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PRINCIPALS’ DESK
Dear friends,
The young minds are moulded into wonderful personalities through the various
experiences that one receives from the womb of mother onwards. There is no doubt
that from infancy each person is confronted with various types of experiences. Some
are very positive while others may be negative. We elders try hard to make the lives of
our young children less cumbersome and easier. We do not expose them to hard
situations or difficult circumstances. The other day I watched a Whatsapp message
where a group of wild goats were crossing a dangerous and difficult river which was
flowing full downstream. Most of the big ones crossed the river with little difficulty.
There was very small kid with its mother. The mother crossed over the river and waited
with patience for the young one to cross. The kid was too small and any one would
think it would be washed away in the current if it ever tries to jump over. It tried to
jump but gave up the idea at the last moment because of fear. But the fear of left alone
on one side was making the kid to try again. After few hesitations it did jump but
missed the target and fell into the river. It was gasping for breath and trying to cross
over as the current was dragging it down the river. It was a time of life and death for the
little one. But after a few seconds it succeeded to cross over a little down the stream.
The mother came down to take the kid along with them. Necessity can make anyone
to take the risk required to achieve greater things in life.
The owner of a large farm asked his child to work everyday at the farm. One of the
neighbours said to him, “You don’t have to make your son work so hard. The crops will
grow just as good”. The man replied, “I am not cultivating my crops, but my child”.
A simple way to groom a child is to let him or her experience some hardships early
in life.
Sometimes we make lives of the children so easy and cosy that they do not learn to
do anything by themselves. They always depend upon parents and elders. This
dependency and over protectionism make the children less competitive and
creative. They become lazy and lethargic in all spheres of life. Children should be
exposed to many situations where they can try and learn the art of living by
themselves. They should be permitted to make mistakes and face the
consequences of such mistakes including the penalty and punishments.
The elders should be a help to youngsters as directors and guides. They
should not become the doers for them. Let the children be what they want
to be in the watchful eyes of a father or mother. Show them good example
and let them learn values by themselves. A controlled setting is required for
the children to learn at home and in the school. The parents should permit
the school to take appropriate disciplinary actions when it is warranted
by the misbehaviour of the children. Child protectionism should not
interfere in such matters as it is part of the learning process. If the
school and the parents can stand together all mistakes can be
a learning platform for our children.

Rev. Bro.Joseph Thomas S.G. (M.A,M.Ed,M.B.A)
Principal
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R

espected Chief Guest of the
day Dr.Daniel Johnson, Director, Believer’s Church Medical
College, Thiruvalla, Dr. Pramila
Devi, former member of the Women’s Commission of Kerala and
educationist, Rev.Fr.Wilfiachan,
the Parish Priest,Brothers, Fathers,
Sisters, invited guests,parents,
teaching and non-teaching staff
members and my dear students:
I am happy to present the
Annual Report for 2017-18.
The theme of the year is “Live
to serve.” It calls for an integral approach to Life and existence of all
living beings. Human beings are
the caretakers of this universe. It
should be our prime duty to make
our planet stable and sustainable.
If God has bestowed on us gifts
that are exceptional and rich, our
responsibility is also great. Much
is expected from him who is given more. Outcome is to the extent
of investment made in any enterprise. Hence the generosity that
we are expected to practise in our
life is not a choice but a demand
and duty inherent with the investment God has made in us. All are
called to be at the service of others. In the Bible Jesus says, “I came

to serve and not to be served.”
Let us become people who are
genuinely interested in sharing,
caring and helping one another. Our education should create
such men and women who are
moved to action and ready to respond to the cries of the needy at
all times, and not remain as individuals as onlookers who are interested only in their own profits.
The Montfortian system of education focuses its attention on the
physical, mental, emotional and
pastoral growth of a child. Along
with the academic subjects we
give instructions on moral values,
sports, games and general education. Thus he or she who leaves
Montfort School Anakkara, becomes an able citizen, a loyal person and a useful son or daughter.
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E

ducation is the formation of
character with sharpening of
intelligence. It is not the preparation for life but it is life itself.
Montfort School Anakkara has
well equipped class rooms and
all modern facilities that create a
conducive surrounding for better learning and teaching. The
management at Anakkara consists of Rev. Bro. Joseph Thomas
Director and Principal, Rev. Bro.
Ignatius, Spiritual Father, Rev.
Bro. P. J. Antony, Treasurer and
warden, Rev. Bro. M.P John, L.
P. Administrator Bro. Prashanth,
Mrs. Regina J Fenn, Vice- Principal, Ms. Elsy M.K. Primary
In-charge and Mrs. Leena Chandy, K. G In-charge. The faculty
consists of 90 teaching and 53
non-teaching staff members.

PRINCIPAL

REV. BRO. JOSEPH THOMAS

BURSAR

REV. BRO. ANTONY P. J

VICE PRINCIPAL
MRS. REGINA FENN

MontfortSchool
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TEACHERS’
SEMINAR

A

seminar for the teachers was conducted on 26th and
27th of May by Rev. Bro. Dr. P. J George our Provincial Superior, Yercaud on the topic of Effective Teaching.
It was both enjoyable and enriching experience for the
teachers.

REOPENING T

he school re-opened for classes UKG to XII on
the 1st of June 2017. A prayer assembly was
conducted to seek the blessings of the Almighty
on all the students, teachers and non-teaching staff
members. Rev.Bro.Ignatius, our Spiritual Father,
blessed the students. The Holy Mass was celebrated
on the second day to invoke grace of God on all activities of the academic year. Our Parish Priest Rev.
Fr.Wilfiachan offered the Holy Mass.
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BOARD EXAM

RESULTS
T

he results of the X and XII standard board exams
were declared on May 26th and June 2nd 2017. A
total No of 82 students appeared for the Board Examination in 12th both in Science and Commerce stream
and 136 students in class 10. All the students passed
the examination with excellent grades. Congratulations to the students, parents and teachers.

THE FOLLOWING ARE THE
HIGHLIGHT OF THE RESULTS

COMMERCE STREAM
1ST

:

RENESH C JACOB

: 96%

2ND

:

RINU MATHEW

: 94%

3RD

:

ALEENA VINCENT

: 93%

SCIENCE STREAM
1ST

:

SETHULAKSHMI V.A

: 94%

2ND

:

EDWIN GEORGE JOSEPH : 92%

3RD

:

BLESSON B VARGHESE

: 91%

Class X Board Examination out of the 136
students 35 students secured A1 for all the
subjects and the rest A2 and B1.
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RENESH C JACOB

RINU MATHEW

We are also happy to announce
that we are the Sahodaya toppers in Idukki Sahodaya in the
following subjects

Biology

100

English

97

Accountancy

97

I.P

99

Chemistry

95

ALEENA VINCENT SETHULAKSHMI V.A

Montfort School, Anakkara
has the maximum number of
Distinction and all A1
in both X and XII Board
Examination out of the
29 schools in Idukki Dist.
Sahodaya. Our student
Blessson of Science stream
secured 100% in Biology for
the Senior Secondary Board
Examination.

n connection with
the world environment
day we had a General
Assembly during which
the importance of
environment day was
emphasized by
Rev. Bro. Joseph Thomas
our Principal.

WORLD

ENVIRONMENT DAY
15
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BLESSON B.
VARGHESE

Congratulations
to the students
and teachers who
played a leading
role in the success!

I

[ Montfort School

EDWIN GEORGE
JOSEPH

]

E

ducation is the movement from darkness
to light. The new entrants
to the LKG class were
welcomed to the world
of letters and numbers in
a grand function organized by the UKG students
and teachers of the K.G
section on 7th June 2017.

THE INITIATION

CEREMONY
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ELECTION OF LEADERS

AND INSTALLATION OF

LEADERS

The election of the leaders for the academic year 2017-18 was conducted on
the 9th of June 2017 and following were the leaders elected.
SPL

:

ROHAN RONEY & ANUMOL GIGI

ASPL

:

MILIN GEORGE & ALISHA B PAUL

GAMES CAPTAIN (B)

:

DANON C SABU

GAMES CAPTAIN(G)

:

TREASA JAMES

ASST. GAMES CAPTAIN (B)

:

ABDUR RAHUMAN FAHIM

ASST. GAMES CAPTAIN (G)

:

RIYA ROSE

ARTS SECRETARY (B)

:

DON T SURESH

ARTS SECRETARY (G)

:

ISABEL JOE

ASST. ARTS SEC (B)

:

ROSHAN ROY

ASST. ARTS SEC (G)

:

GODLY KURIAN

HOUSE
LOUIS
TRESA
GABRIEL
ALPHONSA

CAPTAINS 		
Rohit George
Jessica Jacob
Issac Roy
Dona B Johns
Mathew Cyriac
Oliviya Abraham
Amaan Ashraf Khan
Femi THomas

VICE-CAPTAINS

(XII S )
(XI C)
(XII C)
(XII c)
(XII C)
(XII S
(XII C)
(XII C)
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(XIIC)
(XIS)
(XI C)
(XI S)
(XI C)
(XI C)
(XI C )		
(XI S )

INVESTITURE

CEREMONY

T

he investiture ceremony was an opportunity for the
newly elected leaders to pledge their solidarity , loyalty and devotion to their institution. The investiture
ceremony of the newly elected leaders was held on 16th
June. Sri. V. Shibukumar Circle inspector of Police, Peerumedu installed the elected leaders to the various post.
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INTER HOUSE

QUIZ COMPETITION

An inter house Quiz competition was conducted
on the 17th of July in memory of Rev. Bro. John of
the Cross, one of the Pioneers of Montfort School
Anakkara.
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inners

IDUKKI

SAHODAYA

KALOTSAV
E

ducation is the sum total of learning the three R’s
along with gaining and displaying various extracurricular skills. Competitions help to appreciate the
good in others and also to improve our own talents.
In the Idukki District Culturals, Montfort School
Anakkara secured the 3rd Position.

CBSE

STATE

KALOTSAV
E

ight of our students participated in the State Level
Competitions. In category I,
Sara Saju got A grade, in Category II, Devanandhana, Devi
Gowri, Anna Clara Anthony
and Chitra M.R got A Grade.
Congratulations to the students.
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ENGLISH

RECITATION

COMPETITION

NISSY BABU

A

n English recitation competition was conducted by the
English Department of JPM College Labbakada. We are
proud to announce that Nissy Babu of XI and Nikita Johny
of Class IX bagged the first place in both the Secondary and
High School Section. Congrats to the winners.
NIKITA JOHNY

SEMINAR / WORK EXPERIENCE
A

Seminar for the students
of class IX and X was
conducted on September 16th
by DR. HAMSA on the topic
First Aid . It was enriching and
informative.

[ Montfort School
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IDUKKI

SAHODAYA

[ Montfort School
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ATHLETIC

COMPETITION
T

he Idukki Sahodaya Athletic
Meet 2017 was conducted
in our school ground on the 2nd
and 3rd of November. Around 29
schools participated and Montfort
School had the privilege of bagging the third position.

[ Montfort School
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IDUKKI

SAHODAYA
[ Montfort School
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ATHLETIC

COMPETITION
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27

Writers’ Pride

]

CBSE

I

n the CBSE state meet that was conducted
in Pala ten of our students participated and
we proudly announce that we were placed in
the 13th position in the Cluster X of the CBSE
schools. Congratulations to Mr.Sinu, Mr.Abilash
and the students.

STATE MEET

BASKET BALL

[ Montfort School
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IDUKKI SAHODAYA CBSE
TOURNAMENTS
BASKET BALL,
VOLLEY BALL
AND FOOT BALL

I

n the Volleyball and Basket Ball tournaments
conducted by Idukki District Sahodaya our
school emerged victorious and claimed the
championship trophy for the year 2017-18.
Congratulations to Mr.Bhaskar and the students.

VOLLEY BALL

FOOT BALL
[ Montfort School
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DANCE
COMPETITION
K.G SECTION
A

Dance competition was conducted for the
students of K.G Section. A large number
of students took part in the competition.
Prizes were distributed to the winners. Smiling
competition and colouring competition were
conducted for the K.G section. A large number
of students participated and prizes were distributed to the winners.

VARIOUS PROGRAMMES CONDUCTED FOR THE

L.P SECTON
S

everal programmes and
competitions were conducted for the students of the L.P
section. The Inter-House Quiz
Competition, Inter-House cultural competitions, Sports and
Games Competitions were
some of them. Class wise competitions were conducted during Onam festival. An educational tour to Vaigai for classes
III and IV was organized during the month of October 2017.

I

n the Idukki District Kalotsav Sara Saju of Std. IV
won the 1st Prize for English Elocution and Steffin K
Sobin of class IV won the
2nd prize for Digital painting.

[ Montfort School
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I

n the Idukki District Sahodaya athletic meet our Kiddies (Boys) category won the
first prize in the 4 x 100mts relay and the Kiddies (girls) won
the 2nd prize in the 4 x 100mtrs
relay and Ann Thomas of std
IV won the first prize in the
Ball throw. Congratulations
to the students and teachers.

CELEBRATIONS:

YOGA DAY

Y

oga is an Indian way of synchronizing the various
faculties of a person and helps him to realize his
relationship with the nature surrounding him. It
improves the spiritual, mental and physical wellness of
a person. The International Yoga Day was celebrated in
our school under the able leadership of Mr.Suresh our
Yoga Master. There was a display of Yoga exercises by
the students of the U.P section.

B’DAY OF

BRO. PRINCIPAL

(REV. BRO. JOSEPH THOMAS)

A

birthday is just the 1st day of another 365 days of
journey around the sun. The B’day of our dear Principal
Bro. Joseph Thomas was celebrated on a grand scale with lot of
variety entertainments on 25th June 2017.

[ Montfort School
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INDEPENDENCE DAY

CELEBRATION
I

ndependence Day celebration was
conducted in the school in a fitting
way. Class VII students and teachers
shouldered the responsibility of this
celebration. They also took part in the
celebrations conducted at Kumili.

[ Montfort School
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ONAM
CELEBRATION
L

ife becomes a festival when gaiety and culture blend.
Onam, the festival of Equality, Love and Unity was
celebrated on a grand scale in our school on the 31st of
August. A tug of war competition for the Gent parents
and floral decoration for the Ladies were conducted. The
winners in the competitions were given cash awards and
trophies. The celebration ended with amazing variety
programmes presented by our students. Class 10th students conducted the programmes under the able guidance
of the class teachers along with K.G and Primary section.

[ Montfort School
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TEACHER’S

DAY
B

eing a teacher is the highest
privilege. Having one is the best
blessing. Under the leadership of the
XII students and their class teachers
TEACHER’S DAY was celebrated with
a number of colourful dances, breath
taking songs and meaningful skits. The
teachers really enjoyed every bit of the
programme.

[ Montfort School
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CELEBRATION
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TEACHER’S

DAY
CELEBRATION
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CHILDREN’S DAY

CELEBRATION
N

ovember 14th, the birthday of
Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru is Celebrated as children’s day all over India.
The teachers under the leadership of
Class IX and Primary school teachers
along with the other staff members
presented an excellent entertainment
programme for the day. Matches were
conducted between the staff and students. A flash mob by the teachers and
display by the students in Karate, Yoga,
Orchestra and Skating marked the day.

[ Montfort School
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ANNUAL

DAY
[ Montfort School
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T

he Kid’s day and the Annual Day were held on 6th
and 7th of December, 2017.
The entire programme was well
organized and meticulously
executed. It was appreciated
by the parents, staff, students
and all the invited guests. My
special word of gratitude to the
co-ordinators Mr.Baby Jose
and Mr.Arun Joe and all the

teaching and non teaching staff members. Our students
are indeed blessed with exponential talents and creativity.
Hats off to them.
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ANNUAL DAY
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KIDS’ DAY
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CHRISTMAS
CELEBRATION
C

hristmas was celebrated in the school on 22nd
December. Rev.Fr.Wilfiachan, our Parish Priest
gave the Christmas message and called on the children to become agents of peace and harmony in
the world. It was co-ordinated by the class teachers
and students of Class 8. It was a feast to the eyes.

[ Montfort School
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CLASS

ASSEMBLIES

AND FRIDAY MASS

W

ith a view to imbibe and inculcate spiritual values in
the minds of the young students
class assemblies are organized by
various classes on every Tuesday
and Thursday. The 1st Friday of
every month and on all special
occasions Holy Mass is celebrated for the Christian students.

[ Montfort School
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FAREWELL
A

cultural
programme
and a sumptuous lunch to bid
good bye to the
students of Std
XII was held on
24th February
2018. The entire
programme was
organized by the

TO CLASS XII

STUDENTS

[ Montfort School
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Teachers and
Students of Class XI.
A Holy Mass celebrated
to invoke the blessings
of Lord Almighty upon
the students of both X
and XII who appeared
for the Board Examination.
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DIAMOND JUBILEE

CELEBRA
TION
REV. BRO. M. P. JOHN
T

he Diamond Jubilee of Rev.
Bro John was celebrated
on 25th Jan 2018. Montfortians acknowledged 60 years
of his religious profession and
service to the community.
A meaningful Holy Mass was
celebrated on the occasion by
Rev. Fr. Justin Pazhayaparambil,
Vicar General of Kanjirapally
Diocese along with Rev. Fr. Wil-

fichan the Parish Priest, Bro. Ignatius our Spiritual Father and
other Priests who were invited.
The Jubilarian, Rev Bro John
was honoured with a Shawl and
a gift from the management and
staff. Sweets were distributed to
the students. Rev. Bro. Provincial and Bro.Ignatius recalled
the contributions of Bro.M.P.
John for the education of the less

[ Montfort School
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privileged children around the
globe. Bro.M.P.John, in his address, expressed his gratitude to
God for all His blessings and also
thanked everyone for joining the
celebration. Rev.Bro.K.K.Thomas, the Vice Provincial was
the M.C. for the felicitation
meeting. Variety entertainment programmes were presented by the students of MSA.

[ Montfort School
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A

combined day of
celebration for the
students of both the Boys
and Girls hostel was
conducted on 11th February.
The parents were very happy
and thanked the Brothers and
Sisters for looking after their
wards with love and care.

HOSTEL DAY
[ Montfort School
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CONCLUSION:
E

ducation is simply the
soul of a society as it
passes from one generation
to another. Education must
help to make a better living
for oneself and others.
In this present world of
fourth generation technology; competition, blind
pursuit of success, over
enhancement of luxuries,
advancement of communication systems and pursuit
of pleasure without pleasantness, I feel it is time to
redefine education as a
means to improve harmonious existence of every living
being in their own space
and glory. As the theme of
the Year suggests, let our
lives be at the service of our
brethren.

Dear parents, let us work
together for the good of everybody and bring up our children
with loyalty and integrity to

transform this world into a
heaven on earth. This year 113
students of our school would
be writing the Senior Secondary Examination and 126 students writing the Secondary
Examination. We wish them
good luck in their Board
Examinations and implore
God’s choicest blessings on
them.
With humility and unceasing prayers to Lord Almighty
for His choicest blessings on
each one of us, in the pursuit
of excellence, let us all join
our hands together for the
betterment of our school and
for a prosperous tomorrow for
our children.

