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Message from the Principal 

It gives me immense pleasure to convey my heartfelt gratitude to our 

supportive Management, dedicated teachers, enthusiastic students, 

and the editorial team for their collective effort in bringing out this edi-

tion of our first school magazine, 'Vincenza'. 

 Each page reflects the creativity, imagination, and hard work that 

make our institution a vibrant centre of learning. 

In an age where knowledge is abundant, it is creativity that distin-

guishes excellence in education. May this magazine continue to be a 

platform where young minds express their thoughts freely and explore 

the joy of innovation and learning. "Creativity is intelligence having 

Fun."- Albert Einstein.  

Warm regards, 

Principal 
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Time 
 

Day by day, I grow older, 
Or perhaps, day by day, wiser. 

Why does time never halt? 
Is it my fault? 

Could we ever stop time, 
Or would it be just a futile try? 

I’m not quite sure, 
But stopping time feels like a crime. 

For then you'd be trapped 
In the endless paradox of time. 

In a mysterious world of other dimensions, 
Where you're known to none, and nothing brings 

joy. 
There, you stand alone, 

Crying out to be saved by your own. 
But someone stands beside you— 

Right there, by your side. 
Guess who it is? 

It's time. 
Roddur Kazi 
Class-8-A 
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Games and sports are an important part of our life. They 
boost our energy and keep us healthy. The human body is 
like a machine, and a machine cannot work without prop-
er maintenance. Similarly, our body also needs care, and a 
good way to maintain it is by playing games and doing 
sports. 
We cannot perform well without exercise, games, and 
sports. They make us active and energetic. Playing games 
refreshes us and makes us feel lively. 
Sports are necessary in our lives as they help us develop 
positive thinking. They teach us many life skills such as 
teamwork, discipline, and perseverance. When you play 
games, you feel fresh and energetic. 
Indoor games are played inside a hall or room. The most 
common indoor games are carrom, Ludo, table tennis, 
and chess. These games improve our cognitive skills and 
increase the power of our brains. 
Outdoor games are very popular and played by many 
people in open spaces or big stadiums. Cricket, hockey, 
tennis, rugby, and football are some of the most popular 
outdoor games in the world. They help us stay physically 
fit and healthy. 
In conclusion, sports and games are essential for both 
physical and mental well-being. They keep us strong, ac-
tive, and teach important life skills. 
 
Subhadeep Tudu 
Class - 5-A 
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The Shadow 
A while ago, five friends—John, Alex, Tiara, Maria, 
and Sonia—decided to go camping in a jungle. 
They were very excited and eager for an adventure. 
They packed their bags carefully and set off early 
in the morning. 
After walking for hours, Maria said, "I think we are 
near the camping area. It’s getting darker, and we 
should stop here to set up our camp before night 
falls." 
Alex nodded, “You’re right. We really need to rest 
and prepare for tomorrow.” 
They quickly started making a campfire, gathering 
dry wood and leaves. Since they were tired from 
their journey, they forgot to call their parents and 
inform them about their location. 
Sitting around the campfire, they enjoyed singing 
songs, telling stories, and roasting marshmallows. 
Suddenly, Sonia spotted a strange shadow moving 
behind the trees. She screamed loudly, startling 
everyone. 
John asked nervously, "What was that shadow? Did 
you see it clearly?" 
Others saw the shadow too, and a quiet fear 
spread among the group.  
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It was dark, and the forest felt mysterious. 
Tiara said bravely, “Let’s stay together, hold hands, 
and take a torch. We should find out what that 
shadow is.” 
As they walked closer to the shadow, it started 
moving faster, and strange noises echoed through 
the trees. Everyone’s heartbeats quickened, and 
their hands shook as they huddled tightly. 
When they shone the light from their torch on the 
shadow, they closed their eyes in fear and 
screamed. But when they opened their eyes, they 
saw a small, cute rabbit ready to run away! 
Maria gently picked up the rabbit, petting it softly, 
and said, “I’ll name you Cupcake!” 
Everyone laughed and felt relieved. They realized it 
was just a little animal, nothing scary at all. They 
returned to their tents smiling, their fear replaced 
by joy. 
The next morning, they sent their location to their 
parents, who quickly came to join them with a pic-
nic. Everyone enjoyed delicious food and played 
games in the beautiful jungle. 
One of the parents asked, “So, which jungle will 
you explore next?” 
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The friends shouted happily, “No way! We’ve had 
enough adventure for now!” 
They all laughed together, feeling happy and clos-
er than ever after their exciting experience. 
 
Aradhyika Roy 
Class-4-A 
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FOREVER YOU 
 

A glance in twenty-twenty-one I threw, 
It was the very first sight of you. 
You stood with charm and quiet ease, 
Beneath the sun and whispering trees. 
Joteram, where Damodar's breezes sigh, 
You caught my heart — I knew just why. 
Your gates flung wide, your arms so kind, 
A second home where hearts unwind. 
Then class six called — I arrived, 
With dreams and hopes so much alive. 
With mams and teachers standing tall, 
Their lessons echoed through us all. 
Books, blackboards, and bells that chime, 
Each whisper held a rhythmic rhyme. 
And wide there spread your stage so bright, 
Your playground where songs take flight. 
I sang my joy on Annual Day, 
And danced my fears and doubts away. 
With friends beside and teachers near, 
You made each moment bright and dear. 
St. Vincent's banner will ever rise high, 
A promise written in the sky. 
You taught me more than words can say, 
And shaped the soul I bring each day. 
So here I stand, with love so true, 
My school, my pride — forever you. 
No matter where my footsteps go, 
Your light will guide me as I grow. 
 
By Archit Dey, Class-7-A 
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Myself as My Future 
 

When I close my eyes, a flame rises within, 
A light that shines bright, even when nights are 
dim. 
Though the darkness surrounds me, I am never 
alone, 
For I will rise with the sun, making my strength 
known. 
When the sun dips low, and the moon takes its 
place, 
I will flow like a river with steady, calm grace. 
I wish to achieve my dreams, no matter the test, 
To reach every goal and give my very best. 
When my journey ends and I reach my last day, 
May my story be honoured in a heartfelt way. 
Though no one may bring me a rose at the grave, 
I’ll leave behind courage and the life that I gave. 
 
Sk. Ijaz Ahammed,  
Class 8-A 
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I Want to Fly 
 

I want to fly up in the sky, 
If I’m scared to fall and cry, 
I know my mother and my dad, 
Will catch me quickly, good and glad. 
They hold my hand and keep me near, 
Their love is always very clear. 
 
Adriti Dan,  
Class 1-B 
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A Dark Night 
 
It was pitch dark, and I couldn't see anything around 
me. It was raining very heavily outside, and I was 
alone at home. I was playing video games on my 
computer when suddenly I heard some sounds com-
ing from the kitchen. 
I went there with a torch, but I couldn't see anything. 
I came back, and then again, I heard a sound com-
ing from upstairs. Now I was a little scared because 
no one was supposed to be upstairs, and I was all 
alone. 
So, with my torch, I started sensing where the sound 
was coming from. I went upstairs to my mother’s 
room and saw that a vase had fallen on the ground. 
I picked up the vase and put it back in its place. 
I checked my father’s, grandmother’s, grandfather’s, 
brother’s, and sister’s rooms, but no one was there. 
Then, I heard a sound from the kitchen again. I ran 
towards it and saw a cat eating a fish. When I tried 
to catch it, the cat quickly ran away from the house. 
After that, I went back to my room and fell asleep. 
 
Sucharita Modak  
Class-7-A 
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A Day in Class 
 

I sat in class, my eyes half-closed, 
As chalk dust swirled, and daydreams rose. 
The clock moved slow—as if it stayed, 
While I began to doodle, unafraid. 
A dragon battling math so cold, 
Yet I was listening—of that I’m told. 
Though my mind drifted far away, 
Caught in thoughts that chose to stray. 
“Who can solve this?” Sitesh asked aloud, 
A tricky problem, making us all proud. 
My hand went up—with trembling fear, 
And suddenly, a poem appeared. 
A rhyme or two then softly came, 
Just wandering through, without a name. 
 
Chowdhury Farik 
Class-8-A 
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An Ordinary Girl 
 
I have not just one name, but two—or maybe even more. Most people 
call me “Hey, you!” when they want my attention, or they ask, “What’s 
your name?” as if they don’t really care to hear the answer. That’s how 
I’m known to many, and sometimes, I feel invisible. But I have no one 
to blame for how things are. 
Around me, I see many who shine brightly. Some are top of the class, 
dazzling everyone with their knowledge. Others are stars on the play-
ground, winning games and earning cheers. There are those who paint 
beautiful pictures or write stories that people remember. They have 
names that echo, talents that make them stand out. 
And here I am, feeling like just a shadow in the crowd, wondering if I 
am really useless—just flesh and bones walking through days, unno-
ticed. I sometimes ask myself, “Do I have something special inside me? 
A spark that’s only mine?” I want to believe that I do. 
But most days, it feels hard. Hard because people don’t see me like 
they see others. Hard because sometimes, I’m treated like I don’t really 
matter. The words go unheard, and my presence feels like a whisper 
lost in a storm. 
What I really need is simple—don’t ignore me. Don’t look right 
through me as if I’m invisible. Just pay me a little attention. A small 
nod when I speak or a friendly smile when our eyes meet. That kind-
ness means the world to me. It tells me, “You are here. You matter.” 
I am just an average, ordinary girl. I don’t have trophies or medals to 
show. I don’t have a voice loud enough to rise above the noise, but I 
have feelings, dreams, and hopes just like anyone else. Treat me at 
least like someone who counts. 
Give me a name—a real name, something you like, something that be-
longs to me. But most of all, please make me feel human. Because be-
neath all the uncertainty, beneath all the silence, I am someone who 
longs to be seen, to be heard, and to know that I am not alone. 
I may be ordinary, but that does not mean I am invisible. I am here. 
And I will shine—just wait and see. 
Srija Saha Class 8-A 
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My Magical Creations 
 

My magical crystal ball, 
As perfect as can be, 
Made of bamboo gloss, 
Where the future I can see. 
Another one for seeing the past, 
Of glass made by nature’s art. 
Between the two, I truly see, 
The past and future, a magical part. 
My magic crystal balls, 
As perfect as can be, 
But I only use them 
To trick someone who’s silly! 
Now, my dear friends, 
We must not forget— 
I coded my crystal balls 
On the Internet! 
 
Sabha Deep Ghosh,  
Class 4-A 
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My School 
 
 
My school’s name is St. Vincent’s Academy. It is an 
English medium school near my house. My school 
is a happy place where I learn new things every 
day. 
It has a big classroom, a balcony, a library with 
many books, and a large playground where we 
play during breaks. 
My teachers are very kind and help me with my 
studies. They always encourage me to do my best. 
I love my school very much because I have many 
friends, and we enjoy learning together. 
 
Avirup Ghosh  
Class-2-A 



16 

  

 

Our Flag and Our National Song 
 

Our India flag—saffron, white, and green— 
Is the most beautiful I have ever seen. 
How it dances and flutters high, 
At the top of the highest sky. 
When I sing the national song, 
I feel proud and strong. 
I belong to a nation big and wide, 
I am an Indian, and I say with pride. 
 
Ruhana Sekh  
Class- 2-A 
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Teachers 
 

Teaching is truly work from the heart. 
You wake up early every day and often stay up 
late, 
Planning lessons and thinking about each child in 
your class. 
Even when you feel tired, you never stop smiling. 
You wear that big, warm smile so you can teach 
And touch the hearts and minds of your students. 
You don’t just teach—you make a real difference in 
our lives. 
 
Rushika Basu  
Class -2-A 
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Little Jonak’s New Friends 
 

Little Jonak lived with his mother and father. Every 
night, when it was dark, Jonak felt scared. He did 
not like the darkness at all. 
One night, while Jonak was lying in bed, tiny little 
lights appeared in his room. He saw many small 
glowing lights flying around. Jonak was happy and 
shouted, “Look, look! Who are these?” 
His mother smiled and said, “These are fireflies. 
They are your new friends.” 
Jonak liked the fireflies very much. He said softly, 
“Good night, fireflies. Sleep well.” 
Thinking about his new friends, Jonak felt safe and 
soon fell asleep. The fireflies quietly flew away 
from his room. 
From that night, Jonak was never afraid of the dark 
again. 
 
Sharanyo Dey  
Class -UKG-B 
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Five Friends and a Mysterious Book 
 

Hi, I am Jannati, and today I will tell you a short story that happened 
with me and my friends. 
One day, we were at the library looking for books to study. Sudden-
ly, Subhasree found a book with the title Mysterious Place. She 
called us over to look at it. I was with Subhasree, Ujani, Sucharita, 
and Nitri. 
The book looked strange because it was completely blank inside. 
There was nothing visible on the pages. Feeling curious, I decided 
to take the book home. 
I told my friends to come to my house in the evening. When they 
arrived, we made some noise and then sat together to look at the 
book again. 
As soon as I opened the book, a bright light flashed from its pages! 
We were all shocked. The pages, which were blank before, now had 
glowing letters on them. 
I read the first line aloud: 
“To those who dare, this book will take you where others fear to 
go.” 
Suddenly, the room started spinning, and before we could under-
stand what was happening, we found ourselves standing in a deep 
forest. It was dark, cold, and very quiet. The book had vanished 
from my hand! 
Everyone panicked, but I told them to stay calm. Ahead of us, we 
saw a small glowing path and decided to follow it. 
After walking for a while, we reached a strange old house covered 
with vines. The door creaked open on its own. 
Inside, the walls were full of old maps, and a clock was ticking back-
ward. We knew we had entered a different world. 
Now, I keep asking myself—What will happen next? Will we find the 
book again? Can we return home? 
This adventure had just begun ……… 
 
Jannati Khatun , Class -7-A 
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Summer Sunshine 
 

The sun shines bright in the summer sky, 
Warming the earth as it passes by. 
The days are long, the nights are light, 
A perfect time for fun and delight. 
We play outside, run and cheer, 
Enjoying summer every year. 
Making memories, sweet and bright, 
With ice cream treats and pure delight. 
Joyful beats that make me smile, 
Summer sunshine, bright and worthwhile. 
 
