there are several other sports that are
equally or more expensive. And academics are
also important. Through sports, like shooting,
one develops focus and that helps
i studics oo,

Kloud 9 : Do vou not feel nervous
when participating in a
competition like this? (s
guestion is by a wide-eved,
awestrnck fistle givl of grade 4.)

Shriyvanka : (Admitting candidly)
I am fully apprchensive and
nervous when the contest is about
to begin, My heart beats fast and
even the rifle shakes, But then |
steel my mind and compose myself
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and tell myszelt that 1 should concentrate and the moment of anxiety
Passcs.

Kloud 9: Have vou come across Abhinav Bindra?

3 Shrivanka : I've seen him a few times but haven't interacted much with
him. He has written a book — A Shot at History, which L have read. It is very
good.

Kloud 9 : What are vour luture plans?

Shrivanka : | want to participate in the next Olympics and [ am practicing
hard for it NRAl and IS5F will short list plavers for the Olympics in 2014,
I am preparing for the qualifying rounds in my favourite event, 10 M Air
Rifle.

Klowd 9 Team wishes you the very best of luck, Shriyanka. Do our country
proud! Tl
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That week

in the Jungle

wasn't a bookshop, or a library, or a
great=-aunt’s horde of romantic novels
that made me a reader; it was the week |
spent in a forest rest-house, in what is

now the Rajaji Sanctuary, between Handwar and
De¢hradun,

I was cight at the time, it was the winter
of 1944 — 45, and it wasn't a sanctuary then.
Everyone with a gun fancied himsell a great
shikari, and the jungles resounded to the sound
of gunfire as tigers keeled over and deer of all
kinds bit the dust. My stepfather was a keen
shikari, and my mother had also accounted for a
couple of big cats. One would think an eight-year
old boy would be thrilled at the prospect of
accompanying a shikar party on a safan, but |
had to be forced into gong,. | disliked f;@s; | was

afraid of them, Ldon't know why; some a‘ﬁ’c%suﬂ'!:ﬁ B

memory, perhaps. And | did not

derive any pleasure from watching
an animal iwitching an the grou
as it bled to death.

lay still, But its struggles had unnerved the
clephant (elephants are sensitive creatures), and
it umed and ran from the spot, erashing through
small trees and shrubs. The branch of a tree
caught me across the face and nearly swepl me
off the elephant. Fortunately the mahout got it
under control, and apart from a few scratches |
was none the worse for the experience.

But [ hadn't enjoyed it. Shooting
animals for sport did not make much sense to me.
For one thing, they couldn't shoot back. The man
who shot the defenceless chectal did at least
deserve to have anantler up his behind.

Next day, [ declined an invitation to
another excursion into the jungle. I was left in
charge of the khansamma while the hunting

iy went off in scarch of further victims.

On that first day in the
Jungle I'd been persuaded to sit on
an elephant - one of two or three
that took us deep into the forest. A
cheetal - a spotted deer — strayed
into our path, and the man beside
me in immediately rased his nfle
and fircd. The cheetal took some
time o die. Two or three more
shots were fired before it finally

e
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| had the rest-house to myself, And
while exploring it, | discovered a wall cupboard
with a couple of shelved full of books. Up till
then 1 had read just a handful of books = R.M.
Balllantyng’s The Coral Island, a school reader;
a poetry reader ; Lamb's Tales from
Shakespeare, retold; abridged versions of
Robinson Crusoe and Gulliver's Travels; and of
course my father's stamp catalogues, which had
been his favourite reading. They did at least give
me a penchant for geography. But this was the
first time [ was discovering books for myself

How did they get there? They weren't

Yo
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new books. They'd been there for some time,
according to the khansamma. Some forest
officer's secret horde, perhaps. Or may be there
was a time when shikari's too read books.

None of them were about shikar or ¢ven
wildlife or forestry.

The first one that I took from the shelf
was PG, Wodchouse's Love Among the
Chikeens. And it had nothing to do with huming
wild fowl, It was a romantic comedy about
chicken farming, and it featured the incorrigible
Stanley Featherstonehaugh Ukridge, who was to
become one of Wodchouse's most popular
characters = an optimistic entreprencur who
never allowed any of his commercial disasters 1o
keep him down, | think [ lcamt something from

Ukridge - resilience! Anyway, | read the book in
a day, pausing only to partake of the
khansamma's dal and rice lunch and pakoras for
tea.

In the evening the shikans returmed
looking tired and out-of-sorts. Apart from a
couple of partridges, they hadn't shot anything. |
said nothing, but inwardly [ gave three cheers.

