
“Do not believe what your teacher tells you
merely out of respect for the teacher.”

Gautama Buddha06 MY SPACE

Did you go on a vacation with your family recently? Do you wish to put down your thoughts about something that’s troubling you? Did a speech or talk inspire
you to be a better human being? Are you a budding poet or painter? Whatever be your interest, use this space to speak up. 

A binary split of strait
Appeased me drownin’,
An apocalypse struck me
unconscious.
Senses pricked horribly,
And then the reckoning and
beckoning.
The waves doomed the murky
sea before me.

Then the angel and the devil,
Gestured by my shoulders.
The short left trail, gorgeous
and sparkling,  
The long right trail, filthy and
ghastly.
My manoeuvre dwindled,
Flanked by faith and fraud.

“Oh, evil soul!” maniacally I

went.
“Oh, take the path of deceit,
And you’ll struggle no beast,”
went the devil.
The breeze toughened and
havocked the sea.
“Oh! son of Adam!” bellowed
my conscience.
“Take the path of legitimacy,
do justice to affinity,” assured
the angel.

I chose the path less travelled-
by,
For real success comes with
uphill struggle,
And fake success knocks with
awkward ease.
It boomerangs like Karma.

TAZEEN AHMED, student, Shalom Hills International School, Gurugram 

F or most of us, war-related
news is distressing. But, do
we think about the children

struggling in war zones? They are
the innocents that may not have
been directly involved but just hap-
pened to be in the wrong place at
the wrong time. The lives of nu-
merous young kids are torn apart
due to the decisions taken by those
who never see the destruction that
is caused. We need to be concerned

about the children, many who have
died too soon, and those who sur-
vived countless traumatic experi-
ences. Do we care about those who
lose their parents, homes and every-
thing for reasons that are purely
political? When are we going to re-
alise that war is a choice that af-
fects more than personal agendas
and political propagandas?
ANANYA MOHAN, class IX, Singapore
International School, Mumbai

MY FRIEND

POWER OF BELIEF

MY INNER VOICE…..

THE RIGHT PATH

MEHAK SANEJA, student,’Bluebells School International, New Delhi 

AMake lists, imaginary lists or an-
gry lists. A list of things you want

to do, a list of things that make you sad;
a list like this one will work too. It’s a
good stress reliever. I do it all the time.

BSwitch off your phone and open
your windows. Lock your phone in

your cupboard if you feel tempted. Stay
away from it. Running away for only a
while is not that bad.

COrganise, rearrange your book-
shelf. Arrange them colour-wise or

author-wise. My personal favourite: Put

your favourite books first, then the oth-
ers. Favouritism is everywhere, any-
way!

DRead an old book, a book you’ve
read a hundred times already, but

read it again. It’s calming and peaceful. 

EPaint (or draw) everywhere. Use
chalks, markers, acrylic, anything.

Draw on windows, paint on plates, write
on doors. Slather your room with emo-
tions, bring life to it.

FThink of titles,
for books, for best

friends. Use them as
usernames or web urls.

GLook for new recipes.
A pizza in a mug? Pas-

ta in an oven? Jelly in a wa-
termelon?

HIf you’re feeling reckless,
give yourself a haircut. It’ll

give you something else to think
about.

SWARAJ VIJ, class XII, Sachdeva Public

School, New Delhi 

8 WAYS TO TURN
AROUND A BAD DAY

Want to see your articles
and views featured in print
and online? Register now at:

toistudent.com
HOW TO REGISTER: We
have kept the registration process sim-
ple. You can register as a student,
teacher, parent or ex-student. Simply
key in your name, school details, email
id, include a pic (optional), DOB, and
you’re good to go.

REGARDING THE SUBMISSIONS: We
trust that the content sent by you is
original. Kindly ensure that you have
attached your image with the submis-
sion, and also mentioned your class,
school and city details.

FORMAT OF SUBMISSION:
Text/Video/Image You can also mail at

WRITE FOR US

I could see your last shadow,
As you walked down the dark lane
Tears were all about,
As I stood in the
pouring rain.

Soon I could see you
no more
But I stood there all
drenched,
Not knowing what
to do
With my fist tightly
clenched.

I was in deep pain
And I needed a hand to hold 
But I knew that no one was to come,

In that bitter rain and cold.

My memories raced back,
Your smile, your cry, your face
Though I tried hard

I was not able to erase.

As time passed I hoped 
That I will become
stronger,
But that lonely time
made me even weaker, 
It gave me pain that I
could bear no longer. 
Though we are apart

now,
I hope to see you again my friend,
Just don’t believe 
That this is the end.

Music with a unique feel
Music with a different tune
A flow of musical notes like
Breeze whistling under the bright
moon
A song about the dunes
Or maybe about the monsoons
The tune could be sweet or sour

The lyrics would always touch your
heart

Close your eyes, open your mind
Music is always one of a kind
Be it pop, be it classic
Music is something completely fan-
tastic

A melody giving some
peace
An imagination no one
sees
A little rhythm with a
new beat
Music would give your
soul a treat

M y most prized pos-
session is my gre-
at-grandfather’s

pair of glasses. He  was a jol-
ly old man who passed away
three months ago at the age
of 96. He had a favourite pa-
ir of glasses which he bou-
ght in 1938 from Edinburgh
where he was studying ra-
diology. The glasses, with a
thick round frame and well-
made brownish lenses were
his aid for the past eight de-

cades and witness to the
events during WW II and
the joy of Indian freedom in
1947. After he died, we kept
his glasses in a showcase in

his room. Whenever I go
and see his glasses, sweet
memories of that wonderful
man run through my mind.
The glasses remind me of

his stories, jokes, advice and
the love he had for us even
when he was on his death
bed. Though he isn’t with
us physically, his old pair of
glasses reminds us of him
and his life.
ROHAN MATHUR, student,
Lilavatibai Podar High
School, Mumbai