Shirsha Modak  
Class –5-A 
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The Copycat 

 
Detective Jameson stared at the crime scene, his gut twist-
ing with a mix of frustration and determination. The latest 
victim, a young woman, lay on the ground with a single bul-
let wound to the head. The modus operandi was clear—this 
was the work of the Phoenix, a serial killer who had terror-
ized the city five years ago. 
But the Phoenix was behind bars, serving a life sentence. 
This meant one thing: they were dealing with a copycat. 
Jameson’s team had been working around the clock to catch 
the killer, but every lead ended in a dead end. The copycat 
was good—meticulous, leaving no fingerprints, no DNA, no 
evidence. Yet, strangely, they were cocky enough to leave 
clues and messages at the crime scenes, almost as if they 
wanted to be caught. 
Jameson decided to visit the Phoenix in prison, hoping to 
get inside the mind of the killer. As Jameson sat down in the 
visitation room, the Phoenix looked up with an unnerving 
cold smile. 
“You’re here about the copycat,” the Phoenix said, voice 
dripping with amusement. “I knew they would come eventu-
ally. But you won’t catch them, detective. They’re too smart, 
too careful.” 
Jameson leaned forward, eyes sharp. “What’s the meaning 
of the note left at the scene?” 
The Phoenix chuckled. “That? Just a little hint. The copycat is 
trying to prove they’re just as good as me.”  
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As Jameson left the prison, those words echoed in his mind: 
“The master has a new apprentice.” 
It wasn’t until Dr. Emma Taylor, a renowned psychologist 
and expert on serial killers, called him that the pieces began 
to fall into place. 
“Detective, I think I know who the copycat might be,” Dr. 
Taylor said, her voice trembling. “It’s my son. He’s been act-
ing strangely, and I fear he might be involved.” 
Jameson’s eyes widened in disbelief as he listened to her 
story. Dr. Taylor had been teaching her son about psycholo-
gy and criminology, but there was more she hadn’t told him. 
When Jameson arrived at Dr. Taylor’s home, he saw a mix of 
concern, anxiety, and determination in her eyes. 
“Dr. Taylor,” Jameson said gently but firmly, “you said your 
son is fascinated by cognitive psychology. Could his studies 
be linked to the copycat crimes?”  
She hesitated, then confessed, “I didn’t think so at first, but 
now I’m not sure. He’s obsessed with the Phoenix case and 
has been acting very strange lately. I tried to talk to him, but 
he brushes me off.” 
Jameson trusted his instincts and started investigating the 
son’s activities. Soon, he discovered subtle clues left by the 
son at the crime scenes—hidden messages pointing to his 
involvement. 
Confronted by Jameson, the son broke down and confessed. 
“It was like a game to me,” he murmured, voice shaking. “I 
wanted to outdo the Phoenix. I never meant to hurt anyone, 
but I got caught up in it.” 
Jameson made sure the son received the help and counsel-
ling he needed. The case was finally closed.  
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Dr. Taylor was heartbroken but thankful. “I should have seen 
the signs,” she said with tears in her eyes. “I should have 
stopped him.” 
Jameson comforted her. “Sometimes, the hardest secrets are 
hidden in the closest places. We will make sure your son 
gets the help he needs.” 
The story ends with Jameson closing the case file, a mix of 
relief and reflection on his face. He knew how complex the 
human mind could be—the thin line between fascination 
and obsession. But he was proud to have brought justice to 
the victims.  
 
Arya Bhattacharya  
Class -8-A  
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A War of Shakespeare’s Times 
 

Daggers, swords, arrows, and spears, 
All dripping, forming rivers of blood and tears. 
Brave men sleeping fully dressed in the mud, 
Many crying for the loss of a loved one’s blood. 
Could be a father, a son, or a husband dear, 
The echoes of sorrow ring loud and clear. 
The atmosphere filled with remorse and pain, 
Tainted with tragedy—a Shakespearean refrain. 
All wishing that the battle were but a play, 
Where none would suffer or fall that day. 
Yet war’s cruel grip holds tight and grim, 
A sorrowful tale, dark and dim. 
 
Adiya Pan  
Class -7-A 
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I Love My School 
 
 

Every morning, when I think of my school, 
It makes me feel happy and cool. 
I wear my uniform with pride and charm, 
Oh yes, I love my school. 
I grab my ID card in a hurry, 
Because going to school is always fun, never blurry. 
I tie my shoelaces with a smile so bright, 
I love my school, it feels just right. 
Learning is fun with friends in the sun, 
Lovely teachers teach us how to run. 
I love my school, I love it so, 
It’s the best place where I love to grow! 
 
Ayushman Samanta  
Class-2-B 
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Our Lovely Teachers 
 

Our teachers are so kind and sweet, 
They help me learn and take my seat. 
They read stories, sing songs, 
And guide me when I get things wrong. 
They smile at me when I try, 
And tell me, “It’s okay, don’t cry.” 
Our teachers open the learning door, 
And help us grow and learn much more. 
I like to draw and write with glee, 
Because my teacher believes in me! 
I thank her every single day, 
For showing me the learning way.  
 
Srinika Ghosh Hazra  
Class-2-B 
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Say No to Sugar 
 
Sugar, sugar, everywhere, 
In our food, it’s hard to bear. 
Cakes and cookies, sweet and fine, 
But too much sugar isn’t divine. 
It hides with other names, it’s true, 
Making us slow and feeling blue. 
It can give us tummy aches, 
And cause our teeth to ache and break. 
So, let’s say no to sugar’s sweet call, 
And choose healthy foods for all. 
Fresh fruits and veggies are the way, 
To keep our bodies strong each day! 
Let’s be strong and make the choice, 
To eat healthy and rejoice. 
Say no to sugar—that’s the way, 
To stay healthy and happy every day!  
 
Aarika Mukherjee  
Class -5-A 
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Dazzling 
 

Dazzling lights shine so bright, 
Filling hearts with pure delight. 
Sparkling stars twinkle with fun, 
Dazzling moments for everyone. 
So free and full of beauty, 
A treasure for you and me. 
Dazzling joy is plain to see. 
 
Alrin Sultana  
Class –1-A  
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Technology and Gadgets 
Technology 
Technology is the use of tools, techniques, and 
skills that humans use to solve problems, process 
information, and improve their lives. Technology 
helps us achieve goals more easily. Examples in-
clude 3D printers, Artificial Intelligence (AI), 
smartphones, and more.  
Gadgets 
Gadgets are typically small electronic devices de-
signed for specific, often convenient, tasks. They 
are usually portable and easy to carry. Some exam-
ples of gadgets are: 
Digital CCTV Cameras 
A digital CCTV camera is a type of security camera 
that captures video footage in digital format. Digi-
tal cameras offer higher resolution, better image 
quality, and advanced features compared to ana-
log cameras. Resolutions range from HD (1080p) 
to 4K and beyond, resulting in clearer and more 
detailed images. Features include motion detec-
tion, facial recognition, object tracking, and remote 
viewing. 
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Game Consoles 
A game console is an electronic device designed 
primarily for playing video games. They connect to 
a display like a TV and use controllers to interact 
with games. There are home consoles and 
handheld consoles, which are portable with built-in 
screens. They usually have simple, user-friendly in-
terfaces for navigating and launching games. 
Robot Mop 
A robot mop (sometimes combined with a robot 
vacuum) is an advanced cleaning device that vacu-
ums and mops floors. It picks up dust, debris, and 
pet hair using suction, while also mopping hard 
floors. These robots navigate autonomously using 
sensors and mapping technology. They return to 
charging docks when battery is low. Some models 
have self-emptying and water refill features. 
Smartwatch 
A smartwatch is a wearable computing device, simi-
lar to a wristwatch, that offers many functions be-
yond telling time. It connects to a smartphone and 
provides features such as fitness tracking, notifica-
tions, and running apps. Smartwatches allow you to 
make calls, send messages, and control your phone 
from your wrist. 
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Drones 
Drones are remotely controlled or autonomous 
aircraft also called Unmanned Aerial Vehicles 
(UAVs). They fly using pre-programmed flight 
plans and GPS. Drones are used in many fields in-
cluding the military, agriculture, surveillance, and 
delivery services. 
Refrigerator 
A refrigerator is a household or industrial appli-
ance designed to preserve food and other items 
by keeping them cool. It works by removing heat 
from the interior and transferring it to the outside 
environment, thus maintaining a low temperature. 
This cooling is done using refrigerants and parts 
like compressors, condensers, and evaporators.  
 
Md. Ruhan Kayes 
Class –6-A  
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A Dog and His Bath 
 

Once upon a time, Vicky and Sonu were two 
brothers. They tried to give a bath to their family 
dog. 
Vicky filled the bathtub with water and put the dog 
inside. 
The dog got scared and jumped out of the tub, 
running all around the house soaking wet! 
The wet dog’s fur stuck to everything, leaving a 
trail of water everywhere. 
Sonu chased the dog but slipped on the wet floor 
and knocked over a vase. 
Finally, they calmed the dog down, but the house 
was a big mess. 
Vicky and Sonu laughed so hard at all the chaos!  
 
Aranya Bag  
Class -2-B 
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 The National Library 
 

The National Library of India is located in Belvedere, Alipore, 
Kolkata, West Bengal. It is India’s largest library by volume and 
comes under the Ministry of Culture, Government of India. The 
library is responsible for collecting, preserving, and sharing 
public records and books from all over India. 
Last month, I went to the National Library with my parents. My 
relatives live nearby, so we visited the library together. 
At the library, a kind person showed us around. We saw many 
types of books, including rare and old ones, newspapers, and 
magazines. There are special sections for children with many 
interesting books. The library is very big and has different sec-
tions for all kinds of books. 
People and students were reading books quietly in the reading 
area. Around the library, there were many plants and saplings, 
making the campus green and peaceful.  
Near the library, there is also a playground where children can 
play. 
The National Library has more than 2 million books and manu-
scripts. It collects books in many languages of India as well as 
in foreign languages. It also preserves many rare and valuable 
manuscripts, which are hundreds of years old. 
The library offers services to students, researchers, and the 
public. It has reading rooms, digital catalogs, and helps people 
find information easily. 
Visiting the National Library was a wonderful experience. We 
learned a lot from the books and enjoyed the beautiful sur-
roundings. It was a memorable day for me. 
The National Library is a very special place for knowledge and 
learning.  
Asmit Kundu Class 4-A 
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The Boy Who Didn't Quit 
 
There was once a boy—simple, silent, and often un-
motivated. Deep inside, he had big dreams and fire in 
his soul. But life didn’t seem to care about his dreams. 
He failed in studies many times. 
He was laughed at and made fun of when playing 
football. 
He was betrayed by the people he trusted the most. 
Even some teachers said, “He’s just wasting his time. 
He will never succeed.” 
Each failure felt like a heavy stone thrown at him, 
making him feel small and worthless. 
Many nights, he cried alone, feeling helpless and lost. 
But on one cold night, when he was at his lowest, he 
made a decision. He whispered softly to himself: 
“If the world won’t believe in me... then I will believe in 
myself.” 
That decision was the turning point in his life. 
From that day, no more wasting time. 
No more waiting for others’ support. 
He woke up early every morning with determination. 
He worked harder than ever before.  
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He studied late into the night, practiced football with 
focus, and ignored distractions. 
Days turned into weeks, weeks into months. Slowly, 
the boy’s hard work started to show results. 
The same people who once laughed at him began to 
notice his progress. Some even admired his courage 
and dedication. 
The boy who was once called a failure became a pow-
erful force — a storm that could not be ignored. 
He did not want revenge on those who doubted him. 
Instead, his success became his answer to all the criti-
cism. 
His discipline and hard work became his voice when 
words were not enough. 
And his incredible rise became a story that inspired 
many. 
He learned that success is not just about talent, but 
about never giving up, no matter what. 
 
Moral of the Story: 
No matter how many times you fall, what truly matters 
is that you refuse to stay down. The world will always 
remember those who rise when no one expects them 
to. Believe in yourself because that belief is the first 
step toward greatness. 
 
SK. Farhan  
Class –9-A 
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Dancing Heart 
 

Who always dances with my heart, 
And speaks to it from the start? 
Who plays games with my scattered mind, 
Every day, of every kind? 
Who is the quiet friend who stays, 
By my side in silent ways? 
Who lives and feels deep inside, 
Where shame and sorrow sometimes hide? 
For whom does the flute softly play, 
In secret tunes that never stray? 
Which wise soul finds joy so true, 
In hidden songs, known by few? 
Why does sorrow come and go, 
In the thoughts that gently flow? 
This melody plays, both loud and small, 
Inside me, outside—all— 
A secret dance, a silent art— 
That plays itself within my heart.  
 
Riddhita Adhikari 
Class –2-B 
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Tree 
 

“Do not cut me,” cried the tree, 
“Because I give you pain-free. 
In my cool shade you rest, 
Eat my fruits that are the best. 
Take in my fresh smell, 
Let me live my life well.” 
 
Aheli Mondal  
Class –UKG-B 
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Riddles 
 

What word contains 26 letters but only has 3 sylla-
bles? 
Answer: Alphabet 
What is the longest word in the dictionary? 
Answer: Smiles (because there is a mile between 
two s’s) 
What kind of tree can you carry in your hand? 
Answer: A palm 
What is always in front of you, but can’t be seen? 
Answer: The future 
It belongs to you, but your friends use it more. 
What is it? 
Answer: Your name 
What two things can you never eat for breakfast? 
Answer: Lunch and dinner 
What is 3/7 chicken, 2/3 cat, and 2/4 goat? 
Answer: Chicago  
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What goes up and never comes down? 
Answer: Age 
Jimmy’s parents have two sons; Monday, Tuesday, 
and...? 
Answer: Jimmy 
Where does ‘Today’ come before ‘Yesterday’? 
Answer: In the dictionary 
What invention lets you look right through a wall? 
Answer: Window 
What can you catch, but not throw? 
Answer: A cold 
What has 13 hearts, but no other organs? 
Answer: A deck of cards 
The more you take, the more you leave behind. 
What are they? 
Answer: Footsteps 
Why did the math book look sad? 
Answer: Because it had too many problems.  
 
Arinjoy Chakraborty  
Class -8-A 
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Our Village 
 

Our village name is Ghugia. Ghugia is a quiet vil-
lage located near Sunur, Bhatar Police Station in 
East Burdwan district, West Bengal. 
The population of West Bengal state is around 104 
million, but in our village, there are only about 
2,000 people. 
In our village, everyone lives a simple and beautiful 
life. Most of the villagers depend on agriculture 
and are busy farming. There is a small river called 
“Khari Nadi” near our village. 
Although our village is small, its education and en-
vironment are very good. There are also many fa-
cilities for healthcare. 
Now, I end my story. I love my village very much.  
 
