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Not abject but Angels 

By Dhriti Bhattacharjee 
Class VIII A  

Admin No 3798 
 

God has created innumerable divisions among humans, yet there is still the concept of humanity prevailing 

among all goods humans – a concept that binds all of us into a single unit. 

        When we hear of tribal people, most of us are disgusted. Most of us think that they are uncivilised, 

untouchables, unsophisticated and not ought to be talked with. Our belief is that we are superior to them. 

But, how many of us have considered the fact that they are the ones who live the closest to nature and 

therefore the closest to god? 

        Mostly we have seen that tribals are of ebony colour. But this doesn’t make them any different from 

us. Just because we have got comparatively fairer skins, we think we can dominate or insult them. We 

rationally discriminate and that’s how the majority of people are divided as WHITES and BLACKS. Only this 

is little dissimilarity that has created a mutual wall of misconception between us. They have a belief that 

we are fierce because we do wild acts like cutting trees and harming nature. 

        Now if this confusion strengthens between us, then the society is going to be in great trouble. Talking 

of tribals, my little brain tells me that the tribals are a brilliant lot of art, tradition, culture and great 

devotees of their respective OOMPA LOOMPA gods!! 

       Their technique of making beautiful bags and designing shawls is adopted by the richest of people. The 

world is changing its colour and habits every day. We become engrossed in our work more and more by 

every single passing day. But due to this stupid confusion between the tribals and the so-called “common 

people”, leaves the so-called “primitives” far behind. They don’t get to experience any of our alien 

revolution which always was and has been alien to them. 

         To be called a human in the modern society, it is our moral duty to enable, encourage and endow 

every single step of the tribals to help them pick up the pace with us. Life is nothing but a marathon for all. 

Keep running to live. If there’s no gentleness, love or care between us there is difference between us and 

cannibals. 

        So is it a tribal child or a modern child, everyone should get the privilege of education for a letter 

tomorrow. If a tribal is educated, He can be as bright or even of a high class classroom. 

The east thing I’d love to add is: 

I salute the tribal people, who are poor but not foolish, who are black but have eternal beauty, who are not 

any less than a white well educated man, who is not a loser but a soldier in his own battle of life. 
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The Sorcerer and The Prince 
                                                                                     

 

 
Ritika Rath  

Class-VII D,Adm No-2925  

                                                                                                       (Edited by Yamini Rajpal)  

 

King Keshav was anxious about the safety of his daughter. He was walking to and fro the floor, 

remembering the incident. 

Few days back a sorcerer named Magmus, had kidnapped her, while she was sleeping. Magmus had 

intended to marry princess Rosalina, (as she was called) but the later had refused so. So enraged was he, 

that he decided to capture and kill her. 

As king Keshav was roaming in dejection over losing her precious daughter, a young prince came in to the 

chamber. He was the famous Prince Ronald. He had heard of the unexpected kidnapping of the princess 

and had come, not to give solace but to vow, to bring her back. King Keshav was indeed happy to hear this. 

But a great problem arose, who knew the whereabouts of the sorcerer?  King Keshav ordered for the 

fortune teller of the court. When the fortune teller arrived, the question was put before him. With his sixth 

sense or maybe his common sense, he found the place where the sorcerer lived. He lived on the top of the 

great mountain, Mt. Bariki. 

 Ronald decided to proceed for his journey. He was yet to know the risk he was taking. Before he set out 

for his journey, King Keshav had told him the verse “Beware! The evil can only be killed if one kills his 

chariot” The prince didn’t know the meaning of it but still remembered it in case he needed it. As he 

reached the outskirts of the kingdom, he saw an elderly woman on the road. Approaching her he asked 

her, the way to Mt. Bariki. “Oh, Mt.Bariki! I have heard about it but before I tell you the way you must give 

me something in return,” said the old woman. The king had only his shield and his sword, which he at any 

cost could not have afforded to give. As he stood there thinking what to do, he glanced upon the ground 

and an idea flashed into his mind. He picked up some soil and said “You asked me for something. Here is 

the something.” The old woman was impressed by his presence of mind. She told him the way and as the 

prince proceeded further, he once turned back to thank her, but lo and behold, she had disappeared! 

As he went further he saw a little boy looking at a line of ants. He approached him and asked him the way 

to the mountain.”Oh Mt. Bariki! I have heard of it but before I tell you the way, you must tell me who Linda 

is, among these ants!” This question baffled the prince. He thought for some time and said “Hmm, Linda is 

this ant!” “How do you know?” the boy asked.”Well, how can you prove it’s not Linda?” the boy smiled and 

told him the way. Just as he turned about, the little boy too had disappeared! 
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As the night was approaching, he decided to spend the night in a cave. As he entered it, he saw a lion 

snoring away. Before he could run away from there, the lion was already awake, and had smelled his 

presence. But as he lived in the wild, he had never seen a man and the man too had never gone near it. He 

got scared seeing the prince but later gathered up courage and managed to say “Who are you?” The Prince 

was smart enough to know that the lion was a coward, so he, pretending to be angry said “I am God in this 

form. Leave this cave or I will kill you over here!” the lion at once ran in order to fend himself from ‘this 

god’! The rest of the night the prince peacefully slept in the cave. 

