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Chief Mentor’s
Message

Pro Vice Chairman’s
Message

Life at DPS Barasat is dynamic, and each day, here, is an adventure, filled 
with new experiences, learning for all, and a chance to constantly widen the 
horizons. The faculty and students here; work together and learn together; 
to bring out the best of their potential.

DPS Barasat has established its eminence in the region in a short span 
of time in both academics and co-curriculars. It is definitely a feeling of 
fulfillment and liberation for the management and trustees of the school. I 
firmly believe that every student here can experience success and go on to 
graduate as a responsible, resilient and confident young adult, well-prepared 
to take charge of their future and to become a more responsible member of 
the community. This year, as the students physically return to where they 
belong and   become a part of an educational utopia, I am confident that 
our children will make a mark in life and society, and create a better world. I 
take this opportunity to express my appreciation for team DPS Barasat that 
consistently follows current trends and makes the system of education so 
dynamic that it is no longer enough to connect the dots. They strive to think 
out of the box and beyond a pattern with a mission clearly elucidated in the 
vision of the school vision.

I offer my heartiest congratulations on publishing the first issue of 'Literati 
Bytes,' a treasure trove of literary talent, achievements, and activities. It 
provides an excellent platform for students to freely express and share their 
views on myriad topics.

Mr. Anuj Agarwal
Pro Vice Chairman

Pursuing our philosophy of spreading the light of learning for over 16 
years, starting with DPS Megacity Kolkata, DPS Howrah & DPS Panvel 
Mumbai. We have established yet another temple of learning within the 
lush green campus of Barasat.
Our endeavour has been to create not only a school which deals with 
academics but a holistic seat of learning where every student is groomed 
to be a responsible and a creative individual. I am proud to declare that 
all our staff members and other members of the management body have 
worked hand in hand to reach the level of success we have achieved today.
I look forward to many more years of such glory and convey my thanks 
to one and all who have been supportive in my endeavour towards the 
success of DPS Barasat.

Mr. Vijay Agarwal
Chief Mentor
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Director’s
Message

Director’s
Message

We are extremely lucky to be a part of an age where ground-breaking innovations and stellar 
accomplishments are expanding the frontiers of knowledge and pedagogy every day. In this 
era of globalized education, the obvious focus is on the quality of education, and Delhi Public 
School, Barasat, since its very inception, has been relentlessly striving for the sustenance and 
enhancement of this quality in every possible way.

It is widely known that education manifests itself best through creativity and our Annual 
School Magazine endeavours to present a magnificent conglomeration of creative brilliance 
exhibited by our students. It gives me incredible pleasure to share with you the very first 
edition of the Annual School Magazine of Delhi Public School, Barasat. It serves as a significant 
milestone that marks our steady progress in the path to make quality education accessible to 
the new generation, who are the future of our country.

The magazine unleashes a wide spectrum of creative skills and talents ranging from writing 
to painting, photography to editing, doodling to designing and beyond, and it captures the 
creative versatility that is present in every child… all it needs it the right nurturing, inspiration 
and encouragement.  It is also a proud testimony of the myriad activities and events that made 
learning both enjoyable and insightful.

As Literati Bytes embarks on its maiden voyage by creating a veritable space for our students 
and staff to express themselves, their ideas and imagination, and unlocks some of the core 
values and skills, I congratulate the Editorial Board and the entire DPS Barasat fraternity for 
their sincerity, strenuous hard work and ardent dedication that has resulted in the publication 
of the first edition of our Annual School Magazine.

I take this opportunity to earnestly thank the parents and all stakeholders for their continued 
support in all of our endeavours. 

May DPSites march forward towards being awakened, worthy and responsible global citizens 
of tomorrow.

Happy Reading!

Mr. Nikunj Saraf
Director, Delhi Public School, Barasat

The world is changing at an accelerated rate, and we, as educators, need to pause and adapt 
to these changes with a single goal in mind – World-class, holistic education – a mission to 
educate, enlighten, and empower – has proven successful time and again. At our school, we 
strive to provide a holistic and enriching educational experience that will equip our students 
with the knowledge and skills they need to succeed in the real world. We are committed to 
providing top-notch academic instruction, as well as offering an array of engaging extra-
curricular activities that will help nurture the intellectual, creative, and social growth of 
our students. Our mission is to ensure that each student gets the opportunity to reach their 
fullest potential to become successful and responsible citizens of our country. This is enabled 
through our faculty who not only keep themselves at par with the current developments 
but also keep honing their skills in their field of expertise through continuous observation, 
experiences, knowledge mining and research.

At Delhi Public School, Barasat, students are offered equitable access to skills and knowledge 
and at all stages of life so as to enable each of them to adapt to the challenging world and work 
environment. We aim to fulfill the true purpose of education, which is not just to produce 
academicians but also to develop humane and sensitive citizens.

I would also take this opportunity to encourage our students to never stop expressing 
themselves and believing in their dreams as there is always a power guiding those who dare 
to dream and then persevere to achieve it. 

We aim to maintain a congenial learning environment at Delhi Public School, Barasat, while 
ensuring that our students have enough opportunities to unleash their true potential. I hope 
“Literati Bytes” – the annual school magazine continues to retain its excellence in the years to 
come. I thank the entire editorial team and our contributors for their untiring efforts behind 
this valuable publication that adds yet another feather to our school’s hat. When it is the start 
of something new, let us enjoy the magic of wonderful beginnings! Here’s wishing you an 
insightful read...

Mr. Binay K Agarwal
Director,Delhi Public School, Barasat
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From the 
Principal’s Desk

Thank You Note from the 
Editorial Team

Dear Readers,

Literary contributions are not just words on a page, but lifelines to 
understanding and empathy.

On behalf of the Editorial team at Delhi Public School, Barasat, we extend 
our most sincere and heartfelt gratitude to our dear students and staff 
members who have contributed to this edition of the School Magazine 
– LITERATI BYTES. Your boundless creativity, unwavering enthusiasm, 
and steadfast dedication have elevated this publication into a resplendent 
tapestry of talent, vision, and inspiration for all. Each meticulously crafted 
article, every vivid illustration, and each striking photograph that you have 
gifted this magazine, embodies the diverse voices and unique perspectives 
that define the vibrant mosaic and sublime values of Delhi Public School, 
Barasat. It is your collective spirit that breathes life into our magazine, 
transforming it into a celebration of the intellectual and artistic prowess 
that thrives within the hallowed halls of Delhi Public School, Barasat.

As we set our sights on future editions, we strongly encourage you to 
continue sharing your extraordinary talents. Let us come together once 
more to craft an even more magnificent compendium of creativity, one 
that reflects the indomitable spirit and boundless potential of our school.

Thank you, once again, for your invaluable contributions. We eagerly look 
forward to embarking on this creative journey with you anew, and we 
cannot wait to witness the brilliance you will bring forth in the times to 
come.

Warm Regards,

The Editorial Team
Delhi Public School, Barasat.

EDITORIAL 
BOARD

 M
E

S S A G E S

It gives me a sense of great pride and satisfaction as we release the 1st 
Annual Magazine, Literati Bytes.

This work is the compilation of the creative efforts of the students of DPS 
Barasat and such platforms gives our students an opportunity for their 
literary pursuits. 

On behalf of the school management, I thank the very creative and 
dynamic editorial team of DPS Barasat. 

Each of the contributions which have been printed here is an original 
piece which reflects the artistic flair along with the supremely creative 
thoughts behind it. 

This edition also has photographs of memorable events of our school. 
Our students, teachers, administrative members and all our support staff 
make each day in the premises enjoyable and the same sentiments are 
echoed here in different ways.

I sincerely hope each reader will enjoy leafing through the pages and any 
suggestions or feedback would be welcomed by the editorial team. 

Ms. Joyita Majumder
Principal
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At the heart of DPS Barasat pulses the dynamic Student Council that embodies leadership, camaraderie, and academic excellence. 
This illustrious body is a testament to our institution’s commitment to nurture future leaders and flagbearers of innovation, command 
and collaboration.

The Student Council, a microcosm of our vibrant school, is comprised of handpicked students who have demonstrated exemplary 
qualities of integrity, diligence, and vision. Each member, from the head girl to the house captains and prefects, brings a unique blend 
of talents and perspectives, converging to steer the ship of our school’s activities and ethos with unparalleled dedication.

Their role transcends the mere orchestration of events; they serve as the vital link between the student body and the administration, 
ensuring that the voices of all students are heard and valued. 

In essence, the Student Council of DPS Barasat stands as a beacon of leadership and unity, reflecting the spirit of our school and 
paving the way for a brighter, more inclusive future. Their relentless pursuit of excellence and harmonious collaboration truly sets 
them apart as the vanguards of our esteemed institution.

STUDENT 
COUNCIL

2024-25

Rinia Mitra
(Class: X)

HEAD GIRL

Masuma Khan  
(Class: X)

AMITY (RED)

Ishika Majumder   
(Class: IX)

AMITY (RED)

Avijnan Chatterjee 
(Class: IX)

SPORTS CAPTAIN

Sayali Chanda 
(Class: X)

BENEVOLENCE (BLUE)

Soumil Ghorai 
(Class: IX)

BENEVOLENCE (BLUE)

Pratishtha Mukherjee 
(Class: VIII B)

SPORTS VICE-CAPTAIN

Diptarka Saha 
(Class: X)

DEVOTION(GREEN)

Aishik Biswas  
(Class: IX)

DEVOTION(GREEN)

Diptarko Ghosh 
(Class: X)

CAMARADERIE (YELLOW)

Sharanya Paty  
(Class: IX)

CAMARADERIE (YELLOW)

HOUSE CAPTAINS

HOUSE VICE CAPTAINS

As I write this message, I am reminded that how each one of the students 
plays a unique role towards the creation of a vibrant school story.

I am honoured to serve as the head girl of Delhi Public School, Barasat. 
I have pledged to serve the fellow students, teachers and the school 
management with integrity, dedication and a sense of responsibility. 

My message to all the fellow students would be to embrace every 
opportunity, be kind and stand up for what you believe. It is not about the 
achievement of success, but the courage and willingness to learn and grow 
from experience. 

I also thank our respected Principal Ma’am and respected teachers for 
working tirelessly for us to shape our futures. Wishing everyone a year full 
of achievements, joy and positivity.

HEAD GIRL’s MESSAGE

PREFECTS
AMITY (RED)
a. Sriya Basu (Class: VIII B)

b. Aarav Singh (Class: VIII B)

c. Suruchi Arya (Class: IX A)

BENEVOLENCE(BLUE)
a. Triparna Saha (Class: VIII A)

b. Adrija Saha (Class: VII B)

c. Jeba Rahat (Class: VII B)

d. Junaid Hoque (Class: VIII B)

DEVOTION (GREEN)
a. Sharika Tasfia (Class: VII B)

b. Projato Basu (Class: VIII B)

c. Kenisha Datta (Class: VIII A)

d. Shrinetra Banerjee (Class: IX A)

CAMARADERIE(YELLOW)
a. Ayushi Ghosh (Class: VIII A)

b. Sareen Bhattacharya (Class: VII A)

c. Anuja Roy (Class: VII A)

d. Pratyusha Roy (Class: VII A)

STUDENT COUNCIL
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LIST OF ACADEMIC ACHIEVERS (SCHOLAR BADGE)---2023-24

LIST OF ACADEMIC ACHIEVERS (SCHOLAR BADGE)---2023-24

POSITION NAME OF THE STUDENTS
1ST ANUBHUTI GHOSH
2ND MRINMOYEE SARDAR
3RD DEBADRITO PAUL
3RD ARUSH ROY

100% ATTENDANCE MAHIRA MONDAL
GOOD CONDUCT TAVISHI DAS

POSITION NAME OF THE STUDENTS
1ST JANHAVI ROY BARMAN
2ND TANVIR ISLAM
3RD AVELINA DAS
3RD AAYUSHI NANDY

100% ATTENDANCE TANVIR ISLAM
GOOD CONDUCT STUTI BANERJEE

POSITION NAME OF THE STUDENTS
1ST JEBA RAHAT
2ND AYUSH BISWAS
3RD PRATYUSHA ROY

100% ATTENDANCE JEBA RAHAT
GOOD CONDUCT ADRIJA SAHA

POSITION NAME OF THE STUDENTS
1ST DIPTARKO GHOSH
2ND SAYALI CHANDA
3RD SK FARHAN HOSSAIN

GOOD CONDUCT JEET DEY

POSITION NAME OF THE STUDENTS
1ST ADRIJA GHOSH
2ND ISHIKA MONDAL
2ND PROSIDDHA MAJUMDER
3RD RUDRAKSHI DEY

100% ATTENDANCE SHOMILI DUTTA CHOWDHURY
GOOD CONDUCT SAMRAT SAHA

POSITION NAME OF THE STUDENTS
1ST ARUNDHUTI SARKAR
2ND PRATISTHA MUKHERJEE
3RD INDIRESH CHOUBEY

GOOD CONDUCT ADITRI BISWAS

POSITION NAME OF THE STUDENTS
1ST SHREYOVI RAY
2ND JAYED HOQUE
3RD DIBYO DAS

100% ATTENDANCE ROJALIN ROJA
GOOD CONDUCT BORNIKA ROY

POSITION NAME OF THE STUDENTS
1ST ALEEZA ALI
2ND SONAKSHI GHOSH
2ND ATRI MONDAL
3RD AADISH MONDAL

100% ATTENDANCE ALEEZA ALI
GOOD CONDUCT KAIRA DUTTA

POSITION NAME OF THE STUDENTS
1ST ISHAN AHMED
2ND JINIA BISWAS
3RD PARNAVI SAHA

GOOD CONDUCT ABHERI SARKAR

POSITION NAME OF THE STUDENTS
1ST PRAGYA ROY
2ND AHANA CHAKRABORTY
3RD TAMOJEET KHAN

GOOD CONDUCT SRIJANI CHAKRABORTY

POSITION NAME OF THE STUDENTS
1ST KAMALIKA DEBNATH
2ND AADITRI BANERJEE
3RD PRIYANSH DEY
3RD BODHISATTVA ROY

GOOD CONDUCT SRIMONTI DAS

POSITION NAME OF THE STUDENTS
1ST TRIYAAN DAS
2ND ANUTRI PAIK
3RD SOUMILI HALDER

GOOD CONDUCT ADWITIYA GOSWAMI

POSITION NAME OF THE STUDENTS
1ST AYUSHI GHOSH
2ND JUNAID HOQUE
3RD SRIYA BASU

100% ATTENDANCE AMITRA SAIBYA
GOOD CONDUCT SHAYAK CHAKRABORTY 

POSITION NAME OF THE STUDENTS
1ST AARAV SINGH
2ND ADHIRAJ SUR
3RD ANISHA HASSAN

GOOD CONDUCT PRIYANGSHU MONDAL

POSITION NAME OF THE STUDENTS
1ST SHARANYA PATY
2ND SOUMIL GHORAI
3RD ANURANAN BHATTACHARYA

100% ATTENDANCE ISHIKA MAJUMDAR
GOOD CONDUCT AISHIK BISWAS

POSITION NAME OF THE STUDENTS
1ST SHREYAN MAJUMDER
2ND AARNO BANERJEE
3RD ANIK SARKAR

GOOD CONDUCT ASMITA KUNDU

POSITION NAME OF THE STUDENTS
1ST RIDWAN KABIR
2ND ANWESHA MONDAL
3RD SHAKKHO BASAK

GOOD CONDUCT AKSHITA ROY

POSITION NAME OF THE STUDENTS
1ST ADISH SINGHA
2ND ABESH MONDAL
3RD RUPKOTHA MITRA

GOOD CONDUCT DEB SAHA

POSITION NAME OF THE STUDENTS
1ST SASMIT GHOSH
2ND ARHAN BASU
3RD AYUSHMAN SANYAL

100% ATTENDANCE SAMPRITI ROY CHOWDHURY
GOOD CONDUCT ARYAHI SRIVASTAVA

ACADEMIC 
ACHIEVEMENTS

ACADEMIC ACHIEVEMENTS

NURSERY

IVA

VIB

IXA

VA

VIIB

IIA

KGIB

IA

IIIA

KGIA

IVB

VIIA

VIA

VIIIA

IIB

KGIIA

IB

IIIB
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LIST OF ACHIEVEMENTS
CO-CURRICULARS (2023-24 and 2024-25)

S.L No. NAME OF THE STUDENT CLASS & SEC NAME OF THE EVENT POSITION

1

Arundhuti Sarkar
Indrakshi Bera

Ranit Dutta
Adrija Saha
Projato Basu

Simran Sultana
Sarodipta Saha
Srija Mukherjee

VII B
VI B
VII A
VI B
VII B
VIII A
VII A
VIII A 

Sangam – A Literary Conglom-
erate By Dps Howrah

2nd Runners Up in Choral 
Recitation

2

Sasmit Ghosh
Ayushman Sanyal

Aditri Das
Bornika Roy

III B
III B
III A
II B

Virasat-A Legacy By Dps 
Howrah 1st Position

3 Sk. Farhan Hossain
Aatmaja Sinha

 IX A
 IX A

Emblazon By Aditya Academy 
Senior Secondary, Dum Dum 
(Event: Short Film Making)

2nd Runners Up

4 Pratyusha Roy VI B
Emblazon By Aditya Academy 
Senior Secondary, Dum Dum 

(Event: Recitation)
1st Runners Up

5 Avijnan Chatterjee
Simran Sultana IX A Jamboree-Interschool Fest By 

Boshisukha School, Kolkata
FIRST POSITION in the 
Inter-School Ramp Walk 

6

 Pratyusha Roy
Indrakshi Bera

Sattria Chakraborty
Jeba Rahat

Prakriti Swain
HM Shahriyar Rahaman

Pragya Roy
Pariniti Swain
Rishit Dutta

VI 
VI 
VI 
VI 
VI

VII B
III A
IV B
VII A 

Jamboree-Interschool Fest By 
Boshisukha School, Kolkata

SECOND RUNNERS UP 
in the Inter-School Singing 

Competition.

7

 Ranit Dutta
Anupam Pal
Oishy Alam

Arundhuti Sarkar
HM Shahriyar Rahaman

Simran Sultana
Aishik Biswas

Srija Mukherjee
Aishika Das

Sharanya Paty

VII A Shabdo Jabdo by ABP The team has qualified to 
the Final Round.

8 Pratishtha Mukherjee VII A
National Level of Universal 
Postal Union (UPU) Letter 
Writing Competition, 2024.

3rd Position in the National 
Level

(NIL)

9 Riyon Bhattacharjee IV A India Book Of Records

National Record for being 
the fastest child to type the 
entire English Alphabet on 

a laptop.

10
Ishika Majumder

Vyom Kumar Dutta
Eshani Sur

IX A
 Poster Competition held to 
commemorate the Vigilance 

Awareness Week 2024.
WINNER

11 Anuranan Bhattacharya IX A

Cultural Talent Search Schol-
arship Scheme (10-14 years) 
2023-2024 organized by the 

Centre for Cultural Resources 
and Training India on the 13th 

of February 2024. 

WINNER

12 Anuranan Bhattacharya IX A

Anirban Sinha Award for 
outstanding talent in music by 
Telegraph School awards for 

Excellence.

WINNER

ACADEMIC ACHIEVEMENTS

13

Soumitra Bhattacharya
Shriyadita Bhowmick

Tathyika Das
Aarav Singh

VI A
VI B
VII A
VII B

Prithvi By Spk Jain Futuristic 
Academy

Students of Delhi Public 
School, Barasat have pre-
pared poster on 17 sus-

tainable goals and students 
of class VII prepared a 

working model based on the 
theme " Plastic waste into 

Electrical Energy " named as 
PLASTO- ELECTRIC GEN-

ERATOR .  Students were 
recognised for their innova-
tion skills in making model 
-plasto electric generator.

14
Kenisha Datta
Mriganka Das

Sriya Basu

VIII A
VIII B
VIII B

Model Making Competition By 
Ilead, Kolkata

DPSB’s ARANYAK {the 
green economy model} has 

received an appreciation 
as one of the best model 
demonstrated  at iLEAD 

Sriya Basu - VIII B, Keni-
sha Datta- VIIIA Mriganka 

Das- VIII B

15 Shayak Chakraborty
Arundhuti Sarkar

VIII A
VIII B

Cbse Regional Science Exhibi-
tion

(Venue: Bdm Internartional 
School, Kolkata)

Working Model on Waste 
Management prepared and 

presented.

16 Kenisha Datta VIII A Genius Junior 2024-Inter 
School Fest by DPS Barasat

1st Position in Inter-School 
Fancy Dress Competition

17 Subhajit Paul VIII A Genius Junior 2024-Inter 
School Fest by DPS Barasat

2nd Position in Inter-School 
Art and Craft Competition

INTER-HOUSE COMPETITIONS HELD IN THE ACADEMIC SESSION 2024-25
S.L No. Name of the Inter House Competition Conducted Result

1 Inter House Basketball Tournament 1stCamaraderie, 2nd Devotion, 3rd Benevolence, 4th Amity

2 Inter House Dance Competition(III to IV)

1st Benevolence (Bornika Roy)
2nd Amity (Atishi Chakraborty)
3rd Devotion (Tanisha Parvin)

4th Camaraderie (Raika Sen), Benevolence  
(Ashmita Kundu, Bannita Bag)

3 Inter House Competition (V to VII)

1st Devotion (Stuti Banerjee)
2nd Amity (Shailee Majumdar and Indrakshi Bera)

3rd Camaraderie (Shomili Dutta Chowdhury)
4th Benevolence (Tathyika Das)

4 Inter House Western Vocal Competition (V to VII)

1st Benevolence (Jeba Rahat)
2nd Amity (Indrakshi Bera and Aarav Singh)

3rd Devotion (Prakriti Swain)
4th Camaraderie (Amitra Saibya and Srinjay Roy 

Chowdhury)

5 Inter House Eastern Vocal Competition (V to VII)

1st Benevolence (Sreerupa Saha and Jeba Rahat)
2nd Amity (Niladri Das and Aarav Singh)

3rd Camaraderie (Amitra Saibya)
4th Devotion (Prakriti Swain)

6 Inter House Cricket Competition (V-VII) 1st Amity, 2nd Devotion, Runners Up Benevolence 
and Camaraderies

7  Inter House Recitation Competition (2nd Language) (V-VIII)
1st Benevolence (Adrija Saha) 2nd Amity (Saffana Islam)

3rd Benevolence (Soumili Halder), 
 3rd Camaraderie (Janhavi Roy Burman)       

8 Inter House Football Tournament 1st Camaraderie, 2nd Devotion, 3rd Benevolence, 4th Amity
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ACHIEVEMENTS IN THE DOMAIN OF SPORTS
S.L No. NAME OF THE STUDENT CLASS & SEC NAME OF THE EVENT POSITION

1 Arushjit Kumar Kayal V A 14th Chess For Youth (U10 Boys) Runner Up

2 Sreyasi Nandi V B International Karate Chamnpionship 
Challeger's Cup 024 (Under 10, Female Kata)

3rd Position 
(Bronze)

3 Bidipta Adhikari  IV A
International Karate Chamnpionship 

Challeger's Cup 024 (Under 10, Female 
Kata, U 10 Female Kumite))

3rd Position 
(Bronze)

3rd Position (Bronze)

4 Arushjit Kumar Kayal V A
Beleghjata Age Group Chess 

Tournament Organized By Sara Bangla 
Daba Sangstha

5th Position

5 Sarbasree Dutta IV B One Day Chess Tournament Organised 
By Today Chess Foundation 1st Position

6 Raheel Ghorai VII B
"Man Ofthe Match" In The 2nd Division 

Cricket League Organized By Cricket 
Association Of Bengal 

Man of the Match

7  Shrinethee Ballav VII B DPS National Chess Championship 
(Open) 2024 Participation

8 Sarbasree Dutta IV B DPS National Chess Championship 
(Open) 2024 Participation

9 Arushjit Kumar Kayal V A International Fide Chess Tournament (U 
11 Category) 8th Position

10 Srinjay Roy Chowdhury V B  The DPS National Swimming Meet 
Boys (Open) Participation

11 Anurag Chakraborty VII A The DPS National Swimming Meet Boys (Open) Participation
12 Sambwo Saha IX A The DPS National Swimming Meet Boys (Open) Participation

13 Srinjay Roy Chowdhury V B Inter school Swimming Competition at 
Asian International School, Howrah, W.B. Participation

14 Ishan Biaswas VIII A Selected in the Cricket Association of 
Bengal Selection

15 Prakriti Swain VII B Inter School Swimmming Coppetition at 
Asian International School, Howrah, WB Participation

16 Vyom Deb VII B Inter School Swimmming Coppetition at 
Asian International School, Howrah, WB Participation

17 Anurag Chakraborty VII A Inter School Swimmming Coppetition at 
Asian International School, Howrah, WB Participation

18 Arushjit Kumar Kayal V A Inter School Chess Competition at DPS 
Barasat (U 13) First Position

19 Sarbasree Dutta IV B Inter School Chess Competition at DPS 
Barasat (U 13) Third Posirtion

20 Suruchi Arya IX A Inter School Chess Competition at DPS 
Barasat (U 19) Fourth Position

21 Riyon Bhattacharya IV A Inter School Chess Competition At Dps 
Barasat (U 9) Second Position

9 Inter House Karate Competition
1st Camaraderie

2nd Amity
3rd Benevolence

4th Devotion

10 Inter House Chess Competition
1st Benevolence
2nd Devotion

3rd Camaraderie
4th  Amity

11 Inter House Table Tennis Competition
1st Amity and Camaraderie

2nd Benevolence
3rd Devotion

12 Inter House Competition (V to VIII)
1st Camaraderie
2nd Benevolence

3rd Devotion
4th Amity
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The Crow And The Duck
Once upon a time, there was a clever crow and a greedy duck living in a forest. They were good friends. The crow was smart, fierce 
and honest from heart. On the other side the duck was a skilled thief. The duck used to snatch other animal's things and to blame it 
on the crow. The crow saw this and snatched up with a good plan. 

