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

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.

DISCOVER FRIENDSHIPS,
AMAZING PERSONALITIES

T

ties get demotivated and
have to work twice as
hard as the minorities to
secure admission in India’s top colleges. But still
s/he will lose his seat to a
minority who has secured
60% even though s/he has secured 97%.
Reservation also results

in brain
drain. General category
students don't
get to prove their
worth due to reservation. So it's not surprising that they migrate
to other countries where
their hard work and capability are actually taken into
consideration. Technological innovations in the
US and Japan are far
more advanced as compared to India because
these innovations are
largely incorporated by Indian engineers.
It's devastating to see
that India’s hidden gems
are being depleted day by
day by those who have
drowned themselves in a
pool of greed and corruption. It’s high time a full
stop is put to the idea of
reservation if we actually
want to maintain the true
spirit of equality and
democracy in our nation.

VANSHIKA BHASKER,
class XII, DPS, Ahmedabad

The evil face of social media

S

ocial media is the quintessential aspect of life
of the modern, stylish
and English educated individual. It serves as a platform
for pure ostentation these
days. Some people might argue that it is a necessary evil,
but evil it is for sure. Social
media basically has lost its
root purpose
— rekindling
past relationships.
A majority of the
users are teenagers
who fall prey to the
negative aspects
of social media. Such sites pose another,
rather disturbing, issue concerning teens. They are
swarmed with unachievable
goals, steroid-engulfed bodies
and over-the-top body standards. All this leads to extreme forms of body shaming
which is very detrimental in
the long run.
Teenagers end up being

very conscious about themselves and how they appear to
society. Stress, peer pressure
and race for popularity, are
the consequences of this.
These trends usually carry

half-hearted
motives and are the currency
to buy "the cool factor".
Trolling is another
major problem that restricts so many of us from
expressing
ourselves
freely and boldly in today's

society. Addictions of any
kind, ranging from alcohol
and drugs to mobiles and social media, are worthless and
hazardous in the long run.
Communication is what
sets us humans apart. But,
if social media is devouring all the tradi-

tional ways of
establishing social
connections, then, it
must be integrated with
goodness so that it can be
used for our benefit, not
just for mankind’s
downfall.

ANUSHKA P, class X, DAV
Public School, Thane
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recently attended a summer
camp which was impressive,
informative and helpful in
many ways.
The first day was a memorable one.
All students attending the course were
overwhelmed to find that each person’s
character was different yet similar.
Most of us were Potterheads, Marvel fans, Hunger Games fans and many more.
All of us appreciated books, music and movies.
Discovering our fellow students' perspectives
and trying out new ways of doing things was
a lot of fun.
I really enjoyed this experience, and appreciate how this course was a great means
to meet new people, and connect
with them. I loved these
kind of experiences.
We became one
big family! This experience taught me that we can
find friendship anywhere,

RESERVATION IN INDIA - BIGGEST
SOURCE OF INEQUALITY
he concept of reservation
in India is something that
has been greatly politicised. This whole idea started
in the post-colonial era to eradicate inequality and make India an equal and democratic
society. It was necessary to ensure that the minority communities, which included the
Dalits and the OBCs, get an
equal opportunity to pursue education and get
equal access in public
places just like all other
citizens. No wonder
reservation has helped
these communities!
But when we talk
about reservation we often forget that it was
meant to be for a limited period. But over the
years, reservation kept
extending after every
five years. It's ironic
that the concept which
was started to erase inequality has become
one of the biggest
sources of inequality.
Due to reservation students who don't fall in
the category of minori-
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and that all people have amazing personalities waiting to be discovered. It taught me how socialising is actually easy, and not everyone is judgemental.

SHREYA JORAPUR, class VIII,
K L E Society's School, Rajajinagar, Bengaluru

THE PATH TO SELF-DISCOVERY

he other day, I was strolling
up and down the aisles of my
apartment library with one
question in my mind, "What do I
read now?" I walked past the historical fiction section, picked up a

book and flipped through the first
few pages. However, it didn’t pique
my interest so I put it back and returned to my hunt for something
else to read. It was then that one
book, ‘The Murder of Roger Ackroyd’, caught my eye, and the
crime fiction buff that I was, I
jumped at it in glee. I quickly
grabbed the book, sat down in the
corner, and dived straight in. The
book was simply fascinating – be
it Agatha Christie's writing style
or the plot!
I realised books will always be
a huge part of my life because they
help me discover things about myself that I never would have
thought of before.

