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Introduction ]

Each contribution, whether poetic or reflective,
analytical or imaginative, speaks of young minds
engaging thoughtfully with the world around them. The
magazine offers a platform for expression, encouraging
students to explore ideas, celebrate culture, and voice

their perspectives.

E
a

““l‘f ds as a testament to the school's commitment to
'#pgll stic educatlon and the celebration of linguistic an

_—— creative diversity. \
’.

)

The Indian School proudly presents its annual maw

a vibrant reflection of the creativity, curiosity, and
multilingual spirit of its students. This edition features a
diverse collection of articles and poems in English,
Hindi, French, and Sanskrit, showcasing the literary
talents nurtured across languages.
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EDITOR’S NOTE

“Writing is a journey to the depths of the soul, where we find the words to
capture the mysteries of the universe.”

-William Faulkner

With great pride and honour, I present “The Indianite-2025”, a prestigious
publication which stands as a testament to the creativity, spirit, and dedication
that define The Indian School. Born from collective effort and passion, this
magazine reflects the diverse voices and experiences that unite students and
faculty in a shared journey.

Sincere appreciation is extended to the talented students whose dedication and
creativity brought this publication to life, and also to the teachers whose
guidance formed the framework of the magazine. Their contributions have
infused this magazine with brilliance, and it is with gratitude that their efforts
are celebrated.

“The Indianite” offers more than just stories, poems and articles. it is a

platform for self-expression and a celebration of diverse perspectives. It

entertains, informs, and inspires, providing a window into the thoughts and

experiences of everyone’s collective efforts. The stories and ideas shared are =% "\ _
powerful and moving, with each piece reflecting the passion and authenticity of \
school life.

It is hoped that “The Indianite” will be embraced with an open mind and heart.
As a true reflection of the school’s creativity and spirit, it invites all to enjoy the
journey through its pages.

May the power of expression and the profound ambiguity of creativity provide
an enriching experience to all readers.

Mohd Kabir

XII-E :
b

Editorial Captain P\}.
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SAVE OUR PLANET

The Earth is like a garden, bright and green,
Full of forests, oceans, and skies so clean...
But if we cut trees and throw waste around,
One day, we might lose this precious ground...
Save the water, plant a tree,

Keep the air fresh and the animols free...
With every step, with every hand, =

We can build a future, bright and grand.


































They ask me to put on a smile,

Put on a dress and have some poise,
Don’t talk too much, you're too young!
Don't sit like that, it’s not ladylike,
All because I'm a woman?

From telling me what to do,

To telling me how to act, how to behave?
Why should I follow society’s script?
I'm too young to understand,

But old enough to choose my future,
But forced to listen,

All because I'm a woman?

Forgive me if 'm wrong,
But I can't make a choice,

I suppose,
Because society wants to choose,

‘What I do, they pick a career for me,
They take away my freedom,

All because I'm a woman?

They think I'm not capable enough to make choices,
Telling me I'm not good enough,
Telling me I'm not worth anything,.

If I choose to follow my dreams,
I'm suddenly a rebel.

Why should I be trapped in this world?
Why should I mask my emotions?
Why should I not care?

All because I'm a woman?




! R, W .
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A peaceful display!

-Aaradhya Arora

6D




TICK-TOCK-TICK: THE RHYTHM OF T1 ‘1 |

Tick, tock, the time goes by,
Days go fast like birds that fly!
Yesterday's gone, today is here;
Tomorrow will soon appear!

Time won’t stop, it moves so fast,
But happy moments always last.
Enjoy today, smile and shine,
Let your heart dance with time.

The sun will rise, the moon will g
Seasons change, the rivers flow.
Don’t hold baek, don’t wait too lo
Life's a journey, sing your song,

Love, be kind, and stand so tall,

Make each moment count for all,
Time moves on, it never stays,

So live with joy through all your days. /
LIVE IN THE PRESENT AND COUNT YOUR BLESSINGS!
-Aaradhya Arora

6D




Who Am I?