 One day the crow and duck went on a picnic. The crow took bread, jam, some peanuts, cottage cheese and a water bottle. The duck 
just brought nothing.  The crow told the duck that he would share all his food with him and was going to go get some berries too. 
There was a garden full of juicy berries next to a hill. The garden owner was a jackal, an old friend of the crow. When the jackal heard 
that the crow was on a picnic with the duck, he immediately warned the crow to return to the spot else he might lose his foods. All 
from that forest knew very well about the duck’s nature. But the crow said that “Don’t worry. My friend Duck will not take my food.” 
Then the jackal was surprised as the crow was not regretting that he was here. The jackal gave him lots of berries like Raspberries, 
Blueberries, Strawberries and Black berries, because he knew when the crow would reach to picnic spot he would be left with nothing 
to eat.  The crow thanked the jackal and left. 

 In the meanwhile, the duck thought that he could eat the crow’s food. So he hid the crow’s food behind an oak tree near a lake. There 
were beautiful flowers and bushes beside that lake. But little did he know that this was the beginning of the crow’s plan. He thought 
the crow was gone to get some berries, but the crow is actually going to spy on him to see if he was a loyal friend of his. 

 The crow returned to the picnic hut with a bucket full of berries and saw that the duck ate all of his foods. The crow came back and 
saw that his food was long gone. The crow saw this and said to the duck “Did you eat my food?” The duck said, “No, I did not.” Again 
the crow asked, “Did you really not eat my food?” The duck said “No, I did not.” Then the crow had enough. The crow said to the 
duck “You are lying. You ate my food.” 

 A rat was spying behind a bush and saw everything the duck had done. The rat was a loyal friend of the crow. It came out of the bush 
and told everything to the crow on what the duck had done. The rat took out all of the crow’s food from the hidden spot and said 
“Come here my friend crow and see what I have found. You might be looking for this.” The crow saw a loaf of bread, cheese, jam and 
peanuts. The duck admitted and the crow said “always don’t think nobody will know. Some might figure out.”

The duck understood and never tried to lie again. The crow called the rat, the duck and the jackal to eat the foods and fruits. They 
enjoyed the time in that little place and they spent the happiest moments in life.  As the Sun got set behind the mountain they 
returned to their home singing and dancing through the roads of forest. The whole forest was echoing with joy. That incident changed 
the duck into a good bird in the future. The duck helped all his friends and animals in their needs. 

Moral: Don’t be always sly. You never know who is watching you. Some might figure it out by hand.

Shomili Bhattacharya, V C

Artificial Intelligence
ARTIFICIAL  INTELLIGENCE is popularly known as AI.   AI is a collection of technologies that enable machines to mimic human-
like cognitive functions, such as learning, problem – and decision-making.   AI has made our lives easier by making our work easier 
as they can perform many tasks. AI is referred to as one of the most advanced technology.  AI is present in all laptops, desktops, etc.  
We can ask them to do various tasks like tell today’s news headline.  There are many voice assistant AI for example Google, Alexa, etc. 

The concept of AI dates back to the 1950s when scientists aimed to create machines with human-like thinking abilities. A famous 
scientist, Alan Turing, came up with a test to see if a machine could be as smart as a human. If a machine could trick a person into 
thinking it was human, then it would pass the “Turing Test.” 

AI is used in various sectors: 

1. Healthcare: AI helps doctors in disease diagnosis through medical imaging analysis and treatment plan suggestions, leading to 
faster and more accurate medical decisions. 

2. Finance: Banks use AI to detect unusual account activity, prevent fraud, and assist in investment and financial management 
decisions. 

3. Everyday Life: Self-driving cars utilize AI to navigate roads autonomously.

 While AI offers numerous benefits, it also presents challenges: 

1. Jobs: Rising AI potentially replacing human jobs due to its efficiency in completing certain tasks, such as in factory robots and 
AI-based customer service. 

2. Privacy: The use of personal data by AI for decision-making raises privacy concerns. 

The future of AI is promising, with ongoing efforts to get better. The concept of Artificial General Intelligence (AGI) aims to create 
AI that can think and learn like humans, potentially revolutionizing various fields, including healthcare, climate change, and space 
exploration. However, it is important to establish regulations to ensure the safe and fair use of AI for the benefit of all and to prevent 
harm.

Samarth Bhagat, V A

ELIXIR

My experience in Old Age Home
Whenever the term “Old Age Home” came in my mind, I used to always think about their livelihood and their lifestyles. But once I 
visited there, my mind completely changed! I used to think that they were weak enough to do their works but their unity, strength 
and supporting each other changed my mindset. The most emotional time was when they were speaking about their families whom 
they miss and love the most and according to them, they usually won’t meet their families soon. Their one smile, behavior, politeness 
was enough to win our hearts within seconds and it was our pleasure also to make them happy with our sweet performances!

They are not only” Old people” living there but also an inspiration for future generations for making a huge change in future in our 
societies quite soon.

“Nothing will change in one day”-

“But one day… there will be a huge change”!

		  -Swami Vivekananda

Adrija Saha, VII B

Junior Kolkata Literary Meet – JKLM
On November 2023, I and some of my friends got a wonderful opportunity to visit the JKLM. It has been a dream for me to meet 
some of the best names in English literature of our nation. We started off early in the morning from school and reached there within 
two hours. The first session was about to end. It had been a disaster as the routes were not recognizable to the driver. But never the 
less, all that happens, happens for the betterment. In the meantime, the second session started. Many of the attendees that attended 
the sessions asked questions and interacted happily. But being a sort of introvert, I stayed silent and focused on the sessions. Even 
when I was about to stand up with a question puzzling my head, I sat down. I have had always this fear of speaking among public and 
getting very frightened. Each class had been allotted a different session to write the report. I was supposed to write about the third 3rd 
session. The guests were from Tamil Nadu or from Kerala and their Tamil and Malayalam language got me more excited. I listened 
with full focus. This day till now has been in my mind and I suppose, will stay forever.

Junaid Hoque, VIII B

Trip to heaven of science: Birla Museum
In a sunny afternoon I visited Birla Industrial & Technological Museum. It is a must visit for all inquisitive science students. There 
are special shows over there such as high voltage show, magic & miracle show, egg-cellent show etc. which are exciting for all types 
of genres.

I went to some of the show such as high voltage show which told me about electricity and lightning while giving us some precautions 
while handling electrical equipment and also do’s and don’ts during lightning. There were also many interesting instruments. In one 
of the other show, they showed us magic with simple science logics. Also in the museum there were rows of amazing equipment 
related to physics, biology, chemistry and mathematics. You could not finish visiting the museum in one day.

I enjoyed the experiments very much and I would like to visit here again. I was happy with the new things I got to learn and I feel it 
is a wonderful place opened by the government.

Aarav Singh, VII B

ENGLISH
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The thought as high as the sky
A kite flying contest was held in Kolkata. Being an expert in kite flying, I had decided to take part in this competition which occurred 
once in a blue moon. The weather was very airy and not too sunny, the perfect weather for launching wind rangers.

As soon as I launched the kite I kept away from the other kites. This was the best way to win. Occasionally a kite or two came this way 
and I easily took them down. After around an hour or two the number of kites had reduced to mere 25. After fighting for 3 hours, 
my hands were sore; there were deep marks in my hands from pulling the thread and my body stinked like a rotten cheddar cheese. 
Then I noticed there were three kites sailing above my head, fighting for its existence. 

One  kite came for me and I observed this was the famous kite of Ramu, my old rival and friend. We both entangled our kites into 
combat and after relentless concentration for what seemed like hours, I tugged at the thread. To my joy, Ramu’s so-called invincible 
kite floated to its defeat. I had already considered it as my victory when I suddenly came to senses and realized that there was another 
kite. The flier of the kite was a boy who wore ragged clothes and was simply poor but he was very skillful and it seemed as if he himself 
was there in the sky. 

His thread wasn’t as good as the rest and I exploited  this to my advantage and sent the kite of the boy  rushing towards its certain 
death and defeat but still I was not happy. I saw Ramu tear his hair with madness but that didn’t make me laugh. Neither did the fact 
of receiving the prize money made me jaunty. I stared at the boy slowly moving towards the exit. I felt hollow and did not understand 
why the talent of such a young boy was not recognized. He had clearly defeated me if not for his useless thread. I felt a tug in my 
stomach and found myself racing towards the boy. When I asked the boy why he used such a bad quality of the thread and also asked 
his whereabouts, he gawked at me. It was an awkward moment.

Finally he seemed to come out of his trance and told me that he was an orphan and from an orphanage which was running short on 
funds. As the orphanage had treated the boy well, he wanted to give a payback to the orphanage. He wanted to become a doctor such 
that he could take care of those who took care of him. That led him to take part in this spectacular competition.  I was moved by such 
a critical thinking of such a young boy. I decided to award the prize money to the real hero. 

Tears came to the boy's eyes as he walked toward his destiny. I wondered if he was emitting some optimistic energy as he walked. 
Everyone applauded for him. I knew both his thought and his kite proved that sky is not the limit.

Aarav Singh, VII B

The Triumphant Mind
Once upon a time there was a girl named Sushmita, who used to live in the hilly regions of the beautiful place, Ladakh. She was very 
good in delivering speeches but her talent of speaking used to become zero when she had to speak in front of many people. Her heart 
used to beat very fast.

This fear of hers continued to grow more until one day, she met an old wise monk. The old monk said that she was very special and 
talented. He advised her not be afraid of speaking. The man asked Sushmita to practice speaking everyday and also asked her to speak 
in front of her family members and friends so that she can overcome her fear.

Soon she overcame the fear of speaking in front of people. She gave a mesmerizing and spectacular speech that everybody couldn’t 
stop clapping and complimenting her. Finally, after many years, Sushmita became a star. She used speak on radios, TVs and even on 
famous and big stages. People liked her a lot.

Years passed, but Sushmita didn’t forget the old wise man, who had helped her a lot previously. She visited him and thanked him. 
The man was also very proud of Sushmita. He knew Sushmita was a rare star who needed confidence and a bit of guidance. He told 
Sushmita to keep shining and never stop. Sushmita kept speaking and gained more popularity.

By her story, everybody got inspired and got to know that by being brave and by having sheer determination as well as confidence, 
anyone can achieve heights. Sushmita’s story will continue to inspire others and encourage youngsters to overcome their fears and 
shine like a bright star.

Sneha Sardar, VIII (B)

Inter-School Fest
Two months ago, I got the privilege to participate in the inter-school fest ‘Emblazon’ held in Aditya Academy, Dumdum. I participated 
in the slogan writing with Ishika Majumder from Class IX and with Sriya Basu, Debadrita sarkar in other events and our student 
representative was Ahan Srimani. The competition in Aditya Academy, Dumdum was a tough competition with other well-known 
schools. 

Though, this event was quite a far away, I felt totally satisfied and enjoyable and in future I wished that I can be a part of this types of 
events.

Raihan Haque, VIII B

An Accidental Daydream
Charlotte sulkily walked along the road. This was the fifth time she had failed her Geography class test. She remembered the irritated 
face of Ms. Priscilla as she handed Charlotte’s paper over, all marked in red, too shocked to comment anything. Her friends were 
all tired laughing at her by now and that was an advantage, though they had stopped talking to her too. Charlotte absend-mindedly 
trod over a tiny stray cat, which gave an exasperated shriek and leapt away. Her eyes fell on a spot some five feet away from the cat. It 
looked like a manhole, but instead of darkness, she could see a swirling mass of colors like purple, pink and blue, dotted with stars. 
Interested, she came a bit closer and peeped in. Almost immediately, Charlotte felt being pulled into the hole. Even though she tried 
to fight back, it was of no use. She was pulled into the swirly mass of colors and for a while, there was darkness all around. Then, 
Charlotte felt the atmosphere lightening and was able to see a little. She squinted her eyes and spotted a tree at a distance. 

She began walking towards it by instinct. When she came close enough, she had to stop herself from gasping out loud. It was no 
ordinary tree, of course, looking at the way its trunk elegantly twisted and turned and branched off into smaller boughs. There were 
no leaves, but a mass of what looked like purple cotton swirled over the branches. The tree radiated light and illuminated the dark 
room, making it brighter and brighter. Charlotte also came to notice a few sparkling points in the leaves, which upon a closer look 
turned out to be jewels. Her eyes gleamed with excitement. But almost suddenly, her heart sank, as she wondered how on earth she 
would get out of there. Charlotte stood pondering for a few moments, then finally decided to collect a few jewels and think about 
getting out later. She carefully mounted the twisted tree, panting for breath. She finally reached the top and stretched out her hand to 
pick out one of the jewels from the purple cotton mass. Just as she had one in her hand, the ground shook. A wild scream rang out. 
Terrified, Charlotte hung tightly to the tree. Then, a booming voice spoke, “WHOEVER STEALS MY JEWELS WILL BE TRAPPED 
HERE FOR ETERNITY!” Charlotte was so taken aback that she lost her grip and fell to the ground with a loud thud. Everything went 
black. After what seemed like hours, she finally regained consciousness, and opened her eyes to see that she had tripped in a puddle 
of water and fallen on the same road that she was walking along. Apparently, Charlotte had closed her eyes and imagined all of this 
wild nonsense while walking, leading her to walk straight into a slippery puddle full of water. Embarrassed, Charlotte got up, brushed 
her clothes and picked up her bag, glad that no one had seen her. She chuckled to herself as she walked towards home.

Jeba Rahat, VII B

Our School’s Grand Success
On 28th September 2024, our school, Delhi Public School Barasat, organized its first inter-school competition, ‘Genius Junior’, 
encompassing most of the co-scholastic activities, like solo singing, dancing, fancy dress competition, recitation, picture composition 
and many more. It was a majestic event and a great opportunity to showcase talents. Many renowned schools, from all over the 
city, including ours, participated in these events and their performances made this event not only successful but a memorable one. 
I am glad that I was a part of the opening ceremony and could see the events taking place. However, the best part of the event 
was definitely, the prize distribution ceremony. Nervousness, excitement and many mixed emotions surrounded the courtyard at 
that point of time. And all of our hearts were filled with pride and pleasure to see our friends getting awards for their remarkable 
performances. Another important reason behind this grand success was definitely the impulsive hard work, sheer determination and 
dedication of the participants, the tremendous services of the unwearied volunteers and of course the efforts of our teachers. This 
event was far from any ordinary event, still retaining in our memory and forever it will be an inspiration to all.

Arundhati Sarkar, VIII B

Jamboree Fest at Bodhishuka School
On the weekend of 31st march, 2024, I had the incredible opportunity to attend the Jamboree Fest hosted by Bodhishuka School. The 
event was a vibrant celebration, bringing together students from different schools to showcase their students. One of the highlights 
of the fest was the fancy dress competition, which I was thrilled to participate in. After much brain storming I decided to dress 
as Jnanadanandini Devi    ( a prominent Bengali social reformer & advocate for women’s education in the late 19th & early 20th 
centuries) which I believed would capture everyone’s attention. The preparation valued a lot of creativity & selecting the right costume 
to perfecting my character’s persona. I spent several days getting everything ready & it was an exciting process. On the day of the 
competition, the atmosphere was buzzing with energy & enthusiasm. As I took the stage, I felt a mix of excitement & nerves. The 
audience was supportive, I was determined to give my best performance. To my delight, my portrayal resembled well with the judges 
& the audience alike. After all the participants showcased their costumes, the moment of truth arrived. I was ecstatic to hear my name 
called out as the winner of the first prize. I felt an overwhelming sense of pride & gratitude. Special thanks also go to my family, who 
stood by me in every step of the way, to my friends who cheered me on and the trust my teachers placed in me helped me perform 
with confidence. Representing DPSB & making my teachers proud has been a tremendous honor. This experience has inspired me to 
continue pursuing my passion for creative expression & fashion.

Thank you to Bodhishuka School for hosting such a fantastic event & for creating a platform that celebrates young talent. This win 
has not only been a personal achievement but also a shared victory with everyone who supported me. I am motivated to reach new 
heights & embrace more opportunities with the same dedication & enthusiasm.

Simran Sultana, IX A
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The Story of Bravery in the Star
It is the year of 3060; space traveling has become as common as taking a bus, children’s dreams to explore distant galaxy’s aliens and 
meeting friends on other planets have turned into reality with the power of science. Spaceships are now a common transport; but 
there was one spaceship that everyone scares to board in “The Nebula Voyager”.

The Nebula Voyager was once the most advanced spaceship, designed for long journeys to the farthest corner of the universe. But 
one day, something very strange happened; the crew disappeared without any trace, leaving the ship floating aimlessly in the space. 
Even in this modern world, rumors got spread that it is haunted by ghosts of lost crew’s members and came to known as the haunted 
spaceship. How pathetic, isn’t it?

One day, three brave friends – Maya, the curious and the puzzle solver, Veer, the brave and tech-savvy one and Aisha, the brave 
polyglot who can speak and understand many languages; decided to explore the abandoned spaceship.

They entered, inside flickering lights and creepy shadows welcomed them. Soon after entering in the spaceship, they felt chilly and got 
goosebumps. In the control room, Veer found a message on the screen: “Help us….save us…. ”, everyone got chills by reading that. 
They split up; Veer and Maya went to the engine room, while Aisha searched in the living quarters.

Veer found a ship’s engineer’s journal; he opened it and found something written in an unfamiliar language and Maya discovered a 
mysterious weird device. In the living quarters, Aisha found the captain’s log; she opened it and saw something written in it. She tried 
to read it using her talent and got horrified “We are captivated in another dimension of the universe. Shut down the alien device in 
the engine room”. She got scared and rushed to the engine room.

Aisha saw the device on Maya’s hand and screamed “We found it, the alien device”. Everyone got confused and Maya asked “What 
are you talking about? From where do you get to know that it’s an alien device?” Aisha then showed them the log she found and said 
“Look at what I found. It seems to be a clue for how to save the crew members”. Veer then look into the device and handed Aisha the 
engineer’s journal. She read it using her extravagant talent and found a riddle that was there biggest clue to shut down the device. 
With the help of Maya they finally solved the riddle. Together with their talents they were finally able to shut down the alien device.

After that, once again, a message showed up on the screen; “Thanks a lot! We are finally free”. After reading this, the trio smiled and 
breathes a sigh of relief. Now, The Nebula Voyager has become a symbol of bravery and unity instead of a haunted spaceship. The 
brave trio is now a team working as the space detective.  

Srijani Sadhukhan, IX A

Experiencing Emblazon and other Recent Fairs
I was very lucky to have participated in various events and competitions, representing my school in fields of academics. Out of all 
the competitions, there were a few which I could recall vividly having done something for the school. Previous year I was selected 
along with others, to represent my school in Emblazon (A Literary Fest hosted by Aditya Academy, Dumdum). I was selected for the 
spelling writing round with Sharanya Paty (previously class 8). To be honest It was an unusual feeling which I have experienced that 
day. Though we could not get past the first round, that was a good event for the school as they won a couple of prizes on that event.

That was really the first event I ever participated on. For the first time I felt I was a part of something beautiful which I would never 
forget. Later on I went to various debating fests and also represented my school in ‘Laugh out Loud’. This is truly a moment I would 
cherish for long.

Soumil Ghorai. IX A

ENGLISH

Snail Trails
Upon the earth , I slowly trail ,
A humble life , I’m but a snail .

My pace is gentle , like morning dew ,
Through blades of grass , I find my view .

With a shell that’s home , I carry on ,
From dusk till the break of dawn .
In patience , there’s a lesson clear ,

Small steps can conquer , far and near .

Simran Sultana. IX A

Fearless
I met a cheerful woman today , 

Whose smile could bright up the day.
Her face was so ethereal , 

I swear it was crafted by clay.

But behind that soft and peaceful guise ,
I saw a hint of  pain.

With all those scars in her body , 
She boarded the misery train.

Soon I realized , what she had seen.
Those haunting moments and silent cries.

My heart ached by her screams , 
For a voice which once flowered as sweet lullabies.

This made me wonder if we
Really lived in a world with darkness raging.

Without harmony , peace and love ,
Where saviors need saving ?

But I still keep hope ,
For all who have bled.

Hoping for justice , 
For every tear they shed.

So let’s fight for their memory , 
For their journey wasn’t painless.

Even if sometimes shamed by society ,
Let’s remember them as fearless.

  Pratishtha Mukherjee, VIII B

Female Abuse; A Plight To Fight
In shadows cast by the moon’s pale light,

A tale unfolds a grievous plight.
Female abuse, a sad theme,

Where pain and sorrow intertwine.

Silent screams echo through the night,
In homes where love should burn so bright.

Bruised and battered, hearts aflame,
Women bear the weight of shame.

Their voices stifled, dreams denied,
In a world where power is misapplied.

Invisible chains bind their souls,
As they fight to reclaim control.

Yet hope persists, a flicker small,
In the sisterhood’s embrace, they stand tall.

Together they will stop the slaughters,
And not let any monster bat an eye towards their daughters, 

They will not sulk in silence, 
Limits have exceeded of tolerance. 

Together, they’ll break the chains that bind,
And rewrite the story of womankind.

Rohit Saha, VIII B

Celebration of Fest in my School
I as a student of class – 9, study matters a lot. Teachers and students are busy with exams, copy checking etc. To take a break our 
school had organized one ‘Fun and Festa’ in which interested students would participate. I gave my service as a volunteer. To be 
honest, I enjoyed a lot that day. Many students came from different schools, I met them and also I learned many things from my team 
members. I learned how team work has the power to make any different decision or work easy. I encouraged all the participants who 
were representing our school.

Our school was decorated with lamps, lights, beautiful stickers. All the captains and vice-captains were very serious about their work 
which impressed our teachers. Every teacher praised us and we all were happy that the event went well. That event was a small break 
from heavy schedule at last we had our snacks with small chit-chat among the friends. That day is unforgettable and it is aged in my 
mind.

Shrinetra Banerjee, IX A

A Day Spent with Music
On the 25th of April 2024, we the students of Delhi Public School Barasat along with our coordinators and teachers went to the 
“Gharana: Inter school Music Fest” organized by Delhi Public School Howrah to represent our school.

The participants taking part in the event are mentioned below:

Singers

1. Jeba Rahat

2. Shayak Chakraborty

3. Ahar Singh
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The Midnight Chase
Detective Sarah Blake had been on the trail of the famous art thief known as “The Phantom” for months. The thief had struck again, 
stealing a priceless painting from the city’s museum. This time, Sarah was determined to catch him.

It was midnight when she received the tip-off from her assistant. The Phantom was planning to leave the city by train. Sarah raced to 
the station, her heart pounding. The station was eerily quiet, the only sound being the distant whistle of an approaching train.

She spotted a figure in a dark coat and hat, carrying a suspiciously large bag. Sarah’s instincts kicked in. She followed him, keeping to 
the shadows. The figure boarded the train, and Sarah slipped in behind him, unnoticed.

The train began to move, and Sarah knew she had to act fast. She approached the figure, her hand on her gun. “Stop right there!” she 
shouted. The figure turned, revealing a masked face. It was The Phantom.

A chase ensued through the narrow train corridors. The Phantom was quick, but Sarah was sure not to give up. They reached the end 
of the train, and The Phantom had nowhere to go. He turned to face her, a sly smile on his lips.

“You’re too late, Detective,” he said, pulling a lever. The train car detached, and The Phantom leaped onto the tracks below. Sarah 
watched in frustration as he disappeared into the night.

But she wasn’t giving up. She knew this was just the beginning of their cat-and-mouse game. And next time, she would be ready.

Samuel Raju Barnabas, IX A

Phantom’s Return
Months had passed since The Phantom’s daring escape. Detective Sarah Blake had been tirelessly working to track him down, but he had 
vanished without a trace. The city had been quiet, too quiet, and Sarah knew it was only a matter of time before The Phantom struck again.

One evening, as Sarah was going through old case files, her phone buzzed. It was an anonymous tip: “The Phantom will strike tonight 
at the Grand Hotel.” Sarah’s heart raced. She grabbed her coat and headed out, calling for backup on the way.

The Grand Hotel was bustling with activity. A charity gala was in full swing, and the city’s elite leaders were in attendance. Sarah 
scanned the crowd, looking for any sign of The Phantom. Suddenly, the lights flickered, and a hush fell over the room. A masked 
figure appeared on the balcony, holding a priceless diamond necklace.

“Ladies and gentlemen ”said the cold voice The Phantom’s voice echoed through the hall, “thank you for your generous donations.” 
He turned to leave, but Sarah was already on the move.

She chased him through the hotel, up the stairs, and onto the rooftop. The city skyline stretched out before them, and The Phantom 
had nowhere to run. “It’s over,” Sarah said, her gun trained on him.

The Phantom smiled. “Not quite.” He pressed a button on his wrist, and a drone appeared, lowering a rope. He grabbed it and began 

ENGLISH
4. Rishit Majumder

5.Shahriyar Rahaman

   Keyboard – Shakya Sengupta
   Tabla – Ranveer Das
   Violin – Anuranan Bhattacharya

The programme began at 10’0 clock. Once every school arrived in the respective venue allotted along with the judges. After the 
lighting of the ceremony lamp the solo singing competition took place where 13 teams participated and performed some mind-
blowing performances which the judges founded challenging to announce a definitive winner because of the varied complexities in 
every performance. Ultimately, they announced the winner of the event which was awarded to the M P Birla foundation.