As the day began, he got up and resumed his journey. He finally reached the mountain. He with great 

difficulty managed to climb the steep mountain. As he walked a little further, he saw a castle. He reached 

the gate but there stood two hefty and strong watchmen. So, he decided to climb the castle with help of 

the wines that grew around it. He climbed it very carefully not wanting to be seen by the watchmen. As he 

climbed further up, he came upon a window and entered the castle through it.  

There he heard someone cry and another evil voice laughing shrilly. It was the sorcerer, of course who was 

laughing and poor princess Rosalina was crying. The sorcerer had sensed his presence and turned around 

and started his wicked laugh.”So Prince, you have come to save Rosalina huh? You may have outwitted the 

old lady and the little boy, whom I had sent but so not me! Come on, let’s see who is stronger! Fight with 

me!” As he said so, the castle changed into a battle field. The sorcerer was on a dragon and the prince, on 

foot! But talking about justice to a sorcerer was of no use, the prince knew so. As the sorcerer sat on his 

dragon and fought with the prince, the prince was finding it difficult to fight on foot.  In fact, he was able to 

save his life in the nick of time! As he ran to save his life, he remembered the verses of King Keshav 

“Beware! The evil can only be killed if one kills his chariot”. The evil was the sorcerer, of course and his 

chariot was the dragon. But how would the Prince defeat the dragon or kill it? Just as he was thinking all of 

it, the dragon came swooshing down and missed him by the breadth of a hair! Then did the prince get the 

chance of glancing at the dragon carefully. As he glanced at it, he realized it was a dragon made up of water 

and he had seen the heart of the dragon! Maybe it was all luck for him, as when the dragon swooshed 

down for the second time, the prince was all ready to attack him. So he did and the sword cut through the 

dragon’s heart and saw the sorcerer fall down too! So, after all, the Prince was victorious!  

After the terrifying battle he found him again in the castle and him, at once rushed to set the princess free.  

Then they headed for King Keshav’s Kingdom. As they reached there, the king was overjoyed to see his 

daughter and threw a great banquet to celebrate his daughter’s return. But with that it was also the  
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celebration of the marriage between the prince and the princess! Then as all the stories say, they lived 

happily ever after! 

 

Myriad Skies 

 Ms.Yamini Rajpal 

                                                                                                      Faculty of English 

I sat near my window looking at the vast sky, 

Beautifully speckled with crimson flakes, 

With azure delights on the rise.  

Dotted with snake birds and little black owls, 

Casting their shadows and flying about. 

Garishly red, brilliantly blue,  

God’s flamboyant sky, truly a view! 

Lost in my thoughts,  

I couldn’t help but muse over the hues. 

Glimpses and stares, 

Gazes and glances, 

Couldn’t satiate my need for the startling view. 

Just then, piercing through the clouds, 

God’s golden fingers finally reach out, 

Brightness strikes with hope renewed, 

My joy simply knew no bounds. 

Here again by my little window, 

I watch the myriad skies, 

With everlasting joy and life anew.  
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     A Period To Survive 

 

 
Manas Sahu  

Class-VIII B,   Adm No-928  

                                                                                                         (Edited by Yamini Rajpal)  

 

School hours are coming to an end 

I’m really excited,  

But to my misfortune 

This last period is yet to end 

The class begins, 

The teacher comes in, 

She begins reading, slowly enough, 

To drive me totally nuts. 

I try avoiding,  

I try napping, 

It seems that the period never ends, 

I feel tired. 

I wish this ordeal would end. 

Suddenly the clock chimes, 

I wish the teacher, 

Catch hold of my bag, 

Run to the bus as fast as I can. 

And half an hour later, 

I will be at home. 
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My Childhood 

 

Hardik Gupta  
Class-IX D,    

Adm No-1048  
                                                                                                        (Edited by Yamini Rajpal)  

 

My childhood was fun, 

Tough and exciting, 

My childhood was one, 

Where there wasn’t much fighting. 

 

My childhood was filled,  

With family and friends, 

My childhood was filled,  

With love that tied up loose ends. 

 

My childhood came, 

With a grandmother that cared, 

When she left me, 

I remembered all times we shared. 

 

My childhood was filled,  

With lots of happy holidays, 

And holidays that aren’t,  

Just the same nowadays. 

 

Now my childhood, 

Has become nothing but memories, 

But all good times, 

Will live on within me. 

 