In the cold moments of rain,
In times when 1 scream in agony and pain,
1 ask myself, "Who am 1?"
Yet, I cannot find an answer, no matter how hard 1 try.
The brain savs, "I am me,"
While the heart exclaims, "You won't know this until the

final days!"

The answer Lo my gquestion remains unknown,
These thoughts oceupy space in my heart and my brain,
where they are deeply sown.

When they surface, all I do is sigh.

Every time [ wake up, the question lingers,

"Who am 1?"

Whenever 1 go outside, I carry my heart with me.
The world outside asks, "Is it still not clear?”
I cannot provide an answer it would want to hear.

The world pushes me around,
It insists, "You won't achieve anything until you find the
answer."
Its thoughts and words feel like a deep sea in which 1
might drown.
The world claims that the question is a burden T must
hear,
All I want to say in reply is, "I don't know and I don’t care!"

What should be the answer, 1 ponder,
While I lie here, staring at life's brink.
The answer becomes clearer each day;
It cleared, 1 knew it, it was me, will be me and will stay.
I now know and understand, standing at the end of life's
bhay.

-Aditva Verma
VIII B




THE DIVINE GIFT -
The creation of this universe will leave you in amazed; ..
That how, by the grace of god, it was made in days,
But how, the beings of this new world would live;
What ¢an the Eqntih‘, o sustain ”‘I_t'.l'n., Hi:_\"l"'.] :
The result of this thought gave rise,
To nature, that with man allies,,
Intertwining with each other to sustain, |
Make a relationship so mesmerising and hra,m:l
The warmth of the sun rays at daw n, ¥
With the antalgamation of birds chirping on ‘_'"_![!E'E .

Gives us the strength to start the day, © 0

And make the negativity run far .mra}
The old Banvan, a r:m_mstu: kmg, s
Provides home and shade to ul] creatures: and bir ik .i}_.f‘j] m El
The mango tree, a]nn{' at.the road’s end); ~¢ [
Fruits so sweel, lous it :lue-: ll:rul Y

The small animals in this w:wld

The fishes of luck near the sea sh

The sounds of nature like the crass cacap
M.—Jke thmr voices ]H'd rd Evl.'n thr'-nu g

‘lr"lrluIe thc Venus H}‘n -ap muLe-v{_.
The d:fﬁrl lz-m ﬂl}"u"hl"l e

IJI:"H[.lItE these hem.-ﬁ’t 5 WELL L elhe o _- "'ﬂ:ﬂju
By cutting so many lrl!t' -‘fi‘.l]?]"i[ﬂliﬁ‘rqﬂlmlﬂmﬁn:au
“This lust ﬂf‘gree .{_m_liqihjg fTTeTTL,
Hopefully, ll‘l]h puwa,m I'rq_-Ln u i *ﬂ;fﬂ;ﬁ_ﬁﬂtﬂﬂt

How will we m.r{-rr:-nmc; thi .
R
Where people just say, hut 1:11:- T jg__l_ (ot
Let us strive to save this gift from God,
And not destroy our own future with a sword.
Let us be grateful and express our love,

And create a path of peace by releasing a dove.

-Ashwim Prakash
XA




THE DIVINE GIFT

The creation of this universe will leave you in amazed,

That how, by the grace of god, it was made in days.

But how, the beings of this new world would live,

What can the gods, to sustain them, give?

The result of this thought gave rise,

To nature, that with man allies,

Intertwining with each other to sustain,

Make a relationship so mesmerising and grand.

The warmth of the sun rays at dawn,

With the amalgamation of birds chirping on and on,

Gives us the strength to start the day,

And make the negativity run far away.

The old Banyan, a majestie king,

Provides home and shade to all ereatures and birds that sing.
The mango tree, alone at the road’s end,

Fruits so sweel, to us it does lend.