THANK YOU AND
GOD BLESS YOU

Rev. Bro.Joseph Thomas

[ Montfort School
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PROFICIENCY
2017-2018

PRIZE
WINNERS
ABEL JOJO

ALITA SOJAN

ABEN VARGHESE JACOB ABHISHEK ARUN

ADHEETHY ROMY

ADHIDEV M.R

ADITHYA K S

ADRENA ANN SHINOJ AKSA ELSA JOSHY

SERAH MARIAM JOVIS ANDRIJA SANTOSH

ANNA RAJESH

ANNZERA ROBIN

ANSU SINU

BETSY JEBA VICTORIA CHRISIN SHAIJU

DIYA AJITH

DIYA ELZA PHILIP

ELDHO JOSEPH

ESTHER HANNAH ANU

ESTHER SHERIN

ETHAN VINOD

JEWEL JOSE

JEWEL TREESA JOBET

JIANNA SAJU

LIBIN THOMAS

MATHEW JINESH

MERLIN MOSES

NIDHIN K BINOY

SHEEZA ASHIQ

STEPHEN DIDY

ZAINAB IQBAL

PRATITHA SUKUMAR RAIHAN M DEVASIA

SANGEETH SAJI SERA MARIAM JOVIS
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G.YOHARSHNA HANNAH ROSE THOMAS

NIYA ROSE BIJU

A HASNA ZULAIHA

AADITHYA ULLAS

ABHINAD. S

ADITHYA ARUN

AFTHAB O N

AKASH JOHN ROY

ALINTA RAJESH

ALPHIN PHILIP

ALEENA KURIAN

ANNA CLARA MATHEW

EMIL MARIA KURIAN

J. MOHAMED BASITH

ABHINAV S

ABHIRAM P PADIYATH ABINA CHERIYAN

AKHILA ROBIN

AKSA VINOD

AMRITHA HARIDAS

AKSHAYA SHINOY

C. JAI DHARSANI

CHITRA M.R

DEVIPRIYA K.V

DHEVANANDHANA S

EMIL THOMAS

ESTHER JOSE

FEBA K BINU

GANIYA JOBY

GIA GIGI

JANANI VARSHINI R

JEWEL JIJI

JEWEL MOL SHIJO

JEYNAMOL REJI

LINNET ROSE JIJI

NEHA ELIZA TIJU

NIKITA JOHNY

SREYA MARY MATHEW SREYA RAJESH

SURYA RAJU

SUSAN MARIAM RAJESH VISMAI C RAJ
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ADHITHYA SHIBU

DIYA MANOJ

HARSHA ABRAHAM HIMA TESSA THOMAS
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DONA ELSA REJI

LIYAMARY JOSE

SREYA BIJU

STORY

T

PARTING

he red hot ball shone over the
big blue sea, with its rays showering all the happiness. But it was
somewhere near the inner villages of Kolkata, I got my new job.
I was busy getting ready for my
very first day. Meanwhile I had a
look at the streets nearby. Metaphorically, it was away, so far
away from the Kolkata we knew
I stepped out through the stairs
got on my bike. All of a sudden
an old lady leaning over a stick
came in front of me. Feeling pity
on her, I asked, ‘What is your
name?’ And what do you do here?
My name is Kamala, and I…I do
nothing here replied in a hesitating
manner. ‘You exactly look like my
son’, she continued looking into my
eyes with words hardly out of lips.
The days passed on; every morning when I got ready for my office,
she waited for me down the stairs.
She held my head and would
recite the prayer. But…. something ached my heart, I was
eager to know what had happened to her son. On a fine
holiday morning, I asked
her, ‘If she had only one.
She said, ‘I spent my
whole life in educating
him, I managed to find
a wife for him and that
was the end of our relation. He sent me out of
the home listening to
his wife’s words. And
I am here because I am
alone. ‘An answer from
the most suffering heart.
I held her hands and
brought her closer to
me. Soon I replaced ‘her

son’ in the sense of affection.
Most evenings we both had our
dinner at my cottage. She was so
old that she could not see properly.
Flowers bloomed in her heart
spreading the fragrance of hap-

He sent me out of the
home listening to his
wife’s words.
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SHRUTHI ANIL - XII SCIENCE
piness and the hot ball seemed to
pass over head like a ship over a
sea. It flourished as if Kamala was
once again enjoying the youth.
She grew old day by day, having
no teeth, with white feathery hair
and with a yellowish sari that I
gifted her for the festival, Holi.
On a fine evening, I reached my
cottage running fast to share the
news of my promotion. But what
I saw there was a
man standing
near the old
lady. She had
a photo in
her hand. The
photo of her
only son. The
man told her
the news that
her son met with
an accident and
that he had parted. I
had no words to console
her; the only thought that
ran over me was about
the kind heart that still
remained with her. “A
mother can be replaced
by none”, I had to leave
her and that place because
I was taken into another
company, but still her soft
memories remains with me
and the truth that she possessed is same in the case
of every woman, they never
stand against their children.
I don’t know how that mother would control herself
from the parting of her own
child and a man who replaced
the role of son for a few years.

POEM

MY FATHER

JANAMI . R - II A

My Father is a man like no other
He believed in me, protected me
Shouted at me, strengthened me
But most of all he loved me.
There aren’t enough words to describe
What my Father means to me.
It takes a special man to be a Father.
I LOVE YOU PAPPA

MY MOTHER
JANAMI . R - II A

My Mother is my best friend.
She is beautiful and kind.
She works hard from morning to night
She is very helpful to all.
She takes care of all family members
She teaches good things to me.
I LOVE MY MOTHER VERY MUCH
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TINCY FRANCIS GEORGE - IX B

POEM

A smile costs nothing,
But it can work wonders.
It happens in a fraction of a second,
Like the flash of a camera.
It’s a welcome sign,
And its memories last forever.
It’s a sign of gratitude.
It’s a sign of acceptance.
It’s a very small thing
Which everyone can do.
But it works a lot
It’s a sign of affection and care.
Like the love of a mother,
It’s the sign of a positive thinker,
It’s the mark of a great man;
A smile can do wonders
But it should be sincere.

TEACHER

ANON BABY

My mentor is incredible,
And he’s astute.
He warmth his profession,
More than his life.
He’s not that good at scrutinizing,
But clement and genuine.
He gave his most prudent suggestions,
To make me literate
He taught me how’s
The world around us
He taught me day by day
To make me known
When I started in school
This day seemed so far away
Now I’m here and I can’t believe
That time has passed so quickly
But through your invigoration and guidance
I feel I’m ready for tomorrow’s challenge
He’s not a prosperous man
But be fond of whatever he has
He’s crying in his heart
But laughs….to make me jovial
My life is a prominent triumph
Only because of him
He’s unknown to you
But known to me
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STORY

ºÉnÂù´ªÉ´É½þÉ®ú
CINDERELLA - X A

JÉÖnùÉ EòÉ ½ÖþC¨É ½èþ ÊEò =ºÉEäò ÊºÉ´ÉÉ ÊEòºÉÒ ÊEò
<¤ÉÉnùiÉ xÉ Eò®úÉä, ¨ÉÉiÉÉ - Ê{ÉiÉÉ Eäò ºÉÉlÉ +SUôÉ
´ªÉ´É½þÉ®ú Eò®úÉä* +MÉ®ú ¨ÉÉiÉÉ-Ê{ÉiÉÉ nùÉäxÉÉå iÉÖ¨½þÉ®úÒ
ºÉÉ¨ÉxÉä ¤ÉÖføÉ{Éä, iÉEò {É½ÚÄþSÉ VÉÉªÉä iÉÉä =xÉEòÉä xÉ Eò¦ÉÒ
VÉ´ÉÉ¤É näùxÉÉ +Éè®ú xÉ ½þÒ =xÉEòÉ ÊZÉb÷EòxÉÉ* =xÉEäò
ºÉÉlÉ ½þ¨Éä¶ÉÉ +nù¤É Eäò ºÉÉlÉ {Éä¶É +ÉxÉÉ +Éè®ú {ªÉÉ®ú

ºÉÒ ªÉÉ Ê¤ÉxÉ©ÉiÉÉ Eäò ºÉÉlÉ =xÉEäò ºÉÉ¨ÉxÉä ÊºÉ®ú ZÉÖEòÉB
®úJÉxÉÉ +Éè®ú nÖù+É Eò®úiÉä ®ú½þxÉÉ ÊEò ""ÊVÉºÉiÉ®ú½þ
<x½þÉåxÉä ¨ÉÖZÉä {ÉÉ±ÉÉ ½èþ =ºÉÒ iÉ®ú½þ iÉÚ ¦ÉÒ <xÉ{É®ú
+{ÉxÉÉ ®ú½þ¨É Eò®ú''* JÉÖnùÉ iÉÖ¨½þÉ®äú Ênù±É EòÒ ¤ÉÉiÉ
EòÉä VÉÉxÉiÉÉ ½èþ +MÉ®ú iÉÖ¨É xÉäEò ½þÒ iÉÉä ´É½þ iÉÖ¨½åþ
VÉ°ü®ú ¨ÉÉ¡ò Eò®ú näùMÉÉ* ªÉÊnù +É{É ºÉÖJÉ SÉÉ½þiÉä ½èþ

GOOD

SARA SAJU - IV D

A

friend in need is a friend indeed. A friend
is very special in my life. He / She is the
one who can change a frown into a smile and
can always find a way to brighten my mood.
A friend, I feel, would be a blessing of God.
I am very sure that no one can give solutions to all queries of life, but can listen and
search for answers together with me. No
one can change the past with all its pains
and worries, but can be there to share
with me. I wish to have a friend who
gives me a helping hand to prevent me
from falling. I feel a good friend can
share my joys and multiply them and
also share my sorrows, to reduce them.
I feel that a good friend can support
me to make decisions
of my own and not give
decisions, which she/
he makes. When that is
done,. I feel that I have
a chance to change or
grow. I wish to have a
friend who laughs and
cries together with me.

FRIEND
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VIEW

FAVOURABLE
UPSHOT…
M. PAVITHRA XI

“Success is not final
Failure is not fatal
It is the courage to
Continue that counts”
-Winston Churchill

I

f you don’t sacrifice for what you
want, then, what you want will
become a sacrifice. Success comes
only from sacrifice. To achieve a
goal we need to sacrifice a lot of
things in life. We should never quit
from something because winners
are not people who never fail, but
they are people who never quit.
The greatest danger for most of us
is not that our aim is too high and
we miss it, but it is too low and we
reach it. In order to be successful,
our goals must be as high as the sky
only then we’ll be able to reach at
least the height of a flying aeroplane.
Success occurs only when our
dreams get bigger than our excuse.
If we stop making excuse then we’ll
reach where we are supposed to.
Success comes to ones who simply
refuse to give up, with goals stronger

than obstacle, failure and loss only
act as motivation. Success isn’t just
what we accomplish in our life it’s
about what we inspire others to do.
If someone is being inspired by us
then it is the biggest success anyone
can get in their life time. It is also
one of their life time achievement.
Everyone is born with three things,
‘A mind, a body and a lifetime’. The
third depends upon the others.
Failure doesn’t come from falling
down, it comes from not getting
up. In order to be successful, our
force has to be so intense that people think we are crazy. If we are
crazy about something it leads us

to love and eventually to success.
Always go with your passion, never
ask yourself if it’s realistic or not.
Always look at the good things in
life, and never dwell on the negative because if we keep our heads
down then we’ll miss the blessings. The pain of failure makes
us stronger, tears make us braver,
and heart-breaks make us wiser,
so we always need to thank our
past for giving us a better future.
Always remember these five daily
reminders to be successful.
I am amazing
I can do anything
Positivity is a choice
I celebrate my individuality
I am prepared to succeed

“FLY IN THE PLANE OF AMBITION
AND LAND IN THE AIRPORT OF SUCCESS
LUCK IS YOURS, VICTORY IS MINE
MAY YOUR FUTURE ALWAYS SHINE”
			GOOD LUCK EVERYONE
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NOT
LONG
HIDDEN

POEM
Hopes left her unguarded mind,
Like a kite that string got cut,
On a cold and windy day.
Decisions were taken,
Leaving her helpless .
Accepting her miserable fate
She walked down the aisle,
Vows were traded,
Her hands turned numb on holding his,
She couldn’t feel herself.
A corpse in a wedding gown once used,
On a day eighteen years back.
That corpse, that was her,
Slayed by the one she loved the most.
Her father stood there in the crowd,
Pride blazing furiously in his eyes.
She glared down at her father,
She recalled the night before,
Before her fate met with her,
He was her strong pillar,
In her shattering kingdom.
But now he stands there as cold as ice,
Turning his back towards love,
And shaking hands with deep pockets,
Her tears have become invisible to him.

SHARON
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POEM

PohnXw
NIYA GRACE REJI - V B

Ft¶m Hcn-¡Â XpS-§nb PohnXw
C¶p-sa-\n-s¡m-c-Ûp-Xw-Xs¶!
F¶psS krjvSm-hn³ Imcp-Wytam CXv?
AtXm krjvSn-bm-sa³ `mKytam?
Adn-bn-sÃ-\n¡o tNmZy-¯n-\p-¯cw
Adn-bp¶-X-h³ Cuiz-c³ am{Xw.
Adn-b-W-sa-¶p-sÅm-cm-{K-ltam?
As¶-\n-¡n-Xn-\p-¯cw In«n.
A¶p Rm³ ac-Ws¯ t\cn«p I~p!
Iqcn-cp-«m-WXp `b-`-àn-P-\-Ihpw.
F¶psS PohnXw \izcw am{Xw.
sR«nsbgp-t¶äp kz]v\-§fnÂ\n¶p Rm³
ac-Ws¯ `b-s¸« a\p-jy-\mbn.
D¯cw ad¶p Rm³ i¦n-¨p-t]mbn
ac-W-sas¶ hngp-§p-sa-t¶mÀ¯v.
C¶p-sa-\n-¡m-{K-l-ap~v,
ac-Ws¯sbm¶-\p-`-hn-¨-dn-bp-hm³
F¦n-ep-sa-\n¡v t]Sn-bm-Wn¶pw
ac-Wsa³ ]Sn-hm-Xn-enÂ h¶p
hnfn-¡p¶tXmÀ¡p-t¼mÄ....!

kulrZw
NEHA ASHOK - VII A
Pohn-Xao kulr-Z-¯n-\mÂ
\nd-bv¡p-sa-¶nÂ kt´m-j-§Ä
\nd-bv¡p¶ Cu kt´m-j-§Ä
kulr-Z-¯nÂ \ne-\nÂ¡s« F¶p-sa¶pw.
kulrZ-¯nÂ apgp-In,- kvt\-l-¯nÂ HgpIn
Ign-bpao PohnXw apgp-h³
kulr-Z-¯mÂ \nd-bs«.
kulrZw \nd-bp¶ PohnXw
kt´mjw apgp-h³ ]mcnÂ
PohnXw Hcn-¡Â e`n-¡-bmÂ
Bkz-Zn-¡q... kulr-Z am-[q-cyw.
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ANN MARIA JOSE

c£-c§Ä tNcpw
]Zw- am-{XaÃ A½.
B samgn-¡pt~m
AKm-Z-amb thcp-IÄ?
lrZ-bs¯ Xpf-¨pþ
Ib-dpamw hn[w thcp-IÄ.
ape-¸m-en-eqsS Duän
]I-cp¶p kvt\l-¯nsâ `mj.
AhÄ Xsâ Ic-§Ä sIm~ v
]p{X-Km-{Xs¯ Np-än]n-Sn-¡p¶p
kwc-£-W-a-cp-fm³.
A½-X³ a\tÊm arZpew
NqSpw XWp¸pw Hcp-t]mse t]dp-¶p.

POEM

A½-X³ thjw ]e-XmWv
ktlm-Zcn, ]Xv\n, Iq«p-Imcn.
\Zn-IÄ tNÀ¶v kmK-c-§-fmIpw t]mÂ
]e `mh-§Ä tNÀ¶v A½-bm-Ip¶p.
AhÄ kln-¡p¶ thZ-\-IÄ¡n-Ã-fhv
]cm-Xn-I-fn-Ã, s\m¼-c-§-fn-Ã, thZ-\-I-fnÃ.
kt´m-j-am-Wv, emfn-Xy-am-Wv, kwc-£-W-am-Wv.
P\\n, cXv\-§-sf-¡mÄ Aaq-ey-b-t{X.
kqcy-_nw-_w-t]mse {]Im-in-¡p-¶p.
kqcy-Im´nbmbv kqcys\ -t]mse
Dj-ÊnÂ X³ {]hr-¯n-I-fm-cw-`n-¡p¶p.
AhÄ X³ ]p{Xs\ ad-¡n-Ã.
AhÄ X³ aIs\ Xncn-¨-dn-bp¶p.
Fhn-sSbpw F¶pw AhÄ
Xsâ X\-bs\ ad-¡ptam?

A½
\Ã A[ym-]-I³
ANGELA BINOY - V B
kÀ¤m-ßI kt´m-j-¯nsâ hml-I-cmbn
]Tn-Xm-¡sf amän-sb-Sp-¡p-¶-h-cmWv
A[ym-]-IÀ.
D¯cw ]d-bm³ hnj-a-apÅ Ht«sd
tNmZy-§Ä tNmZn-¡m³ Ip«n-Isf
t{]-cn-¸n-¡p¶h\mWv D¯a A[ym-]-I³.
]mT-]p-kvX-I-§-fnÂ\n¶p am{Xw
]Tn-¸n-¡p¶ A[ym-]-I³ shdpw
ASn-a-bm-Ip-¶p.
Ip«n-I-fpsS Xe-t¨m-dn-te¡v hnÚm\w
ASn-¨p-I-b-äp-¶-bmfÃ A[ym-]-I³.
a\p-jy-\n-epÅ k¼qÀ®-X-bpsS
Bhn-jvIm-c-amWv hnZym-`ym-kw.
hnÚm\ k¼m-Z-\-¯n-\pÅ
Gähpw \Ã amÀ¤w A[ym-]-I
tPmen-bnÂ GÀs¸-Sp-I-bm-Wv.

[ Montfort School

65

Writers’ Pride

]

STORY

A

½p-hnsâ ho«nÂ B h~n-h¶p
\n¶-t¸mÄ FÃm-hcpw \nÈ-_vZ-cmbn
\n¶p. H¶p-c~p \nan-j-§Ä¡p tijw Hcp
Iq«-\n-e-hnfn Rm³ tI«p. At¸mÄ {XnkÔy
Bbn-cp-¶p. ho«n-se¶pw hnf-¡p-h-bv¡p¶ t\
cw. F¶mÂ A¶v B ho«nÂ Bcpw hnf¡p
sImfp-¯n-bn-Ã. ImcWw B ho«nÂ F¶pw {]
Imiw ]c-¯n-bn-cp¶, kzbw I¯n-Pz-en-¨n-cp¶
A½p F¶ {]Imiw AW-ªn-cp-¶p, B hnf¡v
sI«p-t]m-bn-cp-¶p. R§Äs¡¶pw

{]nb-s¸-«-h-fm-bn-cp¶p A½p. AhfpsS Nne-¦-bpsS i_vZw tI«mWv
Bh-Wn-]p-cs¯ Hmtcm hoSpw DWÀ¶n-cp-¶-Xv.
H¶p-c~p amk§Ä¡p ap¼v Hcp
kw`-h-ap~mbn. A½p kvIqfnÂ
t]mb-t¸mÄ Ah-fpsS A[ym-]nI
AhÄ¡v Hcp t^mdw sImSp-¯p.
AXnÂ Ah-fpsS t]cpw hnem-khpw
FÃmw FgpXn

A½p-hnsâ
kmbm-Ó-§Ä
AGNES MARIA SIJU - XI SC

Hcp-]mSp taml-§Ä
DÅn-e-S¡n AhÄ B
kmbm-Ó-¯nÂ ho«nse-¯n. ho«n-se-¯nb
AhÄ FÃmw ]d-ªp,
kvIqfnÂ \S-¶h
apgp-h-\pw.
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POEM
MINNA ELIZABETH SUNIL - VI C
¨ÉÉÄ {É½þ±ÉÒ VÉx¨É näiÉÒ,
Ê¡ò®ú ½þ¨Éä ½è {ÉÉ±ÉiÉÒ,
¨É¨ÉiÉÉ EòÉ +ÉÄSÉ±É ½èþ =ºÉEä {ÉÉºÉ
fä®ú ºÉÉ®úÉö {ªÉÉ®ú ½èþ =ºÉEäò {ÉÉºÉ*
{É®ú CªÉÉ ½þ¨É =ºÉEòÒ ¦ÉÉ´ÉxÉÉ ºÉ¨ÉZÉ {ÉÉªÉä,
=ºÉEäò ºÉ{ÉxÉä, {ÉÚ®äú Eò®ú {ÉÉªÉå.

