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HERE WAS A BOY NAMED
ACK. HE WAS<S50 LAZY. HE
COULDN T EX¥EN BROTHER TO

CHANGE CLOTHES.

ONE DAY HE SAW

THAYTHE APPLE TREE IN
THEIR YARD WAS FULL OF
ERUITS. JACK WANTED TO

AT SAME APPLES BUT HE
WAS TOO LAZY TO CLIMB
THE TREE AND TAKE THE
FRUIT. SO HE LAY DOWN
UNDER NEATH THE TREE.

JACK WAITED THE
FRUITS TO FALL OFF. HE
WAITED AND WAITED UNTIL
HE WAS VERY HUNGRY BUT
THE APPLES NEVER FELL.

A

MORAL:Laziness can get you now here if you want
somthing you meed to workNpard for it

A
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| The ram wrltes Ietters on the ground,®™
O soft syllables the earth can hear. ﬁ
0 Each drop a pause, a breath, a sound §
‘that tells the dust, I'm here, I'm here.
¢ ¢ 00O . 0" ﬂﬂ.a_' ﬁf“ o r v 0
windows listen, streets grow still, ¢
\\ umbrellas bloom like borrowed flowers.
\ T 1Ime loosens up against its will
and m;utes melt mtoH the hours :
- The sky unbuttons calm and gray, e
and leaves their secrets on your skin
- »-9a quiet kind of honesty. p
nthat washes what we ve been holdmg in.
% i i® © 7 S
LAnd when it stops, the world Iooks new, it
.~ like it forgave itself somehow.
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THE SONG OF

The Golden Sun Up The |

As Clouds Go Drifting Slowly

By The Trees,
They Dance In Morning Breeze
With Birds That Sing Among The Leaves,
The River Flows With Silver Light
A Sparkling Path So Clear
And Brighi The Flowers Bloom,
In Red And blue
With Diamond Drops Of Moring Dew
The World Is Wide And Fill Of Grace
A Smile On Every Flowers Face
** If We Just Stop And Look Around

here's Magic On The Every Ground''
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Music 1s the breath between our words,
A quiet hum the heart has heard.
It slips through cracks of silent days,

A silver thread in endless ways.

A violin can learn to cry,
A drum can teach the feet to fly.

Soft piano notes fall like rain,

Washing joy and easing pain.

In every beat, a memory sleeps,
In every song, a promise keeps.
When voices fade and lights are gone,

Music stays — it carries on.

1

by Andriya Varghese



STILL HERE

We didn’t plan the way we grew,
Or map the years ahead,
We just kept walking side by side
Through everything unsaid.

Through borrowed joy and second chances,
Through doubts we couldn’t name,
Somehow the world kept changing fast
While us stayed much the same.

You knew my fears before I spoke,
My courage when I didn’t,
You stayed when leaving would’ve been
The easier commitment.

So if the days grow heavy now,
Or paths begin to bend,
I’'ll look around and find my way
By knowing you’re my friend.

BY ANGEL KERSON
&
ANNMARIA BlIU







cinderella

The stepmother had two daughters of her own, and she was
terribly jealous of Cinderella’s beauty and kind heart. She treated
Cinderella unfairly, making her do all the housework and dress in

rags while her own daughters wore fine clothes and lived in

luxury.

Despite the cruelty she faced, Cinderella remained kind and gentle,
never letting her stepmother’s unkindness change who she was.
She would often seek comfort in the garden, talking to the birds

and the animals, who had become her dearest friends.

One day, the kingdom received exciting news. The prince was
hosting a grand ball at the palace, and every maiden in the land
was invited. Cinderella’s stepsisters were overjoyed and spent
weeks preparing their gowns and practicing their dance mo]:es.




It starts as a spark, a tiny glow, A quiet seed t}
starts to grow. It’s the "why" behind the thing
we do, The thing that makes the old feel new.

It doesn’t ask for permission or grace, It sets t
heart at a sprinting pace. It’s the midnight lan
the early rise, The hunger living in the eyes.
It turns a task into a dream, Like light upon a

rushing stream. To live with passion is to be A
river running toward the sea.

YOU VS YOU.
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By
Gouri Sumesh
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FLOWERS
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SARYTIVOIN

walt disney animation
studios.founded i;%is
the worlds longest
rumming animation
studio,revolutionizing the
industries with 64+ feature
films starting from snow
white and the seven dwarfs
[1937] . known for blending
artistry technology and
story telling the studio has %
produced iconic films like

the lion king[1994] and

frozen [2013] ,of ten

featuring musical num%

and emotional family-

friendly narratives >

jumana t.s




NATURE
' SECRETS

L

P v \

THE WIND WHISPERS,
CARRYING SECRETS

FROM ANCIENT TREES
THEIR ROOT DEEP.
THEIR ARMS WIDE.

' THE OCEAN ROARS,
A SYMPHONY OF

e



Sky's Soft Promise

A flower wakes where

silence lay

tSoft color learn’mg how to
stay.
It %'Lfts the sun with petaled
hands,

A small, bright hope the
earth. command.

Sivanandha.v.v.



TIME IS EVERYTHING

Once upon a time there was a_you boy
named sam who coverd to play all clay and avoided
his chores. One clay, he met an old man who was bus
pla,ntmg seecls In his en urious,sam
are you working so hard? tlie old man smiled ancl
said Tlme mnie a rwer,lt ows away and never
returns Every moment you waste 1s a seed that will
never grow

Sam tlloug}m about it and realized he been
wasting his precious time. He clecldecl to make each
clay count balance lns fun with hi

Jltes Years later sam become succesful
an lla. ,always grateful for the lesson he
learn e un erstood that time, one lost could
never be re Qﬁam ,an that each movement was a

glft to be

By Low S
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