The programme with the next event: group singing performance where our school performed a ‘Medley’ on Raag Khamaj. The event was 
further proceeded with performances of host school, DPS megacity, DPS Ruby Park, Aditya Academy, South Point and several others.

Within this time, we were given our food packets for our refreshment. Later the announcement for the winner teams began where 
the 1st position was secured by DPS Ruby Park, followed by DPS Megacity and DPS Howrah.

Though we didn’t rank in any of the events we still got to enjoy ourselves, learn new things and acknowledge the fact that only practice 
can make us a greater team and help achieve the level to compete in these prestigious competitions.

Anuranan Bhattacharya, IX A

The world of flowers 
Oh! look another new bud,

Slowly, steady, protect her from mud.
Wind makes you sleep, rains help you to feed,

Leaves don’t let you to weep.
Oh! Nature’s daughter you are not cheap.

Bud grew older,
She became bold.

Let her petals fly, in the sky where birds fly high.
She attracts the bees,

Her sweet nectar feeds the newly, lovely beauties.
Oh! Nature’s daughter you are not cheap.

Suddenly the time changed, her youth, shine, strength all went in vain.
Her eyes, body, shows the pain.

The betray of nature, the mud of storm in chain,
Which hurts again and again.

Don’t cry dear, hold your tears.
Because still there is a lot of things to bear.

Now you are old, depended, weak, 
Bees will not come near you to share a piece.

Everyone will forget you,
You are now old.

Now its your time to sleep,
Unfortunately, no one will weep.

Shrinetra Banerjee,  IX A

Durga Puja Joy
Durga Puja comes every year,
Bringing joy, love, and cheer.

Clay idols tall and bright,
Shining in the festive light.

People gather dressed in their best,
Offering prayers with hearts full of zest.

Drums beat loud, the air is sweet,
As everyone dances to the rhythmic beat.

The pandals glow with colors so bright,
Filling the night with beautiful light.
Durga Maa smiles, her blessings flow,

Protecting us, wherever we go.

With sindoor on faces, and hearts full of love,
We say goodbye, as she returns above.
Waiting again for the next year’s day,
When Maa Durga will come to stay.

Tamanna Parvin Sumi,  IX A

The Forest’s Whisper
I whisper, whisper, secrets old,

A mysterious voice, that tales unfold,
Of ancient wisdom,  and mystic might,

In the silence, where the trees take flight.

I see the creatures, that dwell within,
Their footsteps quiet, as the wind whispers kin, 

I’ve witnessed seasons, in endless way,
And kept the secrets, of a forgotten day.

I’ve seen the sunbeams, filter through the trees,
And heard the rustling, of the summer breeze,

I’ve stood unchanging, amidst the tide,
A guardian of secrets, where the forest resides.

My whispers echo, through the trees so tall,
A mysterious voice, that tells it all.

Of myths and legends, of olden times,
And the whispers of the forest’s rhymes.

Aishika Das. IX A

to ascend. Sarah fired, hitting the drone. It spiralled out of control, crashing onto the rooftop. The Phantom fell, landing hard.

Sarah approached cautiously. “You’re under arrest,” she said, cuffing him. The Phantom looked up at her, a glint of respect in his eyes. 
“Well played, Detective". 

As she led him away, Sarah couldn’t help but feel a sense of triumph. The chase was over, but she knew there would always be another 
challenge waiting and anything could happen.

Samuel Raju Barnabas, IX A
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The Story of Bravery in the Star
It is the year of 3060; space traveling has become as common as taking a bus, children’s dreams to explore distant galaxy’s aliens and 
meeting friends on other planets have turned into reality with the power of science. Spaceships are now a common transport; but 
there was one spaceship that everyone scares to board in “The Nebula Voyager”.
The Nebula Voyager was once the most advanced spaceship, designed for long journeys to the farthest corner of the universe. But one day, 
something very strange happened; the crew disappeared without any trace, leaving the ship floating aimlessly in the space. Even in this modern 
world, rumors got spread that it is haunted by ghosts of lost crew’s members and came to known as the haunted spaceship. How pathetic, isn’t it?
One day, three brave friends – Maya, the curious and the puzzle solver, Veer, the brave and tech-savvy one and Aisha, the brave 
polyglot who can speak and understand many languages; decided to explore the abandoned spaceship.
They entered, inside flickering lights and creepy shadows welcomed them. Soon after entering in the spaceship, they felt chilly and got 
goosebumps. In the control room, Veer found a message on the screen: “Help us….save us…. ”, everyone got chills by reading that. 
They split up; Veer and Maya went to the engine room, while Aisha searched in the living quarters.
Veer found a ship’s engineer’s journal; he opened it and found something written in an unfamiliar language and Maya discovered a 
mysterious weird device. In the living quarters, Aisha found the captain’s log; she opened it and saw something written in it. She tried 
to read it using her talent and got horrified “We are captivated in another dimension of the universe. Shut down the alien device in 
the engine room”. She got scared and rushed to the engine room.
Aisha saw the device on Maya’s hand and screamed “We found it, the alien device”. Everyone got confused and Maya asked “What 
are you talking about? From where do you get to know that it’s an alien device?” Aisha then showed them the log she found and said 
“Look at what I found. It seems to be a clue for how to save the crew members”. Veer then look into the device and handed Aisha the 
engineer’s journal. She read it using her extravagant talent and found a riddle that was there biggest clue to shut down the device. 
With the help of Maya they finally solved the riddle. Together with their talents they were finally able to shut down the alien device.
After that, once again, a message showed up on the screen; “Thanks a lot! We are finally free”. After reading this, the trio smiled and 
breathes a sigh of relief. Now, The Nebula Voyager has become a symbol of bravery and unity instead of a haunted spaceship. The 
brave trio is now a team working as the space detective.  

Srijani Sadhukhan, IX A

Code Name: Lynx
Hi! I’m Asher, just another face in the crowd at Pentacle Grove. To my classmates, I’m the quiet, bespectacled student who always has 
her nose buried in a book. But little do they know, I lead a double life. It’s a secret so*looks around*…..shhhh….
You might find this unreal but at night, I become the legendary “Lynx,” a teleporting warrior in the immersive video game, “Pixelated Pantheon” My 
abilities were discovered by accident when I was ten. I couldn’t understand what was happening back then but after returning from school a day I 
felt a sharp pain in my head and teleported to a place I had never seen before. I probably had collapsed there because on waking up I found a crowd 
swooning over me. I realized then that nobody knew that I could teleport back and forth to a video game whenever I wanted. Soon, I was controlling 
it and harnessed my power. If you want to know then…. Fine… I actually was the main character and made quite a few friends and even some allies!
As Lynx, I’ve been saving the virtual world of Spira from darkness. We are a team of four and we save the world which I’m quite proud of. So, let me 
introduce you to my allies. The first ally made was Leo who I met when I woke after being passed out. He was practically the one who saved me. He 
is an elemental mage and used all the elements of nature as his magic. The next one is Scarlett who I met on my second mission to.. guess what?to 
save the world from the hands of an evil villain who was a minor but I was one too back then. She lives in her own world and to be honest *whisper* 
she is a proud one. Scarlett: I heard that. Ahhh…sorry. But hey, she’s a very loyal friend and one of my closest ones too. Trust me, she knows her job. 
She’s amazing with a bow and can shoot down anything, the distance doesn’t matter. Scarlett: Now that’s what I was waiting for! I know right!*bear 
hug* Hahaha! Anyways, the third one is Theo, a very supportive ally  but his only flaw is that he jumps into battle before command which destroys 
the plan but that’s okay.  He says he has ADHD but I don’t believe him. But he is a great friend and we all treat him as our family.
Tonight’s mission was to infiltrate the Dark Sorcerer, Andras’, fortress and retrieve the stolen Amulet of Dreams. We assembled at 
the ancient ruins, our meeting point.
“Lynx, we need you to teleport us past the guards,” Leo instructed, his eyes gleaming with determination.
With a focused thought, I vanished, reappearing beside the unsuspecting guards. A swift teleportation later, my team stood beside 
me, ready to take on Andras’ minions.
We battled through hordes of dark creatures, overcoming treacherous traps and puzzles. Finally, we reached the amulet’s chamber. As 
I grasped the shimmering artifact, Andras appeared, his eyes blazing with malevolence.
“You fools,” he sneered. “The amulet’s power will soon be mine!”
Scarlett sniped Andras’ dark crystal, weakening him. Theo charged forward, sword flashing in the dim light. Leo unleashed a barrage 
of magical blasts. I teleported around the room, dodging attacks and striking from unexpected angles which was all I did but they 
were powerful enough to wipe out more than about 50 people with a single strike.
Victory seemed within our grasp... until Andras’ spoke his final words:
“Asher... you’ll never escape the truth. Your secret’s already out.”
The world around me began to distort, and I felt myself being pulled back to reality. This had never happened before. The sharp pain 
filled my head once again.
As I sat up in bed, gasping, my phone buzzed with an unknown number:
“Asher, daughter of… “a loud voice interrupted him after which he cleared his throat “…….” I just knew he must be smiling at that 
point. “Meet us at the old oak tree in the park at midnight. Come alone. And if you don’t …* soft smirk* you don’t want to know”. I 
knew I was adopted as I had seen the papers in my parent’s room but I clearly didn’t expect this. I had no clue at all.
Who could know my secret? And what do they want from me? I thought as I felt my heartbeat getting faster..BA DUMP…….BA 
DUMP…..BA DUMP…BA DUMP…………
Aditri Biswas, VIII A

ENGLISH
The Victory March

Scarlet dribbled from the fine sharp silver blade, as it was risen to hail glory.  The blood of lifeless corpses dripped one by one, and 
situation and position seemed to encase it as shining rubies, which was, however, abundant for the holder of the splendid weapon.  

‘Hark now hear!  The victorious cries of the Novereigns as their motherland is crowned the wealthiest and the largest land. As Noverisle, now, 
sits on the throne of glory! O messenger, inform your majesty of his victory! Tell him, the castle of Rillees shall feast on a banquet tonight! 
The trumpets of victory shall roar! Music shall play, the harp shall play the tunes of peace, as war finally ends! The city shall be illuminated, 
as it is their day of merry making, their sons, our soldiers are returning home! Tell the city men, those who have lost their lives, had lost as a 
sacrifice, boldly that, for their country’s success. Their names shall forever be inscribed in the golden wall, which has written on it the nation’s 
greatness! And declare to the royal court, that I, the heir to the throne, Prince of Beathle, shall hold a victory march in the nearby newly 
conquered territories, before marching home today!’ pompously declared the one, in whose possession was the silver sword, to his messenger.

‘As you say, your royalty!’ said the messenger before taking his leave.

In his tent, the Prince changed from the bloodied armor to his royal outfit. Decked in silk and satin, and gold and silver, adorned in 
diamonds and sapphires, he put on his crown, embellished by rubies and emeralds.

Outside, under the blue cerulean, overlooking the crimson battlefield, he stepped on his golden chariot with a trusted minister and 
ordered the charioteer to pull the reigns and begin the march. Behind him was a procession of a hundred soldiers followed by fifty 
horsemen from the cavalry. This showcased, only the minute fraction of one by hundred of the strong army of the vast kingdom. 

And on the parade went, marching past the green, dark woods and in to the nearby countryside town bellowing “LONG LIVE THE 
KING! ALL HAIL NOVERISLE!” 

That was, however before shrill shrieks pierced the calm air and somehow managed to rise above the grand bellows of hundreds. And 
another, and another and sobs and wails managed to stop the procession from proceeding as the Prince ordered it to stop. 

It was one of Fate’s strange motions, coincidence, as some calls it. It was striking, that the messenger of the once enemies, now their own, had 
reached the town in which they were, and now proceeded to list all those who won’t be returning from the no man’s land to the people of the 
township; who had made a crowd near the podium. Grave faces, grieving tearful eyes, grief stricken aura met the sea blue eyes of the Prince.

No one dared to word it to the royalty however as they noticed them. The woman who had uttered the first screech, made movements, 
as if to charge into the parade but was restrained by an elderly man. Glares were all they could give. They knew the capability of giving 
them back what they lost and desired the most was only in the hands of the supreme power of the Lord, not the ones who took it.

The Prince asked his minister, ‘O loyal minister, what causes this sorrow?’

The minister promptly replied- ‘This sorrow, is the woe of the widows, of the orphans, of those mothers who lost their sons. The tears 
of their eyes fall today, and those tears are enough to make a river of woes, from whose water the seed of revenge will be nurtured. 
Oblivious to these pain, in the royal castle one may be, but when the river will take a discourse, it will bring a violent flood, and even 
the castle will drown. You see, your majesty, it is not only the king whom you were fighting in the battlefield. There are innocents too. 
The blood of innocents also color the war ground red. Those who had done no wrong died because of conflicts they are unaware of, 
of conflicts they never part took in. Yet, bound by duty they fulfilled their destiny to die fighting. 

Their families weep today. Curse you in the hidden.  They wish to inflict you with sorrow they have been inflicted with, without any reason.

The aftermath of war is known, just as you can see, to be dominated by the sorrow of the wails, howls, shrieks and sobs and the 
triumphant bellowing and joyous bliss of the victors is lost to this sorrow.’

‘Oh’ uttered the naïve Prince, who had seen sixteen summers, taking in the newly acquired truths he heard, summing them up and 
putting on a cover on his now thinking face ‘That is why ‘tis a War.’ He said as if trying to convince himself. Stretching on the word 
that caused it all “War”. A rather short word. 

‘Carry on my soldiers, towards the Castle of Rillees, come what territory may, in that path.’ he ordered and on they marched.

The succeeding villages were of their new territories. It seemed the greenery had lost its roots and left the land to die in a barren 
Summer. Had there not been the absence of a single speck of white frost or the presence of the scorching Sun, it could have been 
mistaken as a Winter. And why not so? Dry leaves, barren trees, dried up wells, deserted streets, and when people do show up, there 
seemed to be a very thin line between their existence and nonexistence. If that was not enough, some settlements were burnt.

As it happened, the heat had made the Prince thirsty. Seeing an old woman walking with a pot of water, he asked his charioteer to 
stop and requested the lady for some water.

The woman with shaking wrinkled hands gave the pot of water to the Prince and looked longingly as he drank the water. Noticing 
this, the Prince asked ‘Kind lady, what happened over here? Why does this region seem lifeless?’

The lady gave a wry smile and warily replied-‘O youthful Prince, the preparations of the war was being done from a long time. Last 
Spring they increased the revenue. This region unlike the others is not much fertile. We could not afford to pay and our houses were 
burnt. The Earth here needs time to replenish, alas time was not given, it hardly ever is. It became sterile at last and the trees dried 
down, with Summer, first came drought and came famine. Every day, I walk miles for the water you drank, your royalty.’ Saying this 
she went down into a strange feat of dry sobs. There was not enough water for tears to well up. 

The Prince, feeling guilty for taking her much preserved pot of water, took off his diamond necklace and gave it to the lady and said 
‘Here take this as a token of respect from a fellow  who you helped. May the Lord bless you!’ 

How naïve is youth. 

Lost in his thoughts, he ordered them to march. 
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Soon he found himself in familiar territories. He could see the Castle of Rillees in a silhouette to the setting Sun. The city getting 
dressed up for the night’s banquet. As they entered flower petals were showered. Chants of ‘Long live the victorious Prince!’ was heard.

Suddenly his eyes landed on a familiar face near his chariot and made the chariot to halt. Seeing his friend’s unusual conditions he 
asked to him ‘Why does a man, dressed in fine silk and satin for the most trivial of occasions, wear tattered and worn up clothes 
in this victorious day? What happened to the rich and proud merchant friend of mine?’ Even though he told the victorious part 
forcefully and wrapped his worries for the kingdom by a pompous mask, the oblivious Prince asked the question solemnly. 

His friend replied wistfully- ‘My trade was with the same kingdom you fought with. My brother and I invested all our money in a 
project for the famous rubies found there, but as they were losing they decided to hamper it. Now all my riches are gone and I am 
what you see! I am in debt. Where is my fault, tell me? Did I start the war?’ 

Unable to reply or console the doubts of his friend he proceeded with the march to the castle.

There, to the extravagant greeting of the king and noblemen he disappointed their enthusiasm.

He spoke very less. The presence and absence of the war hero prince was hardly distinguishable. He was a disembodied spirit, his body 
was sat there, feasting on a banquet of delicacies, hearing the melodious harp, with his friend busy merry making to celebrate victory. 
His spirit roamed in the mourning streets of all those grieving villages, looking at his starved recently made subjects, listening to the 
sobs and shrieks of restless misery, even those of his own old countrymen, in the company of the grief stricken. He knew the newly 
won kingdom was known for its abundant blood red rubies, he wondered whether the rubies are painted using the blood of humanity. 

He could only wonder and console himself by saying in his dilemma filled mind “‘tis a war, ‘tis a war, victory is never vain!”, as he 
greeted the guests with an expression that desperately tried to resemble a smile.

The dark night sky, was elaborately embroidered by scattered stars, while grey clouds were gathered near the west. The moon, in 
its waxing stage was crescent. It reminded the prince of his empire, the crescent moon as his joyful illuminated castle busy in jolly 
making, bubbling with life; and the major dark gibbous shape, which lied west to the crescent, that fulfils the circle, as the rest of his 
grieving kingdom, which lied west to the castle, covered by clouds, unable to see the starry sky. 

The night was beautiful, they say melancholy has its own beauty when observed. The stars from high above, watched as the castle was 
lit by fairy lights of victory and the villages by candles of mourning tribute.

In their old as time wisdom, they must have observed way before.

Vermillion the rubies. Vermillion the blood……  

Victory is never vain.  

Sharanya Paty, IX A.

The Lore of the Lore’s Murder
The frosty and gloomy nature of the morning made the process of stirring quite tedious a task.  Even Miss Mellow, who woke up at least two 
hours earlier; much like following the same chronic series as that of yesterday, or of the day before that, or of any day I could make my mind 
to remember; was fighting the lull of sleep, that seemed persistent throughout the small two bedroomed apartment and across the window in 
the wind itself, and was failing miserably.  This resulted in a systematic function, very unusual for her usual behavior, where her silver rimmed 
rectangular frame slipped down to the tip of her long thin nose only to be reinstalled in position after every three minutes when her eyelids 
unveiled her sharp small silver eyes and her tall and lean face, which got three minutes of relaxation, again got itself folded into stern wrinkles.

I took my seat on the couch next to Louisa’s, sipping from the tea which was finally perfectly stirred, lost in my thoughts where I blamed 
the inexorable time for the waning exuberance of my roommate and took a trip back to all our ‘missions’ .  Meanwhile my roommate 
who had completed her cup of tea and was dozing off, had the newspaper on her hand, which I suspected to have been already read by 
her. So I was just thinking of a way to extract the newspaper out of her grasp without being a cause unwanted disturbance to her inertia 
of rest, when the chime of the bell rang through the room and brought a solution to my problem. Louisa was now wide awake, and I went 
to get the door, only to once glance up and catch the time. 7.30 am, I read from the hands, early for such a cold and foggy London day.

Almost too unapologetically anxious for a nice mystery, I opened the latch and pulled the door open, only to be greeted with feelings of happiness, 
familiarity, recognition and a bit of disappointment upon seeing the pale beady blue eyed blonde haired face of my once acquaintance, Alice Lore. 
Came to give the season’s wishes, I supposed.  But my disappointment soon vanished itself when she gave me a quick yet strong hug, which she 
seemed to require more herself, and pulled away and asked in an anticipating shaky voice ‘ Does the detective, Miss Louisa Mellow still reside here?’

Had this question been asked a few years back, I would have been surprised. Even a few years back, everyone knew the whereabouts of her, 
be it through my chronicles or the newspaper; now though, after her retirement, she kept low and only had very few a visitors in comparison. 

However I did not have to answer her for the person in question herself replied, ‘Yes, this is my residence.’

Alice, who had been widowed just two years after her marriage, used to be one of the typical jolly rich blonde ladies all obsessed over 
the latest trend of hats and gloves. Even in school she was not someone who would stand out just by the merit of her mind. But she 
had a nice knack of painting, which after being trained under the experts of her finishing school, I had come to know, had grown 
exponentially. It had been an uncountable number of years since we last met, we were never truly close friends.  Now that I saw her face, 
I realized that not only did time leave its impact on her soft and refined pale features, but her cheeks were also stained by dried tears. 

She looked questioningly at Louisa, who had stood up and her outfit of an old beige shirt tucked under a skirt of a darker shade and a belt 
was showcased. From her waist belt hung a platinum chained golden clock, a much prized gift from the Prince of Uzbekistan in her early life.   

Then out of some delayed reflex, she appeased Louisa with a grateful and obligingly desperate smile.  ‘Oh Miss Mellow! You must 
accompany me at once.’ And then in a shrill cry added ‘The most dreadful has occurred in the Lore’s Manor!’

Not the least bothered, Louisa took her seat and asked her to be seated on the chair in front. Looking perplexed the lady obliged. 
Louisa asked, ‘In the habit of painting much? Valleys or portraits mostly?’
-‘Huh? Both actually, Oh did Sophie told you about me did she?’
On the contrary, the last time I met her was more or less five or six years ago, I did not recall mentioning that to Louisa, Louisa was 
never the one to find interest in such things.
‘No she did not, it’s quite obvious from your gray dress which is has fine splatters of cherry pink, azure, and green. Something tells 
me you are not of the meticulous type, so definitely not still objects and then those colors can only be used for portraits or sceneries.  
Now, give me the description of the murder.’
‘But how do you even know it’s a murder?’

‘You referred to the incidence as “most dreadful” that could only imply death. And since you have come to me for assistance it is surely 
not of the natural sort. Judging by your condition, it is not of a servant or someone not close to you, but it also is not of your husband, 
which is impossible, or your parents; so that leaves a sibling, brother I believe, or a close friend, which again is not the case here.  So 
your sibling, brother to be precise was murdered. Now let us not waste away precious time and you tell me the entire narrative?’

The chill of the winter morning dropped to the level of leaving the room frozen.  The first snowfall of the season was anticipated 
tonight. There dominated a silence that was pierced only by the ticking of the clock. 

Alice cleared her throat, ‘You are as correct as you could be.’ A slight suppressed smirk enlightened the detective’s face here, ‘My brother by 
blood has faced an unfortunate death. His cold body was discovered with a stab on the right chest. And what strikes as the most peculiar thing 
is that the stab was not even deep.’ And here she sniffled and controlled herself. And rambled, ‘A servant, James, discovered the body, while 
on his way to close the curtains of the hallway, as he does daily, only to discover the door to my brother’s room widely flung open, and the 
gruesome body of my brother lying on the floor with a garden dagger on to his chest. Later about six in the morning, when the police was called, 
another servant John, who was last seen going to the gardens near eleven in the night by a maid, was reported missing. The constable has so far 
found only found out that the emerald ring inherited by my brother has been missing. All finger prints have been wiped off from the weapon.’ 
‘Has a doctor examined the body?’
-‘Our own family doctor Andrew Harrow has. He reports the time of murder being somewhere near midnight.’
‘How many people reside at Lore’s? I need an introduction of each.’
-‘The mansion is quite big, it accommodates our family and servants. It includes me, my father Mr. Stephen Lore, my step-mother Joanne, my 
brother by family Jason and the doctor. From the servants, it includes James, the butler, Paige, the maid who had seen John the last time, Henry 
the carriage driver, and Hailey the cook and sister of Henry. It used to accommodate my brother Alex and the stable boy John until yesterday.’ 
‘And is Jason your half-brother?’
-‘Well he was adopted by Joanne and father at a very young age of five.’
‘At that time you were…’
-‘Around seven, my brother six. Father married Joanne when I was five.’
Another silence prevailed. This time though, the silence was not of unawareness but filled with thousands of questions.
‘Why do I feel that you have much more to tell? You must know that I will be unable to proceed without required knowledge.’ Louisa 
asked adamantly.
‘Not all can be spoken madam.’
-‘But you know something, your fear is visible.’
‘I do, and I will share it if only you sincerely ensure that what I tell does not get out of these four walls.’ She glanced at me once. I 
nodded in affirmative. However now that I speak of it, I have already taken her consent to publish this.

She gravely narrated in the most monotonous tone, which concealed depth of pain, ‘Our mother had died at an early age and my father, 
though remarried continued to spoil Alex as the favorite. Joanne had no problem with us, she had always been tolerable, but her favorite 
had always been Jason whom she had adopted within two years of her marriage.  Jason is loved by all, even me for he is everything 
kind and humble. However, the only one who could never tolerate him was Alex and the only one who Jason could never tolerate was 
Alex.  Alex was good in everything, but he was particularly passionate about writing, about literature and history.  Jason was the exact 
opposite, by his graduation he already had won trophies in fencing and horse riding, and was off for a degree in economics. He was 
an expert in handling my father’s business, whereas Alex barely did pay attention to any of it. However my father saw his passion for 
literature only as a frivolous and trivial misconception of youth, and so when Alex asked father for permission to do a degree in Arts, he 
gladly agreed. Father had always loved him most preciously, often acting blindly. Jason’s envy and spite towards his brother grew steadily, 
he would taunt Alex for being spoiled. But that was all good, until Alex returned from his college and father asked him to take over his 
business. However Alex disappointed father by stating that he already had received a job offer as a Professor of History. I don’t know 
much of what happened then, for I was newly married and was no more a resident of Lore’s. But from the letters I got to know that father 
had threatened to disown him, and Alex had stormed off with his luggage. Jason’s letter sounded quite glad about the order of events.’

