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ൂൾ  ചരി ം 

1968 ൽ േകവലം േലാവ                          ർ ൈ മറി 
സ്൱ൾ ആയി ആരംഭിඹ മിലാേദ 
െഷരീഫ് െമേ ാറിയൽ സ്൱ൾ
1974 ൽ അ ർ ൈ മറിയാ ം
1979 ൽ ൈഹസ്൱ളാ ം 1998 ൽ
ഹയർ െസ൴ റിയാ ം 2004 ൽ
TTI ആ ം ഉയർ  .െകാ ം 
ജി യിെല ൱ෙതൽ വിദ൬ാർഥികൾ
പഠി൵  വിദ൬ാഭ൬ാസ ാപനമായി 
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"Stella's Crown: Maya's Celestial Adventure"

In the heart of a bustling city, Maya, a teenage girl with a passion for 
astronomy, discovered an old telescope in her grandfather's attic. Intrigued 
by the mysteries of the cosmos, she decided to restore the neglected 
telescope to its former glory.

Maya spent her summer vacation meticulously cleaning and fixing the 
telescope, pouring over astronomy books, and learning to navigate the night 
sky. One clear night, she aimed the telescope at the moon and was 
mesmerized by the craters and details she had never seen before.

As Maya continued her nightly observations, she noticed a peculiar pattern 
of stars forming a constellation that wasn't documented in any of her books. 
Intrigued, she named it "Stella's Crown" after her late grandmother, who had 
always encouraged her love for the stars.

To her surprise, the constellation seemed to respond to her 
acknowledgement. One by one, the stars began to sparkle brighter, and a 
gentle hum filled the air. Suddenly, Maya found herself transported into a 
celestial realm where stars took on the form of friendly beings.

The star beings explained that they had been watching Maya's dedication to 
the telescope and her passion for the night sky. In gratitude, they offered her 
a chance to explore the wonders of the universe firsthand.

Maya embarked on an interstellar adventure, visiting distant galaxies, 
witnessing the birth of stars, and encountering celestial creatures. Along the 
way, she learned valuable lessons about courage, curiosity, and the 
interconnectedness of the cosmos.

As her celestial journey neared its end, Maya was filled with gratitude for the 
magical experience. The star beings granted her a special crystal that would 
forever connect her to the wonders of the universe.

Returning to her room, Maya found herself back with the telescope. Although 
it seemed like a dream, the crystal in her hand shimmered with a celestial 
glow. From that day forward, Maya continued to explore the cosmos with 
newfound awe, knowing that the universe was not just a vast expanse but a 
magical tapestry of stories waiting to be discovered.

By,Angel Ann Luke
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ALONE HE WALKS BENEATH THE MOON
Alone he walks beneath the moon's soft glow, A solitary figure
 in the night's dark flow. His footsteps echo in the silent air, A
 soul adrift, burdened by despair.

No hand to hold, no voice to hear his plea, He wanders lost,
 longing to be free. The stars above, they mock his lonely plight,
 Aching for solace in the endless night.

Through shadows deep, he searches for a trace, Of warmth, of
 love, in this desolate space. Yet solitude surrounds him like a
 shroud, A solitary man, beneath the darkened cloud.
In silence he lingers, in solitude he roams, A lonely heart,
 seeking solace in the unknown.
Top of Form
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Short stories English

The Golden Touch
Once there lived a greedy man in a small town. He was very rich, and he loved gold and all 
things fancy. But he loved his daughter more than anything. One day, he chanced upon a fairy. 
The fairy’s hair was caught in a few tree branches. He helped her out, but as his greediness 
took over, he realised that he had an opportunity to become richer by asking for a wish in 
return (by helping her out). The fairy granted him a wish. He said, “All that I touch should turn 
to gold.” And his wish was granted by the grateful fairy.

                              The greedy man rushed home to tell his wife and daughter about his wish, all 
the while touching stones and pebbles and watching them convert into gold. Once he got home, 
his daughter rushed to greet him. As soon as he bent down to scoop her up in his arms, she 
turned into a gold statue. He was devastated and started crying and trying to bring his 
daughter back to life. He realised his folly and spent the rest of his days searching for the fairy 
to take away his wish.

                       **********************************

THE MILKMAID AND HER PAIL
One day, Molly the milkmaid had filled her pails with milk. Her job was to milk 
the cows and then bring the milk to the market to sell. Molly loved to think about 
what to spend her money on.

As she filled the pails with milk and went to market, she again thought of all the things she wanted to 
buy. As she walked along the road, she thought of buying a cake and a basket full of fresh strawberries.

A little further down the road, she spotted a chicken. She thought, “With the money I get from today, I’m 
going to buy my own chicken. That chicken will lay eggs; then I can sell milk and eggs and get more 
money!”

She continued, “With more money, I can buy a fancy dress and make all the other milkmaids jealous.” 
Out of excitement, Molly started skipping, forgetting about the milk in her pails. Soon, the milk started 
spilling over the edges, covering Molly.

Drenched, Molly said to herself, “Oh no! I will never have enough money to buy a chicken now.” She 
went home with her empty pails.