SK. Nasim  
Class -5-A 
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We the Vincentians 

 

We the Vincentians, 
Citizens of a large and vibrant nation, 
Proud to be Indians, 
Born in a land of great devotion. 
India grows fast, rich in culture and tradition, 
With faith and strength in every religion. 
These truths are nothing new, 
But how many truly feel them too? 
I am here to declare once more, 
Love my country, deep in my core. 
Love my school, my second home, 
Both in my heart, together they roam. 
As Bapu is to our nation, 
So is St. Vincent’s to our relation. 
If asked to introduce and declare, 
No hesitation, with pride to share. 
We dream big and believe, 
Our motto gives us strength to achieve. 
Proudly we proclaim, 
We are Indians! 
Vincentians are we, 
We, we, we—the Vincentians!  
 
Solanki Sakar  
Class –7-A 
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 The Museum of King Brahmos Das 

 
I was sitting in front of the window, reading a newspaper, when 
suddenly Rahul, my grandson, came and sat next to me. I asked 
him, "What happened, Chim?" 
“Grandpa, you know what? Our school is going to conduct a sto-
rytelling competition. It’s an inter-house competition. Can you 
please tell me a story?” asked Rahul. 
“What kind of story?” I said. 
“I think it’s better explained by me. A horror story,” said Rahul. 
“I will tell you the story only if you remain a good boy and don’t 
interrupt in between,” I said. 
Here’s the story: 
In 1980, when I was in college, I had three best friends like you 
have now. They were Ram, Rekha, and Lakshman. There was a 
museum near our college. We all decided to go there. 
It was Sunday, and no classes were held on that day. At 10 a.m., 
the four of us took our pass and went out. It took us about ten 
minutes to reach the museum. 
The museum was not very big but looked very old. We bought 
four tickets, which cost twenty-five paise each. 
As we were about to enter, a man appeared and said, “Don’t go 
inside the museum, especially the first floor. Brahmos Das will kill 
you!”  
He was the watchman of the museum. He told us, “Don’t listen to 
that man; he is mad!” We ignored the warning and entered the 
museum. 
Inside, we saw many old paintings, statues of soldiers, and other 
artifacts. Other people were also inside, quietly watching. 
Rekha was looking at one of the paintings when someone sud-
denly pulled her hair! She tried to chase the person, running to a 
room on the first floor filled with old things. 
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There was a painting of a person who might have been a king. 
Rekha tried to pull me along, but I fell against the painting. 
Nothing happened to the painting, but the lights suddenly 
went off! 
The whole room suddenly looked eerie, with red marks on the 
walls. Rekha and I were very scared. 
Suddenly, someone called out, “How are you?” We thought it 
was Ram or Lakshman trying to scare us. But when we turned 
around, we saw a person from the painting standing in front of 
us! 
He came towards us, grabbed Rekha, and cut her head. I was 
terrified and started screaming, “Help me!” But there was no 
one to hear me. 
I ran downstairs and saw the floor was full of dead bodies. On 
the other side, Ram and Lakshman were surrounded by ghost-
ly soldiers. The ghosts killed both of them. 
Then the king appeared and I asked, “Who are you? Why are 
you trying to kill us?” 
“I am King Brahmos Das,” he said. “Once I was the king of this 
place, but one day, a mad man poisoned me, and I died. My 
soul got trapped inside this painting. Anyone who touches my 
painting releases me, and I kill everyone.” 
“Your friends are dead now. You only have a few minutes left. I 
will kill you too!” 
He started chasing me, and I thought it was the end. Suddenly, 
all the ghosts vanished. I ran out of the museum and decided 
never to visit such a strange place again. 
“Grandpa, is this a real story?” Rahul asked. “Well, why not? 
Stories like these make life interesting,” I replied. 
“Maybe it’s not real... who knows?” Rahul smiled.  
 
Muhammad Aasim Class –6-A 
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How should you take care of 
your dad in the absence of your 
mother and siblings? 
 
a. I can help dad by doing my mother’s work when 
she is sick. 
b. I should listen to my dad all the time. 
c. We should take good care of dad. 
d. I will cook delicious food for dad when he is 
hungry. 
e. We should follow the rules of the house that our 
mother has told us.  
 
Sohalena Pal  
Class –4-A 
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A Memorable Trip 
 

Summer vacation is my favorite time of the year, as 
it gives me a chance to relax and explore new 
things. 
I went on a trip to the Pink City, Jaipur, with my 
family. We traveled there by train and then hired 
an e-rickshaw to reach our hotel. After checking in, 
we all went sightseeing. 
We were very excited to see the beautiful palaces 
and the capital city of Rajasthan. During our two-
day stay, we visited many famous places like Am-
ber Palace, Jantar Mantar, Hawa Mahal, and Jal 
Mahal. Jaipur is a popular destination and thou-
sands of tourists visit every year. 
Jaipur’s historical art, vibrant architecture, and the 
lifestyle of the people left vivid memories with me 
that I still remember today.  
 
Adriti Burman  
Class -4-A 
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My First Day in St. Vincent’s 
Academy 

 
On 27th March 2023, I was very excited because it 
was my first day at school. I wore my school uni-
form and boarded the school bus. The bus was 
very comfortable. 
The school was very clean and tidy. Our teacher 
was very kind and asked us to sit in the classroom. 
I made many friends. 
Later, we went to the playground and played crick-
et. I liked the school very much and enjoy coming 
to school every day.  
 
Aishik Banerjee  
Class –2-B 
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   The Morning Ritual of Focus 
 

The alarm doesn’t just wake you—it invites you to begin. The world 
outside is still quiet, half-asleep, but you rise before distractions 
claim your attention. 
You walk to the window, pull back the curtains, and let the first soft 
light of dawn wash over your face. A deep breath fills your lungs. 
Cold water refreshes your skin. The day feels fresh and unmarked—
a new beginning. 
Before the noise of phones or the busy world, your body stirs. Ten 
minutes of gentle stretching, squats, or a short walk outside. Your 
muscles awaken, your blood begins to flow, and with it, your mind 
sharpens. 
In the calm, you sit quietly, close your eyes, and focus on your 
breath. Thoughts race, then gradually slow. You remember that 
you’re not just waking to another day—you’re waking up to your 
life. Gratitude rises within you—for this breath, for this chance, for 
the path that lies ahead. 
On the table waits a notebook. You write three simple yet powerful 
lines: 
• What matters most today 
• What can wait 
• One thing that will move me forward 
This page may seem small, but it is your map for the day. 
In the kitchen, you nourish yourself with food that fuels your body 
and sharpens your mind—no rush, no fuss. The sun climbs higher. 
Outside, the world is beginning to stir. Inside, you remain centered 
and calm. 
While others scroll through feeds and clutter their minds, you have 
already chosen your path. Your body is alive. Your mind is peaceful. 
Your focus is clear and unwavering. 
You do not step into the day—you lead it with purpose and 
strength. 
Dev Chowrasia Class –6-A 
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 Ghost of St. Vincent’s  
I am Soumyajit Roy from St. Vincent’s Academy. My friends 
are Rajanya, Asmit, and Adrish. 
One morning, we were all discussing ghosts. Rajanya asked 
who believed in ghosts. Almost all the students said no, but 
some of us said yes. So, I gave an idea: who wants to come 
to school at night to find out? 
Rajanya said, “I want to come because I want to see if ghosts 
are real or not.” Then Asmit and Adrish said, “We also want 
to go.” 
I said, “Everyone, please bring a bag with a water bottle, 
torch, tiffin, and a towel.” 
We planned the night visit but had one problem: Adrish lives 
far away. Asmit solved this problem by saying, “You can ask 
your mother to bring you to my house, then we will go by 
bus together.” 
Everything was arranged. 
(12 hours later) 
It was 12:30 am and we were all standing in front of our 
school. It was a night with no moon—a perfect night for 
ghosts. 
We faced a problem: how to enter the school? Asmit joked, 
“We can cut the fence and come in.” 
We all laughed. Then Asmit said, “I’m just joking. Take your 
torches.” 
I asked Rajanya, “You live near the school, do you know a 
way to enter?” 
Rajanya replied, “Yes, there is a way, but it is from the grave-
yard side.” 
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 Soumyajit said, “I think I have seen that because my bus 
passes that way.” 
“Yes, the way is near the school construction site,” Rajanya     
added. 
So, we went that way and entered the school. To our sur-
prise, the main door was open! 
I said, “Maybe the uncle forgot to close the door.” 
Inside, we all felt scared. We went to our classroom in Std 
IV. 
Rajanya switched on all the lights. Asmit said, “Let’s eat 
our tiffin now.” We opened our tiffins and slowly started 
eating. 
Suddenly, the lights went off! 
Asmit shouted loudly, “I am not well!” Suddenly, the lights 
came back on. 
Rajanya said, “You scared us!” 
Asmit said, “I was just joking.” 
Then Adrish said, “I want to go to the washroom.” 
When he returned, he was full of fear. 
I asked, “What happened?” 
He said, “I saw a white shadow in the washroom.” 
Asmit shouted, “There is a white shadow?” 
I asked, “Where?” He pointed to the left side. 
Yes, there really was a white shadow! 
After that, I don’t know what happened. Everything be-
came dark and I lost consciousness. 
We all were senseless that night... 
I don’t know what we saw that night—was it a ghost or 
something else?  
Soumyajit Roy Class –4-A 
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Hope 
 
Hope is like a little bird inside your heart, 
Always sitting there, ready to start. 
It sings a song without any words, 
A gentle tune that’s rarely heard. 
Even when the storms blow loud and strong, 
This brave little bird keeps singing its song. 
Through the coldest places and the roughest seas, 
Hope stays with you, bringing comfort and ease. 
And no matter how hard things may be, 
Hope never asks for anything from me. 
 
Kazi Zarin Taslin  
Class -3-A  
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Friends Forever 
 

Friends are fun, friends are bright, 
We play together day and night. 
We share our toys and secrets too, 
And help each other—that’s what friends do! 
Friends are like sunshine, warm and light, 
Together forever, day and night! 
We create memories, happy and true, 
Friendship is a treasure made just for you! 
 
Srujanika Panja  
Class -3-A  
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My Tour to Vizag 

 
My trip to Vizag was full of fun and an amazing experi-
ence. I visited Vizag on 26th December 2012 by train with 
my parents. It is a beautiful place in Andhra Pradesh. 
There were hills on one side and the sea on the other. We 
stayed in a hotel near Ramakrishna Beach. On the first 
day, we visited Ramakrishna Beach and other sightseeing 
places such as the Aircraft Museum, the Submarine Muse-
um, and the local market. 
We walked along Ramakrishna Beach for some time and 
enjoyed the scenic beauty. I tasted roasted peanuts and 
bamboo chicken in Vizag. 
On the second day, we took our luggage and visited Sim-
hachalam Temple, the Zoo, and Kailasagiri Hill. There, we 
saw a beautiful view of the city and the beach. We also 
rode the toy train on the ropeway and enjoyed it very 
much. We returned to our hotel at 2 pm and had lunch. 
The next day, we started our trip to Araku Valley by a bus. 
There, we visited the coffee garden and the Borra Caves. 
Inside the cave, we saw various types of rocks. At first, I 
felt scared by the atmosphere inside the cave, but gradu-
ally, I began to enjoy it. 
On our return journey from Borra Caves, we saw three wa-
terfalls. We got back to our hotel at night. 
On the last day, we boarded the train and returned home. 
It was a thrilling experience. I will never forget this visit.  
 
Ayur Dey Class -3-A 
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The Missing Papa 
 

Once upon a time, there was a husband and wife 
who lived in a city flat. They had two children 
named Riya and Siya. They were very cute. Riya 
was 8 years old, and Siya was 10 years old. 
Their mother was a teacher, and their father was a 
doctor. One day, their father went to Mumbai for 
work. 
The children came home from school at 12:00 pm 
but did not see their papa. They asked their moth-
er, “Where has papa gone?” She told them papa 
had gone to Mumbai for work. 
The children started crying. After one week, their 
papa came back home, and they were very happy 
to see him again.  
 
Ridhima Mondal  
Class -3-A 
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Embracing Challenges:  
A Journey of Growth 

 
 
When I face a challenge, I don’t get overwhelmed. 
Instead, I stay focused and determined. I break the 
big problem into smaller tasks and make a plan to 
handle each step one by one. I keep reminding 
myself that even small progress is still progress, 
and celebrating these tiny victories keeps me moti-
vated and encouraged. 
I have learned that overcoming challenges is not 
just about reaching the final goal but about the 
journey itself. This journey builds my strength, con-
fidence, and ability to solve problems. Every chal-
lenge becomes a chance for me to grow and learn 
something new. 
By staying positive and never giving up, I have 
managed to overcome obstacles and reach my 
goals. I have developed a growth mind-set that 
helps me face life’s ups and downs with courage. I 
truly value the hard work and determination that 
lead to success.  
 
Samriddhhi Pal Class –7-A 
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Hallways of Joyful Journey 
 

School bells ring, a joyful sound, 
Learning’s journey all around. 
Classrooms buzz with minds aglow, 
Friendships form, and memories grow. 
Teachers guide with patience and care, 
Lessons learned with curiosity to share. 
From books to labs and playground fun, 
School life adventures, never done. 
Recess laughter echoes through the hall, 
Bonding memories, standing tall. 
Dreams take shape as knowledge grows, 
School life’s magic always flows.  
 
Ojaswita Ghosh  
Class -7-A 
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Honesty is the Best Policy 
 
“Honesty is the first chapter in the book of wis-
dom.” 
— Thomas Jefferson 
In the village of Ratnagiri, there lived a poor young 
man named Raj. He worked tirelessly selling fruits 
and vegetables in his village. Although he strug-
gled to make ends meet, Raj was known for his un-
wavering honesty and kind heart. 
One hot afternoon, Raj was on his way home with 
an almost empty cart after selling most of his fruits 
and vegetables. Suddenly, he spotted a leather 
bag lying on a bench in the marketplace. Curious, 
he opened the bag and was shocked to find a 
large sum of money and an ID card inside. 
This was a moment of temptation. The money 
could solve all his family’s financial problems. But 
his conscience quickly reminded him of his par-
ents’ lesson: “Honesty is the best policy.” 
Determined to return the bag, Raj saw the ID be-
longed to a wealthy merchant who lived at the 
edge of the village. Raj went to the merchant’s 
house and knocked on the door. The worried mer-
chant opened it.  
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“Sir,” Raj said, holding out the bag, “this belongs to 
you. I found it in the market.” 
The merchant’s eyes filled with joy and surprise. He 
counted the money, and the amount was exactly 
the same. 
“How did you resist keeping the money for your-
self?” the merchant asked. 
Raj replied, “It is the good values I learned from 
my parents.” 
Impressed by Raj’s honesty, the merchant gifted 
him the entire sum and promised to help grow 
Raj’s business. 
News of Raj’s honesty spread throughout the vil-
lage, earning him great respect. With the mer-
chant’s support, Raj’s business flourished. He pros-
pered, guided forever by his parents’ teachings 
and his truthful character. 
Honesty may not bring immediate rewards, but it 
builds trust and respect, leading to a more fulfilling 
and successful life.  
 