The small animals in this world galore,

The fishes of luck near the sea shore,

The sounds of nature like the erass cacophony of a frog,

Make their voices heard even through a dense fog.

The blooming flowers give insects neclar so sweel,

While the Venus Flyvtrap makes sure that its enemies retreat.
The different flowers express a feeling,

Along with medicinal plants which have properties of healing.
The trees and plants which give us life,

Looking at nature from our mind, removes all strife,

The mental and physical scars, nature doces heal,
-DE:E]J'IEE these benefits, we take her for granted,
: -@ptﬂnsmm.hﬂsw fm‘h Iding encha



KARGIL WAR

In 1999, Kargil fell to enemy might.

Despair gripped hearts and darkness took flight,

Anger searched through the veins of many soul,

And brave hearts rose, their valour to unfold.

These Indian brave hearts blessed by God above,

With determination burning, sought freedoms’ love.

For motherlands’ sake, they marched into dangers way.
Without a thought for their own life, come what may,
Their dauntless drive defied a name.

Yet the valorous feat, as operation Vijay would claim fame,
And on 26th July, the ultimate victory we gained.

The throne of Kargil where a flag would forever reign,

The Kargil war, a conflict infamous and cold,

Where brave lives were lost, the stories untold.

Let us honour their memory, their valour,

And acknowledge their sacrifice for the tricolour.

Let us bow our heads in reverence deep,
The eternal flame, a memory we must keeps,
At the Amar Jawan Jyoti, tears ce the événing tide,

May their sacrifice forever be our 1 atior

-Ashwini Prakash |
X A |




REFLECTIONS OF THE VOID

The stars neglect,
Light no more reflects.

I's all refrained,

It's all pain.
Every wound was caused by the wounded,
For in the end,
The blade bears the deepest scars.
The broken witness the most broken hearts,
And the fakes are often the most betrayed.
“Appreciate life,”

Isn’t that what they all say?

But what is there to appreciate,
When, across distant lands,
There's nothing but thorns?

Blood all around,
I don’t know if 1T am lost or found.
Late at night, I wonder
If who I am becoming is who I was meant to be.
Which path to follow?
What leaps to take?

The fire burned out, reduced to ashes,
Petals fall like forgotten stashes.
The smiles once hright,

Have dimmed with time,

As the clock ticks on,

In this endless climb.

Yet amidst the shadows,

A Micker remains—

A whisper of hope
In the echoes of pain.

For in the depths of despair,
Perhaps there’s a spark,

A chanee to ignite
The light in the dark.

Sa, I'll search for the stars,
Though they seem far away,

And seek out the beauty,

In the chaos of gray.

For every thorn has its rose,
Every night has its dawn—

In the journey of becoming,

I'll keep moving on.

-Avni Pandey, VIII D



THE ACCEFTANCE OF SORROW

In the tapestry of life,

I have always found myself empty,

Not because I didn't have feelings

But just I had no one to know entirely.
My heart always cried out of sympathy,
Not for anyone but the one who was me.

In the tapestry of life,

I cried as if a knife was thrust into me.
That jab of stab was not of pain,

But of guilt, regret and sadness that

I had carried for life.

But sooner or later realised.

In the tapestry of life,

I'll always find myself alone,
With no one by my side,

But that is fine,

Because now I know,

Life is a battle, a war

Which has to be fought alone!

Ipshita Mehra
9-B




Fum.lture fl‘ﬁl“nm,.hﬂtkdﬁlr emfynnllpnde
Plastics in gutters and waters that kill,
Until life on earth and oceans is still.

Our future is stolen, the damage we inflict,
Ice caps keep melting, a cruel and chilling script.
Riﬁnggramﬁnnsegﬂses.tnslu‘nuﬂtha groaning earth,
We're responsible for this from the time of our birth.

| Blindly we plunder, a future we steal,
This planet is our hostage, a time bomb revealed.
Wake up, humanity, before it’s too late,
Rewrite this disaster, rewrite our fate!

