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editorial

Dear readers

you have in hand “ilam ithalukal  ”

7,The e-magazine of st. Sthomas h. s.s keezhillam 

“ilam ithalukal” is the efforts of little kites students

“A flower does not make a garden beautiful but 

A bunch of flowers does and the  colourful world of

Flowers,butterflies and rainbows has paved way to

Theblistering neons,celluloids and LEDSs.         

                                                                  Best regards

                                                           Basil siji

                                                       Chief editor
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SONG OF THE FLOWER

I  am a kind word uttered and repeated
By the voice of nature
I am star fallen from the
blue tent upon the green carpet
I am the daughter of the elements

with whom winter concieved
To whom spring gave birth 
I was reared in the lap of summer and 
I slept in the bed of Autumn

At dawn I unite with the breeze
collected by,

ADHIL NOUSHAD



SOLITUDE

Laugh and the world laughs with
you:
weep,and you weep alone
For the sad old earth must borrow
its mirth,
But has trouble enough of its own
sing,and the hills will answers:
Sigh its is lost on the air.
The echoes bound to a joyful sound,
But shrink from voicing care
Rejoice,and men will seek you,Grieve,and they turn 
and go.
They want full measure of all you pleasure,But they 
do not need your woe.
Be sad,and you lose them all.
There are none to decline your nectared wine,
But alone you must drick your life's GOALLF

collected by,

• HARIKRISHNAN V.S



•  ആററൂ൪ രവവിവ൪മമ (ജനനന
1930)

       തൃശൂ൪ വടകക്കാചചേരവികടുത്തുളള
ആററൂ൪ ജനനന.കവവി,വവിവ൪ത്തക൯ എനന്നീ 
നവിലകളവിലല് പ്രശസ്ത൯.

          പ്രധക്കാന കൃതവി:കവവിത,ആററൂ രവവിവ൪മ്മയുടട 
കവവിതകള,(ഭക്കാഗന1 ,ഭക്കാഗന 2 ),ചജ .ചജ . ചേവില 
കുറവിപ്പുകള,പുളവിമരത്തവി൯ കഥ,പുതുനക്കാനൂറല്, നക്കാടള 
മടററക്കാരു നക്കാള മക്കാതന.

         മുഖഖ്യബഹുമതവികള:എഴുത്തഛ൯ 
പുരസക്കാരന,ചകരള സക്കാഹവിതഖ്യ അകക്കാദമവി അവക്കാ൪ഡല്.

                        Submitted by

TREESA  BABY....



MY GRANDMOTHERS HOUSE

There is a house now far away where once

I received love....that women died

The house with drew into silence,snakes moved

among books,I was then too young to read;

and my blood turned cold like the moon.

How often I think of going

There,to peer through blind eyes of windows 

or just listen to the frozen air.

Or in wild despair pich an armful of  darkness to bring it here to lie

Behind my bed room door like a brooding dog....you cannot believe,

 collected

               by  

SAHEED  SAJI



 
              

 
          TO MY MOTHER

                                                    To-day's   your  natal  day
                                                    Sweet flower I bring;
                                                    Mother, accept, I pry
                                                    My offering.
                                                    And may you happy live
                                                    And long us bless;
                                                    Receiving as you give 
                                                    Great happiness,

                                                           Collected by

                                
ANURAG                                               



LOVE
Love is a magic ray 

emitted from the burning core 
of the soul 

and illuminating 
the surrounding earth. 

It enables us 
to perceive life 

as a beautiful dream 
between one awakening 

and another. 

COLLETED BY
ASHIK BABU



NEWTON'S LAW
I WAS INATTENTIVE IN SCIENCE CLASS ONE DAY WHEN THE TEACHER AT RANDOM 
LOOKED MY WAY I DIDN'T  LOOK UP , I WOULDN'T DARE THERE'S NO ESCAPING 
THAT INTENSE GLARE .

ASKED ME TO EXPLAIN TO THE CLASS 
NEWTONS LAW TO GRAVITY AND MASS
MY MIND WAS A BLANK ,HEARTBEATS LOUDER 
FOR AN ANSWER I STARTED TO FLOUNDER 

I STOOD BEFORE THE CLASS TREMBLING WITH FEAR 
''GRAVITY' I SAID .......AND  THEN OH DEAR 
I FELL OFF THE STAGE ON TO THE FLOOR 
HOW THE CLASS WITH LAUGHTER DID ROAR

THE CHILDREN TITTERED IN GREAT AMUSEMENT 
THEY DIDN'T KNOW MY SAD PREDICAMENT 
THE TEACHER SAID ,'' YOU'VE DEMONSTRATED GRAVITY 
ALTHOUGH YOU DID IT WITH MUCH LEVITY

AT LENGTH I RETURNED TO MY SEAT 
WITH MUCH APPLAUSE DID THEY GREAT
NOW I LOOK BACK UPON THIS AND PONDER 
I DECIDE TO LISTEN AND  NOT LET MY MIND WANDER

                             COLLECTED BY 
                                                                 FAVAS HASSAINAR



Love Letters in the Sand Quotes

“Hearts united in pain and sorrow
will not be separated by joy and happiness.