Ayush Nandi  
Class -8-A 
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The Brave Choice 
Arjun was an ordinary student in Class 7, known 
for being quiet and hardworking. One afternoon, 
the school organized a surprise mathematics test. 
As soon as the question papers were distributed, a 
wave of nervousness filled the room. The test was 
difficult, and many students struggled. 
Arjun, too, was unsure about several questions. 
Suddenly, he noticed a small slip of paper sticking 
out from his deskmate’s book. It had neatly written 
formulas and solutions. His desk mate whispered, 
“Take a look, no one will know.” 
For a moment, Arjun’s mind wavered. His heart 
beat faster as he thought, “If I use this, I can easily 
score full marks.” 
But then he remembered his father’s words: “True 
strength is not in winning by cheating, but in hav-
ing the courage to stay honest. It is better to fail in 
an exam than to get the highest marks through 
cheating.” 
Arjun closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and 
pushed the paper away. Gathering all his courage, 
he stood up and walked to the teacher. In front of 
the whole class, he handed over the slip of paper 
and said, “Ma’am, I found this near my desk. I 
don’t want to use it.”  
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The class fell silent. Everyone was shocked by his 
boldness. The teacher smiled and said, “Arjun, you 
may or may not get the highest marks today, but 
you have earned something far greater than that—
respect.” 
When the results came, Arjun’s score was not the 
highest, but his honesty and courage were praised 
during the school assembly. The principal said, 
“Marks will fade with time, but the courage to re-
main honest and disciplined will guide you 
throughout your life.” 
Arjun felt proud—not because of the applause, but 
because he had chosen the path of truth. Even 
though cheating might have earned him the high-
est marks, he listened to his father’s words. His 
honest courage earned him respect and love from 
his teachers and friends. 
Moral: It takes courage to be honest, but those 
who are brave enough to choose honesty shine 
the brightest in life.  
 
Sourjya Roy  
Class -7-A 
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St. Vincent's Academy 

 
St. Vincent's Academy, a heaven of learning and growth, 
With infrastructure that shines like a beacon of truth. 
Built just three years ago, yet already a gem so bright, 
A place where knowledge and dreams take flight. 
The teachers, a guiding light, with hearts so kind and true, 
Nurture young minds, and help them see it through. 
The campus, a beauty to behold, with every detail in place, 
A haven where students thrive, and memories are made with 
grace. 
With every step, a new path unfolds, 
At St. Vincent's Academy, where futures are moulded. 
Here's to our school, a shining star, 
Where learning and laughter go far! 
In classrooms filled with wonder, and halls of delight, 
We discover our passions, and shine with all our might. 
From science to art, and sports to play, 
We explore, we learn, and grow each day. 
With friends by our side, and mentors to guide, 
We navigate the journey, with hearts full of pride. 
Saint Vincent's Academy, a foundation so strong, 
Empowering us to reach, and achieve our dreams all day long.  
 
Tanim Chaudhary 
Class –7-A 
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The True Friend 
 
Once upon a time, there were two friends—a cat 
and a puppy. They used to live and play together. 
The cat was very sporty and always won their 
games. The puppy often felt sad and thought he 
was not good enough. 
One day, it started raining heavily. The cat was in 
high spirits and began doing funny antics. Sudden-
ly, he lost his balance and fell into a puddle of 
rainwater. 
The cat called out to his friend, the puppy, for help. 
The puppy quickly came to his rescue. The cat 
climbed onto the puppy’s back, and the puppy 
carried him to a safe place. 
The cat thanked his friend for saving his life.  
 
Ayush Nandi  
Class -7-A 
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The Crimson Fog 
 
Author's Statement 
Preface 
There are places in the world where reason fractures—thin points where the 
veil between what is real and what is imagined begins to tear. Larkspur Hol-
low is one such place. Set deep in the forgotten hills of New Hampshire, this 
town is wrapped in shadows, both literal and historical. Generations of si-
lence have allowed old secrets to fester. It is a place shaped by profound 
loss, where tradition mutates into sinister ritual, and sorrow becomes some-
thing far more menacing. 
The Crimson Fog began as a simple procedural story—a detective investigat-
ing a string of strange, unconnected murders. But it quickly grew into some-
thing darker. What lies within this tale is not just a mystery to be solved, but 
a cosmic force to be confronted. The events don't unfold like a normal case; 
they unravel like a curse—slowly, insidiously, with no guarantee of resolu-
tion. 
At its heart stands Detective Eleanor Wren: a woman of pure logic, hardened 
by years of grim criminal investigations, who is still chasing echoes of a trau-
ma she refuses to speak of. Her journey into Larkspur Hollow isn't just an in-
vestigation—it's a descent into madness, a battle with the unknown, and a 
desperate test of what she truly believes. For in this town, logic fails. The fog 
isn't merely weather. The deaths aren't just murders. And the hour 3:33 a.m. 
isn't just a time—it's a threshold. 
In writing The Crimson Fog, I sought to explore fear in its most primal form: 
the terror of being watched, of being known too deeply by something vast 
and unknowable. The spiral, which recurs throughout the story, is a symbol 
of that descent: inward, endless, and self-consuming. Inspired by folklore, 
cosmic horror, and the subtle dread of real-world rituals, this story weaves 
the procedural with the paranormal, the rational with the ritualistic. 
This book is not a traditional ghost story, nor is it purely a thriller. It is a re-
flection of how far someone might go to find the truth, even if that truth 
stares back with inhuman eyes. It is about what we sacrifice in the name of 
understanding, and the terrible dangers of uncovering what lies beneath the 
surface—both in the world and in ourselves. 
And most of all, it is a warning: 
Some things are meant to remain buried. 
Some spirals should never be followed. 
And some fogs… never lift.  
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 Core Themes 
Theme: The Fracture Between Reality and the Supernatural 
At its core, The Crimson Fog explores the collision between the rational 
world and the supernatural—a terrifying space where logic crumbles and 
belief becomes survival. Through the eyes of Detective Eleanor Wren, a 
hardened skeptic molded by years of confronting brutal reality, we con-
front the chilling question: what happens when the things we cannot ex-
plain refuse to be ignored? 
This story masterfully threads together elements of mystery, cosmic horror, 
and psychological suspense. It taps into humanity's ancient fear of the un-
known: the feeling of being watched, of patterns that defy reason, of times 
and places that behave as if they remember. The red fog that envelops 
Larkspur Hollow is more than an atmospheric detail; it represents a creep-
ing, inescapable madness—the visceral intrusion of an otherworldly force 
into a world that pretends to be stable. 
The spiral is a recurring, central motif, symbolizing a relentless descent—
into obsession, into horror, and into an understanding too profound to 
survive. Every character who comes into contact with The Eye experiences 
a devastating change: Father Garvey abandons his faith, Mallory tragically 
succumbs to madness, and Eleanor is forced to confront her deepest-held 
beliefs. In this way, the story thoroughly examines how forbidden 
knowledge, once obtained, exacts a terrible and lasting cost. 
Another core theme is the inherent danger of rituals: how belief systems, 
even broken ones, can become corrupted conduits for evil. Garvey’s trans-
formation and his use of ancient, unknown chants suggest that even well-
meaning actions (like a baptism) can be fundamentally distorted by forces 
beyond human comprehension. Through Jonah’s traumatic memories and 
Eleanor’s investigation, the narrative offers a sharp critique of blind faith 
and questions the ultimate cost of trusting systems we don't fully under-
stand. 
Lastly, The Crimson Fog explores the concept of time and thresholds—
specifically the haunting moment of 3:33 a.m., "when the world is weak-
est." This liminal hour becomes a terrifying portal for The Eye’s influence, 
highlighting how certain boundaries (between day and night, reason and 
madness, life and death) are far more fragile than we realize. 



64 

  