-Rayaan Paul Sah
IXE







DON'T POLLUTE!

Don’t pollute!

Earth is not to loot.

Pick up your trash, -
Stop everything from reducing to ash.

Help the forest,
Let the animals rest.
Don’t start shooting hlm‘
Protect them kln@% .
v
Stop using plastic, L.
Or else the measures will be drastic!
Earth is our friend,
Don’t let this friendship end.

Read the instructions,

Stop having an appetite for destruction
Help Mother Earth,

The mother who gave us all birth.

—Ruhaan Bisht
VII-B







THE SHADOW-PICKER

One day, 1 went to the market. A hawker was selling shadows. He said that he
had different kinds of shadows- long shadow, short shadow, lazy shadow,
sleeping shadow, angry shadow and what not.

I was very curious! I asked, "Hey, what is your name?"

He replied. "Ma'am, my name is Dream. 1 buy and sell shadows."”

I had never seen someone selling shadows. 1 asked, "Where do vou get these?"
He chucked, "Some people want to get away from their shadow. They hate
their shadow. Why would some black, weightless, shameless imitating
monkey follow everywhere they go in person? Many children also do not like
them. They think shadows are lazy, shadows do not get up until sun rises. They
are coward, they disappear in dark. When a child eries, his shadow makes face
at him, but never shares the emotion like a friend. So, T eatch those shadows
amd take them to the market.”

"Oh!" I was puzzled, "Do you Keep them inside this baskel? Who buys these
shadows then? What do they do with them?”

"Some people take them to factory,”

"Factory! Which factory?”

"Ghost factory! They pul them in some chemical processing, shape them Lo
make very fierce, and pack them for marketing as ghosts, And...."

" And?" My hearl was beating [asl.

He said, "1 take the remaining that | cannot sell, to my kitehen. Cut them in
picces, and frv in oil for my dinner"”

I was so horrified; I clasped my father.

My father started challenging the guy, "I think you are doing something
wrong. It's illegal. You cannol take out someone’s shadow, It mirrors a
person. It shows vour conscience. How can vou sell it? Are vou giving GST
bhill?"

I started dragging my father, "Papa...Run...Forget the GST hill.”

I slowly opened my eves. It was a bright morning, Thank God, my shadow was
still with me. A book was lyving beside my pillow. The page with my favourile
poem "My Shadow" by Robert Louis Stevenson, was still open.

-Seana Kundu
6D




MUSIC
Melodious tunes are another name for meditation,
Universal rhythmic patterns called ‘Musica Universalis’ form
galaxy motion.
Swaras are what make the universal vibrations,
It is music that evervone loves to hear when anxious.
Calmness is what the essence of music is.

- Upasana Khatua, 10 B




A SUNRISE

A golden glow from the eastern sky,

I hear the sound of a rooster’s cry.
The world adorned with nature’s hues,
From my window, I see the beautiful view.
I hear the birds chirp, the squirrel’s voice,
The world awakens from the pleasant noise,
The dew vanishes, the flowers bloom,
The trees stand like handsome grooms.

A shady place, the bats seek.
The sun gives the clouds a pink tint,
And the sky, a warm hint.

The sun ascends with grace
And wraps me in a warm embrace.

k\ Behind the mountains, the sun peeks,

: -Vedanshi Tak
Vi



In their eyes, I see my future bright,
Hand in hand, we face the night,
Our hearts beat in perfect time,

A love so tender, a love so pure,

For every problem, they have a cure.
When I knew nothing could go wrong, € 5{
1 sat down to write this song, = 7
Telling the world, families can be strong."={\

-Yashita Dwivedi
VIII D
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ofession Quand Je Serai Grand - Un
Médecin
Ay Profession When I Grow Up - A Doctor)

" je serai grand, je veux devenir médecin.'
ecin aide les gens en soignant leurs maladies et
n sauvant des vies. Je veux servir la société en
ﬂppu:tant des soins médicaux a ceux qui en ont
_J besoin. Mon objectif est d'étudier dur, d'acquérir
des connaissances et de développer les compétences

‘nécessaires pour étre un bon médecin. Je montrerai
de la gentillesse, de la patience et du dévouement
envers mes patients. En devenant meédecin, je
pourrai faire une différence dans la vie des gens et
contribuer 2 un monde en meilleure santé.