‘Years passed with occasional letters from Alex, father eventually brought himself to forgive him. Alex returned. Everything was going fine, Alex 
had started taking some of the business in his hands, writing by the night. Even Jason was on agreeable terms with him now. That was when 
misfortune struck once again, about a month ago. Alex suddenly started to have queer symptoms that no doctor could discern. Jason, who had 
grown out of his phase of childish immaturity, himself went to fetch for a well-known doctor from his contact, and so entered Andrew Harrow, 
however even he was not able to help this strange disease.  Alex’s disease grew and we were making ourselves come into the terms of accepting 
the upcoming loss, when this took a wild turn again.’ And here at the end of her story, she could no more let her emotions from flooding out. 
I handed her a napkin. Louisa, ‘Well then why come to me? You must know something Miss Lore, what is it that you fear?’
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With great reluctance, shakily Alice replied with evident fear in her eyes, ‘A few weeks ago, I overheard Jason in a conversation with 
the lawyer about father’s will. He sounded livid. I could not entirely understand their speech, however it went something like “It’s 
always Alex” and “The merit by birth”.’ She then, in a prompt, added, ‘But Jason, he is too kind and righteous to do it, he can never. 
It’s just silly me who can’t cope up with the pace of all the whirlwind of tragedies.’

  Louisa then exclaimed with the enthusiasm of a child on a Christmas morning, ‘What are we waiting for! A crime awaits!’

After grabbing our coats and scarfs, we ran and got ourselves a carriage to the manor. After a journey of thirty minutes, we stepped 
out to face open black gates to a grand white two story mansion standing in a solitarily inviting grace in a comparatively empty field, 
except for the path and small turfs of grass alongside it, and the stables. There it stood, amidst the foggy sky of the London suburbs, 
bone-thrilling in a peculiar manner.  In front of it stood the carriage of the London Police Constable.  As we entered, Mr. Thomas, 
the police head, exclaimed, ‘Miss Mellow! Miss Folks! Glad to see you back in action! But I must disappoint you by saying this case 
is way too simple. A stab on the chest by a servant for an heirloom. Plain and easy! That too the victim is an already dying patient!’ 

‘Good to see you too! Haven’t changed at all I see! A stab in the right chest that too not deep, if I recall correctly.’ And after that, we 
trotted away following Alice to the scene where the victim laid. 

There on the third room from of the first floor corridor laid the horrendously pale sideways body of Alexander Lore in his dressing 
gown stabbed on his right chest.  He shared his sister’s feature the only exception was his eyes, which were opened in the most 
distraught of ways, were smooth, long and hazel.

Soon Alice lost herself into another series of muffled sobs.

Louisa bended and looked about in curious investigation.

‘Why are there patches on his skin?’

-‘It was one of the symptoms of his disease.”

‘Hmmm.’

Louisa straightened herself back into her lithe position and asked, ‘May we proceed inside?’ and proceeded anyhow without waiting 
for a reply. 

She inspected the bed, the wardrobe, the cupboard, and the shelves and at last the desk; I helped her. Alas, no journal was discovered.  
She went through the novel about a knight that young Mr. Lore was working on and suddenly started sniffing the pages. And she then 
went back to the body and examined its hands. And then returned to her investigation of the shelves. She particularly took a long time 
in inspecting an ink pot. However she seemed to dismiss whatever was going inside her mind, as she asked for a tour of the house. 

We started with the lounge, where we found the rest of the family along with the doctor. And they were not at all appeased by our 
presence, rather the very opposite.

Just as we were going to be introduced, the very plain square faced pale lady, with wrinkled emerald eyes and golden locks, we 
could only guess as Lady Joanna Lore bellowed to Alice, ‘I am not having these people roam around our property and insulting our 
deceased heir’s legacy. And Alice if you want peace for your grieving father then stop these investigations immediately. And I deny 
this lady right to enquire any of us or our servants.’ Turning towards us, she greeted, ‘Hope we meet again, later.’ And left.

We could only take the cue that “later” meant way more later than the time we had left in this birth.

Louisa spoke directly to Jason, , ‘I would not be investigating anyone except Doctor Harrow’ and towards Lord Lore, of whose features 
Alice was an exact feminine replica, she asked, ‘Will I be granted this humble request?’
-‘You may.’ And he too left.
Blue eyed, brunette Jason stood out with his olive skin in the mob of pale blondes. After intently staring at us he said, ‘I hope you do 
not mind. You must understand the grief we face. Miss Mellow may continue to enquire Andrew.’ 
I was going to follow Louisa and the doctor when Louisa politely stated, ‘Stay here Sophie, I believe you were not given the permit 
to be able to enquire Doctor Harrow.’
I spent about fifteen minutes going through the sceneries and portraits and paintings made by Alice, talking about old days; when 
Louisa came in a hurry and was about to say something, when she caught the portrait of the murdered Andrew Lore, smiling and 
biting his nails of his hand which held a quill with the manuscript of his writing placed in front of him, which was painted by Alice. 
Louisa questioned vigorously, ‘Did he bite his nails often?’
-‘Yes, he did.’
In the speed of lightning, Louisa ran and called for the police inside Andrew’s room and asked them to run investigations on his 
writings and the ink pot and a quill that was currently in use by Alexander Lore,  then bid her farewell and we took our departure.
The return trip was silent, except for a few questions asked by me which remained mostly unanswered. The fog had cleared a bit by then.
Throughout the evening, Louisa sat and went over all the possibilities in her mind, while any onlooker might have found it strange, I who 
would have been living with her in the apartment for ten years by the end of this year 1917, did not. It was her very indigenous and usual habit 
of analyzing any crime by sitting on her chair with her hand in her palms and going over the entire story until it reached a suitable solution.
Only one question of mine was answered.
‘Do you feel that Jason stabbed him?’
-‘One can never make a conclusion, in a case like this, just by a mere instinct. The brain must be made to do its intricate function of 
going over all probable occurring and eliminating one by one till the actual conclusion is reached.’

And the diner too went in a spine-chilling silence.

Next day, I woke up a bit late, Louisa was nowhere to be seen. I felt a bit annoyed for she did not include me. I saw from the window 
a pristine scenery. London had received its first snowfall of the year last night.

Around noon, Louisa came. ‘You must come at once to Lore’s. I have already called everyone including the police.’

And we rushed and finally reached the destination after a long carriage ride on a busy London day.

The white mansion stood camouflaged in the white and immaculate snow. We made our way directly to the longue, where the entire 
family and the doctor and a situated in chairs enclosing a table. Inches background stood the police officials and timid looking man.

That was the first time I saw the mysterious doctor , he looked peculiar with his round hazed glasses and a thick mop of black curls 
on his head. His face, which was set on a well natured smile, also seemed to be of a curious nature.

Nevertheless, I was too excited to hear the  entire mystery from the detective herself to try and find my own solutions.

I took my seat on an empty chair a bit away from the table beside Alice. Louisa took up a comfortable position to stand in front of the 
table, from where she could address her audience from where she could awe them from her extravagant display of sheer intelligence 
and authentic skills.

Assuming a deep and strong voice she started, ‘Good Afternoon, I know we had quite a short meeting yesterday, so let me introduce 
myself, one of the best detectives you would find in this globe and the best detective you would ever have the opportunity to meet, 
Louisa Mellow! Now before you assume that I am perhaps pompous, or what you say nowadays  “Boastful”, no I am neither, and the 
tale that I am going to narrate now shall stand as my testament.’

‘This tale starts long ago, when there lived a rich and happy family of four, a father, a mother, a daughter and her one year younger 
brother. However when the girl is six her mother passes away, and eventually the father remarries, everything is okay for one year, 
that is when the wife decides to adopt a boy. This boy is kind and good and even the sister likes him more than her own brother. The 
brother becomes envious, however does not act much upon it for he is the favorite of his father. The adopted boy on the other hand is 
angry that the father dotes on the brother, he believes it to be just because of blood. As they grow up, they fight more and more, but 
the adopted boy gets his chance when the brother shows no interest in his father’s business and leaves home after being threatened to 
be disowned from the family line. Among all this the happy and tolerable sister marries but soon becomes a widow within two years.’

‘Everything goes like this until  the brother returns. This time the brother and the boy is on agreeable terms. They have bigger 
purpose like surviving and earning. The boy though is sure that he is to inherit his adopted father business and property for the 
brother has failed him. However everything turns downhill when the boy talks with the lawyer and the lawyer asserts that he is not 
to receive the property nor the business. And then the brother is murdered. A heinous and simple murder that too. ’

-‘I know where this heads, but I must say that you accuse me falsely madam!’

‘Shhh…. Let her continue.’  Mr Lore commanded gravely.

‘But my listeners, who narrated this to of is just the sister. The widowed sister about whom we learn minimum of.  A sister who had 
mentioned to me that she was fond of her adopted brother but never stated that she was barely in tolerable terms with the actual 
brother.  Alone and neglected her vice towards her pampered brother grows exponentially after hearing the exclusion of her name 
from the will except for a negligible monthly allowance. The Will, I have learned of by having an investigation of the lawyer only today.’

-’No , you are nuts, why would I kill my own brother?’

-‘As for why, there are many reasons as I have stated. But did you? That is the real  question. And now let me tell you about my investigation.’ 

‘A strike in the right chest that too so faint could never cause a murder, I knew this. Right from my entrance into young Lore’s room 
the smell of a chemical was evident to my experienced senses. I inspected the body, it had patches, due to the sudden illness as 
you would call it. But what called my attention was his crude blackened nails with ink spots. It was a confusion for me because the 
concentration of the liquid was that of ink but ink does not leave gray imprints like that. As I inspected the room the inkpot and 
the writings smelt of the chemical intensely. I couldn’t identify it correctly However after that I had a talk with the doctor, and the 
doctor was clueless about basic medical science. He confessed that he had been paid by someone anonymous to deceive the family.’ 
She looked directly at the doctor. ‘Who hired you Mr. Harrow?’

The doctor shuddered and squeaked, ‘Lady Lore ma’am.’

‘And here came my third suspect. An individual who got no share of the will at all.  I had just got to understand all this when I went to 
Alice’s room where a very strange portrait caught my sight, young Alex Lore biting his nails which have ink spots and the ink dipped 
quill in his hands. I immediately had to confirm my suspicions on the ink pot and sent it to lab testing.’

‘In the evening I sat and went through all possibilities, would Alice kill her own brother? Then why would she keep the portrait of 
her crime as a clue?  Would Jason do it then? Poison was just not the type I would associate with Jason? Lady Lore perhaps? I couldn’t 
be sure of anything, but I laid out all the possible course of actions. Today, when I got the information about the inkpot having high 
concentration of arsenic I checked the symptoms and I eliminated Miss Alice from my suspicions..’
Mr. Lore questioned, ‘Arsenic as in slow poison?’
‘Normally the dose takes about twenty days to kill the person on whom it is being registered, but in this case it took more than 
one month for the concentration of dosage was less than usual. An appointment with the lawyer gave me a more clear perspective. 
According to the will, if Alexander Lore dies everything he was to inherit was to be directly passed to the Lady Lore. The portion for 
Alice remained intact. So I contacted Alice directly, who I was suspicious of knowing more than she let on.’
And Alice broke into sobs here. 

‘Miss Alice, as I have afore mentioned, never had liked her brother Alex much. Lady Lore had taken the advantage of the entire 
situation and manipulated Alice to stab her brother while he slept and take the emerald ring of their mother which should rightfully 
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ENGLISH
belong to Alice. Alice, who was full of woes and scorn, had ultimately succumbed to Lady Lore’s persuasion to just steal the ring, so 
she had decided to stab him on the right chest and blackmailed a servant to make it look like that he ran away with the ring.
However, it did not go as Alice’s wish, to her  both good fortune and misfortune that was the same night the fates had fixed foe Alex 
to leave this world. And in great pain the dying Alex had opened the door to call for help, and the confused Alice had stabbed him 
without the littlest strength on the right chest. Never could she have imagined that  Alex would die just the next morning. In fear 
of being found guilty for a murder that she didn’t commit she came to me for investigation. And as confirmed by the police and the 
servant himself, John, the timid boy  standing over there, Alice is innocent of murder.’
-‘So Lady Lore?’ I asked.
‘That is the biggest lie you could make, why would ,I a noble lady, murder?’ screamed the person in question.’
‘It was Lady Lore who hired the doctor, it was Lady Lore who manipulated Alice, but was it she who administered the poison? Here 
comes the surprise. It was Mr. Lore all along.’
Gasps erupted from all over the lounge.
-‘This is outrageous! How dare you accuse me!’
‘Hush now. The modern fingerprint tracing method has provided us with evidence of your fingerprint on both the inkpot and an 
empty vial of arsenic poison found in the garden by the police officials.’ 
Mr. Lore looked livid.
-‘What about Jason?’, I asked.
‘He had been of great help. He was the one who brought the will to my notice and gave me the documents which he had acquired 
from the lawyer and narrated me the conversation which Miss Alice had overheard and misinterpreted.’
‘As it happens, Jason came to know from the lawyer, that Mr. Lore was never of noble birth nor did he achieve wealth by hard work, 
however after he married Alice’s mother, who was the heiress to a vast fortune, he immediately became rich and his business took a 
rise. During Mrs Lore’s death, she left all her fortune to Alex, but since he was a minor it went into the hands of Mr. Lore. Mr. Lore could 
never disown Alex as much as he wanted to, so when Alex returned, he came up with idea of slow poisoning through arsenic mixed in 
the ink pot, for he knew his son was in the habit of biting his nails often. This would have eventually killed him, as it did, and the fortune 
would become his rightfully. Now the only thing that they required was misleading stories, which would provide as distractions. The 
servant John, Jason and Alice served the purpose. And Mr. Lore was selfish enough to even let Lady Lore be a suspect to cover for him.’
‘But what did not work for him finally, was his luck, which made sure that Alice could not actually stab Alex, and Jason had already learnt all 
about his past misdeeds; which there is a long list of and the list has already been handed to the authority. More than luck, what actually led 
to his downfall was that he was so reckless that he  underestimated humanity. He and Lady Lore never once did think that petty vengeance 
did not affect young Jason and Alice sufficiently enough to stray them away from morals.  Mr. Thomas, please arrest Mr. and Mrs. Lore under 
the charges of murder, corruption, deception and illegal administering of poison and Andrew Harrow for deception.’ Louisa ended coldly. 
I stood up for leaving and we had made our way to the doorway when Louisa looked back to the amazed and horrified “audience” and 
stated, ‘Now, you must yourself realize that I am the most genius detective you had both the misfortune and fortune to meet! Goodbye!”

Sharanya Paty,  IX A

The girl who was left alone 
I woke up and sat upright on my bed. I could feel cold sweat running down my forehead and my whole body growing cold. For 
some reason I felt someone or something was watching me from a distant, most likely from the abandoned house just opposite to 
our farmhouse. I knew that there will be no one in or near that house. It is said that the house is home to paranormal activities. I was 
still wandering of what exactly woke me up, I again went back to bed thinking when my parents will return home because I was all 
alone at my home. We came to our farmhouse during the winter vacation in the countryside, our farmhouse was just opposite to the 
abandoned house and that house was the only house in the neibourhood. I tried to go back to sleep but couldn’t, I woke up and went 
to the kitchen and had a glass of water. I felt that something is right behind me but I decided to concentrate on my water. 

 After a few hours of force sleeping I got up, stepped out of my bed, got dressed and went to my brother’s room with a torch. I woke 
my brother, explained him of what exactly happened with me. He told me that he also had bizarre feeling of someone watching him 
from that house. We both left the house and walked nearer and nearer towards the house and knocked on the door. The door opened 
automatically as we thought, we both stepped inside that house and started to search what exactly in that house scared both of us to 
death. After a long search we were unproductive to find the source of the unsolicited glares. After a few hours I found a pendent with 
a colossal ruby in the middle I took it and placed it carefully inside my pocket.

 Then as soon as I saw my parent’s car I sprinted down the stairs and made it outside of the house without getting any abrasion. My 
parents were shocked to see me in that house. They came running and embraced me tightly. I explained them what happened, they 
decided to leave the farmhouse as soon as possible. After the conversation I stared at the house waiting for my brother. My parents 
looked at each other in confusion and kept asking me why I was staring at the house. I decided not to reply and eagerly waited to 
see my brother. Now they started to become apprehensive about me and asked again “Dear why are you staring at so eagerly in that 
house?” asked my mother. “for my brother” I reply, they both exchanged flabbergasted looks and they took me to our farmhouse and 
started packing all the bags in haste. After reaching to our house I asked my mom why they didn’t wait for brother. She replied “Dear, 
your brother didn’t go with us he was at boarding” after hearing that I requested her to not take me back there anymore. After she 
left the room I felt something in my pocket and then saw it was the pendent from the house. I kept it inside a glass case in our cellar 
and never went down there ever again.

The Pretty Woman
While walking in the street today ,

I saw a pretty woman.
The way she walked ,

Was filled with nothing but elegance.
Her posture as straight as a tree ,

Smile as bright as a star ,
And when the idea of

Approaching her came ,
I threw it somewhere far.

Her hair wavy like the ocean ,
Eyes big as a doe ,

Looking at her I knew why ,
I had so many foes.

I saw her walking in her pencil heels ,
To somewhere near me ,

Even if I could run in this bustling street ,
Where could I possibly flee ?

I tried my best to adjust my hoodie ,
And keeping my messy bun tamed.

Meeting someone like her in such a state , 
Oh lord ! What a shame !

I flashed an awkward smile as she waved , 
Expecting her to taunt me with her beauty.
But what she said had gotten me surprised , 

The word ‘Shock’ would’ve been subtlety.
According to her I was so pretty , 

She couldn’t take her eyes off.
From my ‘almond eyes’ ,

To my ‘messy style’ she said , 
Had gotten her shocked.

I thanked her with all honesty , 
For she changed my perception.
I realized beauty lies not in eyes ,

But in someone’s view of the person..

Pratishtha Mukherjee , VIII B 

An Infinite Paradise
In the river of worries let me drown my distress,

And let it drift in its rhythm, into the ocean of cries.
 In that symphony, let my mind be blessed, 

Be liberated into an infinite paradise.

And let this life serve its purpose,
To the feet of humanity, let me dedicate;

Let my worries float adrift into the sea of  woes, 
The tears of another, let me eradicate.

Like the butterfly that meanders in the breeze of sweet Spring,
Let my soul sway in that supreme bliss.

Oh Lord, in that bliss let my spirit swing,
My distress, like trivial bubbles in  the ocean of woes , let me dismiss.

  Sharanya Paty, IX A

The Night Sky
The night sky is calm and wide,

With stars that twinkle side by side.
The moon shines bright, high up there,

Lighting the darkness everywhere.

Clouds may drift, soft and slow,
While cool winds gently blow.
Planets sparkle, far but clear,
Filling the sky, year after year.

Crickets sing a quiet tune,
Under the gaze of the glowing moon.
The night is peaceful, still, and vast,
A quiet wonder, like a dreamland.

Tamanna Parvin Sumi,  IX A
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ö¢ ²Ì!“þ!”˜£z öŠéyÝþ þ™y!…îû †y˜ Ö˜öì“þ þ™yëûÐ !”öì˜îû öîœy ö¢ ë…˜ †yöìŠé ›yíy G%þ!œöìëû íyöì„þ “þ…˜ ~„þ!”˜ç öþ™y¡ìy þ™y!…îû †œy Ö˜öì“þ 
þ™yëû ˜yÐ

îy”%öìvþüîû ~„þ!”˜ …%î ö„þï“%þ£œ £œÐ ö¢ îûyöì“þ öþ™y¡ìy þ™y!…îû „þyöìŠé ~öì¢ !‹öìKþé¢ „þîûœ– ¦þy£z öŠéyÝþ þ™y!…– ö“þy›yöì„þ öîûy‹ îûyöì“þîû öîœy †y˜ 
„þîûöì“þ Ö!˜Ð !„þlsþ !”öì˜îû öîœy ö„þyö˜þy Ÿ· „þîû ˜y ö„þ˜Ú „þyîû’Ýþy „þ# îœöìîÚ

…y¤‰þyîû ö¦þ“þîû öíöì„þ öŠéyÝþ þ™y!… îöœ– ¦þy£z ö¢ ”%ƒöì…îû „þíy xyîû „þ# îœî ö“þy›yöì„þæ xyöì† !”öì˜îû öîœyöì“þ£z †y˜ „þîû“þy›Ð xyîû “þyîû ‹öì˜Ä£z 
xy‹ xy›yöì„þ …y¤‰þyîû îr”# ‹#î˜ „þyÝþyöì“þ £öìFŠéÐ öë!”˜ öíöì„þ …y¤‰þyëû îr”# £öìëû!Šé– ö¢!”˜ öíöì„þ ¢yî•y˜ £öìëû!Šé– !”öì˜îû öîœy xyîû †y˜ „þ!îû˜yÐ

îy”%îû ”%ƒöì…îû ¢öìD îœœ– ¦þy£z ~…˜ xyîû ¢yî•y˜ £öìëû „þ# œy¦þ Ú •îûy þ™vþüyîû xyöì†£z ö“þy›yîû ¢“þ„Åþ £çëûy vþz!‰þ“þ !ŠéœÐ

!‹!˜ëûy !îÙ»y¢– !m“þ#ëû ö×!’– „þ  !î¦þy†

BENGALI

£zöìFŠévþy˜y

¦(öì“þîû îy!vþü
x!¦þîû* ™ ~…˜ ~„þyÐ “þyîû îyîy ›y xöì˜„þ îŠéîû xyöì† ›yîûy ö†öìŠéÐ x!¦þîû* ™ öŠéyöìÝþyöìîœyîû öíöì„þ£z þ™vþüyöìŸy˜yëû …%î ¦þyöìœyÐ ~…˜ ö¢ 
~„þ!Ýþ ‰þy„þ!îû öþ™öìëûöìŠé „þœ„þy“þyëûÐ ~„þ!”˜ “þyîû x!šþ¢ öíöì„þ öšþy˜ ~öìœy öë ~îyîû “þyöì”îû þ™%öì‹yîû Š%é!ÝþÝþy ~„þÝ%þ xyöì†£z þ™îûöìîÐ ç 
¦þyîöìœy ë!” ç ö„þyíyç ‡%îûöì“þ öëöì“þ þ™yöìîûÐ ~›˜ ¢›ëû “þyîû îy!vþüîû öîœÝþy öîöì‹ vþzàþœÐ x!¦þîû* ™ ”îû‹y …%öìœ ö”öì… “þyîû ßþ%ñœ ‹#îöì˜îû 
îõ%þ “þ›yœ ~öì¢öìŠéÐ x!¦þîû* ™ “þyöì„þ ö”öì… …%î …%!Ÿ £öìœy xyîû çöì„þ ‡öìîû î¢öì“þ îœöìœyÐ “þyîûþ™îû “þyîûy ‹!›öìëû †Ò „þîûöì“þ œy†öìœy xyîû 
~„þ¢›ëû ö¢ “þyîû x!šþöì¢îû Š%é!Ýþîû „þíy “þyöì„þ îœöìœyÐ “þ…˜ “þ›yœ îœöìœy òò“%þ£z „þ# ö„þyíyç ‡%îûöì“þ ëy!î ~£z þ™%öì‹yöì“þóóÚ

x!¦þîû* ™ ò£Äy¤ó îöìœ “þ›yœöì„þç “þyîû ¢öìD öëöì“þ îœöìœyÐ “þ›yœ îûy!‹ £öìëû ö†œ xyîû çîûy x!¦þîû*öì™îû @ùÌyöì›îû îy!vþüöì“þ ëyçëûyîû „þíy 
¦þyîöìœyÐ çîûy þ™öìîûîû !”˜ !îöì„þöìœ£z îyöì¢ „þöìîû “þyîû @ùÌyöì›îû îy!vþüîû !”öì„þ îûç˜y £öìœyÐ £àþyê ›yGþîûyhßþyëû îy¢Ýþy …yîûyþ™ £öìëû ö†œ xyîû 
îyöì¢îû ‰þyœ„þ îœöìœy „þyœöì„þîû xyöì† !àþ„þ £öìî ˜yÐ “þyîûy ¦þyîöì“þ œy†öìœy xyîû “þ…!˜ ~„þÝþy þ™%öìîûyöì˜y îy!vþü “þyöì”îû ˜‹öìîû xy¢öìœyÐ 
ö¢Ýþyöì„þ ¦) ü“þ$öìvþü îy!vþü îœöìœç ‰þöìœÐ îy!vþüöì“þ ö„þvþz íyöì„þ ˜yÐ xyîû “þ›yœ ~„þÝ%þ öàþœöì“þ£z ”îû‹yÝþy …%öìœ ö†œÐ çîûy îy!vþüÝþyëû ²ÌöìîŸ 
„þîûöì“þ£z ~„þÝþy ö‹yîû £yçëûyëû ”îû‹yÝþy îõþ £öìëû ö†œÐ ~öì„þ ‡%Ýþ‡%öìÝþ xõþ„þyîû– “þyîûþ™îû öGþyöìþ™ ¦þîûyÐ x!¦þîû* ™ “þ…˜ “þyîû öšþyöì˜îû œy£zÝþ 
x˜ „þîûöìœyÐ “þ…!˜ ~„þÝþy Šéyëûy ›)!“Åþ “þyöì”îû ”%‹öì˜îû †œy •öìîû ~„þ!Ýþ ‡öìîû !˜öìëû ö†œÐ þ™öìîûîû !”˜ ¢„þyöìœ ”%‹öì˜îû ›,“þöì”£ þ™yçëûy ö†œÐ