¨ÉÉÄ
]qcn-¸n-¨n«v ]dªp: ""CXv Hcp
dnbm-enän tjmbpsS t^md-am-Wv.
\nsâ Ignhp {]ZÀin-¸n-¡m-\pÅ
Hcp kphÀ®mh-k-cw.'' FÃm-h-scbpw-t]mse Ahfpw AXnÂ BIrjvS-bm-bn. Hcp-]mSp taml-§Ä
DÅn-e-S¡n AhÄ B kmbm-Ó¯nÂ ho«n-se-¯n. ho«n-se-¯nb
AhÄ FÃmw ]d-ªp, kvIqfnÂ
\S-¶h apgp-h-\pw. F¶mÂ So¨À
]dª dnbm-enän tjmsb-¸än
am{Xw ]d-ªn-Ã. Hcp-]t£
amXm-]n-Xm-¡Ä k½-Xn-¡nÃ F¶v
hnNm-cn-¨m-hmw. ]t£, AhÄ AdnªnÃ, B kmbm-Ó-¯nÂ AhÄ
Xsâ a\-ÊnÂ a-d-¨p-h-¨Xv Xsâ
ac-W-¯n-te-¡pÅ ]mX-bm-hp-sa-¶v.
A§s\ Znh-k-§Ä IS-¶pt]mbn. So¨À Ahsf dnbm-enän
tjmbnÂ ]s¦-Sp-¸n-¡m-\mbn
t{]mÕm-ln-¸n-¨p-sIm-t~-bn-cp¶p. A§s\ AhÄ Im¯n-cp¶
Znhkw F¯n. ]t£, F§s\
ho«nÂ\n-¶n-d§pw? AhÄ hÃmsX
BIp-e-s¸-«p. A§s\ AhÄ¡v
Hcp hgn sXfn-ªp. AhÄ Hcp
Iq«p-ImcnbpsS ho«nÂ Syqj\p
t]mIp-hm-sW¶p ]dªv ho«nÂ\n¶n-d-§n. Ih-e-bnÂh¨v So¨dpw
H¯v SuWn-te¡p t]mbn.-A-hÀ
AhnsS sN¶p. AhÄ¡v Ah-kchpw e`n-¨p. A§s\ kÔybv¡v

¨ÉÉÄ EòÉ ºxÉä½þ +]Úõ]õ ½èþ;
´É½þ ÊxÉ¶SÉªÉ ½þÒ +{ÉÚ´ÉÇ ½èþ*
¨ÉÉÄ ºxÉä½þ EòÒ ¨ÉÚiÉÔ ½èþ*
½þ®ú +É´É¶ªÉEòiÉÉ EòÒ {ÉÚÌiÉ ½èþ*
¨ÉÉÄ EòÉ ºlÉÉxÉ ½èþ ºÉ¤ÉºÉä +±ÉMÉ
=ºÉEòÒ {É½þSÉÉxÉ ½þè ºÉ¤ÉºÉä +±ÉMÉ*

ho«n-te-¡pÅ bm{X-bnÂ AXp
kw`-hn-¨p. Nne kmaq-ly-hn-cp-²À
Ah-fpsS So¨-dns\ D]-{Z-hn-¨p.
A½p-hn\v AhÀs¡-Xn-cmbn H¶pw
sN¿m³ km[n-¨n-Ã.
cm{Xn-bm-bn«pw XncnsI
F¯m¯ X§fpsS aIsf At\zjn¨v B amXm-]n-Xm-¡Ä Cd-§n.
A§s\ At\z-jn¨p sN¶-t¸mÄ
Xsâ So¨-dns\ amtdmSp tNÀ¯v
s]m«n-¡-c-bp¶ A½p-hns\bmWv
AhÀ I~-Xv. AhÀ¡v F´p
sN¿-W-sa¶v Adn-bm-sX-bm-bn.
AhÀ So¨-dns\ Bip-]-{Xn-bnÂ
F¯n-¨p. X§-fpsS aI-fpsS a\-Êdnªv AhfpsS \·-bv¡p-th-~n-bmWv So¨À t]mbXv F¶-dn-ª-t¸mÄ
AhÀ ]ns¶ H¶pw -]-d-ªn-Ã.
So¨À kpc£n-X-bmbn ho«n-se-¯n.
F¶mepw A½p-hnsâ a\-ÊnÂ
AXv Gev¸n¨ apdnhv hfsc hep-Xmbn-cp-¶p.
AXnÂ¸n-s¶ -A-hÄ Bcp-ambn
A§s\ ASp-¯n-S-s]-Sn-Ãm-bn-cp¶p. {]tXy-In¨v BWp-§fpambn.
F¶mepw X¶m-em-hpw-hn[w aäp-Åhsc kt´m-jn-¸n-¡pw. A§s\
\o§p-t¼m-gmWv AXp kw`-hn-¨Xv. Ah-fpsS A½ AXoh Kpcp-Xcm-h-Ø-bnÂ Bip-]-{Xn-bn-em-Wv.
c~p hr¡-Ifpw XI-cmÀ. DSs\
Hcp ikv{X-{Inb thWw. AXn-
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\p-th~n Hcp ZmXm-hns\ Is~¯-Ww. AhÀ Hcp-]m-Sp-t]-tcmSv
At\z-jn-¨p. F¶mÂ- B-scbpw
Is~-¯n-bn-Ã. Ah-km\w kz´w
hr¡ Zm\w sN¿m³ A½p Xocp-am\n-¨p. AXn-\mbn A½p A½-bpsS
ASp-¡-te¡v t]mbn. ikv{X-{Inb
hnP-b-am-bn. A½-phnsâ A½ kwc£n-X. F¶mÂ A½p-hn\v izmkX-SÊw A\p-`-h-s¸-«p-Xp-S-§n. AXv
hf-sc-\mÄ \o~p-\n-¶nÃ. ikv{X{In-b-bpsS c~mw-\mÄ kmbm-Ó¯nÂ a§p¶ kqcy-t\m-sSm¸w
Ahfpw bm{X-bm-bn. Bh-Wn-]pcw
F¶ \mSn\p apgp-h³ Hcp tX§em-bn. Ah-fpsS arX-tZlw Bw_pe³knÂ\n¶n-d¡n hcm-´-bnÂ
h¨p. \nd-sªm-gp-Ip¶ I®p-IÄ
am{X-am-bn-cp¶p At¸mÄ F\n¡p
Zriyw. A§s\ Ah-fpsS arXtZlw Zln-¸n-¡m-\m-bn- hn-«p-sIm-Sp¯p. {]Xn-k-Ôn-IfnÂ ]X-dmsX,
Ah-b-h-Zm\w F¶ alm-Zm-\w-hgn
Hcp kmbm-Ó-¯nÂ aäp-Å-hÀ¡v
ktµ-i-ambn AhÄ IS-¶p-t]m-bn.
HmÀ¡pI: {]Xn-k-Ôn-IfnÂ
]X-d-cp-Xv, [oc-X-tbmsS apt¶-dp-I.
aäp-Å-hÀ¡v ]pXp-Po-h³ \ÂIn
IS-¶p-t]m-Im-sa-¦nÂ B almZm\w IqSn sN¿p-I. Hcp Poh³
kwc£n-¡m-sa-¦nÂ AXpw Hcp
t\«atÃ?

VIEW
KOCHUTHRESIA REJI
XI COMMERCE

I’am a girl
I’m 25
I’m a widow

What’s

next?
The people
around me
decide

S

he was a good girl, what happened? He was just. How
could he do that? She was kind
hearted, what made her so cruel?
Whenever something goes
wrong with the person whom we
know, these are the usual questions which we all raise. “What
made him / her act like that.”?
The answer is so simple. It’s because of you and I
but we never accept this fact.
In the present world, It’s
not I who decide my future,
It’s the people who are around
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who decide what I’m supposed to
do next. If I do not listen them,
I’m kept aside as a ‘bad guy’. And
those who follow them and end
up their lives are treated good
at first and then never cared for.
It’s the society that decided what my son should become, Doctor or Engineer without knowing his capabilities.
It’s the
society that decides the square-feet of my new
house, 1200 or 3500 without
knowing
my
bank-balances.
Its the society that decides what
religion I should follow, Christianity or Hinduism without knowing my beliefs. It’s the society that
decides how a person should act.
Then if something goes wrong we
blame the individuals, forgetting
that we (society) paved the way
Society is the sum total of all
individuals and forces that are
outside the control of an individual but that may affect the
performance of the individual.
It’s the people around us who
decide how a girl child should be
brought up, the do’s and don’ts that
she should follow. When she comes
to her twenties the next question
arises “When is she getting married?” They even decide the guy
with whom she should get married,
never considering the two hearts.
And at last if something goes
wrong the blame is upon her who
even couldn’t dream about her life.
St. Mother Teresa said, “If a person dies with an empty stomach,
it’s not because that God is not concerned about him/her. It’s because
of you and I, who were unwilling to
give him/her what they required”.
Yes, we (society) decide the
fate of a person. If a terrorist
kills thousands, don’t blame him.
rather blame ourselves for that
we too are a reason behind it.
Build up a society which never pulls back its individuals but
pushes its individuals to climb up
the colourful mountain of life..

\n\-¡mbv....

POEM

JESNA JOMON - III C

Xf-ctÃ Iptª, XI-ctÃ Iptª
\n\-¡mbv Rm³ C¶v Im¯n-cn¡pw.
I®o-cn³ \\-hpÅ \n³ ZpxJ-§-sfÃmw
XpS¨p Rm³ ip²o-I-cn-¡p-a-tÃm.
A½ ad-¶mepw Rm³ ad-¡n-sÃ¶
F³ hN\w Iptª \o ad-¡-cptX.
Acp-X-cpXv Iptª {]nb-tcmSmw
tIm]w shSnbq \n³ sNdp-lr-Z-b-¯nÂ\n-¶v.
Ipcn-ti-´nb Rm³ ad-¡ptam \ns¶, F³
ssIsh-Å-bnÂ F¶pw \o `{Z-atÃ, Ic-b-cptX
Iptª \n\-¡mbv C¶nXm C¶nXm
Im¯n-cn-¡p-¶p.

™ı¯¢¯§Ú§˘¢
ÛËÍ§ÚÒ

Í§Û§¢Ó¯¢∞ ´ÔÛÒ¢ Â∂Ë¢∞È¢Ë˜¢
‹∂ ﬁÓÚÓ¢Ó§˘¢ ﬁ¨Í
Í§Ô¢Ó§¢Ó¯¢∞ ´ÔÛÒ¢ Â∂Ë¢∞È¢Ë˜¢
‹∂ ÍË¢Ó§Ú§˘¢ §¯¢§ÏÒ¢
ı§¨˜Ú£Ï´ÔÛÒ¢ Â∂Ë¢∞È¢Ë˜¢
‹∂ ﬁ˜¨ÒÚ§˘¢ ÛËÍ§ÚÒ¢
ÆË¢Ë´ÔÛÒ¢ Â∂Ë¢∞È¢Ë˜¢
‹∂ ‹¯§ı§˘¢ ·¯¢¡
ÔÏ¢πË¢∞ ´ÔÛÒ¢ Â∂Ë¢∞È¢Ë˜¢
‹∂ ÒË§ˆ¢Í¢Í§Ú§˘¢ ıˆ§
‡¨ˆË¢Ë´ÔÛÒ¢ Â∂Ë¢∞È¢Ë˜¢
‹∂ ™ı¯¢¯§Ú§˘¢ ı§¨Ù

ABHIRAMI - XI COM
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POEM

kvt\l-am-W-½...

F¶pw
Ft¸m-gpw...
REYJOMON REJI

A½sb ad-¡m-\m-Ip-tam,
A½-bpsSkvt\lw ad-¡m-\m-Ip-tam,
A½ F¶Xv shdp-samcp kv{XobÃ
\ap¡p P·w X¶v, \ap-¡p-th-~n
Hcp-]mSv XymK-§Ä kln¨v,
\½sf F¶pw s\t©mSp tNÀ¯p-h-bv¡p¶
kvt\-l-amW½.
A½bv¡p kz´w- Ipªns\
Hcn-¡epw ad-¡m-\mhn-Ã.
a¡-fpsS FÃm CjvS-§fpw A½
km[n-¨p-sIm-Sp-¡p¶p.
sXäp sN¿p-t¼mÄ £an-¡p-Ibpw
imkn-¡p-Ibpw sN¿p-¶p.
\·-bpsS Dd-hn-S-amWv A½,
A½-bpsS kvt\lhpw hmÕ-eyhpw
Icp-Xepw kwc-£-Whpw Xcm³
aämÀ¡pw ]än-Ã.
A½-bpsS kvt\lw F¶pw
Ft¸mgpw \½psS IqsS-bp-~v.
a¡Ä AXp Xncn-¨-dnªv
B kvt\lw Xncn¨p \ÂI-Ww.
F¶mÂ, Ct¸mÄ, a¡Ä
A½-bpsS kvt\lw Ah-K-Wn¨v
Ahsc Hgn-hm-¡p-¶p.
A½bv¡v ]Icw amän-h-bv¡m³
asäm-c½ BÀ¡p-an-Ã....
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TRENDS
IN

VIEW

MSA
NISSY BABU - XI SC

conscious about themselves and so
are they about their looks. They do
know that no makeup is allowed
and that their hair has to be plaited to both sides, but that doesn’t
stop them from making the best
out of their opportunities. Their
hair plaited with puff may look
appealing to them but not to all.
And eyeliners are suddenly wiped
away when the head teacher enters.

T

he Trend setters : These would
be mainly the students of
high school or higher secondary. Even though the style and
fashion is reduced to uniforms
and properly trimmed hairstyles
(boys) or hair braided on both
sides (girls) they try their best
to look what they call “stylish”.
‘Improvised’ Uniforms : Students are
very clever in altering their sweaters so that it stays fit to their body.
Remember! It’s against the protocol !
Pants? Boys try hard to look
their best in their regular uniforms. But little do they know
that girls pay no attention to it.
Seriously, your pants made pencil fit or pulled to your low waist
doesn’t increase your ‘looks’ by 1%.
Beauty comes from within!
What about girls? Girls are very

Clips on clips! And
what if they’re asked
why they do it;
they say their hair
wouldn’t fit in.
Why? You know the answer.
Hairstyles: Here, girls try to “modify” their hairstyles by adding more
and more hairpins/clips on their
heads as they can. Not even a single portion of their hair is left behind ! . Clips on clips! And what
if they’re asked why they do it;
they say their hair wouldn’t fit in.
Now it’s the boys’ turn. From
haircuts to weird hair looks,
what a transformation! To what
one of our teachers call ‘antennas’. Surely, your hair does look
like it. Even though the rule asks
them to trim their hair properly,
I wonder if “proper” means shaving off just one side of your head.
Beware! Danger Approaching
Shoes! : from canvas to execu-
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tive shoes, boys are very smart
in pulling off their looks using
the shoes they wear. Little do
they know that these shoes when
kept so unclean, don’t look so executive, but rather disgusting.
Excuses are also made by boys
and girls for not wearing uniform shoes so their feet look better in their own shoes or flats.
Some extras: During ‘practice
days’ i.e.,
non-working days
meant for a particular event/
programme, students, especially
girls, undergo such a transformation! Hairstyles suddenly change,
shoes are thrown away, sandals
welcomed, and alas! Punishments
pave way for modern trends.

STORY

kmbmÓw
MERIN ELIZABETH SCARIA - XI COM

H

cp Ipªnsâ \ne-hnfn
tI«mWv AhÄ Xncn-ªpt\m-¡n-b-Xv. cà-¯nÂ Ipfn-¨pIn-S-¡p¶ Xsâ aIs\ I~v B
A½ \ne-hn-fn-¨p. a-\-ÊnÂ Xsâ
aI\p-th~n Im¯p-h-¨n-cp¶
kvt\l-¯nsâ Afhv \ne-hn-fnbmbn ]pd¯p h¶-Xp-sIm-~mhWw ASp-¯pÅ kvt\ln-XÀ
HmSn-h-¶-Xv.
AÑ³ CÃmsX hfÀ¶ Xsâ
aI-s\bpwsIm~v AhÄ AhnsS
h¶n-cp¶ Bcp-sStbm IqsS ASp-

¯pÅ tlmkv]n-ä-enÂ t]mbn.
Xsâ Ipªn\v F´mWv kw`-hn¨-sX¶v B A½bv¡v At¸mgpw
a\-Ên-em-¡m³ Ign-ªn-cp-¶n-Ã.
tUmIvSÀ B Ip«nsb hni-Z-ambn
]cn-tim-[n-¨-tijw sF.-kn.-bp.
hnÂ\n¶p ]pd-¯p-h-¶p. AhÄ
Xsâ aI\v F´mWv kw`-hn-¨-sX¶v Adn-bm³ HmSn-s¨-¶p. F¶mÂ
Xsâ {]Xo-£-IÄs¡ms¡
Xncn-¨mWv hn[n h¶-Xv. tUmIvSÀ
]d-ªXv B apdn-bpsS Nph-cpIÄ¡p-ÅnÂ apg-§n-\n-¶p.