There was a lot of grumbling about
poachers or villagers decimating the wildhfe,
quite forgetting that they were the biggest
culprits in this regard — often going out at night
in jeeps equipped with powerful lights, tuming

i r. .:;- -.,4:1.!‘
the hghts on confused and blinded animals, and
then shooting them without any difficulty. Not
many ‘brave' hunters went into the jungle on
foot; it was the jeep or the clephant for everyone
from V.LP. to poacher.

OfF they went again the next day, and |
was happy to be leit behind, free 1w explore the
booksheltand its literary treasunes,

The second of my discoveries was M.R.
James's Ghost Stories of an Antiquary, a set of
stories by a master of the supematural. These
takes were really aimed at adult readers with
some sort of academic background (as most of
them were set in English colleges or
universities), but I had no difficulty in reading
and enjoying them. They wmed me into an
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aficionado of the ghost story, and over the years |
was to indulge in the works of Algemon
Blackwood, Edgar Allan Poe, Shendan Le Fanu,
E.F. Benson and others who specialized in the
genre; then going on to write ghost stories
myself.

Fortunately | did not see any ghosts in
the rest-house, although the old khansamma
insisted that on certain days, as dusk fell, one
could hear the groans of a famous shikar as he
was being savaged by a man-eating tiger. "Served
him night', was my unfeeling comment, as |
retumed to M. R. James and the haunted
comridors of an old England castle. Ghosts were
really British inventions, In India we had Prets
and Churels, who were not the same but probably
scarier. ..

The shikar party continucd for another
three days, at the end of which several cheetal
and sambar had been shot, as well as a hvaena
and a jackal; but no tigers were shot or even seen.

During this time | devoured my first
Agatha Chnstie (Penl at End House), Jack
London's White Fang, Conrad’s Typhoon'{which
held me enthralled), and a book on gardening -
Down the Garden Path by Beverley Nichols,
This last stimulated my interest in gardening asa
hobby, and when we returned to Diehra | made an
attempt at growing vanous decorative plants —
with limited success, as L usually forgot to water
them.

In the fast-fading evening light I was

siting on the veranda, reading, when a large
amimal erossed the cleanng in front of me.
Before [ eould get up, it had disappeared into the
forest. The old khansamma had seen it oo,

"Was it a tiger™ [ asked excitedly. It was
very big.”

Motatger, baba, Aleopard. The leopard
15 thie more silent of the tawa.'

When the shikars retumed, empty-
handed this time, I mentioned that 1 had seen a
leopard. They found this terribly amusing.

The boy has imagination,” observed
Major Kohli, a family friecnd. 'Here we are,
beating the jungle for tigers and leopards, and he
sees one while sitting in the verandah!'

™ot active enough,’ smd my stepfather.
'Should get out more often - join the party.’

In time | was to leam that it's the
onlooker who sees more of the party than the
party-goer; that it's the man on traffic duty who
sees more of the passing show than the man
behind the wheel; that the man on the illtop sees
the curvature of the carth better than the man on
the plain; that the hovering vuliures know who's
winning the battle long before the opposing
armies; and that, when all the wars are done, a
butterfly will still be beautiful.

I did not know all thes at the tme, but |
was learning,
*He reads too much,” said Uncle Harry.

And of course he was right, [ just couldn't get
enough to read.

From Adventures with Beoks, a work in progress

Kioud 9!
i Y
Just For Laughs
A: [ was bomn in Bangalore. Az Excuse me. Do you know the way to
B: Which pan? the zoo?
Al Al of me. B: Mo, I'm sorry [ don'L
A Well, it's two blocks this way, then one
block to the left,
e vy
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The Silver on the Hearth

(Afghan Folktale)

¢¢ there lived a poor farmer who worked
OJr:r}r hard but could never make both ends

meel. He was a simpleton, and he
struggled hard for nearly a decade to save money
to be able to lead a decent life with his wife. But
he could never save enough and i1l luck as well
as poverty seemed never to leave him,

He was so frustrated and so fed up with
his plight that he came to believe that it was
impossible for him to make anything very much
through hard work or by any means. He
somchow came to believe that the more he ran
after good fortune, the more it would get away
from him, and if at all he were ever to own
anything, it had to appear before him just so. He
began to dream and wish that one morning he
would simply walk in, and there, upon his hearth
he would Mind a heap of wealth, He believed tha
there was no other way he would strike a fortune.
He resolved not to accept any fortune if he didn't
come upon it Iying on his hearth. He was quite
convinced by now that the fortune meant for him
should be placed upon his hearth.