My Space doesn’t
end here. The discussions
and debates continue on
www.toistudent.com. So if you
want to serve your views on
the web too, head to
www.toistudent.com.
Register now!

ANINDITA SAHA, class IX,
Deens Academy - Whitefield,
Bengaluru

A MOTHER’S HUG

can hear the hustle and
bustle of the city, people coughing through
the dust, babies wailing
as their moms are hooked
to the mobile phone. This
din has always been a part
of me. But my native village in north Kerala is still
vivid on my mind where
my grandparents would
anxiously wait for us to arrive. My mom grew up in
this beautiful village, painted in green, cradled by
rivers and rocked to sleep by the
birds. As a little girl I would wait for
my vacation as I longed to spend
time with my grandparents and relatives. When night crept in, my
grandfather would sit on an armchair and narrate old legends to the
entire family. As we sat on the floor

listening to the stories, we could see
millions of fireflies illuminating the
night. Behind our house were the
woods which had trees as old as my
grandfather. I would always go to
these woods and hug the largest tree.
A giant, she was a sight to behold.
Whenever I hugged her, I

THAT DARK NIGHT

could feel my mother's embrace – the same warm and
pleasant hug. Every time I
visited our village, I would
visit her, talk to her and hug
her. As I grew up the visits
became fewer as my life became busier. The loss of my
grandfather created a void
that still brings an ache to
my throat. Last year when I
visited the village, the tree
was no longer there. She died
a month after my grandfather passed away. I longed to
give her a hug but that was
no longer possible... My
eyes welled up with tears.

Sanghamithra, class XII,
Toc H Public School,
Vyttila, Ernakulam

There was no trace of the
moon,
I think the bats have eaten up
all its brightness with a spoon,
While all the trees were watching this horror show
The swing in my garden
Was moving to and fro!!
There was no night so dark in
history,
The rest of my story is a mystery,
Now this is what I call a dark
night,
If you come to my home
You too can see this sight!
BHAVIKA ACHHRA, class IX, Fr Agnel
Multipurpose School, Ambernath
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FUEL LIFE WITH PASSION
The path in your life
May never be straight
May have many humps
and curves
Where many are steep
may contain a few
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humps and curves,
Where many are a bit
too steep
Your personal experience,
Lends shape to you

Embrace your mistakes,
And each unique scar,
There are always new
things,
In life we may learn
With every page

And chapter we turn,
There's just one simple,
But important rule,
Your passion for your
life
Should be your fuel.

SUMEET SAHOO, class XI, Kendriya Vidyalaya No.2, Ernakulam

SHAME THE RAPISTS
I wonder,
Why is there such
a torture as
rape ?
Why is this beautiful world turning
into a ball of
hate?
Why this atrocity
the innocent must
bear?
Why not the pity
cries the people
must hear?
One day, from
within will break
an outrage,
Against anyone
who person this
violates.
Why must people
not realise rape is
a hurtful offence?

Why must victims
not be educated
about personal
defence?
I wonder,
Why must people
comment on what
we wear?
Why must criminals, lives of victims, tear ?
Rape is a slow
torture and a
hurtful crime,
But this must
stop over time.
Why do victims
wear the curtain
of shame?
It is them, the
criminals who
should be
blamed.

MANASWI KILAWAT, class VIII, DAV
Public School, Thane

B E H I N D T H E M AS K
I show only an
image to the world
So carefully constructed
That you would
never guess

Wearing Venetian
masks
To hide their sorrow.
Through hell and
back

Hoping the right
person
might see this
and reach out.
So I show but a
glimpse

I am broken.
This touch and go
Is all we care to do
For society is but
a group of people

I have journeyed
Endured a thousand
lashes
Yet all I show is a
glimpse

and hide my sorrow
underneath the
masque
Wondering how long
the wait shall last.

AARON MUKHOPADHYAY, class XI, NPS-Koramangla, Bengaluru