F¶pw aI-s\-¸än
Fs´-¦nepw hnhcw
tIÄ¡tW F¶
{]Xo-£-bnÂ AhÄ
Im¯n-cp-¶p.
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""\n§-fpsS aI\v C\n \S-¡m³
Ign-bp-sa¶p tXm¶p-¶nÃ.'' AhfpsS I®p-IÄ Ihn-sªm-gp-In.
A¶p sshIn-«pXs¶ AhÄ
aI-s\bpw Iq«n ho«nÂ h¶p.
Pohn-X-¯nÂ C\n Xm³ BÀ¡pth-~n-bmWv Im¯n-cn-¡p-¶Xv
F¶dn-bmsX \nÊlmb-\mb
Xsâ ]p{Xsâ apJ-t¯¡v AhÄ
t\m¡n. Ahsâ Xnf-§p¶
I®p-Ifpw Nncn-¡p¶ apJhpw
AhfnÂ {]Xo£ DWÀ¯n.
hniz-kn-¨mÂ F´pw km[n-¡psa¶v AhÄ hniz-kn-¨p.
hnizm-khpw {]mÀ°-\bpw
{]b-Xv\hpw hgn Xsâ aIs\
]g-b-Xp-t]mse B¡p-sa¶v
AhÄ Xocp-am-\n-¨p. F¶pw
cmhnse Fgp-t¶äv ho«nse
]Wn-I-sfms¡ XoÀ¶mÂ ]ns¶
apgp-h³ ka-bhpw Xsâ aIs\
\S-¡m³ klm-bn-¡m³ ]cn-{i-an¨p. amk-¯nÂ Hcp {]m-hiyw Hcp
^nkn-tbm-sX-dm-¸n-Ìnsâ AcnInÂ sIm~p-t]m-Ipw. A§s\
c~p hÀjs¯ ITn\ ]cn-{ia-¯n-s\m-Sp-hnÂ AhÄ Xsâ
e£yw t\Sn. Ah³ \S-¶p...
Xsâ ]pXnb Pohn-X-¯n-te-¡v.
amk-§fpw hÀj-§fpw Ignªp. Ah³ Xsâ sslkvIqÄ
]-T-\-¯n-\p-tijw IqSp-XÂ
]Tn-¡m³ ho«nÂ\n-¶-I¶p\n¶p
]Tn-¨p. Xsâ aI³ IqsS-bnÃm¯ Hmtcm \nan-jhpw B
A½ {]mÀ°-\-tbmsS Im¯ncp-¶p. A§s\ Ah³ ]T\w
apgp-h³ ]qÀ¯n-bm¡n tPmen¡p-th~n ]cn-{i-an-¨p. hntZ-i¯v
Hcp I¼-\n-bnÂ tPmen e`n-¨p.
c~p amk-¯n-\pÅnÂ A½bv¡pÅ hnk X¿m-dm¡n A½sb-bpw- Iq«ns¡m~pt]m-Im-sa¶v
Ah³ ]d-ªp. A½bnÂ\n¶v
A\p-{Klw hm§n Xsâ kz]v\§Ä¡p ]pdsI Ah³ ]mªp.
c~p amkhpw c~p hÀj-hpwI-gn-ªp. F¶n«pw aI³ h¶n-Ã.

THE
SEA

CAROL ABRAHAM VIII C

Hcp t^m¬tImtfm, It¯m
H¶pw D~m-bn-cp-¶n-Ã. F¶pw
aI-s\-¸än Fs´-¦nepw hnhcw
tIÄ¡tW F¶ {]Xo-£-bnÂ
AhÄ Im¯n-cp-¶p.
Hcn-¡Â Hcp {]`m-X-¯nÂ
Ah³ h¶p. Xsâ A½sb Iq«ns¡m-~p-t]m-Im³. t]mIpw-hgn
Ah³ Xsâ hnti-j-§-sfms¡
]¦p-h-¨p. Xsâ IeymWw Ignsª¶pw Ct¸mÄ 10 amk-amb
Hcp Ipªp-s~¶pw Hs¡ Adnª-t¸mÄ, F{Xbpw s]s«¶v
Ah-cpsS ASp¯v F¯-W-sa-¶mbn.
A¶s¯ bm{Xbv¡p tijw
AhÀ Hcp ^vfmänÂ X§n.
]ntä¶p cmhnse Ah³ ]dªp:
""Rm³ C¶p sshIn«v tPmen
Ignªv XncnsI hcp-t¼mÄ
A½sb Iq«n-s¡m-~p-

POEM

The sea is the mother of fishermen.
She protects all creatures living in the sea
Its surface is where the sun rises and sets too
Under its level lives a world with creatures of a wide variety
Small fish move and play deep breath
With no fear of the fishermen’s net.

t]m-Imw.'' AhÀ c~p-t]cpw
Xma-kn-¨n-cp¶ ^vfmänÂ\n¶pw
sht¡äv sNbvXv Cd-§n. hgn-b-cnInÂ D~m-bn-cp¶ Hcp s_©nÂ
Ah³ A½sb Ccp-¯n. Hcp
I¯pw sImSp-¯p. F¶mÂ
hmbn-¡m³ Adn-bm-¯-Xp-sIm~v
AXnÂ F´m-sW¶v AhÄ Adnªn-Ã. A½bv¡v Hcp Npw_\w
sImSp¯v Ah³ t]mbn. cmhnse
apXÂ AhÄ AhnsS¯s¶
Ccp-¶p. kmbm-Ó-am-bn«pw Ah³
h¶n-Ã. B A½sb cmhnse
apXÂ
\nco-£n-¨p-sIm-~n-cp¶ Hcp a\pjy³ ASp-¯p-h¶v Imcy§Ä
Xnc¡n. AhÄ ]dªp: ""Fsâ
aI³ ChnsS ASp¯v Fhn-sStbm
tPmen sN¿p-I-bm-Wv. Ah³
Ipd¨p Ignªp h¶v Fs¶
Ahsâ ho«n-te¡v Iq«n-s¡m-
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~p-t]m-Ipw.'' B A½-bpsS
\nÊ-lm-bm-hØ I~v AbmÄ
tNmZn¨p: ""aIsâ \¼À I¿nept~m? Ds~¦nÂ s]s«¶v
hcm³ ]d-bmw.'' ""Ah³
t]mb-t¸mÄ F\n¡v Cu t]¸À
X¶n-«mWv t]mb-Xv.'' F¶v A-hÄ
]-dªp. AbmÄ B t]¸À
hm§n t\m¡n. AXnÂ C§s\
Fgp-Xn-bn-cn-¡p-¶p. ""Cu kv{Xosb
I~p-In-«p-¶-bmÄ ASp-¯pÅ
Hcp hr²-k-Z-\-¯nÂ sIms~-bm¡p-I.'' B t]¸-dn-epÅ hnhcw
AbmÄ A½-tbmSp ]d-ªp.
Hmtcm {]`m-X-¯nepw Xsâ
aIsâ hc-hn-\mbn Im¯n-cp-¶
A-hÄ¡v-, A-h³ Pohn-X-¯nsâ
kmbm-Ó-¯n-te-¡pÅ hgn Xpd¶p... C\n Hcp {]`mXw D~m-hptam F¶ {]Xo-£-tbm-sS...

POEM

‹ˆ∞
M. MUTHU CHIPPY
XII COM
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T

he concept of conferring an
award or bestowing some one
with a medal has been around for
centuries. The main intention
has been to appreciate the efforts,
congratulate the individual for his
contribution or to make the individual feel valued. So when we
breakdown the whole concept to
its very roots, it all points towards
recognising an individual. But the
question is, how important it is

So what’s important? ; When
someone asks me
this question, the
first word that
comes to my mind
is “confidence”!.

VIEW

Do Awards
Really Matter?
SMIREN SHIBU.C XI SCIENCE A

The awards, medals and recognition were just a bonus. I haven’t seen true achievers introduce
themselves as award winners. It’s
generally people around them
who tell me about them after I’ve
met them. In fact, another quality that has come to my observation is that, they are all people who belong to the simple
living and high thinking category.
So what’s important? When
someone asks me this question, the
first word that comes to my mind is
“confidence”!. In many cases it has
also been proved that individuals
who suffer from low self esteem and

low confidence levels are the ones
who get affected when they don’t
get recognized. The reason is quite
simple, rather than being confident
about their work and being committed, they are constantly seeking approval from others around
them and slowly without realizing
they become dependent on appreciation. In the long run they tend
to become people pleasers but
don’t excel in their chosen fields.
Whenever you feel that you are
not motivated enough,ask yourself, “What was your goal?” What
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did you originally set out to accomplish?
Once you remember, that it not only motivates
you but also reinforces the purpose which will help you to put
in more effort towards the same.
That means you automatically recalibrate yourself and put in more
effort. Trust me, no reward or recognition can make you happier
than the result of your EFFORTS.
: SELF MOTIVATION =
PURPOSE / PASSION + FOCUS
+ CLEAR CONSCIENCE =
CONFIDENCE

POEM

I\n-bptam

tZho?
KOCHUTHRESIA REJI - XI COM

Cu hm¡n-\À°w \ÂIm³ F\n-¡-dn-bnÃ
AXn³ ImcWw, Rm³ AXn-\Àl-bÃ.
F³ A½-X³ amXr-Xzs¯ XÅn-¸-dª
Rm³ Hcp- th-f-sb-¦nepw Cu I\nhv t\Sptam?
HmÀ½bmw IpXn-c-¸p-d-t¯dn Rms\mcp
IpXn-c-k-hmcn \S¯n.
DuÀÖ-kz-e-\mao IpXn-csb Rms\³
_mey-¯n-te¡p \bn-¨p.
]uÀ®-an-\m-fnse Ipfn-tcÂ¡pw cmhnÂ
A¼n-fn-am-as\ Im«m-\n-d§nbXpw,
F¶½-X³ amdnÂ NmªXpw Rm³ hnkva-cn¨p.
Im¡sb Im«n hmbnÂ tNmdp-cpf
\ÂIn-bXpw Rm³ ad¶p.
Rm³ hogpw thf-bnÂ HmSnsb-¶-cn-Inse¯n
Xm§n Fgp-t¶-ev¸n¨Xpw
hnkva-cn-t¨hw Cu ]m]nbmw Rm³.
\n³ I\n-hn-\Àl-b-Ãt½!
\n³ kvt\l-¯n³ Bgw a\-Ên-em-¡msX
kvt\ln-X\p ]pdsI HmSn.
Adn-bp¶p, \n³ kvt\l-¯n\p ]I-c-aÃ
Cu `qhnÂ H¶pw.
kvt\ln-X³ X³ kvt\lw kXy-am-sW¶p \n\-¨pþ
Rm³ XÅn-¸-dªp \ns¶
At½ tZho, \n¶nÂ\n¶v Rm³ AI-¶-t¸mgpw
a\-Ên-em-¡n-bnÃ
\n³ I\nhv t\Sm³ AÀl-b-Ãm-Xm-Ip-sa¶v.
H¶pta ths~-\n¡v Cu `qhnÂ C\n-sbm¶pw,
\n³ I\n-h-ÃmsX asäm-¶pta.
F¦nepw Hcp-thf Rm³ sImXn-¨p-t]mIp¶p
Fs¶-sbÃmw ]Tn-¸n¨ \n\-¡p-am{Xta
Cu hm¡n-\À°w \ÂIm³ Ign-bq.
CXn\À°w Hcn-¡Â a\-Ên-em-¡p-hm³
A½ Fs¶ klm-bn-¡p-sa-¶p-d¸.v
Cu ip`m-]vXn-hn-izm-k-¯n-emWp Rm³.
F³ hnizmkw Fs¶ c£n-¡ptam?
D¯cw \ÂIq... F\n-¡p-¯cw \ÂIq At½.

[ Montfort School

76

Writers’ Pride

]

´ÓÍ¢¯¢¡

POEM

DHANYASHRCE - III A

Ó˘¢ÒË˘¢ π¯∫∂Ë§Ï¢Ï£˘¢ ‚˘¢¯∂Ò¢
‹ı˜∂ ‡Ó§ÛÓ¢¨Ó ‡Ìı£Ë¢Ë§
™Ë£¥Ó¢Ó
Ò££¢ËÓ¢¨Ó ‹¡Ó¢Ó§Ï¢Ï£˜¢
‹∂ı˘¢´¯£ ´ÓÍ¢¯¢¡!
Ó˘¢ ‡Ú§¨Û ™Û§Ó£Ë¢Ë£ÒÙ¢
§¯£¢ ‡Ú§¨ÛË¢ Ë£Ë¢∞Ò¢
‚˘¢ ¨Ï ı¶Û˘§˘¢ ‡Ì£¢æ
ﬁÔ¢Ó ´ÓÍ¢¯¢¡!
ı§¨˜Ú£Ï¢Ï£Ë ‚Ì¢Ì£ÒÙ¢
™ı¯¢¯§ı£¨Ë
≈Ï ´ıÌ¢¥Ò¢ ‚˘¢¯
‚˘¢ Ô£Ï¢¥ ﬁ¨˜Î£¢Ë˜§˘¢ ‡¯¢Í£ËÒ¢
ﬁÔ¢Ó ´ÓÍ¢¯¢¡
Ó˘Ë¢™Ë˘ ı£ˆ¢ı¬Ë¢∞Ò¢
Ó˘¢ ı£ˆ¢Ë¢¨Ë¨Ú ‹£¢¢Ì§Ë¢∞Ò¢
‚˘¢ Ó§Ú£Ë§Ë˜§˘¢ ‡Ú§£¢ Ó§Ú£ËÒ¢
ﬁÔ¢Ó ´ÓÍ¢¯¢¡....!
A life of comradeship and allocation,
A life of companionship and keenness,
A life of satisfaction and response,
Away from home, a home.

AWAY
FROM
HOME

A life of rules and regulations,
A life of punishments and arguments,
Away from normal and artificial life,
Away from home, a home.
A life of clash and indignation,
A life of sadness and loneliness,
A life of great separation,
Away from home, a home.

ANON BABY

A grand battle of attaining marks,
A life of being disciplined and punctual,
A life of responsibility and, determination,
Away from home, a home.
A life that should be experienced,
A life of heart-touching memories,
A life of mysterious bunking,
Away from home, a home.
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MY
MOTHER

POEM

RENIN SAJI VIII C

My mother is very loving, caring and kind
She is the only person who thinks about me all the time
When I fall sick, she spends her nights at my bed side
She helps me do my projects
I will never forget her love and care
Indeed my best friend is my mother

MY
MONSOON
FRIEND

REETHA JOSE VIII-B

My papa, you’re my best friend
My lovely friend
Because you once told
A Best friend is not one who is always beside you,
A Best friend is one who is always in your mind
A Best friend is not the one who shows you the tricky way
A Best friend is one. who the shows you the right way.
A Best friend is not the one who confuses you.
A Best friend is the one who gives the answer for your confusion
Papa, you’re always in my mind
You showed me the right way
While I was confused you gave me the answer.
You gaves me the courage to build my dream
You’re like a rain who washes my sorrows away
So my papa you’re my best friend
My lovely monsoon friend
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¨Éä®úÉ
¤ÉSÉ{ÉxÉ

AUGUSTINE MATTHEW - VI A

´ÉÉä ¤ÉSÉ{ÉxÉ ÊEòiÉxÉÉ +SUôÉ lÉÉ*
nùÉä ¤ÉÉiÉå ÊEòiÉxÉÒ +SUôÒ lÉÒ*
ÊMÉ®úEò®ú Ê¡ò®ú =`öxÉÉ, =`öEò®ú
Ê¡ò®ú SÉ±ÉxÉÉ ÊEòiÉxÉÉ +SUôÉ lÉÉ *
¤ÉSÉ{ÉxÉ ¨Éä ¨Éé ºÉ¤É EòÉ nÖù±ÉÉ®úÉ lÉÉ,
nùÉnùÒ - xÉÉxÉÒ EòÉä ¨Éé {ªÉÉ®úÉ lÉÉ,
ºÉ¤É ÊEòiÉxÉä JÉÖ¶É lÉä VÉ¤É ¨ÉéxÉä
¨ÉÚÄ½þ ºÉä ¨ÉÉÄ ¤ÉÉä±ÉÉ lÉÉ*
{ÉÉ{ÉÉ EòÉ ¨Éè ±ÉÉb÷±ÉÉ lÉÉ*
¨ÉÉÄ EòÒ +ÉÄJÉÉå EòÉ iÉÉ®úÉ lÉÉ*
¨Éä®ä ½þ®ú BEò ÊWÉnù EòÉä {ÉÉ{ÉÉ
Eò®ú näùiÉä lÉä {É±É ¨Éå {ÉÚ®úÉ*
´ÉÉä ¤ÉSÉ{ÉxÉ ÊEòiÉxÉÉ +SUôÉ lÉÉ*

¨Éä®úÒ MÉÖÊb÷ªÉÉ

¨Éä®úÒ {ªÉÉ®úÒ (ÊJÉ±ÉÉèxÉÉ)
SUSAN MARIAM - IX B

""½þÉªÉ ¨ÉÉÄ
näùJÉÉä ¨Éä®úÒ xÉªÉúÒ MÉÖÊb÷ªÉÉ
CªÉÉ ¨Éé <ºÉ ±Éb÷EòÒ VÉèºÉÒ ºÉÖÆnù®Âú
¤ÉxÉ ºÉEÚÄþ ?''

¨Éä®úÒ +SUäô ªÉÉ ¤ÉÖ®äú
ÊxÉÊ¨É¶ÉÉå ºÉ¤É
¨Éä®úÒ JÉä±ÉÉèxÉä Eäò
ºÉÉlÉ lÉä*

""½þÉªÉ ¤ÉÉÄ{É
ªÉ½þÉÄ näùJÉÉä ¨Éä®úÉ {ÉÒ±ÉÉ MÉÉb÷Ò...
CªÉÉ ¨Éé ¤Éb÷É ¤ÉxÉiÉä ½ÖþB
BäºÉä MÉÉb÷Ò JÉ®úÒ ºÉEòiÉä ½èþ?''
ºÉ¡äònù Ê´É¨ÉÉxÉ,
UÖôEò-UÖôEò MÉÉb÷Ò, ºÉÖÆnù® MÉÖÊb÷ªÉÉ
+Éè®ú

¨Éé ªÉÉnù Eò®úiÉÉ ½ÚÄþ
ÊEò
¨Éä®úÒ Ê|ÉªÉ MÉÖÊb÷ªÉÉ
Eäò ºÉÉlÉ ½þÒ ºÉ¤É EÖòUô
Eò®úiÉä ½èþ
xÉ½þÉxÉÉ ªÉÉ ºÉÉäxÉÉ
JÉÉxÉÉ ªÉÉ {ÉÒxÉÉ

®ÆúMÉ Ê¤É®ÆúMÉÒ ¤ÉÉÄ±É
ªÉä ºÉ¤ÉÉ lÉÉ
¨Éä®úÒ ¤ÉSÉ{ÉxÉ
<ºÉEäò ºÉÉlÉ
JÉä±ÉiÉä +Éè® ZÉÖ¨ÉiÉä
xÉÉSÉiÉä +Éè®ú MÉÉiÉä
®úÉäiÉä +Éè®ú ½ÄþºÉiÉä*

¨Éä®É ºÉ¤É EÖòUô
¨Éä®úÒ MÉÖÊføªÉÉ ½èþ*
+ÉVÉ ¨ÉÖZÉä ´É½þ MÉÖÊb÷ªÉÉ Ê¨É±ÉiÉÉ ½èþ iÉÉä
¨Éä®äú +ÉJÉÉå ºÉä +ÉÄºÉÖ +ÉiÉÉ
CªÉÉå ÊEò
´É½þ lÉÉ ¨Éä®úÒ ¤ÉSÉ{ÉxÉ
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POEM

STORY
ANDRIYA MARIA GORGE - II D

Ipªn-¡p-cp-hnbpw

Ipdp-¼³ ]q¨bpw
Im

«nse henb Hcp BÂac-¯nÂ Hcp Ipªn-¡pcp-hnbpw A½-¡p-cp-hnbpw Xma-kn¨n-cp-¶p. FÃm Znh-khpw cmhnse
A½-¡p-cphn `£Ww tXSn Zqsc
t]mIp-am-bn-cp-¶p. Xncn¨p hcp¶
A½-¡p-cphn Ipªn-¡p-cp-hn¡v
\Ã \Ã `£-W-§Ä sIm~p-h¶v
sImSp-¡p-am-bn-cp-¶p. Hcp Znhkw
Ipªn-¡p-cphn A½-¡p-cp-hn-tbmSv
tNmZn¨p: ""At½, Rm\pw
ht¶ms«?'' At¸mÄ A½-¡p-cphn
]dªp: ""A¿-t¿m, th~
Iptª. \n\¡v ]d-¡m-\m-hn-Ã.''
CXpw ]dªv A½-¡p-cphn
Zqtcbv¡v ]d-¶p-t]m-bn. A½
]d-ªXv Ipªn-¡p-cphn A\pk-cn-¨p. Ipd¨p Znh-k-§Ä¡p
tijw ho~pw tNmZn-¨p. ""At½,
Rm³ X\n-¨n-cp¶v aSp-¯p.
Rm\pw ht¶ms« A½-tbm-sSm¸w?'' ""th~ Iptª. Ipd¨p Znhkw-IqSn Ign-b-s«.''F¶mÂ A½¡p-cphn t]mbn-¡-gn-ª-t¸mÄ
Ipªn-¡p-cphn ]Xnsb IqSn\p
]pd-s¯-¯n. H¶p ]d-¶p-t\m¡n
bm-tem...? AhÄ Btem-Nn-¨p.
Hm... th~. A½ hg¡p
]d-bpw. At¸mÄ B hgnsb h¶
Ipdp-¼³ ]q¨ Ahsf I~p.
Ah³ ]dªp: ""lmbv Ipªo,
\o kpµ-cn-bm-WtÃm! F´m \o
]d-¡m-¯-Xv...?'' At¸mÄ Ipªn¡p-cphn k¦-S-t¯msS ]dªp:
""Fsâ A½ ]d-ªp, F\n¡v

]d-¡m³ Ign-bn-sÃ-¶v.'' At¸mÄ
Ipdp-¼³ ]q¨ ]dªp: ""CÃ.
\n\¡v ]d-¡m³ Ign-bpw. AsÃ¦nÂ \o H¶v ]d-¶p-t\m-¡n-t¡.''
CXp tI« Ipªp-¡p-cphn A]ISw a\-Ên-em-¡msX Nnd-Ip-IÄ
DbÀ¯n-bXpw [nw... Xmtg¡v
hoWp. ""At½...'' AhÄ D¨-¯nÂ
Ic-ªp. Ipªnsâ Ic-¨nÂ tI«
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A½-¡p-cphn AXn-thKw ]d-s¶¯n, ac-¨n-Ã-IÄ¡n-S-bnÂ DS-¡n-bncp¶ Ahsf A½ c£n-¨p. A½¡p-cp-hnsb I~ Ipdp-¼³
]q¨, Xsâ Ccsb \jvS-s¸« k¦S-¯nÂ AhnsS\n¶pw Øew-hn«p. A]-I-S-¯nÂ\n¶pw c£-s¸«
Ipªn-¡p-cphn a\-ÊnÂ IcpXn,
A]-cn-Nn-Xsc Hcn-¡-epw-hn-iz-kn¡-cp-Xv.