 Ultimately, this is a story about vision—both literal and metaphorical. 
Characters lose their physical eyes, are cursed to see things they 
shouldn’t, or are observed by something ancient and cruel. It’s a 
chilling reminder: not all sight brings understanding, and some truths 
should never, ever be looked at directly. 
Key Character Descriptions 
Detective Eleanor Wren is the story’s fierce central figure—a seasoned 
investigator from the Boston PD with a profoundly rational mind and a 
personal history that taught her never to trust in the supernatural. She 
is introduced receiving a strange call in the dead of night, immediately 
establishing her as calm under pressure and unflinchingly brave. Hav-
ing discovered her first corpse at just fifteen and investigated dozens 
of grim cases since, Eleanor is hardened by experience. She carries a 
small silver crucifix—not out of faith, but as a symbolic reminder of her 
grandmother’s belief in things "that hate the light." Through the story, 
Eleanor transitions from a skeptical professional to a haunted believer, 
fighting to survive a horror that defies everything she thought was re-
al. 
Sheriff Mallory is the gravel-voiced lawman of Larkspur Hollow, intro-
duced through the eerie phone call that begins Eleanor’s journey. 
Short, rugged, and clearly rattled, Mallory is an experienced local of-
ficer who is entirely out of his depth. The strange deaths and the suffo-
cating crimson fog have shaken him to his core. Although skeptical at 
first, his fear is palpable, and as the story unfolds, it becomes horribly 
clear that something is mentally and spiritually eroding him. By the 
end, he tragically becomes a vessel for the very entity he fears—a grim, 
indelible warning of what happens when you look too long into the 
spiral. 
Father Garvey, though deceased before the main events, looms over 
the entire mystery. Once a respected preacher of Red Hill Chapel, Gar-
vey’s transformation into a mad prophet is revealed through others’ 
memories, his disturbing journal, and a chilling audio confession. After 
the death of young Owen Lorne, Garvey began chanting in alien 
tongues, sealing himself inside the bell tower, and ultimately becom-
ing the first known link between the murders and the spiral cult. His 
spiritual fall is central to the story's rising dread, as he shifts from a 
man of flawed faith to a willing conduit for The Eye Beneath.  
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Jonah, the quiet, wide-eyed chapel custodian, is introduced as an un-
likely but crucial ally. Pale and nervous, Jonah is deeply sensitive to the 
unnatural presence haunting Red Hill. His innocence and trauma are 
apparent—he has seen and heard things no one else dared to witness. 
Despite his overwhelming fear, he assists Eleanor, guides her through 
the chapel’s darkest secrets, and ultimately becomes instrumental in 
resisting the horror. Though fragile in appearance, Jonah’s quiet cour-
age proves essential to the story’s climax and Eleanor's survival. 
Owen Lorne, first mentioned as a tragic victim, later returns as some-
thing far more sinister. Once a young boy who mysteriously drowned 
in a baptismal font during a severe drought, Owen is revealed to be 
the first offering—or perhaps vessel—of an ancient entity. When he 
rises from the pit beneath the chapel, his body is still that of a child, 
but his eyes have become hypnotic spirals, and his smile reflects the 
terrible, empty bliss of possession. He becomes “The Thing That Wears 
a Face,” a silent, relentless force that haunts Eleanor and embodies the 
Eye’s will. 
The Crimson Fog: Narrative Summary 
Part I: The Caller in the Mist 
Detective Eleanor Wren had never believed in ghosts. Not when she 
found her first body at age fifteen, nor when her partner swore he saw 
a woman vanish into smoke at a crime scene in 2013. But when she 
got the call at 2:14 a.m. from the sleepy New Hampshire town of Lark-
spur Hollow, something in the static-laced voice of Sheriff Mallory 
made her heart sink. 
“There’s been a murder, but that ain’t the strange part,” he said, his 
voice rough as gravel. “It’s the third one this week. Same as the others. 
No footprints, no forced entry. And all of ‘em were found with their 
eyes… burned out.” 
A long, fraught pause. Then Mallory added, chillingly, “And there’s 
this… fog. Blood red. It never lifts from the hill.” 
Eleanor closed the case file she’d been working on—a missing child 
from Boston, already presumed dead. The way Mallory’s voice shook 
didn't sound like a local sheriff exaggerating a grisly scene. It sounded 
like he was truly terrified. And Eleanor had learned over the years: 
when the local law gets spooked, it’s never just superstition.  
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She packed lightly—two changes of clothes, a notebook, her service 
weapon, and a small silver crucifix that belonged to her grandmother. 
Not for religion, but because her grandmother once said, “There are 
things in this world that hate the light. Sometimes they even pretend 
to be it.” 
By dawn, she was winding through the fog-choked roads of Larkspur 
Hollow. The morning sun bled crimson over the hills, but no warmth 
touched the earth. A sickly mist clung to the trees, and the air smelled 
of rusted metal and wet, churned soil. 
Part II: The Red Hill 
Sheriff Mallory met her outside the station. He was shorter than she 
expected, and he kept anxiously glancing at the thick fog that coiled 
around the edges of the forest like living, sentient tendrils. 
“It started with a preacher,” he said, leading her inside. “Father Garvey. 
Good man. Lived up at Red Hill Chapel. Folks found him dead, smiling 
with no eyes. Just black holes and a grin like he’d seen God himself.” 
Eleanor flipped open her notebook. “No signs of struggle?” 
Mallory shook his head. “Door was locked from the inside. No weapon. 
Nothing on the cameras—just a flicker of red light at 3:33 a.m., and 
then static.” 
“And the others?” 
“Same time. Same expression. All found in locked rooms.” 
“Any connection between them?” 
“Nothing clear. A preacher. A college dropout. And an old widow who 
never left her house.” 
Eleanor frowned. “They didn’t know each other?” 
Mallory hesitated. “That’s the thing. They all attended a funeral last 
month. For a kid named Owen Lorne. Died under strange circumstanc-
es. Drowned in the baptismal font of Red Hill Chapel. During a severe 
drought.” 
Eleanor raised an eyebrow, the implication chilling her. “Who officiat-
ed?” 
Mallory looked genuinely uneasy. “Father Garvey.”  
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Part III: Something in the Water 
The chapel stood like a bleached skeleton atop Red Hill. Its windows 
were stained with decades of rain and grime, and the bell tower leaned 
ever so slightly to the east. Fog curled around the graves like fingers of 
smoke. As Eleanor stepped out of the car, the fog thickened instantly, 
pressing in. 
“Jesus,” she muttered, wiping condensation from her face. “It’s like it’s 
alive.” 
Inside, the chapel smelled of mildew and stale incense. The altar had 
been undisturbed since Garvey’s death. But as she stepped closer to 
the baptismal font, Eleanor felt the temperature plummet. 
She knelt beside it. The water was still, black, and thick as syrup. It did-
n’t reflect the light from the stained-glass window. When she reached 
to touch it, her fingertips tingled sharply. 
“Don’t,” said a voice. 
Eleanor turned to find a young man standing nervously in the door-
way. Pale. Wide-eyed. Dressed in a custodian’s uniform. He held his 
hands up defensively. 
“I’m Jonah,” he said. “I clean here. Well, cleaned. Before the… thing 
started.” 
“What thing?” 
He swallowed hard. “There’s something in the water. Something Gar-
vey brought here. He changed after Owen drowned. Started locking 
himself in the tower. Chanting in a language I didn’t know.” 
Eleanor narrowed her eyes. “What kind of language?” 
Jonah shrugged helplessly. “It sounded wrong. Like it hurt to hear it. 
And sometimes the fog comes inside. I saw it slither through the 
cracks in the door. It’s not normal fog. It whispers.”  
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 Part IV: The Tape 
Back at the sheriff’s station, Eleanor asked for everything they had on Gar-
vey. Mallory slid a box across the table—sermons, journals, a single cas-
sette tape labeled Confession – 5/12. 
She played the tape. 
At first, just static. Then Garvey’s voice, hoarse and tremulous. 
“I saw Him. Not the God I preached about. Not the one of light and love. 
But the real one. The One Beneath. He has a thousand faces and none. He 
offers answers but demands sight.” 
There was a long pause, followed by wet, rattling breaths. 
“I baptized the boy. And I felt it. The water was wrong. Thick. Hungry. It 
wanted more. And I gave it. My words weren’t mine anymore. I speak them 
still, in dreams. In that tongue of ash and blood. He comes at 3:33. The fog 
is His breath. And He is watching through my eyes—” 
A violent screech of distortion ended the tape. 
Eleanor sat back, her mind racing. Mallory looked utterly pale. 
“What do we do?” he asked quietly. 
Eleanor tapped her pen against her notebook. “We find Owen Lorne’s 
grave. I want to know what, if anything, is buried there.” 
Part V: Unearthed 
Owen’s grave was at the edge of the cemetery, where the fog was at its 
thickest. It wrapped around Eleanor’s ankles like cold chains. Jonah came 
too, nervously holding the lantern. Mallory stayed behind, citing a “bad 
feeling in his gut.” 
The grave was shallow. 
Too shallow. 
“No coffin,” Eleanor muttered, tossing aside a shovel. 
Beneath the sodden dirt, there was no body. Just a bundle of soaked 
cloth… and a terrifying symbol carved into the wood below it. A spiral of 
thorns encircling a single, watchful eye. 
Jonah recoiled. “I’ve seen that before. In Garvey’s room. On the inside of 
the tower door.” 
A low, vibrating hum filled the air. The lantern flickered violently. Eleanor 
looked up—and the fog pulsed. Just once. Like a slow, massive heartbeat. 
Then she heard it. 
A whisper. 
Not in English.  
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Not in any language she knew, but a sound that resonated deep in her 
bones. 
It made her teeth ache. 
Part VI: The Spiral Doctrine 
Eleanor backed away from the open grave, one hand instinctively on her 
weapon. Jonah stood utterly frozen, his face bathed in flickering lantern 
light, his lips moving silently as though mouthing a prayer—or a recipro-
cal curse. 
“Jonah,” she said carefully, “are you hearing it too?” 
He didn’t answer. His eyes were wide, fixed on something behind her. 
Eleanor slowly turned. 
A figure stood just within the tree line. 
Not walking. Not breathing. 
Just standing—tall, gaunt, and profoundly wrong. The figure’s limbs were 
too long. Its face was blank, save for a massive red spiral burned into 
where its eyes should have been. The fog clung to its form like a grue-
some cocoon. 
When Eleanor blinked, it was gone. 
Jonah collapsed to his knees, retching into the dirt. 
“What the hell was that?” she demanded, kneeling beside him. 
“Not a man,” Jonah choked, shivering. “Not a ghost. It’s Owen. Or what’s 
left of him.” 
Part VII: 3:33 
Back at the motel, Eleanor locked the door, drew the curtains tight, and 
laid her notebook on the nightstand. Every detail nagged at her: the spi-
ral, the pervasive red fog, the time of death—always 3:33 a.m. 
Coincidence? Absolutely not. Ritual. 
She flipped back to Garvey’s journal. One passage stood out, scrawled in 
feverish, frantic script: 
“The Eye opens at 3:33. The hour when the world is weakest. The moment 
between breath and silence. That is when He sees through us.”  
She set a loud alarm for 3:25 a.m. and tried desperately to rest. But her 
dreams were full of spirals—twisting, endless, and red. A voice spoke in 
them, low and dry like wind whistling through bone. 
When the alarm buzzed, she bolted upright. The room was too quiet. Not 
even the hum of electricity. Her phone was dead. The clock was frozen at 
3:33.  
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And the fog was inside the room. 
It seeped from the walls, coiling in red ribbons. A cold, immense pres-
ence pressed against her chest, invisible but suffocating. Then she 
heard the whisper again. 
But this time, it said her name. 
“Ellllleeeaaannnoooorrr...” 
She snatched the crucifix from her bag and held it up. The fog recoiled 
slightly, hissing as if burned. The cold presence faded. The clock 
jumped to 3:34. The lights flickered and came back on. 
She sat in silence for a long time, watching the corners of the room. 
There would be no more sleep. 
Part VIII: The Eye Beneath 
The next morning, Eleanor found Jonah waiting outside her motel 
door. He looked different. Pale. Haggard. But also... unsettlingly calmer. 
“I remembered something,” he said, his voice flat. “Garvey didn’t just 
find the Eye. He summoned it.” 
“Where?” 
“The well beneath the chapel. There’s a hatch in the crypt. Locked for 
years.” 
By noon, they were at Red Hill again. The fog was thicker now, a pul-
sating blanket of crimson. And it followed them. 
The chapel crypt was carved deep into the hill itself—cold stone steps 
descending into utter darkness. Jonah led the way. At the bottom, a 
rusted iron hatch lay bolted shut. Eleanor knelt to examine it. The 
chilling spiral was carved into the lockplate. 
Jonah handed her a small brass key. “Garvey’s. I found it under his 
mattress.” 
The lock clicked open with a terrible, grinding sound. 
What lay beneath wasn’t a well—not anymore. It was a pit. Deep and 
wide. Its walls were carved with spirals and eyes and things that 
shouldn’t have had names. 
And at the bottom was a pool of black-red water, pulsing like a living 
heart. 
 “I think this is where Owen drowned,” Jonah whispered, terrified. 
“No,” Eleanor said, dread settling in her stomach. “This is where he 
changed.”  
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Something stirred in the water. 
Not a ripple. A shape. 
Rising. 
A hand. 
Part IX: The Thing That Wears a Face 
Eleanor drew her weapon and aimed it at the pit. The shape kept ris-
ing. Then, with a wet hiss, it stopped. 
And began to climb. 
A boy’s body, thin and soaked, pulled itself from the pool. But the 
eyes… the eyes were utterly gone. In their place were spirals, endless 
and red. 
“Owen?” Eleanor asked, though she knew better. 
The thing tilted its head. 
Then it smiled—the same empty, blissful smile the victims wore. 
Jonah screamed. 
Eleanor fired twice. The rounds struck its chest, but the creature didn't 
react. It kept smiling. Kept advancing. 
She grabbed Jonah’s arm. “We’re leaving. Now.” 
They raced up the stairs, slamming the hatch behind them. Eleanor 
jammed her silver crucifix between the handle and the floor. It pulsed 
with faint, angry light, sizzling against the metal. 
Outside, the fog was now pouring from the chapel—red as arterial 
blood.  
The Eye was open. 
Part X: Final Witness 
They returned to the station, exhausted and terrified. Mallory was wait-
ing. 
But something was terribly wrong. 
He didn’t blink. His hands trembled slightly, and his focus was unnerv-
ingly fixed. 
“You opened the hatch,” he said flatly, his voice devoid of his usual 
gravelly warmth. 
Eleanor nodded slowly. “We saw it.” 
He smiled—a wide, empty expression that didn't reach his eyes. 
And then reached up and violently gouged out his own eyes. 
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Blood poured down his face, and still, he smiled. “He sees now. 
Through me. Through all of us.” 
Eleanor knocked him out with a swift, necessary blow to the head. She 
and Jonah quickly tied him up in the evidence room. 
“What now?” Jonah whispered, shaking. 
Eleanor stared at the relentless fog curling around the windows. “We 
end it. We burn the conduit.” 
Part XI: The Spiral Broken 
They returned to the chapel one final time, armed with fire. 
Eleanor carried a can of gasoline. Jonah brought Garvey’s last ser-
mon—a document written in symbols Eleanor dared not read aloud. 
At the baptismal font, they doused the entire structure with fuel. 
The fog outside shrieked. 
“Do it,” Eleanor said, her voice strained but firm. “Now!” 
Jonah struck the match. The flames whooshed high, licking the walls, 
crawling toward the pulpit. 
The fog recoiled violently, but not fast enough. 
From the pit below came a devastating roar. The creature rose again—
but now its face twisted in genuine pain and fury. 
“You brought fire,” it hissed, its voice an echo of bone and ash. “You 
brought light.” 
Eleanor stepped forward, crucifix clutched in one hand, lighter in the 
other, standing on the edge of the inferno. 
“You don’t belong here.” 
The spiral in its face began to unwind, screaming as it twisted into 
smoke and then vanished entirely. 
The chapel collapsed behind them in a final storm of red ash. 
Epilogue: Ashes and Silence 
The fog lifted at dawn. 
Larkspur Hollow was quiet again, the air tasting clean and cold for the 
first time in weeks. 
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Mallory survived, though he would never see again. Jonah left town, 
changing his name and disappearing into the vast, protective anonym-
ity of the world. 
Eleanor returned to Boston. Her notes were extensive, chilling, and im-
possible. But she filed no report. Who would believe her? 
Sometimes, at 3:33 a.m., she wakes in utter darkness. And in the cor-
ners of the room, she swears she can see a faint spiral turning. 
But the fog has not returned. 
Not yet. 
 
 
Chirag Khandelwal  
Class -9-A 
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The Moment That Changed My Perspective 
 
The moment that truly changed my perspective was when I vol-
unteered at a local orphanage. Seeing the children's smiles and 
hearing their stories, even though they faced tough circum-
stances, made me realise how fortunate I am.  
This experience shifted my focus from what I lacked to appreci-
ating everything I already have. I learned that happiness does 
not come from material things, but from the relationships and 
experiences we share. Volunteering at the orphanage taught 
me to be more grateful and empathetic, and it has had a lasting 
impact on the way I view life. Now, I make it a habit to appreci-
ate the little things and find joy in everyday moments. 
This experience was a humbling reminder to cherish life's small 
joys and to value kindness and appreciation.  
It is the most valuable lesson that has stayed with me: to al-
ways find happiness in the simple, everyday moments. 
 
Aditi Shaw  
Class -7-A 
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FROM DESIGNER’S DESK 
As the designer of VINCENZA, I am thrilled to present this year’s edition, a 

project that has filled me with immense excitement and pride. Balancing 

my role as a mathematics teacher with the creative responsibility of shap-

ing our school magazine has been both challenging and deeply rewarding. 

Every page reflects the vibrant spirit, talent, and hard work of our stu-

dents, and being able to bring their ideas to life has truly been an over-

whelming experience. VINCENZA is not just a magazine—it is a celebration 

of our school community, and I am honoured to have crafted it with all 

the passion and dedication it deserves. 

Shyam Mishra  

Asst. Teacher 

 

As the designer of Vincenza, I am delighted to present this year’s edition, 

a vibrant tapestry of creativity, curiosity, and youthful expression. Each 

page reflects the enthusiasm, hard work, and unique perspectives of our 

talented students, who continue to inspire us with their ideas and 

achievements. Vincenza is more than just a magazine—it is a celebration 

of our school community, a space where voices are heard, stories are 

shared, and dreams take shape. I extend my heartfelt gratitude to all con-

tributors, teachers, and readers who help keep this tradition alive. May 

this edition spark new thoughts, encourage meaningful conversations, 

and motivate every student to embrace their potential. 

Puspendu Dey 

Asst. Teacher 
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FROM EDITOR’S DESK 
In the cherished annals of St. Vincent’s Academy, there resides an indomitable spirit—a 
beacon of hope and a wellspring of inspiration. This hallowed institution, steadfast in its 
noble vision and unwavering in its pursuit of excellence, stands as a testament to the 
sublime truth that to dream is but the genesis of achievement. Under the distinguished 
motto, "Dream to Achieve," St. Vincent’s Academy has for decades inspired generations 
to transcend the bounds of mere aspiration, turning dreams into enduring realities.  

Vincenza is more than a mere publication; it is a vibrant tapestry woven with the threads 
of our students’ creativity, dedication, and voices. Each article, poem, and reflection 
within these pages captures the youthful exuberance and intellectual fervour that char-
acterise our beloved academy. From evocative prose to insightful essays, from stirring 
poetry to thought-provoking reflections, the magazine stands as a living chronicle of the 
academic year’s journey—showcasing the multifaceted talents and earnest efforts of our 
student community. 

Vincenza also embodies the collaborative spirit that defines the St. Vincent’s family. It re-
flects not only the students’ hard work but also the nurturing guidance of our dedicated 
faculty, the encouragement of parents, and the diligent efforts of all who made this pub-
lication possible. Its pages resonate with a shared joy in learning, an embrace of diversity, 
and the collective pursuit of knowledge and excellence. 