-AADYA RANJAN 7A




deux meilleurs amis sont Hermione Gmgﬁ' et Ron Weasle’f
11 a un éclair sur le front qui lui a été offert par "le seigneur
des ténebres" ou également connu sous le nom de Voldemort.
Il va a I'école de HOGWARTS : THE SCHOOL OF
WITCHCRAFT AND WIZARDRY ot il en apprend
davantage sur le passé de ses parents avec ses amis et
Dumbledore, il bat Voldemort et devient un héros.

-AAISHI SENGUPTA 7A




lettoyor _-*etdémmns nutremalsnn avec dli dlj’ﬂs et d&
é puﬂve de nouveaux vétements et je rends visite a m:
25 amis. Nous échangeons des cadeaux et mangeons de d
bonbons. Le soir, nous allumons des feux d'artifice et prions pour le
ont euret la prospérité, L'ambiance est joyeuse et pleine de lumiére,
aime aussl é::uuter des histoires sur Dmal: et ses tradrtuuns. C’ st

année !

Aarav Chaudhary 6A




JE SUIS POLI
JE DIS BONJOUR
QUAND IL FAIT JOUR
JE DIS BONSOIR
QUAND IL FAIL NOIR
JE DIS S'iL VOUS PLAIT
POUR AVOIR CE QU'IL ME PLAIT
JE DIS MERCI
QUAND JE SUIS POLI

Compose Par:
Bismanpreet Kaur 7-D



(tongue twisters)

1. Un ver vert va vers le verre ve
2. Son chat chante sa chanson

.
. Un chasseur sachant chasser sait chaﬁs k
j chlen

I.I

4. Je suis ce que je suis, et si je suis ce que je sui
€ sulis ce que je suis, et s1 je suls ce que je s
qu’est-ce que je suis ?

5. Trois tortues trottaient sur trois trottoirs tres
 étroits.

6 . Si mon tonton tond ton tonton, ton tonton ser:z
tondu.

hiens chassent six chats.
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Marseille est une ville historique et multiculturelle située au bord
de la mer Méditerranée. C'est la deuxieme plus grande ville de
France aprés Paris et posséde le plus grand port du pays. Son
Vieux-Port est un lieu embl'ématique avec de nombreux bateaux, et
La Canebiére est une avenue trés connue. La spécialité locale est la
bouillabaisse, une soupe de poisson appréciée, et le savon de
Marseille est célebre dans le monde entier. La ville est aussi
connue pour la Basilique Notre-Dame de la Garde, un monument
important, ainsi que pour l'ile d'If, ou se trouve le célébre Chateau
d’'If. Marseille bénéficie d'un climat chaud et ensoleillé, mais aussi
du Mistral, un vent fort qui souffle souvent sur la région.

Le football y est trés populaire, notamment avec l'équipe de I'OM
(Olympique de Marseille). Les Calanques, magnifiques falaises
prés de la mer, offrent des paysages spectaculaires et attirent de
nombreux visiteurs. Marseille est entourée de collines qui
permettent d"admirer de belles vues panoramiques. C'est une ville
dynamique qui accueille chaque année de nombreux festivals et
évéenements culturels. En 2013, elle a été désignée Capitale
Européenne de la Culture. Fondée par les Grecs il y a plus de 2 600
ans, Marseille est I'une desﬁﬁw anciennes villes de France. Ses
habitants, appelés les Marseillais, viennent de différentes urlg]nes,

ce qui fait de la ville un mﬂange de cultures et de traditions.
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