OUT TO SCHOOL

POEM

HIRITHICK BABU

A student’s life is full of fun
Work and play
Their day beings with a prayer
And ends in play
They go to school with a heavy bag
on their back,
And water bottles in their hand.
They sit in class and toil all day,
And learn about millipedes that
coil all day.
In school, they make many
friends,
And learn many trends.
They even learn values of love and
life.
They study all day
And are bright like the sun’s rays.
They can even swim like the fish in
the sea.

Students develop brain power,
Sports develop will power.
They can do both without any
pain!
They use pens,
They use papers.
They can draw many things
And make many colourful rings.
But when March comes,
They study all day.
They work for appreciation
And sacrifice a lot of recreation
A student’s life is like a
Still hatched butterfly
Waiting to fly high
In this frugal world…

MY LOVE,
MY LOVE
MY MOM
SWARUPA ANNA SIBY II D

I opened my eyes to see you,
My first cry was for you,
I smiled when I saw you
My first step was to reach you,
It’s because of you mom
I am here,
I love you mommy!
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POEM

BOOKS
JIANNA SIJO II D

Books are what I like the best,
They’re not just toys like all the rest;
Toys get old and break after we play,
But a book gets better every day.
Sit down and open it – soon you’ll find
A whole new world jumps up in your
mind.

DON’T MARRY

Husband : (Returning late from work)
“Good evening dear. I’m now logged in”
Wife : Have you brought the groceries?
Husband : Bad command or filename.
Wife : But I told you in the morning.
Husband : Syntax Error. Abort?
Wife : What about my new TV?
Husband : Variable not found.
Wife : At least, give me your credit card,
I want to do some shopping.
Husband : Sharing violation. Access
denied.
Wife : Do you love me or do you only
love computers or are you just being
funny?
Husband : Too many parameters.
Wife : It was a great mistake that I married an idiot like you.
Husband : Data type mismatch.
Wife : You are useless.
Husband : It’s by default.
Wife : What about your salary?
Husband : File in use… Try later.
Wife : What is my value in the family?
Husband : Unknown virus…

A COMPUTER

ENGINEER…

SABRIN FATHIMA XI A
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MY MOTHER

POEM

DIANA CHERIYAN IX B

My mother is my angel
Not for days, I wish to be for always…
If I take rebirth as a human,
I wish to be in her womb always…
She prays for my health and wealth
I wish to be her devotee always…
She sacrificed all her time,
energy and even life for me,
I wish to be her love always…
She helps me whenever I get stuck,
I wish to be her scholar always…
She is simply an amazing person
with a smiling face,
I wish that her smile should last always…
She will scold me sometimes,
but hold me through my life time,
I wish to be in her heart always…
Oh! My dear mother, I love you
and love you forever
I wish to be your lass always…

\mS³ ]m«v

hf-In-ep¡w
ABHIRAMI - UKG D
ImSp-sh«n Xn\ hnX¨p
Xn\ Xn¶m³ Infnbnd§n
Infn-sb-bm-«m³ Ah-fn-d§n
Ah-fpsS ssIhf Inep§n.
hf-In-ep¡w tI«-t\cw
Ipªm-ä-¡nfn ]d¶p
Nnev Nnev Nn¨new
Inev Inev In¡n-ew.
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VIEW

ka-b-¯nsâ hne
ALONA JOHN - IV D

ka-bhpw kµÀ`hpw BÀ¡p-th-~nbpw Im¯p\nÂ¡m-dn-Ã. Ahsb Adnªv icn-bmbn
D]-tbm-K-s¸-Sp-¯p-¶-h-cmWv _p²n-im-enIÄ. ka-b-an-Ãm-sb¶ ]cm-Xn-bp-ambn
\S-¡p-¶-hÀ Hcn-¡epw hnP-bn-¡pI-bn-Ã.
ka-b-¯nsâ hne
\nÀ®-bm-Xo-X-am-Wv. \·
sN¿p¶Xn\mWv kabw
\ÂI-s¸-«n-«p-Å-Xv. F¶mÂ,
kabw ZpÀhn-\n-tbmKw
sN¿p-¶-hÀ [mcm-f-am-Wv.
ka-b¯v th~-hn[w
{]hÀ¯n-¡msX "Dg¸n'
\S-¡p-¶-hÀ tJZn-t¡-~n-h-cpw.
kµÀ`-§Ä Im¯n-cn-¡p-¶-hÀ
ka-b-¯nsâ hne -a-\-Ên-em¡n
{]hÀ¯n-¡-s«.
NneÀ¡v "kabw \Ã-XmWv' F¶p

]d-bm-dp-~v. hmkvX-h-¯nÂ, ka-b-¯nsâ
hne-b-dnªv _p²n-]qÀÆw {]hÀ¯n-¨XmWv Ah-cpsS hnP-b-c-l-kyw.
ka-tbm-Nn-X-ambn
{]hÀ¯n-¡m-\p-ff Ignhv
\ap-¡p-~m-hWw. ka-b¯n-s\m¯v Db-cm\pw
{]hÀ¯-\-\n-c-X-cm-Iphm\pw \mw X¿m-dmI-Ww.
kabw ]men¡p¶ Imcy-¯nepw
\mw {i²m-ep-¡-fm-bncn-¡-Ww. \nÝn-X- k-ab-a-\p-k-cn¨v Imcy§Ä
\nÀÆ-ln-¡p-¶-h-sc-¸-änG-hÀ¡pw aXn-¸m-Wv. AhcpsS ka-b-\njvT GhÀ¡pw
A\p-I-c-Wo-bw-X-s¶.

ONAM

JENNA JOHN II D

Onam is the biggest and the most important festival of Kerala.
It is a harvest festival and is celebrated with joy and enthusiasm
all over the state by the people of all communities. According to
a popular legend the festival is celebrated to welcome King
Mahabali whose spirit is said to visit Kerala at the time of
Onam. Onam is celebrated in the month of Chingam, the first
month in the Malayalam calendar.
People decorate the houses with flowers to welcome Mahabali.
Kaikotti – kali and Thubi Thullal are performed by women on
ONAM day.
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{ÉÊ®ú´ÉiÉÇxÉ ºÉÆºÉÉ®ú
EòÉ ÊxÉªÉ¨É ½èþ*

POEM

DUNIYA ABDUL GAFUR - VI C
VÉÉä ½Ö+É +SUôÉ ½Öþ+É,
VÉÉä ½þÉä ®ú½þÉ ½èþ ´É½þ +SUôÉ ½þÉä ®ú½þÉ ½èþ*
VÉÉä ½þÉäMÉÉ, ´É½þ ¦ÉÒ +SUôÉ ½þÒ ½þÉäMÉÉ*
iÉÖ¨½þÉ®úÉ CªÉÉ MÉªÉÉ, VÉÉä iÉÖ¨É ®úÉäiÉä ½þÉä,
iÉÖ¨É CªÉÉ ±ÉÉªÉä lÉä, VÉÉä iÉÖ¨ÉxÉä JÉÉä ÊnùªÉÉ,
iÉÖ¨ÉxÉä CªÉÉ {ÉènùÉ ÊEòªÉÉ ªÉÉ, VÉÉä xÉ¹]õ ½þÉä MÉªÉÉ*
iÉÖ¨ÉxÉä VÉÉä Ê±ÉªÉÉ ªÉ½þÒ ºÉä Ê±ÉªÉÉ,
VÉÉä ÊnùªÉÉ ªÉ½ÉÄ {É®ú ÊnùªÉÉ
Eò±É VÉÉä ÊEòºÉÒ +Éè®ú EòÉ lÉÉ,
+ÉVÉ iÉÖ¨½þÉ®úÉ ½èþ +Éè®ú
Eò±É ÊEòºÉÒ +Éè®ú EòÉ ½þÉäMÉÉ.

SÉÖxÉÉèiÉÒ

SINDHU MATHEW - TEACHER IN HINDI
EòÉ±É Eäò GÚò®ú ½þÉlÉÉå ¨Éå ºÉÉé{É,
ºÉÉÄºÉ Eäò iÉÉ®äú ¨ÉÉèxÉ Eò®ú näùiÉÉ ½èþ
¨ÉxÉ ¨Éå BEò b÷®ú +Éè®ú JÉÉè¡ò, VÉÒ´ÉxÉ Eäò ¨ÉÚ±ªÉ ¤Énù±É näùiÉÉ ½èþ*
Eò½þiÉä ½èþ ÊVÉºÉä ""EéòºÉ®ú'' ®úÉäMÉ ¶É®úÒ®ú ¨Éå VÉ¤É PÉ®ú Eò®ú ±ÉäiÉÉ
½èþ,
xÉ ¦ÉÚJÉ ±ÉMÉÒ xÉ {ªÉÉºÉ
¶É®úÒ®ú EòÉä JÉÉäJÉ±ÉÉ Eò®ú näùiÉÉ ½èþ,
´ÉèYÉÉÊxÉEòÉå EäòÊ±ÉB BEò EòºÉÉè]õÒ
VÉÉxÉä Eò¤É EèòºÉä ¤Éfø VÉÉiÉÉ ½èþ,
iÉ®ú½þ - iÉ®ú½þ EòÒ ÊSÉÊEòiºÉÉ {ÉrÊiÉ ºÉä
<ºÉEòÉ Eònù PÉ]õ VÉÉiÉÉ ½èþ*
{ÉÚ´ÉÇVÉx¨É EòÉ {ÉÉ{É ½èþ ªÉÉ <ºÉ VÉx¨É EòÉ +Ê¦É¶ÉÉ{É
VÉÉä Ê¨É±Éä <ºÉ VÉÒ´ÉxÉ ¨Éå =ºÉEòÉ ¦ÉÉäMÉ ÊEòªÉÉ VÉÉiÉÉ ½èþ*
""EéòºÉ®ú'' CªÉÉå ½þÉä VÉÉiÉÉ ½èþ ªÉä EèòºÉä EòÉä<Ç VÉÉÄSÉ {ÉÉªÉä
EòÉ®hÉú ½þäþ <iÉxÉä ºÉÉ®äú ºÉÉäSÉ Eäò VÉÒ PÉ¤É®úÉiÉÉ ½èþ,
VÉ¤É ½èþ ªÉä BEò SÉÖxÉÉèiÉÒ iÉÉä ºÉÉ¨ÉxÉÉ ÊEòªÉÉ VÉÉiÉÉ ½èþ*
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POEM

FUSED

IN THE

HEART OF
MY TEACHER

PRAVEEN P.

Who on Earth, Can replace her!!
Asked my soul pretentiously.
She appeared in front of my luminous class,
Without submitting any license.
She grabbed our attention by her dark pale brown Mufftha,
And also by her sweet lovely voice
“Colossal your people hearts are....” She said
And looked into our eyes searching
While she muster our regretful minds simultaneously.
Leisure is pancity to her
As she takes lecture all the time, and
Also by giving patterns to us about means.
All her speeches are melody romantic and her voice is melodious
No one can try to quarrel in between,
As every one Mesmerised by her waves of expression
English is what she taught me
Squeezing all her Energy like a pallet lifted.
Questions arise like stars at night about her calmness
People can only try to immitate her... but never can replace her.

Memories are beautiful chariots
Which move through the road
Moving parallel to the rude pathway of life
May be full of thorns and pricks
But the beautiful memories are independent
Free like a bird and is ready to fly anywhere
The sweet memories in the younger days
Were very beautiful and thrilling
Rewind them in my mind which is very optimistic
Every time I really wish
To be the past of my own old memories
Even though I realise the lost ones
I really cherish to be in those days.
In the chariot of memory I usually
Move like princess amongst
The powerful thoughts of my childhood and play.
The memories of childhood are beautiful
Like the oasis in the desert.
They are like minute channel giving
Water of life and hope to the desert of unhappiness.
Memories are the logs of wood,
Seen in the mean of grief and unhappiness
Roaming here and there
Seizes one’s mind and soul leading to happiness.

MEMORIES
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A½

STORY

MRS. PRATHIBHA - TEACHER IN SCIENCE

I¯n¸nSn-¡m³ ka-b-sa-Sp-¡p-sa-¶p-d-¸p-~m-bn«pw Nµþ
th¼nsâ ]¨-hn-dIv A½, ASp-¸n-\p-Ån-te¡v XÅn-sh-¨p....
]pI-bq-Xn-bqXn A½-bpsS I®p-IÄ¡pw XobpsS \ndam-bn-cp¶p....
apjnªp ]n©n-¯p-S-§nb kmcn-¯-e-¸nÂ ]nSn-¨p-e¨v D®n
hnfn¨p "At½, At½, Cu ]pgI-sfms¡ Fhn-sSbm Ah-km\n-¡p-¶Xv?'
Nph¶ hf-bn«A½ A©m-w -¢m-Ênse ]mT]pkvX-I-¯nsâ
Xmfp-IÄ adn-¨p."-D-®o, \Zn-I-sfms¡ IS-enem sN¶p-tN-cp-¶-Xv.'
Cu ]pg-sbms¡ th\-enÂ htäzm At½?
D®n¡v kwibw Xocp-¶nÃ: DÆv D®o, ]pg-sbms¡ th\-enÂ
häpw. ]t£, At½sS I®nÂ\n-s¶m-gp-Ip¶ ]pg-sb-´mt½
häm-¯Xv? AXpw IS-enÂ sN¶p-tN-cptam?
A½ H¶pw ]d-bmsX D®nsb tNÀ¯p-]n-Sn-¨p....
Xnc-IÄ ]mZ-§-fnep½-h-¨-t¸mÄ D®n
HmÀ½IfnÂ\n-¶p-WÀ¶v IS-en-te¡v \S-¶p. A½-bpsS
NnXm-`kvaw IS-en-sem-gp¡n aq¶p XhW ap§n-\n-hÀ¶v
sasÃ Ic-bn-te¡v \S-¶p.
Ft´m HmÀ¯n-s«-t¶mWw s]s«¶v Xncn-ªp-\n-¶p... sasÃ
Ip\nªv, ssI¡p-¼n-fnÂ Ipd¨p ISÂshÅw tImcn-sb-Sp¯v
sam¯n-¡p-Sn¨p... D¸p-c-kw.... Ccp~ cm{Xn-I-fnÂ Xsâ
DSepw lrZ-bhpw s]mÅn¨ A½-bpsS I®p-\o-cnsâ
D¸p-c-kw.

POEM

s¹bn³
JOEL B AGASTIN - V B

BIm-i-¯n\p s]m«pw-Ip¯n
am\-¯-§n§v HmSn-\-S¶v
ac-¨n-Ã-IÄ¡n-S-bnÂ
Hfn-¨p-I-fn¡pw
A¼n-fn-am-am, A¼n-fn-amam
\n³ Acn-In-se-¯m³ þ F³
s¹bn³ aXn-tbm, F³
t]¸À s¹bn³.
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VIEW

R

ealization comes later in life,
sometimes when it is totally out of your hands. But, they
are the ones that lead you in the
path ahead. Each relationship,
situation and experience makes
us realize the value and worth of
every person in our life.
Starting with our parents
moving on to our siblings relatives, friends, neighbours’, society
and each connection we have,
brings in a lot of realizations,
sometimes they are hard, bitter
truths that are difficult to assimilate. And, what about the much
talked about teacher student
relationship.
The yester years showcased
a strong teacher student bond
considered to be divine and
which even extended up to their
familiy members. This brought
in a realization that a student is
nothing without a good teacher
and teacher inturn empties every-

REALIZATION
MRS. ANNIE HOSHEA C P TEACHER IN ENGLISH

thing he knows into his disciple.
There was proper training and
disciplining of the pupil. Times

This brought in a
realization that a student
is nothing without a good
teacher and teacher
intern empties everything
he knows into his disciple.
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have changed. The modern
era unfolds a different kind of
teacher - student bond which lasts
only in the classrooms. The
emergence and enforcement of
child rights, laws and child lines
have made it even more difficult
for the teachers to train and
discipline students under their
care. Not only the government,
but also most of the parents,
society and children themselves
expect the teacher to come and
teach, do their job for which they
are paid.

