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By:RuchikaSahoo   

                                                                                                        Std-VI A,Admn.No-67O3 

 

Maybe a breeze, maybe a storm 

maybe a gust, that blows along 

 

It will crackle the window, blow your hair 

But you'll feel nice, when it's there 

 

The wind plays as it likes, 

it'll help you fly your kites 

 

Whoosh! Whish! away it goes, 

the windmill turns and the light glows 

 

It fills us with a lot of pride, 

when our flag flies with its stride 



 

 

 

                                        Birdie says                                                                                         

 

 

 

 By-Namra Ahmed  

                                                                                       Std-IV-E,Admn.No-5112 

 

 

Chirping of birds 

Whispering of birds 

Birdie says- It’s the peep of the day 

 

Enjoy the morning sunshine 

It’s time for me to fly 

In the morning sky 

 

I don’t want to sleep little longer 

Or wait for my little wings to be stronger 

I want to fly in the morning sky! 

 

 



                                          Snow 

                                                                                  

 

 

By-Syed Arman Ali 

                                                                                Std-VII-E,Admn.No-898 

 

I was alone in my home, 

Sitting beside the window, 

Watching the beautiful trees, 

Getting covered up by the snow. 

 

The far mountains and the meadows, 

Filled with animals alone, 

They were going somewhere, 

The place’s name, I don’t know. 

 

But it must be beautiful, 



Why else would they want to go? 

From this place, 

Covered up in magnificent snow. 

 

The joy on a child’s face, 

When he sees the snow so white, 

The snowman he made, 

Turned this place into a better sight. 

 

The firehouse is lit up, 

In everyone’s homes, 

People are drinking coffee, 

Like kings in their domes, 

 

Watching the snow outside, 

Which is as soft as snow. 

 

 



                                         Friends  
 

 

                                                                     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 By-Amrita Mishra  

 

                                                                            Std- VIII-E ,Admn no. 1792 

 

 

 

We are like flowers,  

With blessings that shower,  

Like the droplets of rain,  

Those of love we gain.  

 

We are like petals, 

With heart not like metals,  

With the feeling of love , 

Ahead we move. 

 

This is our friendship, 

full of fun and gossip,  

this grows like a root,  

with a sense of brotherhood.   

 

 



 

                     The cocoon of Insanity 
 

                                                          

                                                        

 

 

 

 

 

 

  By- Shachipriya Pattanayak 

        

                                                             Std-X-E,Admn.No- 3963 

 

 

Drunk with poison of happiness,  

Choked with the hope of love 

 

Breathless without air of confidence  

Dying in the coffin of hopelessness.  

 

Strangled by the rope of responsibility,  

Stabbed by the fairness of longing,  

 

Drowning in the ocean of tears 

Living in the cocoon of insanity.  

 

 

 

 

 