“Oh, my goodness! What happened to you?” Molly’s mother asked.

“I was too busy dreaming about all the things I wanted to buy that I forgot about 
the pails,” she answered.

“Oh, Molly, my dear. How many times do I need to say, ‘Don’t count your chickens until they hatch?’”

             ***********************************************

BY,Aiswarya.S
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Midday, sitting in circles,
The sun at its peak, looking at us,
But we have no care for it,
For we are busy, annoying
Each other, playing
Games, the sun slowly goes down,
So does the class time.

But we walk out, confident that
The sun will be at its peak again, that we Will solve 
every fight we hadn’t yet. And Every day goes on 
and on, maybe one day All it’ll end and become 
memories, but not Today nor tomorrow, but when it 
does,
It’ll be the best of memories of ours.
                                       -N.Najiya Sulthana
                                         &                 
                               Keerthana Anil 
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അ െ ാ  െകാ േ  ത ് െപാളി ാൻ ക ിയാളി . 
-  അ ിളിമാമൻ
അടി ള്ൾ ന  കാട് തല വ് ? : ൈകത ്
അ ാെ  പ ി  േ ാ  വാല് .  - ചിരവ
ആവശ ാരൻ വ ി  ...വാ വൻ അറി ി .
-ശവെ ി
അ െയ ി മകൻ മരി  -തീെ ിെ ാ ി
അ ് വാലി , മകൾ ് വാ ്. - തവള
അര ് െക വൻ നിലമടി . - ല്
ഓ ം തിര, ചാ ം തിര, െവ ം ക ാൽ നിൽ ം തിര - െച ് 
കാലിൽ പിടി ാൽ േതാളിൽ കയ ം ? ട

് രി ..പാ ് പ വ ...വാ ാനരന ... ് പ മ  - :ച
ആനെയ കാണാൻ െവളി ്, ബീഡി ക ി ാൻ തീയി . 
- േടാർ ്
എ ാം തി ം എ ാം ദഹി ം െവ ം ടി ാൽ ച ം േപാ ം - തീ
ആയിരം കിളി ് ഒ  െകാ ്. - വാഴ ്
ജീരകം െപാതിയാൻ ഇലയി  പേ  ആനെയ തള ാൻ തടി ് - ളിമരം
ആയിരം ൾെ ാരര ാൺ. - ല്
ഇ ാൽ െപാ ാ  കി ിണി . -ക ക്
ഒര  െപ െത ാം െതാ ി ാര് - തീ ിെകാ ികൾ

Kadamkadha
by,Balendhu
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In a quaint little town nestled between rolling hills, lived Mr. and Mrs. Thompson, an elderly couple 
whose laughter lines masked the struggles they faced daily. The town bustled with life, but for the 
Thompsons, each day was a silent battle against social isolation.

Their children had moved away to bustling cities, leaving them alone in their quaint cottage. The once 
vibrant town square now seemed alien, bustling with unfamiliar faces and rapidpaced lives. With each 
passing day, the Thompsons felt increasingly invisible.

Their only solace was the local library, where they spent hours engrossed in books, finding comfort in the 
characters they met on the pages. Yet, even there, they felt a palpable disconnect, as if they were relics of 
a bygone era.

One day, a young girl named Lily noticed the Thompsons sitting alone on a bench in the park, their eyes 
filled with a quiet longing. Intrigued, she approached them and struck up a conversation. With each 
passing day, Lily visited them, regaling them with tales of her adventures and dreams.

Slowly, the Thompsons began to emerge from their shell, their hearts warmed by Lily's genuine kindness. 
They realized that despite the social barriers they faced, there was still hope for connection and 
companionship.

As time went on, the Thompsons became an integral part of the community once again, their wisdom and 
kindness cherished by all who knew them. Through Lily's simple act of kindness, they learned that age 
should never be a barrier to human connection and that reaching out to others can bridge even the widest 
gaps.

The moral of the story: No one should be forgotten or left behind, regardless of age or circumstance. 
Simple acts of kindness can break through the barriers of social isolation, fostering connection and 
compassion in our communities.

Story by ,
ABHIJITH.S
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The Moon

In velvet skies where dreams take flight,

A beacon of silver in the still of night,

A gentle guardian, serene and wise,

Casting its glow upon earth and skies.

Oh, luminous moon, with your tranquil face,

You weave enchantment, you hold such grace.

A silent witness to secrets untold,

In your shimmering glow, mysteries unfold.

You wane and wax in a celestial dance,

A cosmic rhythm, a timeless trance.

From crescent to full, you rise and fall,

A celestial ballet, captivating all.

Your silvery beams kiss the land below,

Bathing the world in your ethereal glow.

You whisper to lovers in the midnight air,

Inspiring poets with your tender flair.

Oh, moon, you're a muse to hearts that yearn,

A source of solace, a beacon to discern.

In your gentle light, we find our way,

Guided by your soothing, celestial sway.

So, shine on, dear moon, in your celestial flight,

A timeless symbol of beauty and light.

In your serene embrace, we find our peace,

As you watch over us, never to cease

Poem By,
Abhijith.S
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Picture By,

Yasir Samad 
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