With such belicf, the simple farmer
continued 1o work in his ficld, knowing that he
could never get rich through hard work. But he
kept wishing that he would stumble upon a lot of
riches on his own hearth, and he checked his
hearth ¢very moming,

One day it so happened that when he
was working in s field, his clothes got caugin
in the thoms of a bramble bush. While he tried 1o

disentangle himself, ns clothes got torm. He

decided 1o root out the brambles and throw them

away 50 that thiz wouldn’t ha to him again.
y }fmé!f'{ Appen g
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So he started 1o dig arouridlthe roots and pull the
brambles out of the ground and out of his field.
As he dug, he discovered a large carthen pot
buried under the bushes. In great excitement, he
dug some more uncovered the pot to find it filled
with silver coins. "What great luck!" he said to
himsell "At lasl, I am rich. I have found buried
treasure inmy field!”

But soon his excitement faded away. 'l
have wished only to find riches upon my own
hearth,” said the farmer. "These coins found in the
ficld are surely not meant for me. Therefore |
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shall not accepd them, and if
1 do they wiall surely be lost.
What 15 meant for me will
appear upon my  hearih,
exactly as | have wished." 50
saying the man left the pot of
coing where he found it and
walked back home,

He 1wold his wife <~
that hie had discovered a =55
pot full of silver coins in his field, I:H.ll
since it wasn't meant for him, he left the
pot where he had found it. His wilie was
angry at his foolishness and asked him to
2o get the treasure, but the man insisted
that it wasn't meant for lim and refused
to go back and fetch the pot. When the
farmer went 1o bed and fell fast asleep, his mﬁ:
went o iheir neighbour's house and told the
neighbour abouwt her foolish hushand's
discovery, and his refusal to get the riches home.
"Why don't you go to our ficld and feich the
carthen poi? she told the neighbour, and we
shall share the treasure.’

The neighbour set out at once 1o the field
and 10 the spol where the bramble bush lay
uprooted, and ihere he saw an ¢arthen pol lyving
in the open. He opened the hd grmdil:.' but what
did he see? Instead of HIl\"ﬂ' coing, th::. POl was

full of venomous wvipers. "Oh!" he
exclamed. "That woman, and even her
husband, that silly farmer, surely want me
dead. She bids me to fetch a pot filled with
snakes, sayving it contains silver coins, so
that when | put my hand in, 1 die of
snakebite.”
il pay them back in
Aheir own coin, he decided and
_carried the pot home with him.
*I’f /" Under cover of darkness, he
yr # ,p-i't _sealed the farmer's fence and
:},- then got on o his roofl. Then he
= emplicd the pot down through
: ﬁ the farmer's chimney, That will
gs‘ teach them a lesson,' he said 1o
== himself, as he quictly made his
wa:rhm:ktahm house.

MNext moming, the farmer got up and
went to check his hearth, as he did every day. for
any riches that might be found upon it. And Lo!
Upon his hearth lay a heap of silver coins, He
was very happy and his heart was Hlled wath
gratitude for he knew that those riches were
surcly meant for hin. He cried out, "At last, [ am
no longer luckless. These riches are meant for
me, and | can accept them, because they have
appearcd upon my hearth, as D wished.
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CATEGORY A - CLASSES 10 TO 12

Word Limit for Cat A = 2000 words
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SUBMISSION GUIDELINES
FOR STUDENTS

Students of Class/ Grade/ Std § and above are cligible to submit
their stories, poems and articles. We may consider anticles of junior
studenits, ifthe standard of the work 15 good.

We accept short stories, poems, personal expeniences, opinions,
trvelogues, ancedotes, jokes, puzzles and interesting facts, Bul
originality is the prime factor for selection.

All submissions must be in English, and MUST be the original
work ol e student.

Short stonies and non-fictions should be under 2000 words {(about
1500 words is ideal). Poems should not exceed 20 lines (may or
may ned be broken down tostaneas).

Suitable pictures and photographs may be scanned and emailed in
JPG format for travelogues, other articles and stories. But do not
download from the Net and send it. Scan resolution should be
J00dpi

Email your work to kloud9@kiitis.acin or post a ncatly
handwratten or typed manuserpt 10 The Edinor, Kloud 9, KuT
International School, KiT Campus 9, Bhubaneswar - T51024,
Odisha,

Handwritten, typed or emailed articles must mention clearly the
writer's full name, class! grade/ standard, school name, and email
address. These detals must be mentioned in the body of your email
text, as well as at the bottom of the last page of vour attachments, [1
will be helpful to contact you in case vour aricle is selected.
Submissions without these data will not be considered.

Email attachment should be in word (doc. or doex.) format, Do not
wse fancy colours and Foms. Times New Roman 1.2 size font with
auto font colour (black)is ideal. Al matter should be typed/ written
in double space.

In case your writing is short-listed, we will contact yvou by email for
your passport size photograph and for a certificate to be signed by
your school authenties, Only the selected writers will be contacted.
The decision of the editorial board for selection of submissions is
final.

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

Jain Klowd % on
i www locebook com/groupe 304 TS6052 HHE0 16/
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