H

AXym-{Klw
B]¯v

cn-¡Â Hcp {Kma-¯nÂ km[p-hmb cmap F¶ IÀj-I³
Pohn-¨n-cp-¶p. Hmtcm Znh-khpw
Iqen-¸-Wn-sb-Sp¯v AXn-Po-h\w
\S-¯n-bn-cp-¶p. cmap-hnsâ IjvS¸m-Sp-I~v A\p-I¼ tXm¶nb
Hcp tZhX cmap-hn-t\mSp ]dªp.
""cmap Hmtcm Znh-khpw cmhnse
ho«p-ap-ä¯p \nÂ¡p¶ ac-¯nsâ
s]m¯nÂ\n¶pw \n\¡v Hmtcm
kzÀ®-\m-Wbw e`n-¡pw. AXp
\o FSp¯v IjvS-¸m-Sn-ÃmsX
kpJ-ambn Pohn-¨p-sIm-Åp-I.''
cmap AXv k½-Xn-¨p. Hmtcm
Znh-khpw cmap-hn\v kzÀ®-\mWbw e`n-¡m³ XpS-§n. cmaphnsâ IjvS-¸mSv Ipd-bm³ XpS-§n-

]

s~m-cn-¡Â aq¯m-im-cnbpw
aI\pw IqSn Hc-¼ew
]Wn-bp-I-bm-bn-cp-¶p. aq¯m-imcn
kaÀ°-\mb inev]n-bm-Wv.
]t£, aI³ Hcp a~-\m-bn-t¸mbn. AÑsâ H¸-an-cp¶p, ]d-bp¶
]Wn sN¿pI F¶-XnÂ Ihn-ªv
kz-´-ambn Fs´-¦nepw sN¿mdn-Ã.
Hcp Znhkw DuÀÖn-X-ambn
]Wn \S-¡p-¶-Xn-\n-S-bnÂ aq¯mim-cn-bpsS Ij-~n-¯-e-bnÂ Hcp
sImXpIv h¶n-cp-¶p. AXv sIm¼p
Ip¯n-bn-d¡n càw hen-¨p-IpSn-¡m³ XpS-§n. aq¯m-im-cn¡v
thZ-\bpw sNmdn-¨nepw
Ak-ly-am-bn. Hcp ssIbnÂ
Dfnbpw atä ssIbnÂ sIm«p-hSnbp-ambn kq£va-X-tb-dnb Hcp
]Wn sN¿p-I-bmWv aq¯m-im-cn.
sImXp-Ins\ HmSn-¡m³ ssI
Hgn-bp-I-bn-Ã. AXp-sIm~v aq¸À
aI-t\mSp ]dªp:
""tamt\, tZ Hcp sImXpIv

MARIA ROSHIN BINOY - V B

STORY

bXp I~v A-bÂhm-kn-bmb ]cap
cmap-hn-t\mSv Imcy-§Ä At\z-jn¨p. cmap, Xs¶ Hcp tZhX A\p-{Kln-¨Xv ]c-ap-hn-t\mSv ]d-ªp.
]nsä Znhkw ]cap ac-¯nsâ
s]m¯nÂ ssIbn-«p. ]c-ap-hn\v Hcp
kzÀ®-\m-Wbw e`n-¨p.
c~p Znhkw Cu ]Xnhp XpSÀ¶p.
aq¶mw Znhkw ]cap
ac-¯nsâ s]m¯nÂ InS¶
apgp-h³ kzÀ®hpw hmcm³ XpS§n. DSs\ Hcp kÀ¸w ]c-ap-hnsâ
ssIbnÂ Bªp-sIm-¯n. ]cap
DSs\ Ae-dn-hn-fn-¨p. A[nIw Xmakn-bmsX Ahsâ IY Ign-ªp.
Cu IY AXym-{Klw B]¯v
F¶v kqNn-¸n-¡p-¶p.

hnUvVnsb
hniz-kn-¨mÂ
CAROL ABRAHAM - VIII C

Fsâ Xe-bnÂ Ccp¶p ISn¡p¶p. \o AXns\ H¶v HmSn-¨pI-f-bq...''
aI³ t\m¡p-t¼mÄ kmam-\yw
apgp¯ Hcp sImXpIv AÑsâ
Xe-bn-en-cp¶v càw IpSn-¡p-I-bmWv. ZpjvS³. Chs\ Hcp ]mTw
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]Tn-¸n-¡Ww. aI³ sIm«p-h-Snsb-Sp¯v AÑsâ Ij-~n-¯-ebnÂ Bª-Sn-¨p. Xe NnXdn B
hr²³ ]nSªp acn-¨p. sImXpIv
Hcp ]m«p-]mSn ]d-¶p-t]m-bn. aI³
A´w-hn«p \n¶p.
B aIsâ A½ Cu ImgvNI~v At§m«v HmSn-¡n-X¨p hcn-Ibm-bn-cp-¶p. ]t£, B aT-b-\mb
aIs\ XS-bm³ kabw In«n-bn-Ã.
Xe XIÀ¶p-InS¡p¶ hr²s\
t\m¡n-s¡m~v AhnsS IqSn-bh-cnÂ Hcp Úm\n kl-Xm-]t¯msS ]dªp: ""IjvSw!
hnUvVn-Isf hniz-kn-¨mÂ
CXmWv ^ew!''

POEM
To be cherished deep within the heart forever
I tightly clenched my daddy’s hands
When he handed me over to you.
I was afraid…but
All my fears flew, as I came to know that,
There is a person to understand me.
When I held my pencil for the very first time,
I saw a face smiling at me
Your smile is so contagious, which spreads all over me.
You’ve been an eraser for me
Always correcting the mistakes that I made.
I’m silenced… Not by your words… But by your beauty…
Sugar and spice, everything nice… That’s what you’re made of…
You are love personified…
You’re the key, that opened my vouchsafed piece of beating…
You’ve given me strength to endeavour.
You placed me where I should be
I’m grateful you made me feel free.
You made me listen to that tiny voice in my head.
You were there when I needed you, and
All I’ve now is just a legendary memory of you…
You turned me into the one, whom
I was destined to be.
You’re my personal ray of sunshine
Spreading warmth on my wintry night.
I could always count on you. Because you’re always there for me.
You’re like a candle… which lights others lives by burning itself.
According to you, students are
Still hatched butterflies waiting to fly high…
In your world there are no bad kids
Just impressionable young people wrestling with emotions
And impulses trying to communicate their feelings and needs
The only way they know how.
You’re the only soul in this world… who isn’t jealous
About my success in life…
And I still remember your favourite quote
“Look in the mirror and you’ll see the most extraordinary person”
Thank you my dear audacious tutor for
Reawakening a wondrous rainbow in my life…
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F³ Ipcphn
ANNTHERES JOSE - V B

POEM

F³ {]nb Ipcphn;
CuW-¯nÂ ]mSq Ipcp-hn.
F³ Ifn-¡q-«p-Im-tcm-sSm¸w \o hcptam?
IqsS I-fn-¡m³ h-cm-\m-bn Ip-cp-hn-sb hn-fn-¡p¶p.
Ipcphn F³ Ipcphn
\o hkn¡pw ImsShnsS?
\o hkn¡pw ac-sa-hnsS?
]¨ s]mXnª ama-e-IÄ¡-¸p-dt¯m?
kzÀ®-\ndw NmÀ¯nb s\Â¸m-S§Äþ
¡¸p-dt¯m?
F³ {]nb an{X-ta.....

Ëı¨Ù ‚˘¢∂ Âº ı¨Ù
‹ı¢ı¨ÙÚ§Ù¢ Í§Ë¢Ë£∂
ÒË§ˆ¢Í¢Í§ ‚˘¢¬Ò¢ Ë¨ÙÚ§Ù¢
Ò§ÓÔ¢Ó§¥Ë!
Ë˜§¢πË¢ ËÏÙ§Ù¢ Õˆ¢Ë§¥Ë!
ÒÙ£¢Í¢Í§ªÏ˘¢ π˘¢˘¨Ë
ÃÓ¢Ó§¥´ı£Ò¢!
Ò˘¨Ó ÒË§ˆ¢Í¢Í§Ú£Ú¢
¨ıÓ¢Ó§¥´ı£Ò¢!
ÒÙ£¢Ô¢Ó ∫Ë∫Ò¢ ∞˜§£¢Ô¢Ó ‹Ë∫Ò¢
™¯¢¡ Ô£Ò¢ ı§˜È¢Ë§¥´ı£Ò¢!
Ë¨Ù¨Ú Ô£Ò¢ ÛÍ§Ë¢∞Ò¢ ´£∂Ò¢
Ë¨ÙÚ§Ù¢ Õˆ¢Ë§ ÙÚ§Ë¢∞Ò¢´£∂Ò¢
Ëı¨Ù ‚˘¢¬Ò¢
ı¨ÙÚ§Ù§ºÔ¢∂Ò¶˜ ∫ÆªÒ¢!

ÒË§ˆ¢Í§Ë¢ Ë¨Ù!
(Ëı¨Ù, Ë¨Ù, ı¨Ù)
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POEM

NOW
ISABLE JO XI COMMERCE

We’re waiting for tomorrow,
But tomorrow never comes,
Our last breath is right upon our heels,
Yet we still refuse to run,
86400 seconds,
And we’re in another day,
All slipping through our fingers,
Are we to look the other way,
Days, weeks, months and years,
Are made up of right now,
A string of fleeting moments,
That we never can pin down,
We gaze into the future,
As though it’s where we’re meant to be,
Always planning for that day,
When we can say that we’re happy
We spend so long looking forward,
That we may as well be blind,
Since we don’t see until the very end,
All the things we’ve left behind
Now I know it’s just a theory,
But I think I’ve worked out how,
The only way to happiness,
Is to love what we have now

A½
JESNA BENNY - V B

"A'-þ bnÂ XpS-§p¶p `mj,
A½bnep-W-cp¶p kvt\lw.
\½psS sXäp-IÄ Nq~n-¡m«n
Xncp-¯p-hm-t\m-Xp¶ kvt\l-am-Wv.
\½sf H¯ncn kvt\ln-¡p¶
kvt\l-¯n³ cq]-am-sW-¶p-a-½.
kl-\-¯n-sâbpw £a-bp-sSbpw
Dd-hn-S-amWv \½psS A½.
Hc-½-bpsS kvt\l-t¯-¡mÄ
hne-tb-dn-b-XÃ Cu temI-¯n-sem-¶pw.
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HmÀ½-I-fpsS Xoc¯v

ad-¡m-\m-hm¯

Hcp Imew
JUVANO - XII SC
]\n-\oÀ cmhnÂ \mw Nmbp¶ t\c¯v
]mdn-¸-d¶v tNt¡-dnb Ime¯v...
kvt\l-¯n³ XW-tem-c¯v
Hcp sIm¨p Ifn-hoSv XoÀ¯p R§Ä.
Xf-cp¶ t\c¯v
Xe-sbm¶p Nmbv¡m³
tXmfp-cp½pw Ime-§Ä AcnsI \nev¸q.
Zqsc-sbmcp ta«nÂ
\mw I~p hmÀ¯n-¦Ä...
\dp-h-k´w XqIn- AXv \nÂ¸q...
ImWmsX ad-bp¶
\£{X-t¯-cn-sem-t¶-dm³
ssI¯ncn \o«p¶p tamlw...
Ifn-bm-Sn-sb-¯nb ta«nÂ
\mw Hcp-an¨p ]¦n«p
kvt\l-¯n³ kulr-Zw...
F¶mepw \mw H¶mbn tNcpw
kvac-W-IÄ Aen-bp¶ \mfnÂ...
Ce-s]m-gnbpw Ime-§Ä
\o´n sNs¶-¯p¶p
hnc-l-§Ä Hgp-Ip¶ IS-enÂ
Cud³ ssI\o«n F³ I®oÀ XpS-bv¡p¶
N§m¯w AXm AW-bp¶p Acn-sI....
ImXnÂ CuW-§Ä Xgp-Ip¶ Imew
Ifn-bmSn ambp-¶-t]mse
amdm-¯- HmÀ½-bnÂ
ag-hn-Ãp-t]mse Ggp-\ndw
\ÂIn \mw \nev¸q.
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POEM

POEM

ﬁ¥Ë¢Ë§

ﬁÚ¯¢¨Ë ‹˘¢¨˘ ‡¨˘ ﬂ˘¢™¯¥Ó¢∂
‚Ó¢Ó¨˘ ›Ì¢¥Ë˜¢ ›˘´Ó£ - Ô¶
ﬁ¥Ë¢Ë§ Ò£ıÏ¢ÏÒ£Ú¢ ‡º™ı¥Ó¢∂
Ô£¯¢Ó¢Ó£¡ ›Ì¢¥Ë˜¢ ›Ë§˘¢¯˘
§¯Ô¢ÓÔ£˜¢ Ë£µÒ¢ ™Ì¢´Ì! ‚˘¢
ﬁÓÚÒ¢ Ë˘§Ô¢Ó ﬁ˘§Ú ÔÙ¢ı£ˆ¢Ó¢∂Ë¢Ë˜¢
‚˘¢¡´Ò Ô§¯Ò¢ Ò£¯£ ‡˘¢ Í¢¨ÍπÏ¨ı
ﬁ¨¯ı˘¢ ‡˘Ë¢Ë˜§Ó¢Ó ﬁ˘¢ Û§´Í£!
‹ˆË§¯¢∞ ‹ˆ∞ ´Í£¢Ë¢Ë Ô¶ÙË¢∞¯§Î¢Í§Ú§˘¢
§¯¢§ÏÒ¢
Õ˘¢¡ ›¡Ë˜§˘¢ ÍÈ¢ËÒÒ£Ò¢ ÕÌ£¡
∫¢ ™ ºÒ¢ ´Óı§ÚÛ§˘¢ ÕÓ¢ Ó ı˜£Ò¢
££¢ıÓ§
´Óı§ ∞˜§Ó¢Ó∞˜Ò£Ò¢ ´Óı§∞˜Ò¢
ı¨Û ›¥Ë˜§˘¢ ÍÛÌ£ÙÚÒ£Ò¢
ﬁÛı§∞˜Ò¢
ıÌ¢Ì ıÌ¢Ì ÒÙ£¢ ÃË¢∞Ò¢ ı£¨Ë
ı£ËÒ˘¢
Ò£¥Ë˜§˘¢ ÒÓ§¢¯§ªÒ¢ Ò£Ï¢¥™Ï¢Æ
ÒÌÒ§∞ ÍÔ¢Ó˘Ë¢Ë£¥Ô§¨¯Ô¢Ó Ò¨¯Œ£¢
Û£Ò£ÚÌË¢Ë£Ù Û£ÒË¢ËÙ¢ ´Ò¥
´ÓË¢Ë§˘¢ πËˆ¢£¥Ò¢ ´ÓË¢ËÆ
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‹Ì¢¨ÏÒ£Ô§Ù ÒË¢Ë¨˜ªÒ¢
‹Ûı¨ÌÓ¢∂ ı£ˆ¨ıË¢∞Ò¢ ∫Ù¢¨Ù¢
™Û§Ú£¡
ı£˘Ó¢¨Ó ™Ó£¥Ò¢ Ò¨Ù Ô§¨¯Ô¢Óı£ËÒÌ¢
££¢¢´£¨Û ı§ÚË¢Ë ¨ıË¢∞Ò¢ ÏÔ¢ÓÒ¢
£¨¯
™Ó¯¢ Ë £Í§Ú£ı§˘¢ Ò§Ë¢ ™ Û§Ú ﬁ¥Ë¢ Ë §
‹¨Ì
‡˘¢˘§Ù¢ ‡ºı£∞Ò¢Ò§˜∞, „ÙÒ¢, Ë£¢§
´ÓÚ§¨Ù, ™Ó˘¢¨˘, ı£¨ˆ,
™ÔÙ¢, ÒÛı˜¢˜§, Ò£, Ù£, ´ÓË¢∞, ﬂÏ¢Æ
ÍÔ¢Ó˘Ò¢, ıÌ¢ÌıÌ¢Ì ÒÙ£¢Ë¢√Ï¢ÏÒ¢
- ‡˘¢
‹ˆ¨Ë ËÌ¢¥ ÛÍ§Ó¢´Ó˘¢ - ‡˘¢
ÒÌ¢ ıÚ§¡ ﬂ˘¢¯ ‡Ì¨ı
‡Ì¢¥ ÒË§ˆ¢Ô¢´Ó˘¢ - ‡˘¢
Ëı£˙ Ë£¯¢¨¯ Ô£˘¢ ∏Ë£¢Ô¢´Ó˘¢
‹¨ÌÓ¢∂ÒË§ˆ ›¨Í¢¥Ë§´¯˘¢ ‹Ó¯¢∞
›Ú§ÛÒ£Ú§ÛÒ¢ ¨ËË˜¢ ‚˘Ë¢Ë§Ù¢¨Ù´Ú
‚˘ ›ÓÈ¢ËÒ¨ÏË§´¯˘¢ - ›˘£Ù¢
›˘Ô¢ÓÒ¨ÏË§´¯˘¢
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POEM

THEIR TIME
CHRISTINE ANN SAM IXB

I spotted 2 Lions prowling by
His mane golden in the sunlight.
His paws strong and agile
His eyes fixed
To the tips of the blue sky.
But I knew his time had come
And I watched him getting shot.
Then I left his side
And his spirit vanished from my
sight.
I watched a baby opening her
green eyes
Her body scrawny
And her tiny pink hands fisted
tight.
She calmed
As she saw her mother’s soft smile
But I knew, it was a miracle she
was still alive
Few days later, her mother’s heartbroken sobs were heard.
Then I left her side
And the baby’s spirit vanished
from my sight.
I saw an old man staggering past,
The ground dusty at his feet.
The devil’s drink pressed against
his bony frame,
Far out of anyone’s reach.
He yelled and slapped his wife,
Saying her days in his house were
complete.
But I knew, that there weren’t
much grains in his hourglass left.
Hell anticipated his arrival.
And his body was found in the
gutter.
Lying on broken glass,his blood in
spicals.
I imagined his tortured screams
Then I left his side

And his spirit vanished from my
sight.
I gazed up at a tall tree.
It’s leaves a beautiful green.
It had helped many creatures live
On its branches many times had
there been a swing.
It’s leaves rustled in the wind,
A fluttering green halo,
Safe guarding all who sought it.
But I knew, his years will be stolen.
Metal spat and gobbled through
it’s body.
The tree gave out shaking in fury.
As all around his family also fell
down.
Then I left their side
And their spirits vanished from
my sight.
I looked at a stray dog wondering
past
Counting all her bones as she went
by.
She sniffed around for scraps or at
least a bone
And went towards a large pile.
But her hopes crushed
And she came back in a defeated
style.
A wild hunger was clear in her
sunken eyes
And it was slowly devouring her
insides.
But I knew, even she will have her
time.
A car with a small family inside,
Hit and crushed her weak body to
a side.
Cursing her as they went by.
There she lay in a bloody mess
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Panting feebly in the moonlight.
Then I left her side
And her spirit vanished from my
sight.
I stood with the crowds
As they shouted angry and loud.
Tired of being helpless and weak
under selfish powers
Hand inhand rebelling they stood
together.
But the end is not picky.
Shots were all that they heard
And soon the ground with their
blood was sticky.
Then I turned away from them,
A dozen thoughts filling my mind.
As their spirits one by one,
Vanished from my sight.
I walk along hills and roads
Through streets and homes.
And watch people suffer or survive.
How some on class and society
They stress their shallow minds,
Never once thinking
About other lives.
Many enjoy the kind nature treats
But forgets about her needs
They abandon her children
And pollute her mighty seas,
Killing all
Who ventures beneath.
But I know,
Everything will one day break it’s
earthly ties.
And move on perhaps to heaven
or hell
Where they’ll reside.
Like I’ve been saying,
Everyone will have their time…

POEM

a¬I-«-bpsS

hnem]w
JISNA J NAIR - IV C

shfn¨w ]I-cp¶ kqcyt\m,
\nsâ I®p-IÄ Fs¶ t\m¡n-tbm?
shdp-samcp a¬I-«-bm-sa\n¡v,
F´n\v \ÂIp¶p Cu DuÀÖyw.
F¶nepÅ hn¯p-I-fmÂ,
]mhao [cn-{Xnsb ]¨ ]pX-¸n-¡m-t\m?
At¿m! t]mcm t]mcm-sb-\n-¡n-Xp,
shÅhpw hmbphpw IqSn-tb-Xo-cq.
C{X-taÂ ]mcn-tXm-jn-I-§Ä X¶mepw
ZpjvS\mw a\p-Psâ a\Êp \¶m-bn-tÃÂ,
hyÀYamw \n³ taml-saÃmw
a®n-e-enªp Xocp-a-tÃm.