¢y!ßþ¿“þ ö‡y¡ì– ‰þ“%þíÅ ö×!’– é† !î¦þy† 

˜#œyî!œ ç “þyîû !˜hßþ¸þ“þy
~„þ”y ~„þ ²Ì“þÄhsþ @ùÌyöì›îû ~„þ ²Ìyöìhsþ ~„þ!Ýþ ö›öìëû íy„þ“þÐ “þyîû ˜y› !Šéœ ˜#œyî!œÐ ö¢ ‰%þþ™‰þyþ™ ç Ÿyhsþ ²Ì„,þ!“þîû !ŠéœÐ “þyîû ›y éôé îyîy 
!˜öì‹öì”îû ›öì“þy „þöìîû íy„þ“þ– ö›yîy£zöìœ ¢îÅ”y îÄhßþ íy„þ“þ ë“þÇþ’ îy!vþüöì“þ íy„þ“þÐ ~„þ!”˜ çîû ›y éôé îyîy çöì„þ îy!vþüöì“þ ~„þy öîûöì… ‡%îûöì“þ 
öîöìîûyöìœyÐ ö¢ öë „þyöìîûy ¢yöìí „þíy îœöì“þy ˜yÐ ~Ýþy @ùÌyöì›îû ¢îy£z ‹y˜“þÐ ~„þÝþy ”%ÜT% öœy„þ ö¢£z ¢›ëû çöì”îû îy!vþüöì“þ ‘%þöì„þ xöì˜„þ ”y!› 
!‹!˜¢ìþ™e !˜öìëû ëy!FŠéœÐ ö¢ ~“þÝþy£z ‰%þþ™‰þyþ™ öë ~Ýþy ö”öì…ç ö¢ !„þŠ%é ˜y îöìœ ‰%þþ™‰þyþ™ !ŠéœÐ x˜Ä!”öì„þ ö¢ !„þŠ%éÝþy ¦þëû öþ™öìëû!ŠéœÐ çîû 
›y éôé îyîy îy!vþüöì“þ !šþöìîû ö”öì… xöì˜„þ ›%œÄîy˜ !‹!˜¢ìþ™e ö˜£zÐ “þ…˜ çîû îyîy éôé ›y !˜öì‹öì”îû ¦%þœ î%GþöìœyÐ “þyîûþ™îû öíöì„þ çîû îyîy éôé 
›y çîû ¢öìD ö…œy „þîûöì“þy ç ö›œyöì›Ÿy „þîûöì“þyÐ ~îûþ™îû xyîû ö„þyöì˜y !”˜ çöì”îû îy!vþüöì“þ xyîû ö„þyöì˜y ¢›¢Äy £ëû!˜ ˜#œyî!œöì„þ !˜öìëûÐ

“þ!§¬Ûþy þ™yœ– û“,þ“þ#ëû ö×!’– … !î¦þy†

xy›yîû „þyÝþyöì˜y @ùÌyöì›îû îy!vþüîû ~„þ!Ýþ îûy“þ
†îûöì›îû Šé!%Ýþöì“þ xy!› @ùÌyöì›îû îy!vþü öîvþüyöì“þ !†öìëû!Šéœy›Ð xy›yîû @ùÌyöì›îû îy!vþüîû þ™yöìŸ£z !Šéœ ~„þÝþy þ™%„%þîû ç “þyîû þ™yöìŸ ~„þ!Ýþ “þyœ 
†yŠéÐ …%î xy˜öìr”îû ¢yöìí †îûöì›îû Š%é!Ýþ „þyÝþyöì˜yîû !„þŠ%é!”˜ þ™îû– öìë!”˜ xy›îûy îy!vþü xy¢öìîy “þyîû xyöì†îû !”˜  xy›yîû  ¢yöìí ‡Ýþœ !„þŠ%é 
ö¦þï!“þ„þ îÄyþ™yîûÐ öìë!”˜ xy¢î “þyîû xyöì†îû !”˜ …%î î,!ÜT ç ”›„þy £yçëûy î£z!ŠéœÐ £àþyê xy!› ‹y˜yœy !”öìëû ö”!… þ™%„%þöìîûîû þ™yöìŸîû 
ö¢£z “þyœ †yöìŠéîû þ™yöìŸ ö„þ öë˜ ”y¤!vþüöìëû xyöìŠéÐ xy!› ¦þëû öþ™öìëû ›yöì„þ övþöì„þ ö”…yœy›Ð xy›yîû ›y ö”!… £àþyê ¦þëû öþ™öìëû “þyvþüy“þy!vþü  
‹y˜yœy xyÝþöì„þ xy›yöì„þ ‡%!›öìëû þ™vþüöì“þ îœœÐ ™öìîûîû !”˜ ¢„þyöìœ ‡%› öíöì„þ vþzöìàþ Ö!˜ öë xy›yîû !””y ç  ”y”% ö¢£z “þyœ †yöìŠéîû þ™yöìŸîû 
›y˜%¡ìÝþyöì„þ ö”öì…öìŠéÐ öì¢!”˜ xy›îûy îy!vþü ‰þöìœ ~œy›Ð †îûöì›îû Š%é!Ýþ öŸ¡ì £öìëû ëyöìî ëyöìî „þîûöìŠéÐ

úÙ»îû# ¢îûöì…œ– û“,þ“þ#ëû ö×!’– ì… !î¦þy†
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öœy¦þû# ç ‹ëû#
~„þ!”˜ ”%£z îõ%þ öœy¦þ# ç ‹ëû# !àþ„þ „þîûöìœy “þyîûy ‹#îöì˜ ”%!Ýþ þ™öìíîû ›öì•Ä ~„þ ~„þ ‹˜ ~„þ ~„þ!Ýþ þ™í îyŠéöìîÐ öœy¦þ# !˜öìœy „þyöìœy þ™í– 
‹ëû# !˜œ ¢y”y þ™íÐ „þyöìœy þ™öìí ‰þœöì“þ !†öìëû öœy¦þ# …%î xyîûy› öþ™œÐ ö¢ þ™í !Šéœ ›¢,’Ð ¢y”y þ™í !Šéœ x›¢,’Ð öœy¦þ# „þyöìœy þ™öìí 
öþ™œ öœy¦þ– !£‚¢y– xíÅÐ ‹ëû# ¢y”y þ™öìí öþ™œ „þÜT– ‹ëû– ¦þyöìœy îõ%þÐ „þyöìœy þ™öìí ö„þîœ ”%ƒ…– ¢y”y þ™öìí ‹ëûÐ

˜#é!“„þíyôé þ™í „þ!àþ˜ £öìœç ¢y”y þ™öìí ëyçëûy vþz!‰þ“Ð

ú!Ÿ ‰þe«î_Å#– û‰þ“%þíÅ ö×!’– é† !î¦þy† 

ö›œy
!„þŠ%é !”˜ xyöì† xy›yöì”îû ̃ óþ™yvþüyëû ~„þÝþy ö›œy îö¢!ŠéœÐ ~›!˜öì“þ£z 
ö›œyîû ˜y› Ö˜öìœ£z ›˜Ýþy xy˜öìr” ö˜öì‰þ çöìàþ– “þy£z xy!› …%î …%!Ÿ 
£œy›Ð ²Ìí› !”˜ ö›œyëû !†öìëû xy˜r” £œÐ ö¢…yöì˜ xöì˜„þ xyöìœy– 
öœy„þ‹˜ xyîû ö”y„þy˜ !ŠéœÐ xy!› xöì˜„þ !‹!˜¢ì !„þ˜œy›– š%þ‰þ„þy 
ö…œy›– ÝþÆy›öìþ™y!œöì˜ vþzàþœy›– xyîûç xöì˜„þ !„þŠ%é „þîûœy›Ð xy›îûy 
xöì˜„þ ›‹y „þîûœy› ~î‚ xy!› þ™öìîûîû îŠéöìîûîû ‹˜Ä xöìþ™Çþy „þîû!ŠéÐ

x!¦þ°y ö¢˜– û‰þ“%þí Å ö×!’– é† !î¦þy† ßþºy•#˜“þy
îûy›% ç îû!î ˜yöì› ”%£z ¦þy£z !ŠéœÐ îû!î “þyîû ¦þy£z îûy›%öì„þ …%î ¦þyöìœyîyöì¢Ð ~„þ !”˜ îûy›% “þyîû îyîyîû „þyöìŠé xyî”yîû „þîûöìœy öë ö¢ ~„þ!Ýþ !Ýþëûy 
þ™y!… þ™%¡ìöìîÐ ~„þíy Ööì˜ “þyîû îyîy ˜y „þöìîûÐ îû!îç “þyöì„þ !Ýþëûy þ™y!… þ™%¡ìöì“þ îyîû’ „þîûœÐ ç îûy›%öì„þ öîyGþyöìœy öë !Ýþëûy þ™y!…!Ýþ …%î „þÜT 
þ™yöìîÐ þ™y!…îûy !˜öì‹öì”îû ›öì“þy íy„þöì“þ ¦þyœîyöì¢Ð ~„þíy ›y˜œ ˜y ~î‚ xyî”yîû íy›yöìœy ˜yÐ îûy›% …%î „þy§¬y „þy!Ýþ „þîûöì“þ œy†öìœyÐ îy•Ä 
£öìëû ç îûy›%öì„þ ~„þ!Ýþ !Ýþëûy þ™y!… ~öì˜ ö”ëûÐ îûy›% xy˜!r”“þ £öìëû þ™y!…!Ýþöì„þ ~„þ!Ýþ …y¤‰þyëû îûy…œÐ xöì˜„þ …yîyîû !”œÐ !„þlsþ þ™y!…!Ýþ …y¤‰þyÝþy 
öàþy¤Ýþ !”öìëû „þy›vþüûyöì“þ íy„þœÐ îû!î îûy›%öì„þ þ™y!…!Ýþöì„þ ö”!…öìëû îœöìœy öë ö”… þ™y!…Ýþy vþzöìvþü ëyçëûyîû ‹˜Ä „þ“þ ö‰þÜTy „þîûöìŠéÐ ö“þyîû ö”çëûy 
¦þyöìœy …yîyöìîû ¢lsþÜT £ëû!˜Ð xyöìîûy îœœ öë ö“þyöì„þ ë!” ‡öìîû …yîyîû !”öìëû xyÝþöì„þ îûy…y £ëû– ö”…!î “%þ£zç îy£zöìîû ëyçëûyîû ‹˜Ä ŠéÝþšþÝþ 
„þîû!îÐ îûy›% !îÙ»y¢ „þîûœ ˜yÐ ~„þ!”˜ îû!î îûy›%öì„þ ~„þÝþy î˜Ä ²Ìy’#îû î£z þ™vþüöì“þ !”œÐ îûy›% î£z!Ýþ þ™öìvþü î%Gþœ öë ö„þyöì˜y ²Ìy’# xyÝþöì„þ 
íy„þöì“þ ‰þyëû ˜yÐ îûy›% “þ…˜ îû!îöì„þ ¢öìD !˜öìëû þ™y!…!Ýþöì„þ öŠéöìvþü !”œÐ þ™y!…!Ýþ ›£y xy˜öìr” xy„þyöìŸ vþzöìvþü îöì˜ ‰þöìœ ö†œÐ þ™y!…!Ýþîû xy˜r” 
ö”öì… ”%‹öì˜ …%!Ÿ £œÐ

˜#!“þ éôé ¢î ²Ìy’# ßþºy•#˜ ¦þyöìî îy¤‰þöì“þ ‰þyëûÐ

xhsþîû#Çþ ¢y£y– ‰þ“%þíÅ  ö×!’– é† !î¦þy† 

þ™!îûöìîŸ ”)¡ì’ ç “þyîû ²Ì!“þ„þyîû
xy›îûy öë…yöì˜ îy¢ „þ!îû “þyîû ‰þyîûþ™yöìŸîû þ™!îû›¬[œöì„þ£z îœy £ëû òþ™!îûöìîŸóÐ !„þlsþ ~£z þ™!îûöìîŸ e«›y†“þ£z ”)!¡ì“þ £öìëû ‰þöìœöìŠéÐ öë îy“þyöì¢ 
xy›îûy Ù»y¢éôé²ÌÙ»y¢ !˜!FŠé– “þy !îÖkþ ˜ëûÐ “,þ¡Œy ö›Ýþyîyîû ‹œç xy‹ !îÖkþ ˜ëû– šþ¢œ šþœyöì˜yîû ›y!Ýþç xy‹ ”)!¡ì“þ £öìëû ëyöìFŠéÐ Ÿöì·îû 
“þ#îÊ xyçëûyöì‹ç e«›Ÿ xy›îûy xy›yöì”îû ×î’Ÿ!_« £y!îûöìëû öšþœ!ŠéÐ ¢î !›!œöìëû þ™,!íî#îû †¦þ#îû“þîû x¢%… ~…˜Ð xyîû ~£z þ™!îûöìîŸöì„þ 
îû&@À ç !îþ™§¬ „þöìîû ö“þyœyîû öþ™Šéöì˜ ¢îöì‰þöìëû öî!Ÿ ”yëû# ›y˜%¡ìÐ ›y˜%%¡ìöì„þ ²Ì!“þ!˜ëû“þ “þyîû „,þ“þ„þöì›Åîû ›yÖœ =’öì“þ £öìFŠé xí‰þ ~ îÄyþ™yöìîû 
~…˜ç “þyîû ¢öì‰þ“þ˜yîû x¦þyî îûöìëûöìŠéÐ

ëy˜îy£öì˜îû xy!îÜñyîû ”)îûöì„þ „þyöìŠé !˜öìëû ~öìœç ”)¡ìöì’îû ›yeyöì„þ îy!vþüöìëû “%þöìœöìŠéÐ £ö˜Åîû !î„þÝþ Ÿ·– öþ™öìÝþÆyœ éôé !vþöì‹öìœîû „þyöìœy ö•y¤ëûy 
îyvþüyöìFŠé îyëû% ç Ÿ·”)¡ì’Ð ¢öìD îyvþüöìŠé î!•îû“þy xyîû Ù»y¢„þöìÜTîû ›öì“þy x¢%…Ð „,þ!¡ìöì“þ ›yey Šéyvþüy „þ#Ýþ˜yŸöì„þîû îÄî£yîû– îy¢yëû!˜„þ ¢yöìîûîû 
îÄî£yîû ̃ y˜yîû„þ› !îþ™” övþöì„þ xy˜öìŠéÐ ›y!Ýþ ”)!¡ì“þ £öìFŠéÐ ö¢£z ›y!Ýþöì“þ ‰þyöì¡ìîû šþöìœ ç ö¢£z ¢!¶ …yçëûyîû šþöìœ xy›yöì”îû Ÿîû#öìîû öîûy† îy¢y 
îy¤•öìŠéÐ @ùÌy›yMþéöìœ ›y˜%¡ì ~„þ£z þ™%„%þöìîû ßþ¬y˜– „þyþ™vþü „þy‰þy– îy¢˜ ›y‹y ¢î£z ”)!¡ì“þ „þy‹– ö¢£z ‹œ£z xyîyîû þ™y˜ „þîûöìŠéÐ Ÿ£öìîû „þœ„þyîû…y˜yîû 
”)!¡ì“þ î‹ÄÅ þ™”yöìíÅîû ‹œ þ™y˜#ëû ‹öìœîû xy×öìëû !†öìëû !›ŸöìŠé– šþöìœ ›y˜%öì¡ìîû ‰þ›Åöìîûy† öîöìvþü ‰þöìœöìŠéÐ ²Õy!ÞÝþ„þ îy þ™!œ!í˜ îÄyöì†îû „%þ²Ì¦þyöìî 
þ™!îûöìîŸ ”)¡ì’– xyîûç „þöìëû„þ =’ î,!kþ öþ™öìëûöìŠéÐ ²Õy!ÞÝþ„þ x÷ì‹î þ™”yíÅ– ›y!Ýþöì“þ ö›öìŸ ˜y– Çþ!“þ „þöìîû xöì˜„þ þ™!îû›yöì’ ²Ìy’#öì”îûÐ

~¢î ”)¡ì’ ²Ì!“þöìîûy• „þîûyîû ”%!Ýþ ²Ì•y˜ vþzþ™yëû £œ ²Ìí›“þ– î,Çþöìîûyþ™˜ „þîûöì“þ £öìî ç †yŠé „þyÝþy îõþ „þîûöì“þ £öìîÐ !m“þ#ëû“þ– ”)¡ìöì’îû !î¡ìöìëû 
›y˜%öì¡ìîû ¢öì‰þ“þ˜“þy îyvþüyöì“þ £öìîÐ ~£z¢î „þyöì‹ xy›yöì”îû xyöìîûy ¢!e«ëû „þöìîû ö“þyœyîû ‹öì˜Ä ¢!Á¿!œ“þ ‹y!“þþ™%O 5 ‹%˜ !îÙ» þ™!îûöìîŸ !”î¢ 
þ™yœ˜ „þöìîû˜Ð ›y˜%¡ìöì„þ ¢%ßþi¦þyöìî îy¤‰þöì“þ ö†öìœ ”)¡ì’›%_« þ™,!íî# xy›yöì”îû †öìvþü “%þœöì“þ£z £öìîÐ xy›yöì”îû þ™!îûöìîŸ ëyöì“þ ¢î!”„þ öíöì„þ ¢%r”îû 
ç ”)¡ì’›%_« íyöì„þ– ö¢!”öì„þ xy›yöì”îû ¢“þ„Åþ ”,!ÜT ö”çëûy ”îû„þyîû– ˜y£öìœ xy›yöì”îû ~£z ¢%r”îû þ™,!íî# •¹‚öì¢îû !”öì„þ e«›Ÿ£z ~!†öìëû ëyöìîÐ

¢®!¡ìÅ ‰þe«î_Å#– û™Mþé› ö×!’– é„þ !î¦þy† 

þ™!îûöìîŸ ¢‚îûÇþ’
xy›yöì”îû †É£!Ýþ ~„þ!Ýþ ‹îû&îû# xîßþiyîû ›%öì…y›%!… £öìFŠéÐ xy›yöì”îû ÷”˜!r”˜ ‹#îöì˜ Ç%þ”Ê þ™!îûî“Åþöì˜îû ›y•Äöì› þ™!îûöìîŸ îûÇþy „þîûy ¢½þîÐ

xy›yöì”îû @ùÌ£öì„þ îy¤‰þyöì“þ ¢y£yëÄ „þîûyîû xöì˜„þ xöì˜„þ vþzþ™yëû îûöìëûöìŠéÐ ~„þ!Ýþ vþzþ™yëû £œ ²Õy!ÞÝþöì„þîû îÄy† îÄî£yîû îõþ „þîûy– „þyîû’ ~£z  
îÄy†=!œ ²ÌyëûŸ£z œÄyuþ!šþœ=!œöì“þ öŸ¡ì £ëûÐ xy›yöì”îû ›£y¢y†îû ~î‚ !˜„þÝþî“Åþ# ‹œyŸöìëû öþ™ï¤Šéyöì˜yîû ‹˜Ä “þyöì”îû Ç%þ”Ê !î¡ìy_« 
„þ’y=!œöì“þ ö¦þöìˆ öëöì“þ Ÿ“þ Ÿ“þ îŠéîû ¢›ëû œyöì†Ð

þ™%îûyöì˜y îÄî£yëÅ ”ÊîÄ þ™%˜ÅîÄî£yîû „þîûy ~î‚ þ™%˜ƒ œÄyuþ !šþöìœîû îy£zöìîû xyîûç vþzþ™„þîû’ îûy…yîû !„þŠ%é ö¢îûy vþzþ™yëûÐ xy›îûy ë…˜ ësþf=!œ 
îÄî£yîû „þîûy £öìFŠé ˜y “þ…˜ “þy îõþ „þöìîû îy!vþüöì“þ Ÿ!_«îû îÄî£yîû „þ›yöì“þ þ™y!îûÐ ~!Ýþ „þîûyîû šþöìœ xy›îûy öë †Äy¢ / !î”%Äê îÄî£yîû „þ!îû 
“þyîû þ™!îû›y’ „þ!›öìëû ö”öìî– ëyîû šþöìœ îyëû%›[þöœîû “þyþ™›yey £Éy¢ þ™yöìîÐ

x!•„þ î,Çþ öîûyþ™˜ îyëû%›[þöìœ ”)¡ì’ £Éy¢ „þöìîû ~î‚ îyëû%îû =˜›y˜ vþz§¬“þ „þöìîû þ™!îûöìîŸöì„þ ¢›íÅ˜ „þöìîûÐ †yŠé „þyîÅ˜éôévþy£zéôéx:y£zvþ Ù»y¢ 
ö˜ëû ~î‚ x!:öì‹˜ “þÄy† „þöìîû ëy ‹#!î“þ ²Ìy’#öì”îû öî¤öì‰þ íy„þyîû ‹˜Ä Ù»y¢ !˜öì“þ ¢y£yëÄ „þöìîûÐ ~!Ýþ ö@Õyîyœ çëûy!›Å‚ ~îû ²Ì¦þyî „þ›yöì“þç 
¢y£yëÄ „þöìîûÐ @ùÌ£ ~î‚ ~îû ›öì•Ä ‹#!î“þ ²Ìy’#öì”îû öî¤öì‰þ íy„þyîû ‹˜Ä þ™!îûöìîŸ ¢‚îûÇþ’ „þîûy =îû&cþ™)’ÅÐ ë…˜ xy›îûy œÄyuþ!šþœ=!œöì“þ 
„þ› î‹ÄÅ þ™yàþy£z– “þ…˜ ²Ìy’#îûy Çþ!“þ„þyîû„þ þ™”yöìíÅîû ¢‚ßþ™öìŸÅ ˜y !†öìëû îy¤‰þöì“þ þ™yöìîûÐ

¢‚öìÇþöìþ™– xy›yöì”îû ßþºyßþiÄ vþz§¬“þ „þîûöì“þ xy›yöì”îû @ùÌ£öì„þ ¦þ!î¡ìÄê ²Ì‹öì§Ãîû ‹˜Ä î¢îyöì¢îû ‹˜Ä ~„þ!Ýþ ¦þyöìœy ‹yëû†y „þöìîû ö“þyœyç =îû&cþ™)’ÅÐ