This edition of Vincenza is a vibrant showcase of the academic year’s intellectual and cre-
ative journey. Within its pages, readers will find a rich tapestry of writings that reflect the 
diverse talents and thoughtful reflections of our students. From insightful essays and 
poignant poems to articulate articles and creative narratives, the magazine celebrates 
the myriad ways in which our students express their ideas and engage with the world 
around them. Each contribution is a testament to the depth of thought, discipline, and 
imagination that flourish within the family of St. Vincent’s Academy. Beyond literary 
works, Vincenza captures the spirit of our institution’s holistic ethos. The magazine high-
lights not only scholarly achievements but also artistic expressions, sporting zeal, and 
community service initiatives, illustrating the all-round development that our academy 
nurtures. Through these diverse contributions, the publication conveys the vibrant ener-
gy and collective aspirations of our student body, fostering a sense of pride and belong-
ing and inspiring all readers to strive for excellence with compassion and resilience. 
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FROM EDITOR’S DESK 
Our deepest homage is reserved for our esteemed Chairman Sir, whose steadfast dedica-
tion and visionary leadership have, for decades, been the guiding light illuminating the 
path of Education and excellence. His unwavering commitment to providing the finest 
education has laid the very cornerstone of our institution's enduring legacy, inspiring us 
all to reach new heights. With profound respect, we gratefully acknowledge our Secre-
tary Ma’am, whose fervent zeal propels our mission forward with unwavering passion, 
our Managing Director Ma’am, whose judicious stewardship ensures seamless harmony 
in all our operations; our CEO Sir, whose wise counsel guides us with steady discipline 
and vision; our Principal Ma’am, a radiant beacon of wisdom and kindness; and our Vice 
Principal Sir, whose unwavering dedication and insightful guidance uplift every academic 
endeavour with enduring allegiance.  

With profound appreciation, we honour our devoted faculty, whose tireless dedication 
ignites the flame of knowledge and nurtures both the hearts and minds of our students. 
We also extend our deepest gratitude to the steadfast office staff, whose professionalism 
and care keep the functions running smoothly. Likewise, we acknowledge the vigilant 
maintenance teams, whose quiet diligence ensures the seamless upkeep of our acade-
my’s environment.  

To the spirited students of St. Vincent’s Academy, this edition of Vincenza stands as a lu-
minous tribute to your remarkable achievements in writing, art, and thought. Your voices 
echo vibrantly through these pages, reflecting your creativity, dedication, and relentless 
pursuit of knowledge. May your inspiring efforts encourage many others to strive for ex-
cellence with passion and humility. We extend our heartfelt gratitude to all who contrib-
uted—whether directly or indirectly—to bringing this magazine to life. Your collective en-
deavour has crafted a publication that shines proudly as a beacon of accomplishment 
and pride for our academy. 

May St. Vincent’s Academy always remain a sanctuary of learning and enlightenment—a 
place where dreams are not the privilege of a few, but the cherished heritage of all. Unit-
ed in our purpose, let us move forward together with resolve and hope, continuing to 
Dream to Achieve. 

 

Sabyasachi Mitra 

Asst. Teacher 
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मेरा दशे 

मेरा दशे ह ैप्यारा सबस े

 फूलों - सा खिले उजाले में।  

नददयााँ, पर्वत, येत हरे,  

रहते हम खमलकर प्रेम घने। 

 

खतरंगा ऊाँ चा लहराए,  

र्ीर सपूत सब बखल जाएाँ।  

एकता की शखि यहााँ,  

गूाँजे गान भारत मााँ का । 

 
Sankrish Bhagat  
Class -7-A 
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ईमानदारी का इनाम 

एक छोटे से गााँर् में रखर् नाम का लड का रहता था। र्ह आठर्ीं 

कक्षा में पढ़ता था और बहुत होखशयार तथा मददगार था। रखर् 

की सबसे बडी िूबी थी उसकी इमानदारी। 

एक ददन रखर् स्कूल से घर लौट रहा था तो रास्ते में उसे सडक 

पर एक बटुआ खमला। बटुए में बहुत सारे रुपए और कुछ कागज 

थे। कोई दसूरा होता तो पैसे रि लेता पर रखर् ने तुरंत सोचा –

“यह दकसी की मेहनत की कमाई ह,ै मुझे इसे लौटाना चाखहए। " 

रखर् बटुआ लेकर गााँर् के चौक पहुचंा और र्हााँ िडे लोगों से 

पूछने लगा दक यह दकसका ह।ै तभी एक बुजुगव दकसान घबराए - 

घबराए आएं एर्ं बताया दक बटुआ उनका ही हैं कुछ दरे पहले 

ही िो गया था। रखर् ने खबना खझझक के बटुआ उन्हें लौटा ददया। 

दकसान ने िुशी से आशीर्ावद ददया और कहा- 

"बेटा, तुम्हारी ईमानदारी ही तुम्हारा सबसे बडा इनाम ह।ै"  

 

Ishika Mishra Class -8-A  
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खतरंगा 

 

भारत की शान ह ैखतरंगा, 

भारत की जान ह ैखतरंगा 

भारत का सम्मान ह ैखतरंगा,  

हर शहीदों की शान ह ैखतरंगा।  

आसमान में ऊाँ चा लहराए खतरंगा,  

 हर दशेर्ाखसयों की जान ह ैखतरंगा,  

 हम सबका मान ह ैखतरंगा, 

 भारत की शान – जान ह ैखतरंगा।  

 

Ayeth Deb Class -8-A  
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मााँ 

 

हज़ारों गम हो दफर भी;  

मैं िुशी से फूल जाता हाँ।  

जब हाँसती ह ैमेरी मााँ तो,  

मैं हर गम भूल जाता हाँ।  

मााँ की ममता अनमोल रतन,  

 उससे रोशन मेरा तन-मन  

ददव छुपा ले मुस्काकर,  

रि द ेिुखशयााँ खबछाकर। 

 मााँ का आाँचल छाया दतेा।  

तेरे खबना जीर्न अधूरी,  

मााँ, तू ह ैसबसे प्यारी।। 

 

Ayeth Deb Class -8-A  
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बरसात का ददन 
काले बादल छा गए, 

 ठंडी बूाँदें बरसा गए। 

 पेड-पौधे झूम उठे, 

 सूिी धरती चूम उठे। 

गली-गली बल बहने लगा, 

 पंछी गा-गाकर कहने लगा- 

आई ह ैिुखशयों की बरसात,  

खमटेगी अब सबकी प्यास।“ 

कागज़ की नार्ें तैराई, 

 बच्चों ने धूम मचाई। 

 खबजली चमकती, गरजा आसमान, 

मेंढक ने भी गाया गान । 

बरिा आई, ठंडी छााँर् लाई, 

 धरती ने हररयाली पाई। 

 सुि-दिु सब भूल गए उस ददन, 

 दकतना प्यारा था बरसात का ददन। 

 

Nandni Gupta  

Class -9-A 
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कहानी का नाम: सााँझ की छाया 

छोटे से पहाडी गााँर् “शांखतर्न” में हर ददन सूरज धीरे-धीरे 

ढलता, और नीली सााँझ का साया घरों की दीर्ारों पर रेंगने 

लगता। गााँर् की चुप्पी में केर्ल पत्तों की सरसराहट और कभी-

कभी दरू से आती हुई दकसी बकरी की घंटी की आर्ाज़ सुनाई 

दतेी। 

इस गााँर् में एक बुज़़ुगव मखहला रहती थी—साखर्त्री दरे्ी। सब 

उन्हें “दादी” कहकर बुलाते थे। दादी का एक ही बेटा था, अजुवन, 

जो कई साल पहले काम की तलाश में शहर गया था। जाते समय 

उसने र्ादा दकया था, “मााँ, एक ददन बडा आदमी बनकर 

लौटंूगा।” 

लेदकन र्र्षों बीत गए, अजुवन न लौटा और न ही कोई िबर आई। 

साखर्त्री दरे्ी हर सुबह अपने आाँगन में तुलसी को पानी दतेीं, 

और हर शाम दीया जलाकर कहतीं, “तू ज़रूर आएगा, बेटा।” 

गााँर् के लोग उन्हें सांत्र्ना दतेे, मगर उनकी आाँिें हर सााँझ में 

उम्मीद ढंूढती रहीं। 

एक ददन गााँर् में एक अजनबी आया। लंबा कद, हल्की दाढ़ी, 

थकी आाँिें। र्ह सीधे साखर्त्री दरे्ी के घर पहुाँचा। दरर्ाज़ा 

िटिटाया। 

दादी ने दरर्ाज़ा िोला, और कुछ दरे तक उसे खनहारती रहीं।  
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“आप अजुवन हैं?” उनकी आर्ाज़ में कााँप था, उम्मीद भी और डर 

भी। 

“नहीं…” र्ह बोला। “मैं कबीर हाँ… अजुवन का दोस्त था।” 

“था?” दादी ने जैसे शब्द पकड खलया। 

कबीर ने आह भरी, “जी… अजुवन अब इस दखुनया में नहीं ह।ै दो 

साल पहले एक हादसे में उसकी मौत हो गई।” 

साखर्त्री दरे्ी जैसे बुत बन गईं। र्र्षों की आशा एक क्षण में ढह गई। 

“मगर र्ो आपको बहुत चाहता था,” कबीर ने जल्दी से कहा। 

“मरने से पहले उसने मुझे एक ित ददया था, कहा था दक आपको 

पहुाँचाना ह।ै” 

दादी ने कााँपते हाथों से ित खलया। आाँिें धीरे-धीरे उस कागज़ पर 

दौडने लगीं: 

> “मााँ, 

जब आप यह ित पढ़ेंगी, मैं शायद आपके पास नहीं होऊाँ गा। पर 

मेरी यादें, मेरा प्यार, मेरी सााँसों की गमी आपके साथ रहगेी। 

मैंने कोखशश की, मााँ… बहुत की। पर शायद दकस्मत में कुछ और 

ही था। 

पर मेरा एक दोस्त ह,ै कबीर। र्ो अच्छा लडका ह।ै आप उसे अपना 

लें, जैसे आपने मुझे अपनाया था। 

र्ो अब आपका बेटा ह।ै 

आपका अजुवन।”  
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दादी की आाँिों से आाँसू खगरने लगे। उन्होंने चुपचाप कबीर को 

दिेा। दफर धीमे से कहा, “बेटा, भूि लगी ह?ै” 

कबीर चौंका, “जी… नहीं मााँ जी, मैं—” 

“अजुवन भूिा नहीं रहने दतेा था दकसी को। चलो, िाना िाते 

हैं।” 

र्ो शाम कुछ अलग थी। पहली बार इतने र्र्षों बाद दादी ने 

दकसी के खलए अपने चूल्ह ेपर िाना पकाया। कबीर ने भी 

चुपचाप खिचडी िाई, जैसे घर का पहला खनर्ाला हो। 

अगले ददन गााँर् में चचाव थी—“अजुवन का दोस्त आया ह…ै अब 

दादी अकेली नहीं रहीं।” 

धीरे-धीरे कबीर र्हीं रहने लगा। उसने पुराने िंडहर हो चुके 

स्कूल को दफर से ठीक कराया, बच्चों को पढ़ाना शुरू दकया, और 

मंददर की सफाई करने लगा। दादी की ददनचयाव भी बदलने 

लगी। अब सुबह तुलसी को पानी दनेे के बाद र्ो कबीर के खलए 

नाश्ता बनातीं, और रात में उसके खलए दआु करतीं। 

एक ददन गााँर् की एक छोटी बच्ची, गुखडया, लापता हो गई। सब 

घबरा गए। रात होने लगी थी, और बादल खघर आए थे। 

गााँर्र्ालों के साथ कबीर भी जंगल की ओर भागा। उसने बच्चों के 

सारे छुपने के कोने याद दकए। काफी दरे बाद, एक पेड के नीचे 

कााँपती गुखडया ददिी। र्ह डर के मारे चुप थी। 
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कबीर ने उसे गोद में उठाया, अपनी जैकेट में लपेटा और दौडता 

हुआ गााँर् लौटा। 

दादी ने जैसे ही गुखडया को दिेा, तुरंत तौखलए, गमव पानी और 

हल्दी र्ाला दधू तैयार दकया। उस रात पूरे गााँर् ने कबीर की 

तारीफ की। 

उस घटना के बाद, गााँर्र्ालों ने कबीर को अपने जैसा मान खलया। 

और दादी ने तो जैसे कबीर में अजुवन को ही दिेना शुरू कर ददया। 

एक शाम दादी ने कबीर से पूछा, “बेटा, तेरे अपने मााँ-बाप नहीं 

हैं?” 