\nemhv
MARIA ROSHIN BINOY - V B

AIse A§-Ise
]mÂ¸p-©ncn XqInþ
\nev¡p¶p N{µ³.
sXm«-cn-sI-bmbn Xmc-§fpw
an¶n-s¯-fn-bp-¶p.
cm{Xn-bpsS GIm-´-X-bnÂ
an¶n-¯n-f-§p¶p an¶m-an-\p-§pw.
hÀ®-tim` XqIn \nÂ¡p-¶þ
N{µsâ {]tim-`-bnÂ
]pf-In-X-bmbn `qan-bpw.

[ Montfort School

96

Writers’ Pride

]

‹¨˘Ó¢Ó§¯¢∞Ò¢ ›¨Í¢¥ - Ô¶
‹ˆË£Ú¢ ﬁ˘¢π¯ ›¨Í¢¥
›ÌıÓ¢¨Ó ∂¯Ë¢Ë ›¨Í¢¥
ﬁ¨¯ı¨˘ „¯¢Ë ›¨Í¢¥
ﬂÓ¨Ù
‡¨˜£¢Û£˙¢ ‡ÚË ¸¨˚£¢Û¥
‡Ú£¢ı£Ú¢ ‚Ì¢Ì ›¨Í¢¥
·ºË¢Ë£Ú¢ ı£ˆ ›¨Í¢¥
‚˜§¨Ò¨Ú „¯¢Ë ›¨Í¢¥
„ˆ¢¨Ò¨Ú Âˆ§Ë¢Ë ›¨Í¢¥
Â¯¢¡¨ÒÚ£Ú¢ ﬁºË¢Ë ›¨Í¢¥
Ó§¯¨Ò¨Ú ÒÓ§Ë¢Ë ›¨Í¢¥
Ó¶Ì¢Ï£¨Ò¨Ú Âˆ§Ë¢Ë ›¨Í¢¥
Ó¶¨Ò¨Ú ‹ˆ§Ë¢Ë ›¨Í¢¥
¨ËÒ¨Ú ‹¡Ë¢Ë ›¨Í¢¥
‡˘Ë¢∞˜¢ ‡˘¢¨˘Ó¢´ÓÏ ›¨Í¢¥

\µn...

POEM

‹¨˘Ó¢Ó§¯¢∞Ò¢
›¨Í¢¥
LAKSHMIPRIYADARSHINI - XII COM

\qÂ tImÀs¯m-sc³ ap¯p-I-tfm-tcm¶pw
hÀ®-§-fmÂ \ndªp tim`n-¨-t¸mÄ
HuÕpIyw \nd-sªmcm A\n-ÝnX ImgvN,
F³ lr¯-S-¯nÂ Hcp tNmZy-ap-¶bn-¨p....!!!

CHRISTY JAMES - XII SC

B \nÝn-X-th-f-bnÂ
F³ Pohn-Xamw ap¯p-Isf tim`n¸n-¨-Xvþ
Bsc-t¶mÀ¯p Rm³.
{]Xym-in-¨h e`n-¡m-bvI-bmÂ, AXn-epw hepXv e`n-¡p¶
Hcp Bgn-X³ sN¸v I¬ap³]nÂ Xpd-¡pw-t]mse
bmYmÀ°yw- \n-d-bm-s¯m-sc³ Pohn-X-¯nÂ
\oena \nd-¨-Xm-sc¶v HmÀ¯p Rm³.
kÀ¤m-ß-IXsb hfÀ¯p¶ Kpcp-`q-X-tcmSpw
DÄ¯p-Sn-¸p-I-f-dn-bp¶ kulr-Z-§-tfmSpw
hyàn-Xzs¯ kzoI-cn-¡p¶ A´-co-£-t¯mSpw
kzmKXw sN¿msX, hmXnÂ Xpd¶v
Fs¶ Rm\m¡n amänb Hmtcm Pohn-X-t¯mSpw
hm\nÂ Nnd-I-Sn¨v ]d-¶p-b-c-W-sa¶v
F¶nÂ B{K-l-s¨-¸p-IÄ Xpd¶ Hmtcm LS-I-t¯mSpw
]d-bm-\mbv sh¼ÂsIm-Åp-¶-sXm-¶p-am{Xw
F³ Nph-cnÂ Rm³ hc¨ Nn{X-am-Wn-sX³þ
{]nb-tc.... \µn.... \µn.... \µn....
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POEM

CLASS XII
ON A PAGE…
JESSICA JACOB XII SCI

There are a lot of things that make a class classy,
We beat them all and we still ain’t sassy.
We have a lot of things nice with a touch of pice.
We entered these gates with an aim.
We were all different, but yet the same.
This place put us through many ups and downs,
But who knew, at the end we would be holding
We knew nothing about how this ends,
But we made the most amazing friends,
We forgot that our days have been
numbered and during class we slumbered.
We woke up day after day, not realizing
we had a lot left to say.
Crazy and wild were our fights,
And itchy were big bites.
Buckets of water we carried to the loo,
And that would miss, we had no clue.
Sleep was our all time fav!!
Without our partners, there would have no save.
Getting caught was a routine,
And Sr. Jacobine’s [warden] advice was our protein…
The days we spent crying, We let time go flying.
Each birthday brought in a new recipe,
And for this there was no fee.
Spoons and knives we stole,
Maybe even a couple of plates and a bowl
After all this fun, we still want to weep,
But this time its for the memories were made to keep…

[ Montfort School

98

Writers’ Pride

]

A VACATION

RACKED WITH

CLASSES...

VIEW
FEBI AJIT - XII SCI

.....................

I

f at all there is a special occasion students await with all eagerness, it is nothing but holidays.
After spending most of their time
in classrooms, the students love
to rewind by engaging themselves
in other extracurricular activities,
except going through their books.
Studious students plan their holidays well in advance. Some students also save their pocket money
to be used during their holidays.
We also find many students
coming out with creative ideas
during this time. We witness the
blossoming of budding painters,
writers and dramatists during this
period. As their minds are free
from the worry of going through
their text books or submitting
project works, they shine very well
during holidays and exhibit their
talents in different genres. Thus

holidays help the students to become more organised and exhibit the best of their inborn talents
lying hidden in them for long.
While the student community
benefits a lot from their holidays,
it is really sad that they are not
allowed to enjoy their holidays as
per their desire. It won’t be an exaggeration if I say that, nowadays,
holidays have become a bane and
not a boon to the students. The
main reason for it is that holidays
are only treated as an extended
classroom. As education has become very competitive, parents
prefer their students to spend most
of their holidays indoors studying
their lessons. They also compel
their wards to go for special tuition for the lessons they would be
learning in their next term. The
teachers also load them with spe-
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cial project works to be completed
during holidays. This imprisons the
students. Sometimes, this becomes
more torturous for them than the
time spend in their classrooms.
Now a days, we find so many
coaching centres. A water thin difference in the cut-off marks makes
all the difference in admissions to
colleges. Even teachers, conduct
tuition classes during holidays
and run umpteen batches, at the
cost of the hopless students. Parents and teachers must understand
that holidays are the best time for
students to relax themselves after
spending gruelling learning hours
in their classrooms. Considering the great benefits the students
get in enjoying their holidays, the
parents and teachers should resolve not to convert holidays as an
extended classroom for the kids.

POEM
Life is a spring,
It’s a song to sing
You have to blossom,
And never go the peripheral
Life is summer
you have to agonize
Bestowing to your feats,
Sow hard work seeds
Life is rain
Don’t let it go in futile
Drench yourself in its philosophy,
Relish its stunning geography.

SEASONS OF

LIFE
DIANA CHERIAN IX B

Life is Autumn
Sometimes you fall to the bottom,
Like the leaves in this season
Which turn brown, yellow and crimson.
Life is winter
It’s like a splinter
Between good and bad,
It makes you both exultant and gloomy.
Sometimes life may appear ruthless,
It might pierce you like a dagger,
But it can also turn out to be virtuous
If you like the triumph ladder.
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Í§¡Ë¨Ó

STORY

ﬁº∫Ï¢Ï£˜¢ ›¥Ë˜¢

J. BELSY - UKG D

‹∂ Âº ‹ˆË§Ú ‹Ï£¢Ô¢Ô
Ë£¥
‹Ô¢Ó Ë£Ï¢Æ˘¢ Ô¥´ı
∞¡Ë§Ú £ÙÒ¢
Â˘¢¡¢ ›¯¢¯§˘¢ Ô¥ı§Ù¢
ﬁºÔ¢Ó∂ Âº Ô£˜¢ ‹Ô¢Ó
£ÙÓ¢¨Ó ËÏ¢¯¢Ë£Ë
ﬁÛÌ¢¥ ›¥Ë˜¢
£ÙÓ¢Ó§˘¢ ‹ºË§Ù¢ ıÔ¢∂
™Ë£Ì¢ÆºÔ¢Ó˘ Âº
›¥ £ÙÓ¢Ó§˘¢ Âº
∫¨˘Ú§ΩÒ¢ Ò¯¢™¯£˘¢¡
£ÙÓ¢Ó§˘¢ Ò¡∫¨˘Ú§ΩÒ¢
ıÔ¢∂ Ô§˘¢¯˘.
‹Ô¢Ó£ÙÓ¢¨Ó Âº
´ÔÛÓ¢Ó§Ù¢ Âºı£¢ÒÏ¢¥´Ò
ËÏË¢Ë∫ÆªÒ¢. ‹∂
™ÓÛ§Ô¢∂Ò¢ ﬁÛÌ¢¥
›¥Ë¿Ò¢ £ÙÓ¢¨ÓËÏ¢

Ó¯¢¢Ë£Ë Â´Û ´ÔÛÓ¢Ó§Ù¢
„¯§ £ÙÓ¢Ó§˘¢ Ô¥ı§Ù¢
ıÔ¢∂ Ô§˘¢¯˘. ∫ÓÙ£ı∂
›¥ ‚˘Ë¢∞ ıˆ§ı§¥ Ô£˘¢
™ÍÙ¢Ù´ıÌ¢¥Ò¢ ‚˘¢¯∂
‡Ï´˘ ﬁÛÌ¢Ï£ı∂
›¥ Ô£˘¢ Ó£˘¢ ∫ÓÙ§Ù¢
™ÍÙ¢Ù´ıÌ¢¥Ò¢.
Ô£˘¢ Ó£˘¢ ∫ÓÙ§Ù¢
ËÏË¢Ë´ıÌ¢¥Ò¢ ‚˘Ë¢∞
Ô¶ Ó£˘¢ ıˆ§ı§Ï´ıÌ¢¥Ò¢
‚˘¢¯∂. ‹¢Æ´Ú
ﬁÛÌ¢¥, ›¥Ë¿Ò¢
ı§Ï¢¥™Ë£¥Ë¢Ë£ÒÙ¢
ÍÌ¢¨ÏÚ§ÏÓ¢ ™Ó£ÏÈ¢Ë§˘
ÍÌ¢¨ÏÚ§¥Ò¢´£∂
ﬁÛÌ¢¥ ›¥Ë˜§˘¢
Ë£Ù¢Ë¿Ò¢ §ÆÒ£˘Ò¢
ﬁ˘¢¯§ Â˘¢¯˘¢ §˘¢
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Â˘¢¯£Ë ›¯¢¯§Ù¢ ı§øÔ¢Ó˘.
›¯¢¯§Ù¢ ı§øÔ¢Ó §˘¢
ﬁÛÌ¢¥ ›¥Ë¿Ò¢
Ó£È¢Ë˜¢ ™ÍÚ¢Ó Óı¨¯
Ô§¨˘Ó¢∂ ıºÔ¢Ó§˘ ‚˘¢˘
Ú˘¢? ‹Ô¢´Ó£ Û§Ó£Ò¢!
ﬁ¡Ó§Ú§Ù¢ ﬁÛÌ¢¥
›¥Ë¿Ò¢ ›¯¢¯§Ù¢ ∫ˆ¢Ë§
ﬁ¯Ô¢∂ ´£Ú§˘.
Ô¶Ó§:
ı§Ï¢¥™Ë£¥Ë¢Ë´ıÌ¢ÆÚ
´ÔÛÓ¢Ó§Ù¢
ı§Ï¢¥™Ë£¥Ó¢Ó£Ù¢ ≤ËÒ£Ú¢
ı£ˆÙ£Ò¢.

POEM

™Ì¢´Ì!
Ô¶
Í£Ó§Ë¢Ë¢ §¯Ô¢Óı˜¢
Í£Ë¢ §¯Ô¢Óı˜¢ ‹Ù¢Ù ‚˘´ı
‡˘¢¨˘Ú£ºÒ¢
™£¡¢¯¢¯ ™Ì¢
‚˘¢¯£Ù¢
™£¯§Ú§ÚÙ§Ù¢
Í£Ó§Ó¢∂Ë¢Ë£Ï¢¥
ÒÓ§™ËÏ¢Ï ™Ì¢
‚˘¢¯£Ù¢
ÒºÓ¢∂ıÓ¢Ó§Ù¢
™ı¯¢¯§Ë£Ï¢¥
ı£Ú£Æ™Ì¢
‚˘¢¯£Ù¢
ı£Ó£ÆË¢Ë£Ï¢¥
ıˆË¢Ë¯§ÎÛ£Ú¢

Âº Ò¶˘¢ ÊÏ ‡¡Ò¶˘¢ ıÛ
ı£Æ ﬁºË¢∞Ò£Ò¢ ™Ë£Ë¢∞!

„™˘˘¢¯£Ù¢
™Ì¢´Ì Ô¶
ı£ˆ¢§¯Ô¢Óı˜¢
ı£Ï¢§¯Ô¢Óı˜¢ ‹Ù¢Ù!

Í§¡Ëı§¨Ó
™Ì¢´Ì!
BETSY
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VIEW

RESTLESSNESS

AMONG STUDENTS
MISS ELSY M.K.

“ Do not train a child to learn by
force or harshness; but direct them
to it by what amuses their minds,
so that you may be better able to
discover with accuracy the peculiar
bent of the genius of each”-Plato.
When I thought of writing an article for our school magazine, the
topic came at once to my mind is
“ Restlessness Among Students. “
Nowadays parents and teachers often discuss the indiscipline among
students. In fact, the problem of
unrest and indiscipline is growing
at an alarming proportion. Indiscipline among students has become a social problem and it leads
to many other problems such as
misbehaviour, malpractices during
examination, wrong friendship etc.

Why do the students become so
restless? What is the reason for it ?
Most of the people say it is because of the media. Yes, partially
it is correct but I will not blame
only the media. All of us i.e. the
parents, the teachers and the society are responsible for it. Everyone
of us wants that the students get a
Hundred percent in their academic
performance but we do not bother
about their spiritual needs. That
is where we fail. We ought to give
them some spiritual values. We
ought to help them to learn the
art of living . To remove this indiscipline from students they need
hope, encouragement, sympathy
and also some idealism. And for
this, they need some ideal per-
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sons who may be their living examples to turn the tide in its right
course. Unrest among students is
an expression of discontentment
and nothing else. This discontentment cannot be cured by what is
called police method. We need to
conquer such children by our love
and concern. Surely, when the
children feel that they are accepted, there will be a change in their
behavior. So, let us all join our
hands together in moulding our
children into good human beings.
Let me conclude this with the
quote of “ Bill Ayers” “Your kids require you most of all to love them
for who they are, not to spent your
whole time trying to correct them.”

{]W-b-amWv
\nt¶m-sS-\n¡v

POEM

OLIVIA ABRAHAM - XII SC

lrZ-b§Ä tNÀ¶ kulr-Z-§fpw
Ipfn-tcIpw HmÀ½-Ifpw
Nncn-XqIpw CW-¡-§fpw ]nW-¡-§fpw
Ft´m ]d-bp-hm³ \n\-bv¡p-¶p-thm...!!!
IY-IÄ ]dbpw CS-\m-gnbpw
]mXn Nmcnb hmXn-ep-Ifpw
]Xn-sb-¯p-d¡pw Pme-I-§fpw
Ft´m ]d-bp-hm³ sIm-Xn-¡p-¶p-thm...!!!
Nncnbpw Ifnbpw \ndª ¢mkv apdn-Ifpw
kulrZw ]¦n« `£-W-s¸m-Xn-Ifpw
Nne-t\cw ImtXmÀ¯n-cp¶ aWn-\m-Zhpw
Ft´m ]d-bp-hm³ hnXp-¼p-¶p-thm...!!!
t]mbn-hcq F¶ hmÀ¯tbm
]d-¶p-bcq F¶ Biw-ktbm
HmÀ¡ptam F¶ -tNm-Zy-tam, AtXm
]ncn-bm-dmbn F¶ HmÀ½-s¸-Sp-¯-tem...!!!
C¶nXm \nd-I-®p-I-tfmsS ]Sn-bn-d§pw t\cw
kvt\l-¯n³ samgn-I-sf-\n¡v Adn-bnÃ \nt¶mSv ]d-bm³.
\µn-X³ hm¡p-I-fp-a-dn-bnÃ \nt¶mSv samgn-bm³.
H¶p-am{Xw Iem-e-b-ta..."-{]-W-b-amWv \nt¶m-sS-\n¡v'
]d-bm-sX-t]m-b... sshIn-b-dnª Fsâ {]Wbw
hmbn-s¨-Sp-¡p-atÃm \o... Fsâbo au\w.

kvIqÄ PohnXw
ANN MARIA JAMES - V B
kvIqÄ Pohn-X-sa³
BËm-Z-Po-hnXw
kvIqÄ A²ym-]-IÀ
Bß Kpcp-¡Ä.
Kpcp-hnÂ\n-¶p-XnÀ¡pw
tNmZy ic-§-sf³ t\À¡p-b-cp-t¼mÄ
a\w `b-]-c-h-i-am-Ip-t¼mÄ F³
I®nÂ\n-¶p-XnÀ¡pw ap¯p-IÄ.
F¶m-ep-sa³ ]mT-§Ä
a\-Ên-em-¡n-¯-cp¶ A²ym-]-IÀ
F³ Bß kplr-¯p-¡Ä am{Xw
Kpcp am{Xw F³ ssZh-sa-¶p-sa-¶pw.
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THE MOST

VIEW

EXPENSIVE
DIAMONDS

JUANO MERLIT THUNDATHIL XII SE

E

veryday is a new beginning. It
was the same in my case too…
When I look back at my school
days each and everyday has been
a stepping stone to what I am today. I’m sure, we all had a lot of
dreams about our school before
we stepped in to this institution,
I too had. But it was not the same
as I dream, for me it has given me
more than what I dreamt. For the
past 14 years this has not just been
a school to me, it has been my
home. The 5144 days that I spent
in this school were the most memorable days of my life. And I’m
sure I’ll never get those days back
again in my life. Today it’s strange
for me to believe that I’m no longer
a ‘MONTFORTIAN’. That’s life…
A home is incomplete without
“parents”. Yes, here too I had parents, not just one or two, a lot of
“parents” who lived for me. My
“teachers”… They cared for me,
loved me and guided me in the
right path. Till today I couldn’t

realize what my teachers were to
me. But today, when I step out
from this institution after a long
journey of 14 years along with
my parents, I realize how much
they loved me. Without them I
was nothing. Also I realize that I
could not give them back even one
percent of what they did for me.
There’s a quote “A friend keeps
you close at heart, loves you for
who you are, makes a difference in
your life, never judges, often supports and values you”. A teacher is
such a friend to a student. Only a
teacher can accept us with all our
imperfections. And in that case all
the MONTFORTIANS are lucky
enough to have a lot of such friends.
Teachers may seem very strict
during class hours, but they are
not the same when we meet them
in person after class/school hours.
Each one has one’s own unique
style of teaching and analysing, we
should learn from them. Teachers are the books that we students
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must learn from. They are always
there ready to help even when we
become an alumni of MONTFORT.
And today I’m able to say that my
teachers have contributed a lot of
valuable insights for my growth.
It’s up to us to seek their help when
needed. Don’t be afraid, to approach any of your teachers, consider them as your best friends who
are always beside you to help you.
I earned a lot during my journey
through Montfort. But apart from
all that, the most valuable earning
of my life was nothing other than
my teachers who were always there
beside me for the past 14 years to
guide me, support me and lay down
the base on which today. I stand
With all due respect a big “SALUTE” to all my teachers who
were there beside me for the past
14 years. Thank you teachers for
your care and endless love. Dear
teachers, you are the most expensive diamonds in our lives.