òòî˜Ä²Ìy’# ç þ™!îûöìîŸ
îy¤‰þyëû ²Ì„,þ!“þ îy¤‰þyç ö”ŸóóÐ

 !eëûy˜ ”y¢– û™Mþé› ö×!’– é„þ !î¦þy† 

ö¢ ˜yìvþü$ ö…öì“þ ~öì¢!Šéœ
xy!› “þ…˜ !”!”îû „þyöìŠé îöì¢ îöì¢ xBþ „þîû“þy›Ð !”!” …%î ›yîûöì“þyÐ !”!” !Šéœ …%î þ™‰þyÐ ~„þ!”˜ „þyöìîûrÝþ ‰þöìœ ö†œÐ “þ…˜ xy!› ö›y›îy!“þ 
‹µy!œöìëû !”!”îû ö”çëûy xBþ „þîû!Šéœy›Ð !”!” îöìœ!Šéœ öë xBþ ˜y „þîûöìœ ˜yìvþü$  ö”öìî ˜yÐ xy!› !”!”îû ö”çìëûy  xBþ=!œ „þîû!Šéœy›Ð “þ…˜ 
xy!› ö”…œy› öë !”!” ö˜£z– xy!› !”!” !”!” îöìœ v y„þœy›Ð !”!” ö“þyîû xBþ=öìœy £öìëû ö†öìŠéÐ “þ…˜ !”!” ö„þy˜ vþz_îû !”œ ˜yÐ xy!› 
„þ“þîyîû !”!”öì„þ vþy„þœy› !„þlsþ ö„þyö˜þy !”!” ¢yvþüy£z !”öìœy ˜yÐ “þ…˜ ç ‰þöìœ ö†œÐ öÝþ!îöìœ îûy…y ˜yìvþü$=!œ !”!” !˜öìëû ö†œÐ “þ…˜ „þyöìîûrÝþ 
‰þöìœ xy¢öìœyÐ xy!› !”!”öì„þ îœœy› öë ö“þyöì„þ „þ“þ vþy„þœy›– “%þ£z ö„þyöì˜y ¢yvþüy !”!œ ˜yÐ îöìœ ö£æ xy!› ö“þy Ýþ‰Åþ …%¤‹!Šéœy›Ð xy!› 
îœœy› xÄ¤yæ “þyîû ›yöì˜ çÝþy ö„þÚ “þyîû þ™îû !”!” !‹Kþéy¢y „þîûöìœy öÝþ!îöìœîû ˜yìvþü$=!œ ö„þyíyëû ö†œÚ “þ…˜ xy!› îœœy›– “%þ£z !˜öìëû 
ö†!Šé¢Ð !”!” îœœ ˜yÐ xy!› xîy„þÐ “þyîû þ™îû xy!› xyîû î%Gþœy› ˜y çÝþy ö„þ !ŠéœÐ

x˜˜Äy þ™yœ– ‰þ“%þíÅ ö×!’– é† !î¦þy†
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¦þyöìœy îõ%þ
„þyîû ˜y îõ%þ ¦þyöìœy œyöì† Ú çîûy xy›yöì”îû ‹#îöì˜îû ~„þ ›)œÄîy˜ x‚ŸÐ çöì”îû =îû&c ç ²Ì¦þyî xy›yöì”îû ö„þ ›y˜%¡ì !£¢yöìî xyöìîûy vþzê„,þÜT 
„þöìîûÐ ~›˜£z ~„þ îõ%þîû „þíy xy‹ xy!› öŸy˜yöìîyÐ ~„þ „þyÒ!˜„þ Ÿ£öìîû ¢ÁËyÝþ îöìœ ~„þ îÄî¢yëû# !ŠéœÐ “þyöì„þ öœyöì„þîûy …%î ¢Á¿y˜ „þöìîûÐ 
!„þlsþ “þyîû ~„þ ›y˜!¢„þ ”%îÅœ“þy !Šéœ– ö¢ öŠéyÝþöìîœy öíöì„þ …%î£z ¢îûœ !ŠéœÐ “þyîû ¢îûœ ›öì˜y¦þyî ö”öì… “þyöì”îû îõ%þîûy …yîûyþ™ vþzöìjöìŸÄ 
“þyîû öíöì„þ Ýþy„þy !˜öì“þ œy†œÐ ~£z ”%îÅœ“þy íy„þy ¢öì_´ç ö¢ ~„þ îvþü ‹yëû†yëû öþ™ï¤öìŠé !†öìëûöìŠéÐ !„þlsþ ö¢ …%î£z ~„þœy !Šéœ „þyîû’ îy!„þ 
öœyöì„þîûy “þyîû þ™ëû¢yîû ‹öì˜Ä îõ%þc „þîû“þÐ !„þlsþ ö¢£z vþzþ™œ!¸þÝþyç î”öìœ ëyëûÐ ~„þ!”˜ ¢ÁËyöìÝþîû ö„þyÁ™y!˜ ¢ÁËyÝþöì„þ ~„þ ‹îû&!îû „þy‹ !”öìëû 
çöì„þ îÄhßþ „þöìîûÐ ç£z „þyöì‹îû öþ™Šéöì˜ ö¢ !˜öì‹îû ¢î ¢›ëû !”öìëû ö”ëûÐ ö¢ xyöìhßþ xyöìhßþ …%î !îîû_« £öìëû ëyëûÐ çîû þ™yöìŸ ö„þvþz !Šéœ ˜yÐ Ö•% 
!Šéœ î£z xyîû …y“þyÐ ¢%!›“þ ˜yþöì›îû ~„þ öŠéöìœ ¢ÁËyöìÝþîû ‡öìîû xyöì¢ “þyîû …îîû ‹y˜yîû ‹öì˜ÄÐ !„þlsþ ë…˜£z ö¢ ‘%þ„þœ– ¢ÁËyÝþ ”%!Øþhsþyëû þ™öìvþü 
ö†œÐ ö¢ !îîû_« £öìëû vþzàþœ– !„þlsþ ¢%!›“þ ‰þöìœ ëyëû!˜– “þyöì„þ ~£z „þy‹ öŸ¡ì „þîûöì“þ ¢y£yëÄ „þîûœÐ !”öì˜îû öŸöì¡ì “þyöì”îû „þy‹ öŸ¡ì £öìëû 
ëyëûÐ ~£z „þyöì‹îû šþœyšþœ ö”öì… ¢ÁËyöìÝþîû ›Äyöì˜‹yîû …%î …%!Ÿ £œÐ ë…˜ ¢ÁËyÝþ ¢%!›öì“þîû ¢öìD ö”…y „þîûœ– ö¢ xyöì† Ýþy„þyîû „þíy !‹öìKþé¢ 
„þîûœ– ¢%!›“þ xîy„þ £öìëû vþzàþœ– ö¢ ~„þ îõ%þîû ›öì“þy „þy‹ „þöìîûöìŠéÐ ë…˜ ~£z „þíy!Ýþ ‹y˜öì“þ þ™yîûœ– “þ…˜ ¢ÁËyÝþ …%î£z xyöìî†²Ìî’ £öìëû 
ëyëû „þyîû’ ö„þvþz ²Ìí› çîû ‹öì˜Ä îõ%þöìcîû £y“þ îy!vþüöìëûöŠéÐ ”%‹˜£z ~ûö„  xþ™îûöì„þ xy!œD˜ „þîûœ– xyîû îõ%þöìcîû £y“þ îyvþüyœÐ

ö¢ï!›œ ö‡yvþüy£z– ˜î› ö×!’– „þ !î¦þy†

›‹yîû „þíy
›‹yîû „þíy îœöì“þ

þ™%!vþüöìëû ö“þœ ¢œöì“þ

‰þy¤” ‹y†öìŠé îûy“þ

xy„þyŸ éôé þ™öìí ‰þœöì“þ

îîûšþ íyöì„þ †œöì“þ

‹œ „þîûöì“þ ›y“þ—

˜”#ç ›yàþ ¦þy¢öì“þ

‰þy!¡ì íy„þöìî £y¢öì“þ

î#‹ “þœyöì“þ ëyçëûy–

¦)þ“þ þ™y„þyöìî “þyœöì„þ

xy‹ ˜ëûöì“þy „þyœöì„þ

†yöìŠé íy„þöì“þ £yçëûy–

›‹yîû „þíy îœöì“þ

¦)þöì“þîûç „þy˜ ›œöì“þ

‰þy¤”öì„þ ›yöìàþ þ™yçëûyÐ

 x!¦þ°y ö¢˜– ‰þ“%þíÅ ö×!’– é† !î¦þy† 

xy›yîû !ŸÇþy þ™yçëûy
xy„þyöìŸîû ›“þ „þîûî xy!› éôé

xy›yîû îvþü ›˜

~£z „þíy!Ýþ ›yíyëû îûy…î xy!›

ö„þvþz „þîûöìœç îyîû’

›yöìGþ ›yöìGþ £zFŠéy „þöìîû éôé

£öì“þ †yŠé “þyœ–

›yíy vþz¤‰%þ „þöìîû é îy¤‰þî xy!›

£î ˜yöì„þy öî£yœÐ

„þíy îœî xy!› „þ›

›˜ ö”î öîŸ# „þyöì‹ éôé

„þyvþzöì„þ xyˆ%œ “%þöìœ îœî ˜yöì„þy–

òò“%þ£z ö“þy …%î îyöì‹óóÐ

xy›yîû ›˜ îœœ xy›yëû

¢ê þ™öìí íy„þöì“þ

þ™,!íî# öŸ…yœ xy›yëû

¢îy£zöì„þ ¦þyöìœy îûy…öì“þÐ

 x!”Ê‹y ¢y£y–¢®› ö×!’– … !î¦þy† 

BENGALI
~„þ öë !Šéœ ›£yîûy‹y

~„þ öë !Šéœ ›£yîûy‹y

“þyöì„þ ö“þy›îûy !„þ ‹yöì˜yÚ

îöì¢ …yëû ›%!vþü ¦þy‹y

ö‰þy… þ™y!„þöìëû ö¢£z îûy‹y

öîûöì† !†öìëû îöìœ ö¢ ò…yöìîy ˜y ö“þy ›%!vþü ¦þy‹yó–

ö„þvþz !„þ ‹yöì˜y ö„þ˜ îyŠéyÚ

ö¢£z îûy‹y ë…˜ £y¤öìÝþ

¢î!„þŠ%é þ™öìvþü ö¦þöìˆæ ö¦þöìˆæ

„þyîû’ ö¢ ¦þyîû# ö›yÝþy

îöìœ !”œy› ö“þy›yëû þ™%öìîûy „þíy

~£z…yöì˜ xy›yîû öŸ¡ì „þ!î“þyÐ

vþzþ™y•,!“þ îûyë– ‰þ“%þíÅ  ö×!’– é† !î¦þy† 

öîy˜ öšþ¤yÝþy
ò¦þy£zöìšþy¤Ýþyó ë!” £ëû–

òöîy˜öìšþy¤Ýþyó ö„þ˜ ˜ëû

¦þy£zöìîy˜ ~„þ ¢yöìí

öšþy¤Ýþy „þîû !î!˜›ëûÐ

Ÿyöìßþf ö“þy ~„þíy îöìœ!˜–

‰þyœ% „þîû ~ „þíy ~…%!˜Ð

 x˜%!îûkþ# £y‹îûy– û‰þ“%þíÅ ö×!’– é „þ !î¦þy† 

þ™!îûöìîŸ
þ™,!íî#öì„þ ›£y!îöìÙ»îû ~„þ›ye †Æ£ !£¢yöìî !îöìî‰þ˜y „þîûy £ëû ëy ‹#î˜öì„þ ¢›íÅ˜ „þöìîûÐ þ™,!íî#îû ö×Ûþ“þ› ‹#î £œ ›y˜%¡ìÐ xyîû ~£z ›y˜%öì¡ìîû 
þ™,!íî#öì“þ öî¤öì‰þ íy„þyîû ‹˜Ä öë ¢›hßþ vþzþ™y”yöì˜îû ²Ìöìëûy‹˜ £ëû öë›˜ ‹œ– îyëû%– ›y!Ýþ– xyöìœy– †yŠéþ™yœy– †îy!” þ™Ö £z“þÄy!”– “þyöì”îûöì„þ 
~„þöìe þ™!îûöìîŸ îœy £ëûÐ þ™!îûöìîŸ xy›yöì”îû x†!’“þ ¢%!î•y ö”ëûÐ ëy xy›yöì”îû ¢yîûy ‹#î˜ ~„þ ¢%…# ‹#î˜ ö”ëûÐ ~î‚ xy›îûy ¢yîûy 
‹#î˜ ö¢£z ¢%!î•y!Ýþöì„þ öŸy• „þîûöì“þ þ™y!îû ˜yÐ †yŠéþ™yœy Çþ!“þ„þîû †Äy¢ öŸy¡ì’ „þöìîû îyëû%öì„þ þ™!îûÖkþ „þöìîû– ‹œöì„þ !îÖkþ „þöìîû ~î‚ î˜Äyîû 
¢½þyî˜y „þ›yëûÐ þ™!îûöìîŸ xy›yöì”îû ~“þ vþzþ™„þyîû „þöìîû !„þlsþ xy›îûy þ™!îûöìîŸöì„þ îûÇþy „þîûöì“þ þ™yîû!Šé ˜y ô „þyîû’ £öìœy ”)¡ì’– îûy¢yëû!˜„þ– @ùÌ#˜ 
£yvþz¢ †Äy¢– £z“þÄy!”Ð “þy£z xy›yöì”îûöì„þ þ™!îûöìîŸöì„þ îûÇþy „þîûyîû ‹˜Ä xyöìîûy ¢öì‰þ“þ˜ £öì“þ £öìî ~î‚ ›öì˜ îûy…öì“þ £öìî öë þ™!îûöìîŸ îy¤‰þöìœ 
xy›îûy îy¤‰þöìîy ˜y £öìœ þ™,!íî#îû ¢›hßþ ²Ìy’# x!hßþc£#˜ £öìëû þ™vþüöìîÐ

xyîû&¡ì!‹“ „% ›yîû „ ì ëûyœ– û™Mþé› ö×!’– é„þ !î¦þy† 

î,!ÜTîû †y˜
î,!ÜT ˜yöì› •#öìîû •#öìîû– ˜îû› ßþ™öìŸÅ Šé¤%öìëû ëyëû–

þ™y“þyîû šþy¤öì„þ Gþîû Gþîû ¢%îû– ›öì˜ ~„þ îûy!†˜# îy‹yëûÐ
xy„þyŸ ‹%öìvþü „þyöìœy ö›öì‡îûy ö›öìœ !˜öì‹öì”îû vþy˜y–
ö¢£z Šéyëûyöì“þ ö¦þöì¢ xyöì¢ !²Ìëû ßþºîû– î,!ÜTîû “þyîûy˜yÐ

›y!Ýþîû ‡Êyöì’ ›y…y ö¢£z !”˜– ˜”#îû ö„þyœy£œç ¢D#–
öŠéyÝþ öŠéyÝþ öšþy¤Ýþyëû ö‹öì† çöìàþ ‹#î˜ ˜“%þ˜ „þöìîû–
†y˜ †yëû !G¤þ!G¤þ öþ™y„þy ”)öìîû ö„þyíyç xõþ„þyöìîûÐ

‹y˜yœyîû !@ùÌöìœ ‹öì› ‹œ– „þyöì‰þ xy¤„þy î,!ÜTîû Šé!î–
“,þ¡Œy“Åþ ›y!Ýþîû ›yöìGþ öë˜ ²Ìyöì’îû vþzê¢î îû!îÐ

~£z ¢%öìîû …%¤öì‹ þ™y£z ßþºöì²Àîû ‡îû– ö›öì‡îû ú ”)îû xy„þyŸ–
î,!ÜTîû †yöì˜ îy¤•y íyöì„þ !‰þîûhsþ˜ ¦þyöìœyîy¢yëû xyŸÐ

£zwyÇþ# öîîûy– ¢®›  ö×!’– … !î¦þy†

xyöìœyîû öšþ!îûçëûyœy
“þ…˜ !Šéœ xy•y¤îû Ÿy¢˜–
xyöìœy„þ ö¢íy ßþº²À ¢›Ð

!˜„þ¡ì xy•y¤öìîû „%¤þ!vþü–
þ™öìœ þ™öìœ öë“þ GþöìîûÐ
”%îûhsþ {†œ !”“þ £y˜y

Gþy¤öì„þ Gþy¤öì„þ ßþº²Ày„þyöìŸ–
îœy„þy ¦þöìëû =!Ýþöìëû vþy˜y–
xy„þyŸ‰( Ä“þ– àþy¤£z ö„þyÝþöìîûÐ

 Ÿy£y!îûëûyîû îû£›y˜– xÜT›  ö×!’– …  !î¦þy†
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ùÛFFÞF ¼WèF ÚFFÞ¶F
ÚFFÞ¶F ¼WèF ùÛFFÞU èFFÎF
ÚFFÞ¶F ùY ùÛFFÞU ¡FFÎF—

ÚFFÞ¶F ùY ùÛFFÞU ÛFF¶FF
¡FX ùÛFFÞU ÚFF;ÜF PæFÍFF¶FF ùY,

¡FùFc ÚF;F¶F PõFkù ÎFW ÙFXáFF
iGk=+áFFÙF P¡Fk¼FÙFF¼j EZÞ
¡FùFc ÛFùF¶ÛFF ;FFkÍFU ÎFW ÙFXáFF

i=+ÞX ÜFF ÛFÞXj æFX ùY ùÛFFÞU ÑÜFFÞU PùÎ¼]õ¶FFÎF—

;FFcæF õFW ùU ÑFù˜FFÎF æFX
ÚFFÞ¶F ¼WèF ÛFùFÎF—

P¡FõF=+F ¶FF¡F ùY PùÛFFáFÜF
æFX ùY ùÛFFÞU PùÎ¼]õ¶FFÎF—
ùÛF õFÙF=+F J=+ ùU ÎFFÞF
æFX ùY ùÛFFÞF õFÙFõFW ÑÜFFÞF—

ÛFWÞF ¼WèF ÚFFÞ¶F ¼WèF
=+ùU ÎFF PÛFáFW;FU JWõFF ¼WèF,
¡FùFc ùX¶FF ùY ÍFÛFa EZÞ ÎÜFFÜF

=+F õFÛÛFFÎF JWõFF ùY ÛFWÞF ÚFFÞ¶F ÛFùFÎF—

¡FÜF PùÎ¼—

 PùÜFF ÍFFáFU, 6 J

ùÛFFÞU ÍFÞ¶FU
ÍFÞ¶FU =+X ÙF˜FFEX, ÎFÜFF ¡FUæFÎF áFFEX—

ùÛFFÞU ùY ÍFÞ¶FU, ùÛFFÞF ùY ÍFÞF,
ùÛFFÞU ùY ÑF_»æFU, ùÛFFÞF ùY õFkõFFÞ—

ÍFÞ¶FU ùÛFFÞU ÛFF¶FF ùY,
ùÛFFÞW ¡FUæFÎF =+F =+FÞµF ùY—
ùÛF ÍFÞF =+X ¼[PðF¶F ùY =+Þ¶FW,

ÍFÞ¶FU =+X ¼¼a ùYk ¼W¶FW—
ÑF_»æFU ÎFW ùÛFWk G¶FÎFF =]+š ùY P¼ÜFF,

ÑFÞk¶F] ùÛFÎFW ÙF¼áFW ÛFWk ÙFõF HõF=+X ¼[PðF¶F P=+ÜFF—

ÍFÞ¶FU =+F ¡FáF EZÞ õ»FáF,
¡FX ¼W¶FW ùYk ùÛFWk ×+õFáF—

P¡FÎF=+X ùÛFWk õF]ÞP‡F¶F Þ&FÎFF ˜FFPùJ,
=+˜FÞF ÎFùUk ×Y+áFFÎFF ˜FFPùJ—

ÍFÞF =+X E;FÞ ùÛF õFFr×+ Þ&FWk;FW,
¶FX ÍFÞ¶FU ÛFF¶FF =+F èF]ÚF EFèFUæFFa¼ ÑFFJc;FW—

ƒÜFXk ÑF_»æFU =+X ÎFð© =+ÞÎFF?
¡FÙF ùÛFFÞF =+FÜFa ùY HõF=+X õF]ÞP‡F¶F Þ&FÎFF—

 ß½F‡FU ¼W, 6 ÙFU 

P¼æFFáFU
1. P¼æFFáFU ÚFFÞ¶F =+F õFÙFõFW áFX=+PÒÜF ¶ÜFXùFÞ ùY—
2. P¼æFFáFU =+X P¼ÑFFæFáFU ÚFU =+ù¶FW ùY—
3. ÜFù ¶ÜFXùFÞ ùÞ õFFáF Eƒ©[ÙFÞ ÜFF ÎFæFkÙFÞ ÛFWk ÛFÎFFÜFF ¡FF¶FF ùY—
4. P¼æFFáFU =W+ P¼ÎF ÚF;FæFFÎF êFUÞFÛF ˜FZ¼ù õFFáF =+F æFÎFæFFõF ÑF[ÞF =+Þ EÜFXÍÜFF æFFÑFõF áFX©W »FW—
5. ÜFù ¶ÜFXùFÞ ÍFÎF¶FWÞõF õFW áFW=+Þ ÚFFGa-¼[¡F ¶F=+ ÑFFc˜F P¼ÎF ˜FáF¶FF ùY—
6. P¼æFFáFU ¼UÑFXk =+F ¶ÜFXùFÞ ùY—
7. P¼æFFáFU ÑFÞ ùÞ fFÞ ¼UÜFXk õFW õF¡FFÜFF ¡FF¶FF ùY—
8. P¼æFFáFU ÑFÞ ÙF˜˜FW ÑF©F&FXk =+U iEFP¶FèFÙFF¡FUj =+F EFÎFk¼ áFW¶FW ùYk—
9. GõF ÑFæFa ÑFÞ fFÞ-fFÞ ÛFWk õæFFP¼ñ PÛF*FGaÜFFc ÙFÎFæFFGa ¡FF¶FU ùY—
10. P¼æFFáFU =+F ¶ÜFXùFÞ ùÛFWk ÙFù]¶F &F]PèFÜFFc ¼W¶FU ùY—

 H‡FU¶FF PõFÎùF, 6 J

õFÙFõFW ÑÜFFÞW õFFcæFáFW-õFáFXÎFW ÛFWÞW áF°h°[ ;FXÑFFáF—
êFU=_+ðµF =+W ÙFFáF àÑF =+U ÑÜFFÞU õF[Þ¶F ¼W&F¶FW ùU
ÚFƒ¶FXk =W+ ÛF]&F õFW ÑÜFFÞU-ÑÜFFÞU ÙFF¶FWk PÎF=+áF¶FU ùY—

PÞÜFFkPèF= F ÞFgÜF, 4 ÙF

›˜
›˜ öþ™öìëûììöìŠé ›˜!ßþº’#– ›˜ ~¤öì„þöìŠé îûy“þ

›˜ ö‰þöìëûöìŠé ›öì˜îû ¦þy¡ìy– ›˜ öŠéy¤ëûy ö›ï“þy“þ
›˜ ¢yëûöìîûîû x“þœ ‹öìœ ›˜ ö„þ›öì˜îû ö‘þvþz

›˜ ö‰þyîûy ößþËy“þ ›sþiîû ö„þ˜ ‹y˜œ ˜y ö“þy ö„þvþz
›˜ þ™y†öìœîû ›!r”îûyöì“þ ›˜ !þ™ëûy¢#îû vþy„þ

›˜ …yîûyöìþ™îû ›!r”îûy xy‹ ›öì˜£z îûöìëû ëy„þÐÐ

x˜%îû’˜ ¦þRy‰þyëÅ– ˜î› ö×!’–  „þ  !î¦þy†

þ™%“%þœöì…œyîû £z!“þ„þíy
~„þ éôé ö”vþü îŠéîû xyöì†„þyîû „þíyÐ îû!îîyöìîûîû ¢„þyœÐ îyîy éôé ›y îy!vþüöì“þ xyöìŠéÐ ”%þ™%öìîûîû îûy§¬yîû þ™!îû„þÒ˜y …y!˜„þÝþy „þyöì˜ xy¢öìŠéÐ þ™vþüyëû 
!„þŠ%éöì“þ£z ›˜ î¢öìŠé ˜yÐ ~›˜ ¢›ëû ”)îû öíöì„þ ö¦þöì¢ ~œ òò…îöìîûîû „þy†‹ !î!e« £öìî ....óó Ð îyîy £hsþ”hsþ £öìëû ‡öìîû ~öì¢ xy›yîû ë“þ 
þ™%îûyöì˜y ö×!’îû öŸ¡ì £öìëû ëyçëûy …y“þy î†œ”yîy „þöìîû !˜öìëû ‰þöìœ ö†œÐ

…y!˜„þÇþ’ þ™îû ‹œ…yîyîû ö…öì“þ vþzöìàþ î%Gþœy› ˜#öì‰þ ¦þyöìœy›“þ£z ”y›”lßþîû £öìFŠéÐ =!Ýþ =!Ýþ þ™yöìëû !¢¤!vþü öîöìëû ö˜öì› ö”…œy› éôé ëy ö”…œy› 
ö‰þy… Šéy˜yîvþüyÐ

~„þÝþy öœy„þ ~öì¢öìŠé– ~„þÝþy ¢y£zöì„þœ ¦þÄy˜ !˜öìëûÐ „þ“þ=öìœy îhßþy– ~„þÝþy ö“þyîvþüyöì˜y ”y¤!vþüþ™yÍÔy– xyîû ›%öì… ~„þÝþy „þy¤‰%þ›y‰%þ ¦þyî !˜öìëûÐ îyîy 
¢›yöì˜ ”îû”y› „þîûöìŠéÐ xyîû ç‹˜ ›yþ™yîû „þy‹ “þ”yîû„þ „þîûöìŠéÐ þ™%îûyöì˜y ¢‚îy”þ™e– î£z– þ™!e„þy– …y“þy– ²Õy!ÞÝþ„þ ç „þyöì‰þîû ¢y“þ¢öì“þöìîûy 
xîÄî£*“þ îy!“þœ !‹!˜¢ éôé ~£z ¢î !î!e« ‰þœöìŠéÐ

þ™%îûyöì˜y !‹!˜öì¢îû lßþöìþ™îû ›öì•Ä öíöì„þ vþz¤!„þ ›yîûöìŠé ~„þÝþy œyœ ²Õy!ÞÝþöì„þîû †Äy¢ çöì¦þ˜Ð ç›yæ çÝþyöì“þy xy›yîû öŠéyÝþöìîœy„þyîû þ™%“%þœ 
ö…œyîû !‹!˜¢Ð xy›yîû ö¢£z ö…œ˜y îûy§¬y‡öìîûîû †Äy¢ çöì¦þ˜öì„þ îy!“þœ !‹!˜öì¢îû lßþöìþ™îû !¦þ“þîû ö”öì… xyîû ‰%þþ™ íy„þöì“þ þ™yîûœy› ˜yÐ 
îû#!“þ›öì“þy Gþy¤!þ™öìëû þ™öìvþü çÝþy ¢îûyœy› xyîû îyîyöì„þ x˜%öìëy† ‹y˜yœy› ~Ýþyöì„þ xy›yöì„þ ˜y ‹y!˜öìëû !î!e« „þîûöì“þ xy˜yîû ‹˜ÄÐ