कबीर ने गहरी सााँस ली, “थे। पर बहुत पहले चले गए। दफर अजुवन 

से दोस्ती हुई, और र्ो मेरा सब कुछ बन गया।” 

दादी ने धीरे से उसका हाथ पकडा, “अब हम हैं। तू मेरा बेटा ह।ै 

अजुवन जैसा।” 

कबीर की आाँिें नम हो गईं। 

मौसम बदलता गया, पेड दफर से फूलों से भरने लगे। साखर्त्री दरे्ी 

की आाँिों की चमक लौट आई थी। र्ो अब मंददर में भजन गातीं, 

बच्चों को कहाखनयााँ सुनातीं, और कबीर को ढेरों आशीर्ावद दतेीं। 

गााँर् में एक नई पहल भी शुरू हुई—कबीर ने एक छोटी लाइब्रेरी 

शुरू की, जहााँ दादी हर हफ्ते बैठकर बच्चों को दकताबें पढ़ कर 

सुनाती। उन्होंने अपने अनुभर्ों से कहाखनयााँ सुनाईं, और कबीर ने 

उन्हें खलिना शुरू कर ददया। 



91 

  

 

कई महीनों बाद एक लेि पखत्रका में छपा—"सााँझ की छाया" —

खजसमें एक मााँ के अंतहीन इंतज़ार और एक अनजाने बेटे की 

कहानी थी। लेि पढ़कर गााँर् के लोग रो पडे। 

एक ददन कबीर ने कहा, “मााँ, ये कहानी आपकी ह।ै” 

साखर्त्री दरे्ी मुस्कराईं, “नहीं बेटा… अब ये कहानी हमारी ह।ै” 

र्ो शाम शांत थी, नीले साए पहाखडयों पर उतर रह ेथे। लेदकन 

इस बार दादी की आाँिों में कोई प्रतीक्षा नहीं थी, बखल्क पूणवता 

की शांखत थी। 

उनकी सााँझ अब छाया नहीं, एक नई रोशनी बन चुकी थी। 

 

 

Chirag Khandelwal  
Class -8-A  
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আমার বিদ্যালয়ের বি়ে সম়ে 
 
বিদ্যাল়ে হ়ে আমার বিতী়ে িাব়ি, 
শেখার জা়েগা শেন মজার হল্লাগাব়ি। 

স্বযের মত হল আমার সু্কল, 
না শগযল হ়ে মন আকুল। 

জীিযন করযত হযি শলখাপ়িা, 
পারি না আবম িাাঁচযত এটা ছা়িা। 
সু্কল িাযস হ়ে খুি মজা, 
খাই আবম বিসু্কট আর গজা ।। 
 

শসাহাবলনা পাল, চতুর্থ শেবি 
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 বিদ্যালয়ের সৃ্মবত  
আমার পুরযনা বিদ্যালয়ের শেযল আসা সৃ্মবত আজও আমার খুি মযন পয়ি 
। শস কর্া ভািযল আজ ও শচাযখ জল চযল আযস । শসখানকার বেক্ষক 
বেবক্ষকা খুিই েত্ন সহকাযর শলখাপ়িা করাযতন এিং আবিরা খুিই েত্ন 
করযতন। মযন পয়ি ো়ে শসই ঘুম ঘুম শচাযখ মায়ের সাযর্ ির্ম বিদ্যালয়ে 
োও়োর কর্া। আমার মত অযনক নতুন নতুন িনু্ধ িান্ধিীরা দু্যচাযখ জল 
বনয়ে দ্াাঁব়িয়ে আযছ।  তারপর মায়ের হাত ছাব়িয়ে আবি আমাযদ্র বনয়ে 
বগয়েবছল ির্ম শেবিকযক্ষ। আবম জানালার িাইযর তাবকয়ে শদ্খবছলাম, মা 
আযছ বকনা ! তারপর হঠাৎ শদ্বখ মায়ের মত কযর শকাযল তুযল আমাযক 
অযনক আদ্র করযছন একজন, শসই বছল আমার বি়ে মযাডাম। িবতবদ্ন 
বিদ্যালয়ে শেযত শেযত এক সম়ে একবদ্নও অনুপবিত র্াকযত আর ভাযলা 
লাগত না । এমনবক িৃবির বদ্যনও শেতাম । আমার বিদ্যালয়ের সামযন বছল 
ি়ি শখলার মাঠ আর তার চাবরপাযে েুল গাছ । আজও মযন পয়ি েীযতর 
বদ্যন শরাযদ্র মযযয আমরা কত কী শে শখলা করতাম আর মযন পয়ি িৃবির 
বদ্যন মযাডামযদ্র কাযছ ভূযতর গল্প শোনা। িাব়ি বেযর শসই গল্প মা দ্াদু্যক 
শোনাতাম। বিদ্যালয়ে আমরা বটবেন ভাগাভাবগ কযর শখতাম। আর শসিার 
সরস্বতী পুযজার সম়ে সি িান্ধিীরা বমযল সকাল-সকাল স্নান কযর কাাঁপযত 
কাাঁপযত বিদ্যালয়ে বগয়ে একসাযর্ পুষ্পাঞ্জবল বদ্য়েবছলাম এিং বখচুব়ি শখয়ে 
িাব়ি বেযরবছলাম। কী দ্ারুি মজা হয়েবছল। বিদ্যালয়ের এই শছাযটা শছাযটা 
সৃ্মবতগুযলা মাযেমাযেই আমার মযন পয়ি ো়ে এিং শচাযখ জল আযস। 

আজও আবম আমার বিদ্যাল়েযক এিং শসখানকার বেক্ষক 
বেবক্ষকাযদ্র খুিই ভাযলািাবস। 

 

রাজলক্ষ্মী শঘাষ, চতুর্থ শেবি  
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ওই শদ্যের ল়িাই  
 
ওই শদ্যে হযে ল়িাই, “ কখন র্ামযি শস ল়িাই? ” 
সি রাজা রানী েুদ্ধ করযছ শে ডাক বদ্ও না ওযদ্র! 
শভযে োযে িন জঙ্গল পাহা়ি চূ়িা শভযে োযে কত শকল্লা।  
ওই শদ্যে হযে ল়িাই,  “কখন র্ামযি শস ল়িাই ?” 
লক্ষ্মী িাঈ , তাাঁবত়ো শটাবপ করযছ শে সি ল়িাই, 
শকন করযছ ল়িাই, র্ামাযত শতা পারযতা ওরা  
করযছ ল়িাই আমাযদ্র স্বাযীনতার জনয শে,  
ভারত স্বাযীন না হযল শে আমরা শকউ িাাঁচযিা না । 
যনয কযরা সি রাজা রাবনযদ্রযক ! যনয!  
সিাই িযলা,  “িযেমাতরম” ! “িযেমাতরম” ! 
“জ়ে বহে” ! “ভারত মাতার জ়ে”! 
 
রাজনযা দ্ত্ত শচৌযুরী , চতুর্থ শেবি  
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আমরা বেশু 
  

আমরা বেশু েুযলর কুাঁব়ি  
আমরা শদ্যের িাি , 
নাচযিা আমরা গাইযিা আমরা  
আনযেরই গান । 
 

লাল নীল কত েুল  
শোযট গাযছ গাযছ , 
বেযখ শনযিা আমরা  
ি়িযদ্র কাযছ ।। 
 

অনুষ্কা সাাঁতরা চতুর্থ শেবি  
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িৃবি  
 

কাযলা শমযঘ ভযর শগল আকাে জুয়ি  
চাবরবদ্ক পূিথ হল ঘন অন্ধকাযর, 
হঠাৎ দ্মকা হাও়ো়ে শকাঁযপ উঠল গাছ  
শচাখ রাবেয়ে প়িল ক়িকব়িয়ে িাজ । 
ছাগলছানা ভয়ে শকমন তারস্বযর শচাঁচা়ে 
মা িযল ওযর শখাকা বেগবগবর ঘর আ়ে,  
দ্রদ্বরয়ে মুষলযাযর িৃবি শে ওই আযস  
দূ্র আকাযে বিজলী বখলবখবলয়ে হাযস। 

তারপযরই েমেবময়ে িৃবি দ্ারুি এযলা  
মনটা আমার শকমন শেন েীতল হয়ে শগল, 
এিার তযি এই িৃবিযত বভজযল শকমন হ়ে ! 
না আযছ িারি, না ঠান্ডা লাগার ভ়ে। 

 

ঘিাখাযনক পযরই শদ্বখ িৃবি শগল শছয়ি, 
গরমাগরম শতযলভাজা এযলা র্ালা ভযর। 

 

অবদ্বত মুখার্জ্থী, সপ্তম শেবি  
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শছাট্ট উপহার 
        মানু নাযম এক শময়ে বছল। তার আজযক জন্মবদ্ন । শস 
আজযক খুি খুি খুবে। তার মা পুযরা ঘর বিবভন্ন রযের শিলুন 
বদ্য়ে সাবজয়েযছন । শস শুযুমাত্র শিলুনগুযলা ছুাঁয়েই অযনক খুবে 
হবেল। কারি ও শে বনযজর শচাযখ শদ্খযত পা়ে না। শদ্খযত পা়ে 
না এই সুের পৃবর্িীযক। 

           আজ শস নতুন একটা োলর শদ্ও়ো ফ্রক পযরবছল। সন্ধযা 
হিার সাযর্ সাযর্ ওর িনু্ধরা চযল এল। ওর সিযর্যক ভাযলা িনু্ধ 
রানু একটা েুযলর শতা়িা বনয়ে এযসবছল। শেটার সুগন্ধ বনয়ে মানু 
িলল,  “আমার েুযলর শতা়িা খুি ভাযলা লাযগ।”  তখনই মানুর 
িনু্ধ েযাম িলল, “মানু, আবম শতার জনয ‘শছাট্ট উপহার’ এই নূপুর 
িাাঁযা িল বনয়ে এযসবছ। এটাযক ছুাঁ়িযল এর বভতর শর্যক ছন ছন 
আও়োজ শিযরাযি।” মানু খুি খুবে হল উপহার শপয়ে এিং ওই 
িলটাযক হাযত বনয়ে িলল, “এই িলটা খুি ভাযলা।” 
         এিার শকক কাটার সম়ে হল । মানু শকক শকযট বনযজর 
িনু্ধযদ্রযক খাও়োযলা । মানুর মায়ের হাযতর রান্না করা বিবভন্ন 
খািার শখয়ে িনু্ধরাও খুি খুবে হল।  

এরপর সি িনু্ধ শখলার জনয মানুযষর িাগাযন শগল । সি িাচ্চারা 
শিলুন ছুাঁয়ি ছুাঁয়ি শখলযত লাগযলা আর আনে উপযভাগ করযত 
লাগল। বকন্তু মানু একবদ্যক একা একা চুপচাপ দ্াাঁব়িয়েবছল। এই 
শদ্যখ মানুর িনু্ধ রানুর একদ্ম ভাযলা লাগযলা না।  ‘োর জন্মবদ্ন  
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শসই বকনা একা একা দু্ুঃখী হয়ে দ্াাঁব়িয়ে আযছ’ - এইরকম শভযি 
শস ঘযরর শভতর শর্যক নূপুর িাাঁযা িলটা বনয়ে এযলা আর 
সিাইযক শডযক িলল, “ আমরা একটা নতুন শখলা শখলযিা। 
সিাই বনযজযদ্র শচাযখ বনযজর বনযজর রুমাল িাাঁযযি আর 
তারপযর এই িলটা এযক অপরযক শছাাঁ়িা হযি। এই িল শর্যক 
শিযরাযনা ছনছন আও়োজ শুযনই সিাইযক িলটাযক যরযত হযি।” 

সিার এই শখলাটা খুি মজার লাগযলা।   
             ের্ারীবত শখলা শুরু হল বকন্তু শদ্খা ো়ে নুপুযরর 
আও়োজ শুযনও শকউ িলটাযক যরযত পারযছ না। বকন্তু এিার 
েখন মানুষ বদ্যক িলটা শছাাঁ়িা হল শস সযঙ্গ সযঙ্গ িলটা যযর বনল। 

আর সাযর্ সাযর্ শস শচাঁবচয়ে উযঠ িলল  - “আবম িলটা যযর 
বনয়েবছ।” এিার েখনই িলটা মানুর কাযছ আযস শস তা়িাতাব়ি 
কযর শসটা যযর শন়ে ।  
           মানুর এই শখলাটা শখলযত ভাবর মজা হবেল। এটা শদ্যখ 
রানু মযন মযন ভািযত লাগল শছাযটা শছাযটা কর্া মার্া়ে শরযখ 
আমরা অনযজনযক িয়িা িয়িা সুখ বদ্যত পাবর। উপহার েতই 
শছাযটা শহাক না শকন শসটা কাযরা কাযরা জীিযন সুখ এযন শদ়্ে। 

তাই ‘উপহার’-শক শকাযনাবদ্ন অযর্থর মূযলযর সাযর্ 
তুলনা করা উবচত ন়ে। 

 

অনুরাগ লাহা, সপ্তম শেবি  
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মানবিকতা 
          সাত িছযরর পাপন সু্কল শর্যক িাব়ি আসার পর তার িািা 
িলযলন , “জাবনস আমাযদ্র শসই পুরযনা িাগানিাব়িটা কাল এক 
দু্ঘথটনা়ে পুয়ি ছাই হয়ে শগযছ।” 

             পাপযনর বনযজর এক িছর আযগকার এক সৃ্মবতর কর্া 
মযন পয়ি শগল। 

             গরযমর ছুবটযত পাপন বনযজর পবরিাযরর সাযর্ তাযদ্র 
বনযজযদ্র শসই িাগানিাব়িযত ঘুরযত বগয়েবছল। রাবত্রযিলা়ে শসবদ্ন 
পাপন একটু তা়িাতাব়ি শুয়ে পয়িবছল । তার ঘুম ভাযে বঠক রাত 
দু্যটার সম়ে। শস বিছানা শর্যক উযঠ জানলার কাযছ ো়ে আর শচাযখ 
পয়ি পূবিথমার চাাঁযদ্র বস্নগ্ধ আযলা়ে িাগান িাব়ির পাযে র্াকা জঙ্গলটা 
জ্বলজ্বল করযছ। উত্তযর ধ্রুিতারাটা শসবদ্ন একটু শিবেই শেন চকচক 
করবছল। জঙ্গল শর্যক িাদু্য়ির পাখা োপটাযনার আও়োজ ও হাবতর 
ডাক শোনা োবেল। 

                পাপন িািাযক ঘুম শর্যক জাবগয়ে তাযক সি কর্া খুযল 
িযল। িািাও জঙ্গযলর মযযযকার শসই অস্বাভাবিকতা শটর পা়ে। তখন 
শস িািাযক িলল, “ িািা, গাডথ কাকুযক বগয়ে একটা খির দ্াও, 
আমার মযন হযে জঙ্গযল বকছু একটা হয়েযছ।” 

                িািা গাডথ কাকুযদ্র সি কর্া জানাযলন। তখনই দু্বট 
গাডথ সাচথলাইট বনয়ে তাযদ্র শপাষা হাবতর উপর শচযপ জঙ্গযলর মযযয 
চযল শগল। তাযদ্র বেরযত বেরযত শভার পাাঁচটা শিযজ বগয়েবছল। 
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বেযর এযস গাযডথরা পাপযনর িািাযক িযলবছল - 
 “ সযার, জঙ্গযলর মযযয শেযত শেযত সবতযই একটা অস্বাভাবিকতা 
শটর শপলাম। এক জা়েগা়ে শদ্বখ একটা গন্ডাযরর িাচ্চা গযতথর 
বভতর পয়ি শগযছ আর তার মা খুি শচিা করযছ তাযক উপযর 
তুযল আনার বকন্তু পারযছ না। শেযষ আমরা বগয়ে িাচ্চাবটযক তুযল 
বদ্লাম । অযনক জা়েগা়ে তার শকযট বগয়েবছল, তাই কাটা 
িানগুবলযক যুয়ে ওষুয লাবগয়ে বদ্লাম । তাই একটু শদ্বর হয়ে 
শগল।” 

           পাপন ভািযত লাগযলা শে, জাযনা়োররা কত ভাযলা। 
গন্ডারটা বিপযদ্ পয়িযছ িযল সিাই উযঠ পয়ি শলযগযছ তাযক 
সাহােয করিার জনয। এমনবক শেষপেথন্ত বনযজরা পারল না িযল 
শেমন কযর শহাক মানুযষর সাহােয শতা বনযলা ! অর্চ মানুযষর 
মযযয শতা এই মানবিকতা আর শদ্খা ো়ে না। কই শকউ বিপযদ্ 
প়িযল শতা এভাযি সাহাযেযর হাত িাব়িয়ে শদ়্ে না ! 
 