T he other day, I was notic-
ing a candle flame with
rapt attention. I’m very im-

pulsive; I can’t sit still at all. I need
to do something or the other. I find
myself constantly fidgeting. My
hyperactive brain saw something
unusual. In spite of the strong
winds blowing, the flame kept
burning. It flickered, shrank and
even came close to being extin-
guished once, but it didn’t go off.
It was as if the flame had a life of
its own. Constantly battling the
outward forces, the glowing wick
and molten wax gave it the
strength to stay alive. I saw that
as a symbol of hope. And that’s
when it struck me! All those suf-
fering people saw a glimpse of
hope in everyday things. Maybe
that’s what kept them alive and
kicking. That’s probably the rea-
son why people never give up on
life. Maybe this candlelight was
the source of inspiration for the
‘broken’ ones or the game-chang-

ers. That’s the thing about hope.
It just never gives up on you.
When it’s raining, search for the
rainbows and when it’s dark, look
for the stars. 

VANSHIKA LOHANA, New Horizon

Public School, Navi Mumbai 

MY MOST PRIZED POSSESSION

GUIDING LIGHT

MUSIC FOR THE SOUL

SHRIYA MARELLA, class IX, DPS Whitefield, Bengaluru    Jayesh Patel, student, Ram Ratna Vidya 
Mandir, Mumbai

The soul of heart and
faith of mind,
Enabling the miracles to
unfold,
And victory of an
unknown hero to per-
ceive,
It’s the unerring -
‘power of belief’.

The unimaginable magic
of ‘can do‘,

Whatever the mind can
conceive,
It can achieve,
It’s the unwavering -
‘power of belief ‘.

The mother of intuition
and maker of character,
The definition of suc-
cess and determiner of
altitude,
The defender of timidity

And the vanquisher of
grief,
it’s the unimaginable
- ‘power of belief’.

Life does not possess

belief,
But belief possesses
the life,
It’s the undying
power-
‘the power of belief’ .

I thought everything
is over, but I was
wrong again,
I am in my personal
hell…
It is hard to ignore
you,
It is hard to un-notice
you,
It is hard to show you
that I am not inter-
ested 
But I know my con-
scious mind keeps
you always in my
heart…
I tried to ignore you,
push your memory

back,
But still I couldn’t…
When I wake up I’m
occupied with your
thoughts 
When you are around
I smile, I blush, I
feel…
I want to say millions
of things 
But my inner voice
makes me numb…

JAYA SINGH, student, Army Public school,
Gorakhpur

IMP: All the articles and 
poems are published with
bare minimum editing.

L ife is not meant to be mourn-
fully lived by spending your
years within four walls. To

travel is to breathe an inexhaustible
amount of happiness into one’s
soul. There are endless unknown
countries to discover. So many
square miles of land left for these
wanderlust feet to tread across.
Don’t succumb to the stereotypical

Travel and
explore

norms of
society and
work for 12 hours
a day. Learn how to say
‘Hello’ in languages that
seem beautifully foreign to your
tongue. Chase the sun every day. Watch
the darkness whisper eternal promises to the
stars. Try as many cuisines as possible and live
for the things that count. Shred the skin of a
melancholic person and watch yourself trans-
form into a wanderlust. And see your mind run-
ning free of all boundaries.

SWARA SHAH, class IX, D G Khetan International

School, Mumbai

On Earth — the
only planet whe-
re life is known

to exist — humans re-
side. The most intelli-
gent and advanced of all
species, they have, per-
haps, also become the
most ruthless of all. We
have forgotten that God
has given animals an
equal right to share spa-
ce with us. Animals are
the ‘ornaments of the
Earth’, beautifying and
glorifying our planet
with their unique abilities to fly, run, swim, camouflage, hibernate and
migrate. But we humans today have only one aim – to earn money and
fame. Even if it is by killing those exotic animals. Our endless greed for
money will some day cost this planet a lot. By 2025 as many as one-fifth
of all animal species may be lost, gone forever. Someone has rightly said
in support of wildlife, “It’s not whether animals will survive, it’s whether
man has the will to save them.” 

RABIA KHAN, class VIII, Bluebells School International, New Delhi 

CONSERVE WILDLIFE IT’S A TWO-WAY STREET!

Ireally didn’t really agree with the statement
that dogs are our best friends. There are sev-
eral stray dogs living in my colony, but I nev-

er shared a good rapport with them. I always won-
dered why people adore these four-legged mam-
mals. I got my answer from an old lady who regu-
larly fed those stray dogs. Just like a caring moth-
er, her love was pure and unconditional. She said,
“Child, you get treated the way you treat others.’’
Her innocent reply changed my mindset towards
these faithful creatures. I realised that since I dis-
liked dogs, they too reflected the same kind of be-
haviour. Isn’t that the case with humans too?

KUSH TRIVEDI, student, Shree Chandulal Nanavati

Vinaymandir, Mumbai

CHILDREN OF WAR

SOUND OF MUSIC:
YASHICA DHAWAN,
CLASS IX, DPS
NOIDA, NOIDA