îyîy ‰%þþ™ „þöìîû îû£zœ– ~îûþ™îû îœœ éôé òòîûy…!î ö“þyóóÚ “þy£öìœ !˜öìëû ëy– =!Šéöìëû îûy…Ð ö…œ˜y †Äy¢ çöì¦þ˜ £yöì“þ !˜öìëû !î‹ëû †öìîÅ !¢¤!vþü !”öìëû 
vþzàþöì“þ ëy!FŠé ~›˜ ¢›ëû vþy„þ þ™vþüœ éôé !”!”›!˜– ‡%öìîû “þy„þyœy› éôé ö¢£z þ™%ìîûyûöì˜y „þy†öì‹îû „þyîûîy!îûÐ þ™y“þœy ”y!vþüîû šþy¤öì„þ öìœy„þÝþyîû ›%öì… 
xyîŠéy £y!¢Ð òòçÝþy ö”öìîÚóó öœy„þÝþy !‹Kþéy¢y „þöìîûÐ òòîœœy› ˜y– xy›yîû þ™%“%þöìœîû !î!e« £öìî ˜yÐóó xy!› Gþy!þ™öìëû vþz!àþÐ òò˜y– xy¢öìœ 
ö¢£zîyîû ˜#œ†öìOîû ö›œyëû ~îû› †Äy¢ çöì¦þ˜ ö…œ˜y ö”!…!˜ éôóó „þy¤‰%þ›y‰%þ ›%öì… vþz_îûÐ òò“þyîû ›yöì˜ “%þ!› ö…œ˜y ‹›yç ˜y!„þÚóó ~£zîyîû îyîy 
xîy„þ £öìëû îœœÐ òò˜y ”y”y– ö›öìëûÝþy ö‹y •îû!Šéœ– !„þlsþ …%¤öì‹ þ™y£z!˜Ð ~£zÝþy çöìîû !”“þy›óó éôé öœy„þ!Ýþ xyd¢›þ™Åöì˜îû ¦þD#öì“þ îöìœ çöìàþÐ

xy!› !¢¤!vþüöì“þ þ™y !”öìëû ”y¤!vþüöìëû ¦þy!î xy›yîû öšþöìœ xy¢y öŠéyÝþöìîœyîû þ™%“%þœöì…œyîû „þíy éôé ö“þ›!˜ ~„þ öŠéyR öîyöì˜îû þ™%“%þœöì…œyîû ‹˜Ä 
~„þÝþy †Äy¢ çöì¦þ˜ ”îû„þyîûÐ “þy ˜y£öìœ þ™%“%þöìœîû îûy§¬y £öìî !„þöì¢ Ú £àþyê ›öì˜ þ™öìvþü ö£y›çëûy„Åþ îy!„þ xyöìŠé– ö²Ìyöì‹Q îy!„þ ...

xy!› †½þ#îû ›%öì… ö…œ˜yÝþy !˜öìëû ”îû‹yîû !”öì„þ ~öì†y£z éôé öœy„þÝþyîû £yöì“þ !”öìëû î!œ éôé òò!àþ„þ xyöìŠé– ~›!˜£z ö…œöì“þ !”œy›Ðóó !˜ßþ±¦þ  
›%…Ýþyöì“þ š%þöìÝþ çöìàþ ~„þ £y!¢îû öîû…yÐ

Ÿ£öìîûîû ç£z ²Ìyöìhsþ éôé ö„þy˜ ~„þ x…Äy“þ @ùÌyöì›îû x˜y›y þ™yvþüyëû vþzöìàþyöì˜îû ö„þyöì˜ xy‹ …%î …%!Ÿîû !”˜ éôé xy‹ ¢!“þÄ„þyöìîûîû †Äy¢çöì¦þöì˜ î¢öìî 
þ™%“%þöìœîû îûy§¬y‡îûÐ ö…œyîû Šéöìœ ~„þÝþy ö›öìëû îy˜yöìî þ™%“%þöìœîû ‹˜Ä !î!îûëûy!˜ éôé …%!Ÿîû †õþ Šé!vþüöìëû þ™vþüöìî @ùÌy› öíöì„þ Ÿ£öìîûîû îûy‹þ™öìíÐ
x‹yöìhsþ£z ›˜Ýþy …%!Ÿ £öìëû ëyëûÐ ›yöì„þ !‹Kþéy¢y „þ!îû éôé òò›y– ”%þ™%öìîû !„þ îûy§¬y £öìFŠé îöìœy ö“þyÚóó

Ÿîû’Äy þ™!“þ– ˜î› ö×!’–  „þ  !î¦þy†
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HINDI
˜F]©=]+áFF

J=+ ÙFFÞ =+U ÙFF¶F ùY, ¼X ÚFFGa »FW ¡FX EZÞ æFX— J=+ ÞF¶F ¡FX ÑFFÎFU ÑFUÎFW H*F— ¡FX ÎFW ÞõFXGa ÛFWk J=+ ÚF[¶F ¼W&FF EZÞ °Þ ;FÜFF— HõFÎFW æFX 
=+X ÙF]áFFÜFF— æFX ÚF[¶F =+X ¼W&F¶FW ùU ÛFÞ ;FÜFF— HõF P¼ÎF õFW ÜFù =+ùFæF¶F ÙFÎFU—
o¡FX °Þ ;FÜFF— æFX ÛFÞ ;FÜFFp—

EaÜFFùU êFUæFFõ¶æF, 4 ÙFU

ùPÞæFkèF ÞFÜF ÙF˜˜FÎF
ùPÞæFkèF ÞFÜF ÙF˜˜FÎF Pùk¼U ÚFFðFF =W+ JæFk Ò˜FPáF¶F =+PæF JkæF áFW&F=+ »FW— æFW Pùk¼U =+PæF¶FF =W+ H¸FÞ šFÜFFæFF¼ 
=+FáF =W+ ÒÛF]&F =+PæFÜFXk ÛFWk õFW J=+ ùY— æFW Pùk¼U =+PæF õFÛÛFWáFÎF =W+ ÚFU =+PæF »FW— æFW EÑFÎFW ÑFùáFW =+FÛF 
iÛFÍF]èFFáFFj =W+ PáFJ ¡FFÎFW ¡FF¶FW ùYk— ùPÞæFkèF ÞFÜF ÙF˜˜FÎF =+F ¡FÎÛF iÙFÙF]ÑF¸FUj EÛFX³sF (H¸FÞ Ò¼WèF) ÛFWk ù]EF »FF—

HÎF=+F ÑFFPÞæFFPÞ=+ ÎFFÛF iêFUæFFõ¶æFj ùY— æFW EÑFÎFW =+PæF¶FFEXk JkæF =+ùFPÎFÜFXk ÛFWk EÑFÎFF ÎFFÛF iÙF˜˜FÎFj Þ&FF =+Þ¶FW »FW, ¡FX ÙFF¼ ÛFWk HÎùXkÎFW 
ÎF ÙF¼áFÎFW =+F õFX˜F PáFÜFF— ÙF˜˜FÎF =+Ga õFFÞW Pùk¼U ÚFFðFFEXk =W+ ÙFFÞW ÛFWk ¡FFÎF¶FW »FW EZÞ ÙFXáF ÑFF¶FW »FW— ÙF˜˜FÎF =W+ =]+š ÒÛF]&F =+PæF¶FFJc 
ùYk- o˜FáF ÛF¼FaÎFWp, oÙFÞõFF¶F =+U EF¶FU ùæFFp, o¶FWÞF ùFÞp, oPÎFèFF PÎFÛFk·FµFp, oEF=]+áF Ek¶FÞp EFP¼— ÙF˜˜FÎF =W+ =+Ga =+FÜFa P×+áÛFXk 
ÛFWk ÒÜFX;F P=+J ;FJ ùY— 1942 ÛFWk ÙF˜˜FÎF ÎFW J=+ ÑFk¡FFÙFÎF, ¶FW¡FU õF[ÞU õFW PæFæFFù ÑF[ÞU =+U »FU— HÎF=W+ ÑF]·F EPÛF¶FFÚF ÙF˜˜FÎF J=+ ÒPõF¼hÍF 
EPÚFÎFW¶FF ùY— ùPÞæFkèF ÞFÜF ÙF˜˜FÎF, ÙF˜˜FXk =W+ PáFJ =+Ga õFFÞU =+ùFPÎFÜFFc PáF&F ;FJ »FW— HÎF=W+ JWõFW ùU =]+š Þ˜FÎFFJc ùYk- oP˜FP°sÜFF 
EZÞ ˜F]ßk;F]ÎFp, o&FªW Ek;F[Þp, o=+FáFF =+ZEFp, oP;FáFùÞU =+F fFÞp, oõFÙFõFW ÑFùáFWp, G¶ÜFFP¼— ùPÞæFkèF ÞFÜF ÙF˜˜FÎF =+F PÎFÍFÎF 18 
¡FÎFæFÞU 2003 =+X CEF »FF— 

 ¡FWÙFF ÞFù¶F, 7 ÙFU

E£FF¶F æÜFPƒ¶F
EÑF[µFFa =W+ ÛFF¶FF-PÑF¶FF èFFÛF =+X õFF¶F ÙF¡FW J=+ r¡FàÞU P©dÑF =W+ PáFJ PÎF=+áF ÑF°sW— æFW J=+ ÛFùUÎFW ÙFF¼ æFFÑFõF EFJc;FW— ¶FÙF ¶F=+ 13 õFFáF 
=+U EÑF[µFFa fFÞ ÛFWk E=W+áFU ÞùW;FU— HõFÎFW EÑFÎFW ÛFZõFU =+X ÞùÎFW =W+ PáFJ ÑF[šF »FF, ÑFÞ æFù =+FÛF =W+ PáFJ =+Fr×+U æÜFõ¶F »FU— EÑF[µFFa 
=+X °Þ ÎFùUk áF;F¶FF »FF— HõFÎFW EÑFÎFW ÛFÛÛFU õFW ÜFù õFU&F PáFÜFF »FF P=+ P=+õFU =W+ EFÎFW ÑFÞ ÒèÎF ÎF ÑF[š=+Þ ¼ÞæFFr¡FF ÎFùUk &FXáFÎFF »FF— 

EÑF[µFFa EÑFÎFW =+ÛFÞW ÛFWk EF=+Þ =[+õFUa ÑFÞ ÙFY*=+Þ EÑFÎFF ÒFg¡FWƒ© =+ÞÎFW áF;FU— =]+š ¼WÞ ÙFF¼ HõF=+U õFùWáFU PæFP¼¶FF ÎFW =+FgáF P=+ÜFF— 
æFù r×+XÎF H*F=+Þ HõFõFW ÙFF¶F˜FU¶F =+ÞÎFW áF;FU— ÑFFc˜F PÛFÎF© ÙFF¼ æFù r×+XÎF Þ&F=+Þ =]+š &FFÎFF ÑF=+FÎFW =W+ PáFJ H*U ¶FÚFU ¼ÞæFFr¡FW =W+ 
ÑFFõF =+U ÙFWáF ÙF¡F H*U— EÑF[µFFa EFè˜FÜFa ùX H*U— G¶FÎFW ÞF¶F ÛFWk =+ZÎF EFÜFF ùX;FF? æFù ¶FX ØáFY© ÛFWk ÎFùUk Þù¶FU »FU, P¡FõF=W+ =+FÞµF 
ÑF°sXõFU ÚFU ÎFùUk ùX õF=+¶FW »FW— æFù ¼ÞæFFr¡FW ÑFÞ ¡FF=+Þ ÑF[šU, o=+ZÎF ùY?p, =+XGa H¸FÞ ÎFùUk— HõFÎFW P×+Þ õFW =+Ga ÙFFÞ ÑF[šF, o=+ZÎF 
ùY?p, ÑFÞ P=+õFU ÎFW H¸FÞ ÎFùUk P¼ÜFF— EÑF[µFFa PÙFÎFF õFX˜FW =+FÛF ÑFÞ áFZ© ;FGa— EFÍFW fFk©W ÙFF¼ P×+Þ õFW ÙFWáF ÙF¡FU— EÙF EÑF[µFFa =]+š 
õFÛF¤F ÎFùUk ÑFFGa— P×+Þ ÚFU æFù ÑF[šU, o=+XGa ùY P=+ ÎFùUk?p =+XGa H¸FÞ ÎFùUk— EÑF[µFFa *ùÞU ÞùU, P×+Þ &FFÎFF &FFÎFW ˜FáFU ;FGa— HõF=+U 
ÛFFÛFU ÎFW r×+XÎF =+Þ =W+ ÙF¶FFÜFF P=+ æFù E;FáFW P¼ÎF HõFW ¼W&FÎFW EFJc;FU— EÑF[µFFa &FFÎFF &FF=+Þ PÙFõ¶FÞ =+U õFr×+FGa =+ÞÎFW =W+ PáFJ ;FGa EZÞ 
EÑFÎFW ÛFFÛFU =W+ PáFJ ¶FZPáFJ EZÞ ¡F[¶FW õFkÚFFáF=+Þ Þ&FW— æFù õFXÎFW ùU ¡FF ÞùU »FU, ¡FÙF J=+ EÑFPÞP˜F¶F ÎFkÙFÞ õFW =+FgáF EFÜFF— HõFÎFW 
H*F=+Þ ÙFXáFF, oùYáFX?p— P×+Þ õFW æFùU ùXÎFW áF;FF— P=+õFU ÎFW H¸FÞ ÎFùUk P¼ÜFF— EÑF[µFFa ÎFW ÑFFc˜F-šù ÙFFÞ ÑF[šF— æFùU fF©ÎFF CGa— EÙF 
æFù fFÙFÞF ;FGa— =]+š ¶FX r¡FàÞ ;F°sÙF°s »FF— EÑF[µFFa EÑFÎFW ÛFÛÛFU =+X =+FgáF =+ÞÎFW áF;FU— ¶FÚFU ¼ÞæFFr¡FW ÑFÞ ¡FXÞ-¡FXÞ õFW &F©&F©FÎFW 
=+U EæFFr¡F EFGa, P¡FõF=W+ ÙFF¼ ÍFÛFÍFÛF =+U EFæFFr¡F EFÎFW áF;FU— EÑF[µFFa =W+ Ek¼Þ ¶FUæFe ÚFÜF EÎF]ÚFæF CEF— HõF=W+ ÛFÛÛFU ÎFW ×+XÎF ÎFùUk 
H*FÜFF— EÑF[µFFa =+X ÑF¶FF ÎFùUk »FF æFù ƒÜFF =+ÞW;FU— ÍFUÞW õFW æFù PÙFõ¶FÞ õFW H¶FÞU— ¼ÞæFFr¡FW ÑFÞ ¡FF=+Þ à=+U, P×+Þ PõF©=+ÎFU =+X ÍFUÞW 
õFW &FXáF=+Þ ¼ÞæFFr¡FF &FXáF P¼ÜFF—

E;FáFW P¼ÎF õFÚFU áFX;F =+FÛF ÑFÞ ¡FF¶FW õFÛFÜF, õFÛFF˜FFÞ ÑF·F ÑFÞ EFJ ÎFGa &FÙFÞ =W+ ÙFFÞW ÛFWk ÙFF¶F =+Þ ÞùW »FW— ÑF·F =W+ HÑFÞ Ò»FÛF ÑF_ð* 
ÛFWk ÙF°sW-ÙF°sW E‡FÞXk ÛFWk PáF&FF CEF »FF, o13 õFFáF =+U áF°s=+U EÑFÎFW =+ÛFÞW ÛFWk ÛF_¶F ÑF°sU CGa ÑFFÜFU ;FGa ùY—p 

 ¡FWÙFF ÞFù¶F, 7 ÙF

ÛFWÞU ÛFFc
õFÙFõFW ÑÜFFÞU ÛFWÞU ÛFFc,
¡F;F õFW ÎÜFFÞU ÛFWÞU ÛFFc—

õF˜˜FU ÙFF¶F ÛF]¤FW ÙF¶FF¶FU ÛFFc,
E˜šU ÙFF¶FW ÛF]¤FW PõF&FF¶FU ÛFFc—

 ÞF¡FæFU PÙFõæFFõF, 2 PõF

ÑFW°s
ùÞW-ÚFÞW ÜFW ÑFW°s ÙF°sW,
ùÞ¼ÛF Þù¶FW ÜFW &F°sW,

ÙFFPÞèF ÛFWk ÜFW &F[ÙF ÎFùF¶FW,
°FáFU-°FáFU ×[+áF P&FáFF¶FW—

¶FWr¡F ÍF[ÑF õFW ùÛFWk ÙF˜FF¶FW,
ùÛF šFÜFF ÛFWk GÎF=W+ õF]õ¶FF¶FW,
ÛFU*W ×+áF ÜFW ùÛFWk P&FáFF¶FW,
ÑFÞXÑF=+FÞ =+F ÑFF* PõF&FF¶FW—

¼UÑFFêFU ˜F=e+æF¶FUa, 4 PõF

P=+¶FÎFF õF]k¼Þ ùY õ=[+áF—
GõFÛFWk Þk;F-PÙFÞk;FW ×[+áF,
×[+áF õF]ùFÎFW õFÙF=+X ÚFF¶FW

HÎùWk ¼W&F=+Þ õFÙF áFáF˜FF¶FW,
©U˜FÞ ùÛF=+X ÑFF* ÑF³sF¶FU—
ÎFÜFU-ÎFÜFU ÙFF¶FWk PõF&FáFF¶FU,
×[+áFXk õFW P;FÎF¶FU =+ÞæFF¶FU,
©gF×+U ¼W=+Þ ùÛFWk P&FáFF¶FU—

 EÜFPèF=+ ÒÍFFÎF, 7 J
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SCIENCE SPECTRA
About the event : Kenisha Dutta, Junaid Hoque  from 
Class VIII, and Anuranan Bhattacharya from Class IX, 
participated in The Science Spectra an inter-school open 
science project competition. It was hosted by the The Telegraph 
Online Edugraph and held at The Bhawanipore Education Society 
College. The students enthusiastically demonstrated the working model 
of Solar Power Irrigation System. They have gathered much experience and learning 
from the exhibition and plans to execute even better ideas  in the future through mutual 
learning.

Student’s insight - I still remember that misty morning,when we started with the 
exhibition at the Bhawanipur education society college.The exhibition particularly 
had a unique name and that was The science spectra 2024 .This was an inter-school 
open science project competition .Entering into their campus I was mesmerized by 
the infrastructure and as I delved deep into finding my room to get started with the 
competition I fueled myself with the points I had jotted down .Finally the most awaited 
moment came ,the judges finally came to our table ! With confidence and enthusiasm I 
along with my team delivered our speeches ,our project was about how we can enhance 
agricultural practices in India .So through our project we tried to show intercropping 
which itself has a number of benefits and along with that we also demonstrated the way 
in which the farmers can actively use solar power for their irrigation system . Therefore 
our project mostly demonstrates the modern irrigation methods so we named it as a 
Solar power irrigation system . Through this open fest I gathered a lot of knowledge 
about the depths of science and really this fest has enhanced the spectrum of our eyes – 
KENISHA DATTA (CLASS VIIIA)

A 
Day

in 
Science 

Lab
I am Soumili Halder, 

a student of Class V B of 
Delhi Public School, Barasat. 

We had done an interesting 
experiment with our Science teacher 

based on Carbon Dioxide. In this activity, 
sir had said that we were going to prove that 

carbon dioxide is a greenhouse gas. (For the readers who do not know; a greenhouse gas has the property of trapping the sun’s 
heat within the atmosphere.) To prove that carbon dioxide is a greenhouse gas, we went to the composite lab. Over there, I saw two 
bottles, one labelled as “air” and another labelled as “Carbon Dioxide”. Sir said that air is a mixture of gases but we needed to fill the 
bottle labelled “Carbon Dioxide” with carbon dioxide but how? Sir said that we can make carbon dioxide. Really, I was like, “What, 
sir how is it possible?” Sir said that he will mix baking soda/sodium bicarbonate (NaHCO3) with vinegar/acetic acid (CH3COOH) 
to make carbon dioxide. Oh, and I almost forgot. Before sir made carbon dioxide, he had made two holes in the caps of the bottles. 
Sir said that to show carbon dioxide is a greenhouse gas, we need to heat the gas. In one of the cabinets, sir pulled out a really big 
and bright bulb and put it in front of the bottles. Then he attached it to the switchboard and had put it on. Sir said that it will take 
a few minutes to heat. Meanwhile, we pulled out our notebooks and wrote our observations. After a while, sir put the tip of two 
thermometers inside the hole of the cap and put them on. We saw that in the first bottle, the temperature was exactly 90°C but in the 
second bottle, the temperature was 98.6°C.

SCIENCE & 
TECHNOLOGY

SCIENCE & TECHNOLOGY

TECHNOLOGY IS FUN
In an era dominated by rapid technological advancements, education systems 
worldwide are emphasizing hands-on, experiential learning. The students of 
DPS, Barasat are also no less than future tech innovators and users.

Delhi Public School , Barasat gives the opputunity to these innovative and 
ignited minds to explore as far as they can by means of different activities and 
events. These events not only provide a platform for showcasing innovation 
but also foster critical thinking, teamwork, and a passion for lifelong learning. 
Our young brains can  think outside the box and develop creative solutions 
to real-world problems. To bridge the gap between theoretical knowledge 
and practical application students are encouraged to participate in different 
activities using technology and computer. Involving parents, educators and 
industrybprofessionals to inspire and guide students are our future approaches.

Some glimpse of projects, models and activities are shown:
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The computer lab is more than just a room full of machines .It's a dynamic learning environment where technology empowers 
students to learn, create, and grow.

By making the computer lab a fun and engaging space, we can inspire a lifelong love of learning and prepare students for success in 
an increasingly technological world.

PREPARATION OF SOLAR FILTER AT HOME
 As a Class 10 student at Delhi Public School, Barasat, my curiosity was piqued when I encountered the question, “Is matter around 
us pure?” in Chapter 2 of our NCERT Science textbook. This led me to embark on an experiment to explore the effectiveness of solar 
water filters compared to traditional filtration methods in purifying muddy water.

The genesis of this project lay in understanding that while traditional water filtration methods can remove visible particles, they 
often fall short of eliminating soluble impurities and microorganisms. These limitations prompted me to design and test a solar water 
filter, which relies on the natural process of evaporation and condensation, harnessing the sun’s energy to achieve higher levels of 
purification.

The preparatory phase was straightforward and involved assembling a simple apparatus. The materials needed were a flask, a boiling 
tube, two corks, and a glass tube. A hole was created in the cork, through which the glass tube was inserted, connecting the flask 
filled with muddy water to an empty boiling tube. The setup was positioned under direct sunlight, ensuring that the boiling tube was 
slightly angled upward to allow condensation to collect under its lid. 

The execution was equally fascinating. As the sun’s heat caused the water in the flask to evaporate, the vapor traveled through the 
glass tube and condensed inside the boiling tube. Over time, droplets of purified water accumulated. The simplicity of this process, 
powered entirely by sunlight, underscored the brilliance of nature’s mechanisms.

To validate the outcomes, I compared water samples from both the solar filter and a traditional water 
filter under a light microscope. The differences were striking. While the filtrate from the traditional filter 
showed the persistent presence of germs and soluble impurities, the water obtained from the solar filter 
was completely free of contaminants. This demonstrated that the solar water filter not only removes visible 
impurities but also ensures the elimination of microorganisms, making it far superior in delivering purified 
water. 

The implications of this experiment are profound. First, solar water filters offer 
a sustainable solution for communities with limited access to clean water. By 
relying solely on renewable solar energy, they reduce dependency on electricity 
and other non-renewable resources. Second, the low-cost setup makes it an 
economical alternative, particularly for remote or low-income areas. Third, its 
operational simplicity ensures that even regions with minimal technical expertise 

can adopt and benefit from this innovation.

With solar water filter However, like any technology, solar water filters are not 
without their challenges. The process is time-consuming, and scaling it up to meet 
large-scale needs might require further innovations. Despite these limitations, 
the potential of solar water filters in revolutionizing water purification systems 
cannot be overstated.

In conclusion, my experiment not only highlighted the superiority of solar 
water filters over traditional methods but also emphasized the importance of 
sustainable and innovative solutions in addressing real-world challenges. As a 
student, this journey reaffirmed my belief in the power of science to improve 
lives and inspired me to think creatively about the resources around us.

As I reflect on this project, I realize that it’s not just about finding answers but 
also about asking the right questions—questions that challenge norms, inspire exploration, and lead to 
discoveries that can make our world a better place.

Solar water filter

With traditional 
water filter

With Solar water 
filter

Traditional water filter

GREENHOUSE EFFECT OF CARBON DIOXIDE-
EXPLORING GLOBAL WARMING-SCIENCE SECTION

Project Report on Promoting Innovative Practices and Experiments in Education for Schools
Name of the Project: Greenhouse effect of Carbon dioxide ~ Exploring Global Warming. 
Summary of the Project:
The primary goal of this project is to understand the greenhouse effect, with a focus on the role of carbon dioxide (CO₂) in global 
warming. The project aims to investigate how increased levels of CO₂ contribute to climate change and the implications for our 
planet. The greenhouse effect is a natural phenomenon where certain gases in Earth’s atmosphere trap heat, maintaining the 
planet’s temperature at a level suitable for life. However, human activities, such as the burning of fossil fuels and deforestation, have 
significantly increased the concentration of greenhouse gases, particularly CO₂. This has led to an enhanced greenhouse effect, 

SCIENCE & TECHNOLOGY
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resulting in global warming and climate change. The experiment is expected to show that the bottle containing CO₂ will have a higher 
temperature increase compared to the control bottle. This demonstrates the greenhouse effect, where CO₂ traps more heat, leading 
to higher temperatures. The results illustrate how increased levels of CO₂ in the atmosphere can contribute to global warming. The 
project highlights the significant impact of CO₂ on Earth’s temperature. It underscores the importance of reducing greenhouse gas 
emissions to mitigate global warming. By understanding the greenhouse effect, we can develop strategies to combat climate change 
and promote sustainable practices. The findings of this project are relevant to global climate patterns. They emphasize the need for 
sustainable practices and policies to reduce CO₂ emissions. The project also highlights the importance of international cooperation 
in addressing climate change. Additional experiments could be conducted to test the effects of other greenhouse gases, such as 
methane and nitrous oxide. Researchers could also explore the impact of different environmental conditions, such as varying levels 
of humidity or temperature, on the greenhouse effect. This project provides a hands-on approach to learning about the greenhouse 
effect and the role of CO₂ in global warming. It emphasizes the urgency of addressing climate change and encourages further research 
and action to protect our planet.

a) Genesis:
Climate change is a major risk facing mankind. Most of the countries agreed on a plan to reduce emissions of CO2 and other 
greenhouse gases, aiming to limit global temperature increase to well below 2 °C (relative to pre-industrial climate, meaning a future 
warming of less than 1.4 °C because temperature had already increased by 0.6 °C by the end of the twentieth century). The link 
between CO2 and climate warming has caught the attention of scientists and politicians, as well as the general public, via the well-
known “greenhouse effect”. Solar radiation passes largely unhindered through the atmosphere, heating the Earth's surface. In turn, 
energy is re-emitted as infrared, much of which is absorbed by CO2 and water vapour in the atmosphere, which thus acts as a blanket 
surrounding the Earth. Without this natural greenhouse effect, the average surface temperature would plummet to about −21 °C. But 
now a days, the concentration of carbon dioxide is increasing tremendously, which results in global warming. It is a serious issue for 
the existence of human being in the earth. That’s why this project, which is based on this topic is very much relevant at the present 
situation, which gives a clear concept of greenhouse effect of CO2 and global warming to the students through the experiment in an 
innovative way.

b) Preparatory work/designing of the innovations:
This project is for the students of 5th grade to give them a clear concept of greenhouse effect of CO2 through an experiment in an 
innovative way. The following materials are arranged for the execution of this project.