Bonds that are woven in sadness
are stronger than the ties of joy and pleasure.

Love that is washed by tears
will remain eternally pure and faithful.” 

BY
Khalil Gibran

COLLECTED BY ANZIL



collected by 
mufena



FIRST SHOWER
As I returned from my workplace

Cool drops kissed my parched face
Soon the first shower caught me unawares

And soaked me,soothing my frayed nerves

The weary lines did it promptly erase

Of day long heat and fugitive from my visage

Wet clothes clung to my body like an infantTo it's mothers 
bosom;unsteady my gate

The dusty trees stood bathed in an instant

Dressed in washed green looked magnificent

The scented earth resplendent in dampened glory

Sucked in dust giving respite to the travellers weary

To thank the rain god I looked up in the sky

Marvelling at this wonderful gift of nature

I hurried home wading through the gurgling water

ADOPTED   BY BASIL SIJI  



MARVELLOUS TRAVEL

I Travel with my eyes
watching those silently cry,

Asking themselves the question why,
someone left them without saying GOODBYE,

I travel with my thoughts 
I travel with my pen

To write about children,women and men
I travel with my voice,
I travel with my hope,

That something new,would spring into my horoscope
Weather in Asia,America or Europe,

There'll always be something interesting to scope

      BY
                                        JOSHUA FERNANDEZ  

  COLLECTED BY DARSHAN

  



ABOUT THE
AUTHOR; 

                                        
                                   JULIANE DILLER  
Juliane Diller [born on 10 October,1954],alias Juliane 
Margaret Koepcke,is a German biologist,born in 
Peru.She is best known as the sole survivor among 92 
passengers and crew in the 24 December 1971 crash 
of Lansa flight 508 in the Peruvian rainforest. Her 
memoir When I Fell from the Sky is an international 
best seller and is ''a gripping account of a harrowing 
adventure and an inspiring life''.
Colleted by
                        ALEENA  LONS  



FOREVER
 Forever we remain
oblivious to the future
lost to the past and
enduring our fortune.
Forever we take chance
to settle our scores
losing some battles and
winning some wars.
Forever praying out loud
hoping someone will hear,
forever crying softly but
never shedding a tear.
Forever exists behind a 
disguise,
but the belief in forever
keeps our hearts a live.

Collecting by
BILTA   MARIYAM  SAJU



SONG OF THE DREAM

Once in a dream of night I stood
lone in the light of a magical wood.
Soul deep in vision that poppy like sprang
And spirit of truth were bird that sang
And spirits of love were stars are glowed
And spirit of peace were stream that flowed
In that magical wood in land of sleep
                                     Lone in light of that magical grove
                                      I felt stars of spirit of love
                                      Gather and gleam round my delicate youth
                                       And I heard song of spirit of truth 
                                       To quench my longing I bent me low
                                       By streams of spirit of peace that flow
                                        In that magical wood in land of sleep

COLLECTING

 BY
GOPIKA. R. NAIR



collected
                     by 

                                safwan

 



collected by Badra



പഴ     യ ടചേക്കാലല്

കക്കാക കുളവിചേക്കാല് ടകക്കാകക്കാകുചമക്കാ..........

ആന വക്കായവില് അനബഴങ.

പവി      ടവി  ചേതുമവില  കടവിചേതുമവില.

ചവണടമ൯കവില് ചേക  ചവരവിലന  കക്കായവികന.

ഇരുനവിചട്ടേ  കക്കാല് നന്നീട്ടേക്കാവ.

ടവളുകക്കാ൯  ചത ച്ചതല്  പക്കാ      ടക്കായവി.
കക്കാകയല്   ത൯കു        ഞല്   ടപക്കാ൯കുഞല്.
അണക്കാരകണ൯ തനക്കാലക്കായതല്.
ഒരുമയുടടകവിലല് ഉലകടമലന കവിടകക്കാന.
വടവിടകക്കാടുത്തല് അടവി വക്കാങുകഅട്ടേടയ പവിടവിച്ചല് ടമത്തയവിലല് 
കവിടത്തവിയക്കാലല് കവിടകവില.  

                                             SUBMITTED
BY 

AYSHABI E.S.



Written  by kripa



Thank

you............................


	MY GRANDMOTHERS HOUSE