VIEW

"Abmfpw Rm\pw X-½nÂ'
MS SHEENA - TEACHER IN SOCIAL SCENCE

""amXm, ]nXm, Kpcp, ssZ-hw''
F-¶ B-]v-X-hmIyw BÀ-j-`m-c-X
kw-kv-Im-c-¯n-sâ A-´x-k-¯bmWv. ]cw-s]m-cpfm-b kÀ-tÆizc-sâ H-cn-¡epw \n-e-bv-¡m-¯
h-N-\-§sf, Im-tem-Nn-X-am-bn
hn-`-Pn-¨p \Â-Ip-¶-h-cpw, A-hnSp-s¯ kr-ãnI-sf hym-Jym-\n-¨p
\Â-Ip-¶-h-cp-am-bm-Wv `m-c-X-kwkv-Ir-Xn Kp-cp-`qX-sc I-~n-cp-¶Xv.
t£-{X-¯n-se ]q-Pm-cnbpw B-Xpcm-e-b-¯n-se ssh-Zy-\pw, hn-Zyme-b-¯n-se hn-Zzm\pw hn-im-eam-b
AÀ-°-¯nÂ ssZ-h-¯n-sâ {]-Xn-

\n-[n-IÄ X-s¶-bm-bn-cp¶p.
I-W-¡n-\p¯-cw F-fp-¸-¯nÂ
In-«p-sa-¦nepw Po-hn-X-¯n-se
k-¦oÀ-®am-b H-cp-]m-Sv tNm-Zy-§Ä¡p¯-cw e-`n-¡-W-sa-¦nÂ, im-´am-bn ssZ-h-ap-Jw [ym-\n-¡-W-sa-¶v
]Tn-¸n-¨ Kp-cphpw in-jy\pw
X-½nÂ ]-cn-]m-h-\am-b _-Ô-am-Wv
\n-e-\n-¶n-cp-¶Xv. {]-]-©-L-S-\
bpw ]-©-`q-X-§-fp-sS {]-hÀ-¯\-hpw, Im-e-¯n-sâ ]-cn-Wm-a-L«-§-fpw, \-£-{X-cm-in-bp-sS am-ä§-fpw, ar-K-§-fp-sS {]-Ir-X-hpw,
bpàn-t_m-[-hpw, k-ky-§-fp-sS

[ Montfort School

106

Writers’ Pride

]

hn-hn-[-Xz-hp-saÃmw sX-äp-]-äm-¯hn-[w a-\-Ên-em-¡n-s¡m-Sp-¡m³
I-gn-hp-Å C-cp-¯w-h-¶ hy-àn-Xz§-fm-bn-cp-¶p Kp-cp-`qXÀ.
F-¶mÂ, Im-e-¯n-sâ Ip-s¯mgp-¡nÂ, I¨-h-S kw-kv-Im-cw FÃm
_-Ô-§-fp-tSbpw ]-hn-{XX-sb
ImÀ-s¶-Sp-¯-t¸mÄ G-ähpw Iq-SpXÂ I-f-¦-s¸«p-t]mb-Xv Kp-cp-injy-_-Ô-amWv. ""A-]-cn-]-Izam-b
hy-àn-Xz-¯nÂ ]-cn-]-Izam-b
hy-ànXzw sN-ep-¯p-¶ kzm-[o-\am-Wv hn-Zym-`ymkw.'' A-Xv K-Wn-Xtam, im-kv{X-tam, N-cn{Xtam

]Tn-¸n-¡Â {]-{In-b-tbm am-{XaÃ, A-Xn-\-¸p-dw A-Ú-X-bp-sS
C-cp-«ns\, \-·-bp-sS {]-Im-i-In-cW§Ä-sIm-~v {]-`m-]q-cn-X-am-¡p-IbmWv. A-dn-hnÃm-bv-a-bpsS, ]-Iz-XbnÃm-bv-a-bpsS, H-s¡ C-cp-f-I-äm³
]-cn-[n-IÄ \n-Ý-bn-¡m-¯, \nÀ-½eam-b Nne sIm-Sp-¡Â hm-§-epIÄ B-h-iy-amWv. ]-cn-ip-²am-b
Cu Im-gv-N-¸m-SnÂ \n-¶v tem-Iw
A-]-I-S-I-c-amw-hn-[w ]n³-Xncn-ªv
\-S-¡p-I-bmWv.
_-Ô-§Ä `m-c-am-bpw, _-Ô-\§-fmbpw hym-Jym-\n-¡-s¸-Spt¼mÄ, kz-´w A-¯m-g-¯n-\v
A-Sp-¸p-Iq-«p-hm³ am{Xw X-{X-¸m-Sv
Im-Wn-¡p-¶ B-[p\n-I Ip-Spw-_§Ä Np-äp-ap-Å h-gn-hn-f-¡p-IÄ
ku-I-cy-]qÀ-Æw hn-kv-a-cn-¡p¶p.
A-XÃ-¦nÂ kz-bw sa-\-sª-Sp-¯
kz-]v-\-§Ä-¡-\p-k-cn-¨v Po-hn-X¯n-sâ an-\p-k-ap-Å {Sm-¡n-eq-sS
H-tc Xm-f-¯nÂ am-{Xw Hm-Sm³
]Tn-¡Ww, ]Tn-¸n¡-Ww F-¶v
hm-in-]n-Sn-¡p-t¼mÄ _-Ô-§sfÃmw A-{]-k-à-§-fm-¡n
am-äp¶p. am-km-h-km-\w e-`n-¡p-¶
h-cp-am-\-¯n-sâ G-ä-¡p-d-¨n-ep-IfnÂ {i-²-bq-¶n A-²ym-]\s¯
"sXm-gnÂ' am-{X-am-bn Im-Wp-¶ \qX-\ A-²ym-]-I k-aq-lhpw ]-cn-]
m-h-\am-b Kp-cp-in-jy-_-Ô-¯n-\v
a-§-teÂ-¸n-¡p¶p.
tNm-Zn-¡p-¶Xpw tNm-Zn-¡m-¯Xpam-b FÃmw hm-§n-s¡m-Sp¯pw
I-ã-¸m-Sp-IÄ A-dn-bn-¡m-sX-bpw,
im-kn-¡m-sX-bpw, in£-Ww
\Â-Im-sXbpw h-fÀ-¯p-¶ \-½p-sS
Ip-«nIÄ, `m-hn-bnÂ \n-Êm-cam-b
Pohn-X {]-iv-\-§Ä-¡p ap-¼nÂ
X-fÀ-¶p ho-gp¶p. in-£-W-§fpw, im-k-\-I-fpw, Xn-cp-¯-ep-I-fpsaÃmw A-²ym-]-IÀ-¡v hn-e-¡-s¸-«
ta-L-e-I-fm-bn am-dp-t¼mÄ \-½p-sS
Ip-«n-IÄ sh«n-sbm-cp-¡-ep-Ifpw
sN-¯n-an-\p-¡-ep-I-fpw CÃm-sX
I-S¶p-t]m-Ip¶p. C-Xv A-hÀ-¡v
\-ã-am-¡p¶-Xv F-s´Ãm-amWv?
{]-iv-\-§-sf CÃm-Xm-¡n-bn-«v
H-cp Po-hn-X-anÃ F-¶v Xn-cn-¨-dn-bphm-\p-Å hn-th-Iw... hn-th-N-\-_p²n... h-cp-¶-Xns\-sbm-s¡ t\-cn-Sm\p-Å X-¿m-sd-Sp-¸v....
kzo-I-cn-¡m-\p-Å hn-\-bw....
h-gn-am-dn-t¸m-Im-\p-Å hn-th-Iw....

C-sXÃmw CÃm-Xm-Ip-¶p A-sÃ¦nÂ ap-cp-I³ Imv-«m-¡-S ]m-SnbXp-t]m-se
"\-ã-§-f-dn-bm-sX \-ã-s¸-Sp-¶p
\mw.'
Po-hn-Xw D-±o-]-\-§Ä-¡-

"A-bmfpw Rm\pw X-½nÂ'
F-¶ B-[p\n-I ho-£-W-¯n\-¸p-dw A-Xv hn-e-a-Xn-¡m-\mhm-¯ H-cp ]-hn-{X _-Ô-am-bn
am-dWw.
\p-k-cn-¨v \o-t§-~XÃ, hn-Im-cw
hn-thI-s¯ Io-g-S-t¡-~XÃ,
kzm-X-{´yw F¶-Xv D-¯-c-hm-ZnXzw
G-sä-Sp-¡m-Xn-cn-¡-eÃ... C-sXm-s¡
a-\-Ên-em-¡n-s¡m-Sp-¡p-hm³
A-²ym-]-IÀ X-s¶ thWw. A-lw
Xn§n-b "Rm³' kvv-\m-\-L-«-§Ä
]e-Xp ]n-¶n-«m-epw, XoÀ-°m-S-\§Ä G-sd \-S-¯n-bmepw
I-bv-]p-Å sh-Å-cn-¡-bp-am-bn
hn-ip-² Ø-e-§Ä Xm~n-b
\-¼q-Xn-cn-¡p Xp-ey-am-bn-cn-¡p¶p.
XoÀ-°mS-\w I-gn-ªn«pw sh-Åcn-¡-bn-se cp-Nn I-bv-]p-Xs¶.
AI-s¯ ku-µcyw hÀ-²n-¸n-¡phm³ D-Ån-se N-h-dpIÄ h-en-s¨dn-bWw. A-Xn-\v sh«n-sbm-cp-¡ep-Ifpw sN-¯n-an-\p-¡-ep-Ifpw
B-h-iyw-Xs¶. tdm-Un-se kÀ-tÆ¡Ãpw t£-{X-¯n-se hn-{K-lhpw
H-tc ]m-d-bp-sS `m-K-§-fm-bn-cp¶p.
F-s¶ F´p-sIm-~v B-fp-IÄ
]q-Pn-¡p-¶nÃ F-¶-Xm-Wv kÀtÆ-¡Ãn-sâ ]-cm-Xn. t£-{X-¯nse IÃv ]q-Py-am-b-Xn-sâ ]n-¶nÂ
A-tX-sä-Sp-¯ th-Z-\-bv-¡v I-W¡nÃ. A-lw ap-gp-h³ sIm-¯n-¡fªv in-ev-]n A-Xn-s\ kp-µ-c-am¡pwh-sc A-Xv hn-t[-b-s¸«p.
]q-Py-\m-Im³ ]q-Py-am-tb ]äq.
Kp-cp-hn-sâ ap-¼n-ep-Å hn-t[-b-Xz
hpw ic-Ww K-an-¡-ep-am-Wv
H-cph-s\ ]q-Py-\m-¡p-I...
FÃmw F-fp-¸-am-bn-cp-s¶-¦nÂ
Rm³ F§-s\ h-f-cp-am-bn-cp¶p?
D-Åw tX-Sn-b-sXÃmw D-Åw
ssI-¿n-em-sb-¦nÂ
h-f-cpam-bn-cpt¶m F-¶pan-{Xt¯mfw?
A-dn-tb-~-sXÃmw A-Xn-th-K-a-
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dn-sª-¦nÂ
A-t\z-j-I-\m-Im³ F-\n-¡m-Ipam-bn-cp-t¶m?
(kn. tXma-kv F-{_-lmw)
A-tX \-ap-¡v th~-Xv H-cp Xncp-¯Â t_m-[-hÂ-¡-c-W-amWv.
kw-c-£-W-¯n-sâ X-WÂ a-c-§fnÂ Po-hn-Xw B-kz-Zn-¡p-¶-hcÃ,
s\m-¼-c-§-fp-sSbpw {]-Xn-k-ÔnI-fp-sSbpw tLm-j-bm-{X B-tLmjn-¡p-¶-h-cm-Wv Po-hn-X-¯nÂ
hn-P-bn-I-fm-Ip-Ibpw N-cn-{X-¯nÂ
hy-àn-ap-{Z ]-Xn-¸n-¡p-Ibpw sN-¿p¶-sX-¶ Xn-cn-¨-dn-hv \mw t\-SWw.
B Xn-cn-¨-dn-hv \-½p-sS Ip-«n-IÄ
t\-Sp¶-Xv hn-Zym-e-b-¯nÂ k-l]mTn-I-fnÂ-\n¶pw, A-²ym-]-IcnÂ-\n¶pw kzm-b-¯-am-¡p-¶
Po-hn-Xm-\p-`-h-§-fn-eq-sS-bm-IWw.
"A-bmfpw Rm\pw X-½nÂ'
F-¶ B-[p\n-I ho-£-W-¯n-\-¸pdw A-Xv hn-e-a-Xn-¡m-\m-hm-¯ H-cp
]-hn-{X _-Ô-am-bn am-dWw.
F-{_-lmw en-¦¬ F-¶ \Ã
A-¸³ aI-sâ A-²ym-]-I-s\gpXn-b I-¯v \-½p-sS hn-Nn-´-\¯n-\m-bn k-aÀ-¸n-¡p¶p.
""]-cmP-bw G-äp-hm-§m\pw hnPbw tLm-jn-¡m\pw F-sâ aI-s\
]Tn-¸n-¡p-I. A-h³ A-kq-b-bnÂ
\n-s¶m-gn-ªv au-\-kv-an-Xw
]Tn-¡s«. ]p-kv-X-I-§-fp-sS A-ÛpX-tem-Iw a-\-Ên-em-¡s«.
tIm-¸n-b-Sn-¡p-¶-Xn-s\-¡mÄ
tXmÂ-¡p-¶-Xm-Wv t`-Zw
F-¶h-s\ ]Tn-¸n-¡p-I. k-Xy¯nÂ D-d-¨p-\n-¶v kuay-tcm-Sv
ku-ay-ambpw ]-cp-¡-tcm-Sv I-cpt¯m-sSbpw {]-Xn-I-cn-¡p-hm³
A-h³ ]Tn-¡s«. A-h³ BÄ-¡q-«¯nÂ shdpw A-\p-Im-cn-bm-Im-Xn-cn¡s«. FÃm-h-tcbpw {i-hn-¡phm-\pw, Im-cy-§Ä k-Xy-¯n-sâ
A-cn-¸-bn-eq-sS IS-¯n \-· am{Xw
Im-Wp-hm-\pw, Zpx-J-¯nÂ Nn-cn-¡phm\pw, I-c-bp-¶-XnÂ \m-W-t¡-Sv
`m-hn-¡m-Xn-cn-¡p-hm\pw ]Tn-¡s«.
Ah-sâ lr-Z-bhpw B-ßmhpw
hnÂ-¸-\-N-c-¡Ã-¶v ]Tn-¸n-¡p-I.
i-cn-sb-¶p tXm-¶p-¶-Xn-\p-th~n t]m-cm-Sm³ Ah-\v I-gn-bs«.
£-a-bn-se [o-c-X k-^-e-am¡p-I
F-¶v ]-d-bp-I. kz-bw hn-iz-kn¡m³ ]Tn-¡p-I. H-¸w a-äp-Åh-sc
hn-iz-kn-¡m-\pw.''

POEM

THE AWAKENING
DHANYA UNNIKRISHNAN TEACHER IN ENGLISH

Those hollow figures in front of whom,
I was forced to bend from infancy.
Take a peep into those lifeless eyes ,
and apprehend the lies that lie behind.
A profusion of times the anticipation
of its false promise of resurgence,
caused detriment to my very psyche.
It messed up with my head incessantly,
taxing on the gaffes I wished to forget.
The mistake was mine to trust them.
But that’s it! I am done forever.

CRAVING TO
BREAK FREE
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DHANYA UNNIKRISHNAN
TEACHER IN ENGLISH
Standing forlorn at this crucial turn of life,
compelled to face all its ghastly realities,
forced to accept what little life gives me,
and forbidden from soliciting for more,
the wish to return back to the safe haven,
of childhood gets more and more strong.
How I wish I could regress to that world,
which was un-pretentious and cosseted,
where every desire of mine was fulfilled.
Every time the dagger of life digs deeper
I dream of returning to that innocent world
where everything seemed just and serene
and for a trice I feel completely at peace
though reality often intervenes that dream
pulling me back to the angst of adulthood.
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K G GRADUATION
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DON - XI

PARTHIVE - VII

SUMITH - XI

RONALD

JOYAL - X

PARTHIVE - VII

ROHAN - XI
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JOMAL JOSEPH - VII B
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ROSHAN - X

RONALD - VII

JOMAL JOSEPH - VII B

DON

SONA - IX

ROSHAN - X

ADON - X

[ Montfort School

113

Writers’ Pride

]

GOWRI - VIII

AKSHARA - VIII

ABIRAM - IX

PARTHIVE - VII

PARTHIVE - VII

ABIRAM P. PADIYATH - IX

GOWRI - VIII

DON - XI
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DONA - X

DON - XI

ROSHAN - X

SUMITH - XI

ABIRAM - IX

SURIYA - VII

ADHITYA - VII

GOWRI - VIII
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DON - XI

RONALD - VII

ADHITYA - VII

RONALD - VII

AKSHARA - VIII

AKSHARA - VIII

SUMITH - XI
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DONA SIBY - X D

DON - XI

LIZA - IX

SUMITH - XI

SUMITH

ROHAN - XI

ROHAN - XI

SURIYA - VIII
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YOUNG ARTISTS
KG SECTION

ABEL JOJO - UKG A

AKILESH S - UKG D

AGASH DAVIS - UKG B

ANN MARIYA JOSEPH - UKG B

CYAN ANN RAINEY

DINET BENOY

SHEEZA - UKG B
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HIDHAYA RATHEED - UKG B

JEWEL JOSE - UKG A
LEEYA ELEEO - UKG A

LINTA REJI - UKG B
MERLIN MOSES - UKG A

CHRISTEENA - LKG D

ASHER K. ABIN

SAMEERA RENJITA - UKG A

SHEBA - UKG A
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ACADEMIC COUNCIL

OFFICE STAFF

KITCHEN STAFF

GARDEN STAFF

SECURITY STAFF

THE HELPING HANDS

BUS CREW
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