        আো, মানুযষর মানবিকতাও বক বঠক ঐ িাগানিাব়িটার 
মত পুয়ি ছাই হয়ে শগযছ ? 
 
ওজবস্বতা শঘাষ, সপ্তম শেবি  
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অসমূ্পিথ বচবঠ  
 
শহমযন্ত হাবরয়ে োও়ো এক বচবঠ,  
বেযর এযলা িসযন্তর শুরুযত গুবট গুবট।  

চুপ! শোযনা ওই হাও়ো বক িলযছ,  
শসানালী শজযাৎস্না়ে সযন্ধয মুখ ঢাকযছ।  

জাযনা, ওই চাাঁযদ্র সাযর্ আমার আব়ি,  
ও শে আযস না আমার িাব়ি।  

তার শচয়ে িরং িৃবি আসুক শযয়ে,  
শুনযিা তার েব্দ, শদ্খি শচয়ে শচয়ে।  

জানলা়ে িৃবি এযস বভজুক বচবঠর ওই তাক  
অসমূ্পিথ গল্পগুযলা সুের এক পবরিত পাক। 

 
আদৃ্তা চক্রিতথী, অিম শেবি  
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শগালাপ শোটাযিা সকাযল  
সিুজ বিযে 
দ্ামামা িাজযছ 
েুযদ্ধর । 
এই পৃবর্িী 
গীতা , িাইযিল 
িুযদ্ধর । 
যরিীর ওই 
হবরৎ শক্ষত্র 
লালযচ । 
অসহা়ে মানুষ 
রবেন স্বে 
কালযচ। 

বহংস্র খাদ্ক 
শলালুপ দৃ্বি 
ধ্বংস। 

মযনর মাোযর 
লাবলত করযছ 
কংস । 
এই দ্ািানল 
রুদ্ধ করযিা 
েৃঙ্খযল । 
েীতল িসুযা়ে 
শগালাপ শোটাযিা 
সকযল ।  
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পযান েবটথ 
পযান েবটথ ন়ে সকল শরাযগর সমাযান  
উপা়ে শদ্যিা করযত মুেবকল আসান , 
পযান েবটথ মাযন পযানযটািাজল  
শখয়ে র্াবক আমরা হযল গযাস - অম্বল, 
আমরা শদ্বখ শুযু বসম্পটম বকছু  
বনযজরাই কবর ডাক্তাবর তাই শরাগ ছায়ি না বপছু,  
মার্া়ে িযর্া, িুযক িযর্া পযান েবটথ চাই-ই চাই  
বকছু না হযলও পযান েবটথযক শচাযখ হারাই,  
িুযকর িযর্া হযলই তা গযাস অম্বল ন়ে  
শর্যক ো়ে শসখাযন হাটথ অযাটাযকর ভ়ে,  
শপযট িযর্া হযলই শসটা গযাস শর্যক ন়ে  
অযনক সমসযা হযত পাযর েবদ্ পরীক্ষা না হ়ে,  
তযি পযান েবটথ খাও়ো ন়ে শকাযনা ভুল  
অকারযি শখযল বদ্যত হযত পাযর  মাসুল,  
এই উযপক্ষা করার েযলই হ়ে েত সমসযা  
হারাযনা ো়ে না শরাগ, শেরাযনা ো়ে না ভরসা; 
তাই েপর্ কবর অকারযি ওষুয করি িজথন  
নীযরাগ েরীর শপযত  হি স্বািয সযচতন। 

 
আয়ের্ শদ্ি , অিম শেবি  
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সম়ে  
আসা-োও়োর বদ্নগুযলা  
ভুবলয়ে শদ়্ে সিাই, 
বদ্ন রাত কবর কাজ  
শনই শকাযনা কামাই। 

আবম েখন োই চযল  
কাাঁযদ্ আমার জযনয, 
সযঙ্গ র্াকযল আিার 
জীিন ভযর লািযিয । 
চযল োিার পযরই সিাই  
শিাযে আমার দ্াম, 
জন্ম শর্যক মৃতুয  
সম়ে ই ি়ি নাম। 

জীিযন অন্তত একিার  
শিাোই মূলয বঠক, 
আবম র্াবক িাাঁ হাযত  
কযর োই বটক বটক। 

শে আমা়ে লাগা়ে কাযজ  
হ়ে শস খুি খাস , 
অপচ়ে করযল পযর  
কবর তার বিনাে। 

আবম হলাম শসই ‘সম়ে’  
সিাইযক আবম বচবন, 
শতামার হযল আমার কাযছ  
বচরবদ্যনর ঋিী।        শসখ ইজাজ আহযমদ্, অিম শেবি  
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 অপরূপ িকৃবত 
 
চাবরবদ্ক শঘরা অন্ধকার, 
আসাযত আসযত শনযম এল শমযঘর ভার; 
কাযলা শমঘ শনযম এল িৃবি হয়ে, 
এক হাাঁটু জল ো়ে রাস্তা়ে িয়ে; 
একটু পযরই শরাযদ্র শঠলা, 
সিার মুযখ হাবসর শখলা; 
চাবরবদ্যকর অন্ধকার শঘার শকযট শগল  
গাযছর পাতা়ে শরাযদ্র আযলা, 
তাই লাগযছ শদ্খযত ভাযলা। 
পাবখযদ্র ওই বমবি সুর, 
শেন আসযছ হযত িহুদূ্র; 
উযঠাযনর জযল শরাদ্ এযস পয়ি, 
জযলর উপযরর স্তর চক্ চক্ কযর; 
কবচ ঘাস জযল ডুযি আযছ, 
রংযিরযের েুল েুযট আযছ গাযছ ; 
এই শতা শমাযদ্র বি়ে জগৎ, 
হৃদ়্ে োর উদ্ার ও মহৎ। 

 

সৃজা সাহা , অিম শেবি 
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 ক্ষবিযকর আলাপ   
 িযথমান এ প়িার সুিাযদ্ োও়ো আসা টা শিে ঘন ঘনই করযত হ়ে। 
শসই সূযত্রই আজও সি কাজ শসযর আসানযসাল বেরবছলাম। 
বকন্তু আজ জাবনথ টা শিে মযনারম বছল। িযথমান শর্যকই আমার সাযর্ই 
উঠযলা একজন আমার ই সমি়েসী শময়ে, এিং ভাগয ক্রযম শস জা়েগা 
কযর বনযলা বনযজর আমার বঠক পাযের বসযট। 
আমাযদ্র কর্া শুরু হ়ে েখন শস আমাযক বজযেস করযলা, " তুবম 
শকার্া়ে নামযি?"  
আবম স্বভাি িসত হালকা শহযস জিাি বদ্লাম, " আসানযসাল।" 
সচরাচর কবরনা বকন্তু আজ িা়ে তখনই তাযকও আবম বজযেস করলাম, 
" তুবম ?" 
শসও শিে সুের একবট হাবস আমাযক বেবরয়ে বদ্য়ে িলযলা, 
"পানাগর।"  
বকছুক্ষযনর মযযযই শকন জাবন না আজ শহডযোযন এর শদ্ও়োল তুযল 
পৃবর্িী টা শক দূ্যর সবরয়ে বদ্যত পারলাম না। খুি অল্প সময়ের মযযযই 
আমার সহোত্রীর সাযর্ গল্প শুরু হযলা আমার। ক্রযম জানযত পারলাম 
শস আমার ই ইউবনভাবসথবটযত বেযলাসবে বনয়ে পয়ি, বকন্তু এখনও অবব্দ 
শকাযনাবদ্ন, শকাযনা আনাযচ কানাযচ, কযাবিন এ িা হাও়ো মহযল 
আমাযদ্র শদ্খা হ়েবন, িা হ়েযতা শদ্যখবছ, বকন্তু তার মুযখর সীমা- শরখা 
গুযলা আমার মযন রাখার কারি ততবর কযরবন িা শসও হ়েযতা শখ়োল 
কযরবন আমার মুযখর সুক্ষ শরখা।  
িা়ে আয ঘিার মযযযই আমরা বনযজযদ্র খাদ্য দ্রিয ও শে়োর করলাম 
এযক অপযরর সাযর্, শকন জাবন না তাযত শকাযনা কুণ্ঠা শিায হযলা না। 
ততক্ষযন গলবস শপযরাবে, জানলার িাইযর, শমঘ শেন তার সমস্ত দু্ুঃখ 
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আমরা দু্জন শসই অবিোন্ত িৃবিপাযতর বচর সাক্ষী হয়ে রইলাম, 
একসাযর্। এক ই শহডযোযন শুযন বনলাম বকছু িৃবি মুখর গান, 
শেমন, “ভাযগ শর মন কাবহ” ও “জারা জারা শমযহকতা শহ”। শস 
বছল সবতয এক মযনারম সম়ে। 

এই করযত করযত কখন শে পঞ্চাে বমবনট শপবরয়ে শগযছ িুেযতই 
পাবর বন। মযন হবেল এই শতা োত্রা শুরু করলাম। 

আমার সহোত্রীর গন্তিয চযল এযসযছ, শস এিার নামযি। 

বকছুক্ষযনর মযযযই, শস এক উষ্ণ আবলঙ্গযনর মাযযযম আমাযক 
বিদ্া়ে জাবনয়ে শনযম শগল। িযল শগল খুি ভাযলা শর্যকা, সািযাযন 
শেও, আবস। 

এই ভাযিই শেষ হযলা শসই স্বল্প আলাপ। 

শোন নাম্বার ? 
না তা চাই বন 
শেসিুক আই বড? 
না না তাও না  
শহা়োটস আপ? 
না শসটাও চাই বন ,  
দু্জযনর মযযয আমরা শকউ। এমনবক নামবট বজযেস করারও 
িিৃবত্ত হ়েবন আমাযদ্র দু্জযনর মযযয কাযরা, শুযুই এযক অপযরর 
মুযখর আযলা ছা়ো শগাঁযর্ রাখলাম বনযজযদ্র মযন। 

পযর আর শদ্খা হযি বকনা জাবন না, ভাযগয র্াকযল হযি।  
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শোন নাম্বার চাইযল েবদ্ এই ক্ষবনযকর পবরচ়ে অযভযস এ পবরিত 
হ়ে, তখন েবদ্ তা সময়ের শি়িাজাযল কখযনা অবি়ে হয়ে ওযঠ। 

তাই শতা শকউ আর িেুবক্তর সাহােয বন বন। 

এই ক্ষবনযকর ভাযলা লাগাটাই মযন শে দ্াগ কাটযলা, তা বক কম 
বকছু?? এর পর েখন ই একা োতা়োত করযিা, তার মুখটা বক 
শচাযখর সামযন শভযস উঠযি না?? 
শস শতা সৃ্মবতর এক রবেন পাতা়ে শলখা র্াকযলা এই ক্ষবনযকর 
আলাপ, এই ক্ষবনযকর ভাযলা লাগা, তাই বক কম বকছু?? 
নাই িা গ়িাযলা জবটল অযভযস এ।  শছাট শছাট ভাযলালাগা গুযলার 
দ্াম শতা তাযত কযম ো়েনা। 
তাই হাবস মুযখ বিদ্া়ে জাবনয়েও, মযন মযন শেন িাবক োত্রা টা 
আবম, বিগত এক ঘিার সৃ্মবত চারি করযত করযতই কাবটয়ে 
বদ্লাম। 

তার ও শতা দ্াম অযনক। 

 

অমর হয়ে র্াকযলা আমাযদ্র মযন।। 

  

      পৃর্া সানযাল , সহকারী বেক্ষক ইংরাবজ বিভাগ।  
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িৃবিযভজা বদ্যনর গল্প  
  
এ বক আজও তুই সু্কযল !  
  
মা িলল,  ‘কী আর হযি এটুকু িৃবি ছুাঁযল ?’ 
িললাম তিু ‘মা শগা একিার শদ্যখা না চাবরপাযে’ -   
মুচবক শহযস জানাল মা - ‘ভািনা কী, তুই শতা োবি হলযদ্ 
িাযস !’ 
অগতযা তাই চযলই এলাম সু্কযল  
জানলা পাযে িযস িৃবি শদ্খি িযল। 

  

মাস্টার ও শেন গম্ভীর ভান কযর  
িযল, ‘প়িা়ে মন দ্াও, িযসা নয়িচয়ি’ -  
শসও শেন আনমনা হ়ে  
শছযলযিলার হাতবট যযর, 
শকার্া়ে শস সি খাতার পাতা  
ভাসযতা োরা শনৌকা হয়ে ! 
শকার্া়ে শস সি খয়ির কুযটা  
শস্রাযত োরা শেত িয়ে... 
  
শছযল এসি শভযি আিার তাকা়ে িাবহর পাযন, 
বভযজ মাযঠ িলটা শপযল কী করত শক জাযন!  
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হঠাৎ হঠাৎ ঠান্ডা হাও়ো শখলা কযর গায়ে, 
শরবলং যযর িৃবি শোাঁটা হাাঁযট গুবট পায়ে; 
ইশ্ ! েবদ্ িাব়িযত র্াকযত পারতাম আজ  
প়িত পাযত বখচুব়ি, শিগুন ভাজা  
তা ন়ে খুলযত হযে িই  
কষযত হযে অঙ্ক   
এ শকমন দ্ারুি সাজা !  
  
ি়ি হয়ে মাস্টাযররা সি প়িা়ে এখন কযষ, 
তিুও বক মনটা তাযদ্র আযছ বনযজর িযে ?  
সু্কল-শিলা হযল আজ নাম শডযক হত ছুবট  
িনু্ধর সাযর্ শসই িকুলতলা়ে আসত এযস জুবট; 
জযলর উপর লাবেয়ে লাবেয়ে কাদ্া়ে ভরাত জামা,   
মা িলত, ‘এ বক শর তুই! দ্াাঁ়িা, িযাগটা একিার নামা !’ 
বমবি শহযস িলত তখন ‘শমযরা না আমা়ে মা, 
পব়ি পায়ে শতামার দু্বট -  
কালযক শতা রবিিার িযলা,  
কালযক শতা সু্কল ছুবট।’ 

  

       শগৌরাঙ্গ মুখার্জ্থী  সহকারী বেক্ষক, িাংলা বিভাগ  
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