Materials Required:
• Baking Soda (Sodium bicarbonate- NaHCO3).
• Vinegar (Acetic acid-CH3COOH).
• Two Thermometers.
• Two Empty Bottles.
• A Glowing Bulb as a source of heat energy.
• One beaker.
• One Spatula.
• Drill Machine.

c) Execution of the Project:
This project was executed through the following steps:

 Steps:
• A hole was made on the bottle cap of a bottle with the help of a drill machine.
• This step was repeated for the second bottle.
• Then these bottles were labelled as AIR and CO2.
• A bulb was set up so that it can glow and provide heat energy.
• Two thermometers were placed in the holes, which were made on the bottle caps.
• Then 100ml of acetic acid was poured in a beaker and transferred in the bottle which was labelled as CO2.
• In the next step, one spatula of baking soda was poured in the same bottle and immediately the cap of the bottle was stuck so that  
   carbon dioxide cannot escape from the bottle.
• Then a glowing bulb was placed in front of the two bottles.
• After that the whole setup is left for 15 minutes so that the whole setup gets enough heat.
• After 15 minutes, the temperature was measured in the thermometer on top of the two bottles.

d) Results/Outcomes:
The temperature of the bottle (labelled as AIR) was 92.7oF and the temperature of the bottle (labelled as CO2) was 96.4oF. This 
increase in the temperature in the bottle, which was rich in CO2 clearly proves that CO2 in the air trap the heat and increase the 
temperature of the atmosphere leading to global warming. This result makes a clear concept of the greenhouse effect of CO2 which 
leads to global warming.

Some pictures of this project are attached below:
\

 e) Conclusions and Implications:
This project focused on the greenhouse effect of carbon dioxide and its role in global warming can lead to several important 
conclusions and implications:

Conclusions:  Increased Atmospheric CO2 Levels: The project would likely conclude that the concentration of carbon dioxide 
in the atmosphere has significantly increased due to human activities such as burning fossil fuels, deforestation, and industrial 
processes.

Enhanced Greenhouse Effect: It would demonstrate that increased CO2 levels enhance the greenhouse effect, trapping more 
heat in the Earth’s atmosphere and leading to a rise in global temperatures.

Temperature Rise: The project would provide evidence that global temperatures have been rising, correlating with the increase 
in CO2 levels.

Climate Change Indicators: It would identify various indicators of climate change, such as melting ice caps, rising sea levels, 
and more frequent extreme weather events.

Implications: Environmental Impact: The project would highlight the severe environmental impacts of global warming, 
including habitat loss, biodiversity decline, and changes in ecosystems.

Human Health: It would discuss the implications for human health, such as increased heat-related illnesses, respiratory problems 
due to poor air quality, and the spread of vector-borne diseases.

Economic Consequences: The project would explore the economic implications, including the cost of damage from extreme 
weather events, the impact on agriculture and food security, and the financial burden of mitigation and adaptation strategies.

Policy and Action: It would emphasize the need for urgent policy measures and actions to reduce CO2 emissions, such as 
transitioning to renewable energy sources, enhancing energy efficiency, and implementing carbon pricing mechanisms. 

SCIENCE & TECHNOLOGY
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SPORTS
SECTION

LIST OF ACHIEVEMENTS
S.L No. NAME OF THE 

STUDENT
CLASS 
& SEC NAME OF THE EVENT POSITION

1 Riyon Bhattacharjee 4 A "Inter School Chess 
Competition at DPS Barasat (U-9)" 2nd Position

2 Sarbasree Dutta 4 B

Inter School Chess Competition at DPS Barasat (U-13)

DPS National Chess Championship (Open) 2024

One Day Chess Tournament organised by Today Chess 
 Foundation

3rd Position

Participation

1st Position

3 Arushjit Kumar Kayal 5 A

14th Chess for Youth U-10 (BOYS)
 

international FIDE Chess Tournament (U-11 Category)

Beleghata Age Group Chess Tournament organised by Sara  
Bangla Sangstha

Inter School Chess Competition at DPS Barasat (U-13)

2nd Position

8th Position

5th Position

1st Position

4 Srinjay Roychowd-
hury 5 A

The DPS National Swimming Meet Boys (Open) 2024

Inter School Swimming Competition at Asian International 
School, Howrah

Participation

Participation

5 Sreyasi Nandi 5 B International Karate Championship ChallengesCup, 2024 (U-10 
Female Kata) 3rd Position

6 Bidipta Adhikari 5 B International Karate Championship ChallengesCup, 2024(U-10 
Female Kata)(U-10 Female Kumite) 3rd Position

7 Bidita Ghosh 6A

JKAWF India Karate Japan Competition Khion and Khumite

KAWF India Karate Japan Competition Kata (Young Hiangsodan)

JKAWF India Karate Japan Competition Gohan Khumite, 
Kata,Hiansodan, Taikyukishodan

2 Bronze

1 Silver

3 Gold

8 Anurag Chakraborty 7 A

The DPS National Swimming Meet Boys (Open) 2024

Inter School Swimming Competition at Asian International 
School, Howrah

Participants

9 Raheel Ghorai 7 A  2nd division cricket league organised by Cricket Association of 
Bengal

Man of the 
Match

10 Prakriti Swain 7 B Inter School Swimming Competition at Asian International 
School, Howrah Participants

11 Vyom Dev 7 B Inter School Swimming Competition at Asian International 
School, Howrah Participants

12 Shrinethee Ballav 7 B DPS National Chess Championship (Open) 2024 Participantsr

13 Pratishtha Mukherjee 8 B

the 31st Open International Shoto Cup 2023 in Kata 

"the 7th AIBSKA 
JSKA women All India Karate Championship (Kata)"

"the 7th AIBSKA 
JSKA women All India Karate Championship(fight (Kumite))"

"the 8th AIBSKA 
JSKA women All India Karate Championship (Kata)"

the 8th AIBSKA JSKA women All India Karate Championship 
fight (Kumite)

14th National Championship 2023 (kata)

14th National Championship 2023 fight(kumite)

AIBSKA-JSKA open karate championship(kata)

1st Position

1st Position

3rd Position

1st Position

3rd Position

1st Position

2nd Position

2nd Position

14 Sambwo Saha 9 A

The DPS National Swimming Meet Boys (Open) 2024

CAB- Official Cricket Tournament Under 15(2023)

CAB  (Under-15) Cricket Tournament

Participants

Runner-Up 
Semi Final

Highest Run 
Scorer

15 Suruchi Arya 9 A Inter School Chess Competition at DPS Barasat (U-19) 4th Position

16 Soumil Ghorai 9 A CAB- Official Under 15(2023) Cricket Tournament Runner-Up 
(Semi Final)

SPORTS SECTION
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Sasmit Ghosh, IV CDebaditya Mukherjee, IV A

Nishita Mitra, VIII A

Shiladitya Chatterjee, IX A

Soumalya Majumdar, V A

Sanskar Agarawal, III B

Samiha Mahabub, VIII B

Souradeep Acharya, IV B

Abhimanyu Saha, V C

Akshita Roy,  I B

Aarohi Sarkar, V B

Shritika Mondal, VB

Shayak Chakraborty,, VIII A

Soham Saha, VI A

Aarohi Sarkar,, V B

Aishika Das, IX  A

Soham Saha, VI A

Soham Saha, VI A

Debaditya Mukherjee, IV A

Aishika Das, IX  A

Soham Saha, VI A

Baibhabi Mallick, III B
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Barannya Sarkar, III B

Triyan Das, V A Prosiddha Majumdar, VI A Adrija jana,  II A

Soham Saha, Class, VI A

Barannya Sarkar, III B

Sharanya Paty, IX A Sharanya Paty, IX A

Stuti Banerjee, V A

Islam Ahemad, II A

Swastik Rudra, V A

ART & CULTURE

CLUB
ACTIVITIES

INTERACT CLUB ACTIVITIES
Interact Club provides students with the opportunity to apply their education in finding practical solutions to the problems faced by 
the individuals and the community at large. It aims at enhancing social consciousness of the youth with an objective of personality 
development through community service.

AIMS AND OBJECTIVES:
• To encourage and foster the advancement of international understanding, goodwill, and peace through a world fellowship of youth 
united in the ideal of service.

• Increasing social interactions, such as going out with friends and provides a sense of belonging and connectedness. 

ROLES AND RESPOSIBILITIES:
• To create awareness among the students about their responsibility towards community services.

CLUB ACTIVITIES
Date of Programme: 07.09.2024
Teachers showed two educational videos, (‘Anandam’- a free home for senior citizens near Ambattur, Chennai, and ‘NAPO’-it’s 
a short film that highlights how art reignites forgotten memories and bridges generational gaps with small interactions. We also 
performed one activity by role playing (Topic was- Cheer up a sick friend with a visit or phone call).

Old Age Home Visit: 04.10.2024

We visited the Shivanandalaya Old-age home as a part of an activity of the Interact club. It provided a splendid opportunity to 
engage with the members of the old-age home and grow close to the elder section of our society thus nurturing a sense of care and 
compassion for them.
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Date of Programme: 07.10.2024 Date of Programme: 29.10.2024

It was an overwhelming experience of sharing puja goodies for our support staff which were 
arranged and distributed by Interact club. It was an earnest pursuit to bring joy for our ever 
hardworking and helping hands. 

We  participated in report writing, infographs and pictographs on the topic of visiting old age home 
which we had visited on 4th October 2024.

CLUB ACTIVITY
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CULTURAL & LITERARY CLUB PROGRAMME
DPS Barasat’s Cultural & Literary Club conducted its very first and introductory programme on 7th September, 2024 in its own 
campus under the objectives of EK BHARAT SHRESHTH BHARAT of CBSE. None other example can take place of introduction 
of Bilingual to promote EK BHARAT. The club members introduced the children about the Literature of different languages and 
Cultural Heritage i.e. Dance, Music and Art & Craft of India.

Vision:

EK BHARAT SHRESHTH BHARAT proposed by the Central Board of Secondary Education (CBSE) to develop the linguistic 
capacity of the students. It will develop multi-linguistics skills in the students.

Following the path of CBSE, Delhi Public School Barasat has taken the initiative to develop the same amongst the students.

Aims and objectives:
1. Multi-Linguistic Skills: Through various activities in different languages develop the multi-linguistics skills amongst the children.

2. Cultural Exchange: Encourage students to learn about the different culture of India through various dance forms and different  
	 kinds of music with Indian Instruments.

3. Develop Vocabulary: Through, Extempore,Debates, Recitation,Essay Writing inculcate the varieties of vocabulary in them .

4. Community Engagement: Through pictorial presentation it will encourage to children to reach out to the different states.

5. Leadership Development: Provide opportunities for students to take on leadership roles  and develop event management skills through  
	 organizing different literary and cultural competition.

 6. Inter-School Connections: Facilitate collaboration and exchange programs among schools to promote national integration and unity.

With the Dance moves it inculcate the sense of different culture of the India, which also represent the heritage of India. They learn these moves 
under the guidance of Dance Teachers.

Art & Craft activity develop the sense of creativity and innovative about the culture. Children learn to make cover page of Magazine 
under the supervision of art teacher.

Extempore & Slogan Writing on different languages enables the confident speaker amongst the children and develop the 
bilingual importance in them. 

Without Music Cultural Club will be incomplete. Students learn the 
rhythm of songs with their music teachers.

Thus, students and teachers equally participated in the activity.The 
music,dance, and literature lightens up the mood and inculcate the sense 
of unity. 

CLUB ACTIVITY

TOURISM AND HERITAGE CLUB
Introduction
Delhi Public School, Barasat initiated The Tourism and Heritage Club on 7th September, 2024 to foster a deep appreciation for our 
rich cultural heritage and the wonders of travel. This club aims to create a vibrant platform for students to explore, learn, and celebrate 
the diverse tapestry of our past and the beauty of our world.

Vision
The Tourism and Heritage Club envisions a future where students are passionate global citizens, deeply connected to their roots and 
eager to explore the world with curiosity, respect and a sense of responsibility. We strive to create a vibrant community of young 
explorers who are not only knowledgeable about history and travel but also active participants in preserving and promoting our 
cultural heritage for generations to come. The Yuva Tourism Club is an initiative by the Central Board of Secondary Education 
(CBSE) to promote tourism awareness and education among the students. Following the path of CBSE, Delhi Public School, Barasat 
has taken the initiative to promote the same among the students. 

Aims and Objectives
l Promote Historical Awareness: To cultivate a strong understanding of local, national, and global history through interactive  
	 activities, historical tours, and research projects.

l	 Develop Cultural Sensitivity: To foster respect and appreciation for different cultures, traditions and heritage sites.

l	 Enhance Travel Skills: To equip students with essential travel planning, budgeting and safety knowledge.

l	 Encourage Responsible Tourism: To promote eco-friendly and sustainable travel practices that minimize environmental impact.

l	 Organize Educational Trips: To plan and execute exciting educational trips to historical sites, museums, and cultural centers.
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l	 Showcase Local Heritage: To organize events and exhibitions to showcase the unique cultural heritage of the local community.

l	 Develop Communication and Presentation Skills: To provide students with opportunities to research, write, and present their  
	 findings on historical and travel-related topics.

Club Activities
1. ‘The Last Tourist’: The Tourism and Heritage Club of DPS Barasat conducted its introductory programme  on 7th September,  
	 2024 with the screening of a documentary, ‘The Last Tourist’, which explores the  impact of tourism on local communities and  
	 the environment. The documentary had a lasting impact on the students' practices. They were able to understand the need to raise  
	 awareness about the conse quences of mass tourism. 

2.	 Heritage Tour to Lankabari: On 5th October , 2024, the Tourism and Heritage Club of  
	 Delhi Public School, Barasat embarked on a fascinating excursion to a traditional family h 
	 ouse known as ‘Lankabari’ to witness the preparations for their 400 years old Durga  Puja.  
	 They were guided through the various rooms and courtyards, learning about the history  
	 of the house and the family's lifestyle and were captivated by the intricate architecture,  
	 antique furnishings, and family heirlooms that adorned the house. A highlight of the visit  
	 was witnessing the preparations for Durga Puja. The students observed the artisans creating  
	 the idols of the goddess and  also learned about the cultural significance of the festival and  
	 the rituals associated with it. The visit provided the students with a unique opportunity to  
	 delve into the rich cultural heritage and traditions of the region.

3.	 Pictograph Making on Trip to ‘Lankabari’: The students were guided to write a report  on their experience of their tour to  
	 ‘Lankabari’. They were also asked to prepare  a pictorial and infographics, based on what they had researched and prepared a  
	 visually colourful chart. While writing the reports on their experience  encouraged a deeper analysis and critical thinking  
	 among the students, helping them to evaluate data and draw information, making the pictographs have helped them in preparing  
	 presentations or reports that are more engaging and interesting. Well-designed visuals have enhanced their overall presentation. 

4.	 On the Bolshevik Revolution: The Tourism and Heritage Club of Delhi Public  
	 School, Barasat hosted an engaging and informative club activity on 30th  
	 November 2024, on the Bolshevik Revolution, a seminal event in world history  
	 that shaped the course of modern politics and society. The activity aimed to  
	 educate students about this significant revolution and its impact on modern  
	 society and to foster a deeper understanding and appreciation of historical events  
	 and cultural heritage among students. The activity began with a documentary  
	 film screening that gave the students a comprehensive overview of the Bolshevik  
	 Revolution, its causes, and its consequences followed by an insightful lecture by  
	 a member teacher elaborating on the key aspects of the revolution. To cement  
	 their understanding, the students were then asked to write reports and prepare  
	 posters on this theme.

CLUB ACTIVITY
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KG I A KG II A

Nursery KG I B
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V VI B
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VIII A

VII B IX A
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KALEIDOSCOPE
KALEIDOSCOPE

Day

World Music Day

Vernacular Card Making 2024

Sports Day
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Sports Day

Sports Day
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KALEIDOSCOPE

Special Assembly

Scholar Badge & Investiture Ceremony

School Picnic
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Inter House Table Tennis Competition 2024

KALEIDOSCOPE
Inter House  

Karate Competition 2024

Inter House Swimming 
Competition 2024
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ACTIVITIES
Inter House Football Copmpetition 2024 Inter School Chess Tournament 2024

Grandpaents' Day

Children's Day
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Reflexes 2023

Reflexes 2023
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Durga Puja 

Celebration

Christmas
Celebration
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Art And Creativity

2nd Language Calender Making 2024

Special Assembly On Folk Art  
Celebration With 

Dance & 
Music 2024

English Debate Activity 2024
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English Hand 
Writing 

Competition 2024

Independence 
Day 2024

Fancy Dress

Ambedkar Jayanti 2024
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Eid Ul Fitr Assembly 2024

2nd Language Recitation Competition 2024

2nd Language Hand Writing Competition 2024
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HEALTH & 
WELLNESS

HEALTHY TIPS 
Personal health includes both mental and physical health and they are equally 
important. Mental health and physical health are interrelated and have an impact 
on each other. A healthy mind leads to a fit body and a healthy body ensures a 
stress-free mind. People with serious mental health conditions are more prone to 
suffering from chronic physical conditions, while people with chronic physical 
conditions tend to have poor mental health.

These are few useful tips to ensure good physical and 
mental health
l	Connectedness- Social connectedness also referred as social connection  
	 is the experience of feeling close and connected to our near and dear ones.  
	 It involves feeling loved, cared for and valued. It is the base of every inter  
	 personal relationship, for example spending quality time with parents or  
	 children. Having chats with friends etc.
l	 Less screen time- Spending less time with mobile frees up more  
	 time to do different activities and engage in healthy habits. Being involved  
	 with physical activities or doing things which improves your mental health  
	 can help someone ward off symptoms of stress, depression and anxiety.

We often miss out on the fun and beauty of life that is around us.
l	 Play Time – Playing under the sun in open natural space like grounds or meadows. This is a good exercise for the development of overall health. It  
	 helps in channelling energy. Regularly playing with friends and parents help a child to develop holistically. A child who plays regularly can manage | 
	 his emotions and learns to cope with challenging situations. Playing helps a child to develop confidence, resilience, teamwork and discipline for  
	 their future endeavours. It also teaches them sportsman spirit which in turn helps in building a strong and independent character.
l 	 Eating healthy food- Eating healthy and nutritious food protects us from various diseases, also ensures improvement in our immunity. Eating all  
	 kinds of foods which provide protein, vitamins and other essential minerals is the key to having a healthy body and a stress-free mind.
l 	 Engaging in mental activities – Strengthening brain by reading books to enhance and expand knowledge helps not only in reducing stress but  
	 also woverall mental health. Reading books helps to lower our heart rate and improve brain connectivity.

Some suggested books to manage stress
1)How to Be Yourself: Quiet Your Inner Critic and Rise Above Social Anxiety – Ellen Hendriksen

2)Buddha’s Brain: The Practical Neuroscience of Happiness, Love and Wisdom – Rick Hanson with Richard Mendius
l	 Spending time with nature – Having access to nature and spending time in Greenery can have a calming effect on your mind. It also induces peace  
	 in your mind and body. Many positive emotions are generated from Nature including calmness, creativity and it may facilitate concentration also.  
	 People become more positive and caring when they are connected to and around different forms of nature.
l 	 Adequate sleep – Having sound sleep is a must in the present day and age, where everyone is under tremendous pressure of always performing  
	 at their peak. May it be a child or an adult, they have to undergo a lot of difficulties in their day-to-day life. Being sleep deprived can lead to getting  
	 overworked and overburdened, which ultimately add ups to the causes of many mental health issues as well as physical health issues. Thus, getting  
	 an 8-hour sleep on daily basis is a must for us.
l	Music – Listening to or playing music is relaxing. Research has shown that listening to music can reduce anxiety, blood pressure and pain as well.  
	 It also improves sleep quality, mood, mental alertness and memory.
l 	 Dance – Dance is used in a special type of therapy, known as Dance Movement Therapy (DMT). It is helpful for improving self-esteem and also for  
	 people who struggle with body image issues. DMT can be used for emotion regulations, when in anxiety. It also helps strengthen muscles and  
	 bones, improve flexibility and coordination, build endurance, develop kinaesthetic memory and maintain cardiovascular health.
l	Exercise – Exercise is very important nowadays for both physical and mental health. While exercising body sends oxygen and nutrients to tissues  
	 and helps cardiovascular system work more efficiently. Exercise releases endorphin that makes us feel better also helps us to concentrate and feel  
	 mentally sharp for tasks.

l  Meditation – Meditation is a well-known practice to increase focus and learning concentration. It also reduces stress & anxiety, decreases self d 
	 oubt, enhances time management and overall discipline.
l 	 Mindfulness – Mindfulness means living in present. This is a new approach for a healthy lifestyle. There are times when we need to slow down the  
	 pace of our life by a few notches and take it easy. We need to focus on the present rather than dwelling in our past or think too much about the  
	 future. It can help in relieving stress, treat heart disease, lower blood pressure, reduce chronic pain and improve sleep.
l 	 Self-care – Engaging in a self-care routine has been clinically proven to reduce or eliminate anxiety and depression, reduce stress, improve  
	 concentration, minimize frustration and anger, increase happiness, improve energy and more.
l 	 Travel – Travel broadens horizons in both social and practical knowledge and helps in knowing own self. Taking a break from our daily busy, high  
	 paced yet mundane life, once in a while usually help us achieve more clarity in our thoughts and plans. Changing places allow us to create  
	 memories, gain new skills, learn about ourselves and overall improvement in physical and mental health.

(Saheli Roy & Sujana Chatterjee)

HEALTH & WELLNESS
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FUN &
ENTERTAINMENT

MATHEMATICAL PUZZLE 2024-25
CLASS PUZZEL

Q1 If A is substituted by 4, B by 3, C by 2, D by 4, E by 3, F by 2 and so on, then what will be 
total of the numerical values of the letters of the word SICK?

Q2 Arrange four nines(9) and a one(1) and only one mathematical symbol to make it equal 
to 100 ?

Q3 Q1.How many squares do you see?

Q4

A cuboid shaped wooden block has 6 cm length, 4 cm breadth and 1 cm height.
Two faces measuring 4 cm x 1 cm are coloured in black.
Two faces measuring 6 cm x 1 cm are coloured in red.
Two faces measuring 6 cm x 4 cm are coloured in green.
The block is divided into 6 equal cubes of side 1 cm (from 6 cm side), 4 equal cubes of 
side 1 cm(from 4 cm side).
How many cubes will have green colour on two sides and rest of the four sides having 
no colour ?

Q5 How many times can you subtract 10 from 100?

Q6
A number of cats got together and decided to kill between them 999919 rats. Every cat 
killed an equal number of rats. Each cat killed more rats than there were cats. How many 
rats do you think that each cat killed ?

Q7
Two Fathers and Two Sons Riddle
•Two fathers and two sons sat down to eat eggs for breakfast. They ate exactly three eggs, 
each person had an egg. The riddle is for you to explain how

Q8 Find the height of the table?
From the below figure, how tall is the table?

MATHEMATICS PUZZLE
1. Riddle: John noticed that the amount he was paying for his lunch was a rearrangement of the digits of the amount of money he had in his pocket  
	 and that the money he had left over was yet another rearrangement of the same three digits! How much money did John start with?

2. Riddle: Mrs Jones was very proud of her apple tree. One autumn, after harvesting her apples, she called her three Sons together. "Here are 150  
	 apples," she said. "I want you to take them to the market tomorrow and sell them for me." She gave Paul 15 apples, Nick 50 and Ben 85. "Your job,"  
	 added Mrs Jones "is to sell the apples in such a way that each of you brings home the same amount of money." How do they do it?

3. Riddle: I have a calculator that can display 10 digits. How many different 10-digit numbers can I type using just the 0-9 keys once each, and moving  
	 from one key press to the next using the knight's move in chess? (in chess, the knight moves in an L shape: one square up and two across, two  
	 squares down and one across, two squares up and one across, and other like combinations.)

4. Riddle: A small number of cards have been lost from a complete pack. If I deal among four people, three cards remain. If I deal among three people,  
	 two remain and if I deal among five people, two cards remain. How many cards are there?

5. Riddle: Three friends are on a road trip, and they rent a triple room for a night. When they get to the hotel, they pay the fee of $30 and go up to their  
	 room. The porter brings up their bags and refunds them $5 because the hotel is running a weeknight special. The three friends each keep one of  
	 the dollars and give the porter a $2 tip. Later, they sit down to work out their expenses for the weekend and find they have a problem.

6. Solve:

 

   

 
  

 

7. Solve:
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8. Solve: 10 Solve:

9. Solve:
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