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With great pleasure, we unfurl ‘FLAIR ABLAZE’, E-Newsletter-Volume-1. This magazine 

marks our growth, unrolls our imagination and gives life to our thoughts and aspirations. It is 

an amalgamation of simple and   interesting  articles, poems and sketches contributed by the 

budding poets and artists of the Middle Section of ISN. It unleashes a wide spectrum of  

creative skills ranging from writing to editing. This is an outcome of the dedicated and sincere  

efforts from the editorial board comprising of: 
 

STUDENT EDITORS 

Ms. MARWA FAZAL (HEAD GIRL) 

Ms. HUDA IQBAL (SPORTS CAPTAIN GIRL) 

Mst. REHAN MALIK 

Mst. ABHIJITH 

 

LITERARY COORDINATORS 

Ms. SOORYA PRASAD 

Ms. MALAVIKA MANOJ 

 

HEAD OF THE DEPARTMENT 

Mrs. MIZUMA   LENIN 

 

TECHNICAL SUPPORT 

Mr. PRAMOD TIWARI 

 

EDITOR 

Mrs. HEMA MALINI MANOJ KUMAR 

 

SUB-EDITORS 

Mr. JINESH JOSEPH 

Mrs. SHIRLEY JUDE 

 

Our sincere thanks to our principal MR. JOHN DOMINIC GEORGE for his  

encouragement and guidance. 

        Let us all cherish the efforts and be inspired by the  talents of our students. 

PREFACE 
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The King Who Loved Fun’ 

 

Once upon a time, there lived a king named 
Julio in a faraway land. He was an able king, 
but at times, he was cruel too. He loved fun, so 
one day he summoned his minister and told him 
to inform   the people of his kingdom to bring a 
vegetable that he had never seen or eaten be-
fore. The rule was that if the king had eaten 
the vegetable before, then the person who 
brought it would have to eat it raw. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The next day, many people came to the king-
dom, bringing cucumbers, tomatoes, etc. As the 
king had eaten all of those before, the people 
had to eat those vegetables raw. 

The next day, another man came to the king 
and brought a pumpkin with him. The king ex-
claimed, “A pumpkin! Who hasn’t seen a pump-
kin?!”, and then the king ordered the man to 
eat the pumpkin raw. The man began to eat it 
and then  said,  

“Your Majesty, what you are doing is not right. 
All you do for fun is making your own people 
hate you”. The king understood that he was 
wrong and also realized that he was being fool-
ish. And hence from that moment he changed.
       

                  -W.G.K.T Dehemi Namika 

             VIII  ‘A’ 

 

 

SAILESWARAN 

VIII ‘A’ (2018-19) 
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WORLD KINDNESS DAY 

What is World Kindness Day? 

This is an annual celebration which 
takes place on 13th of November every 
year. The day is marked in many plac-
es drawing attention to the amazing 
work of organizations and individuals 
in local communities. 

 

How do people celebrate this day? 

Simple, by being kind and having lots 
of fun. One typical event is ‘Kindness 
Cards’. These are small cards which 
we handover to someone when we do 
a kind work for them. It contains a 
message in it, that it is now their turn 
to help someone else. 

 

Why to be kind? 

Few people would disagree with the 
idea that being kind is good for soul. It 
is a win-win situation, leading to a 
sense of well being for the receiver of 
this kind action or gesture, as well as 
for the person who does the action. 

 

SO, NOW ONWARDS LET’S BE KIND TO 
OTHERS, NOT ONLY ON THIS OCCA-
SION OF KINDNESS, BUT EVERYDAY. 

         -TANISHKA GOEL  
VII ’C’                                                                           

ZUNAIRA RAHMAN 

VII   ‘A’ 
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 MY FAVOURITE CAR 

 

The Mysterious Way 

Once upon a time, there were four friends, Emily, An-

na, Jackson, and Teddy. They were all best friends. 

They were also known to the people as the ‘Four   

Fingers’, because they were experts in discovering 

things. 

One day they planned to go on a trip, as it was the 

last working day of their school. After discussing with 

their parents, they decided to go on the 18th of Octo-

ber. The days passed and the proposed day quickly 

arrived. They all took big bags and packed their food 

items in them. Emily took her mobile phone thinking 

that it could come in handy in case of any emergency. 

They then set out for their picnic. As they were to-

gether, they had no fear. 

Their plan was to go to an aquarium, but they made 

sudden changes in their destination when they saw a 

peacock on the way, which was talking to a rabbit. 

The friends were so surprised, they began to follow 

the peacock and the rabbit. After sometime they 

were led into a big cave, where the peacock and the 

rabbit disappeared all of a sudden. The four children 

were trapped in the cave, all alone, and they had no 

other choice but to follow the light of Emily’s mobile 

phone. After a short walk, they reached a room 

which was filled with bones. They were too afraid 

and were forced to get out of that room. 

They then entered another room, but this one was 

filled with gold coins. The children began to fill their 

bags with gold coins. After they did so, they heard a 

strange voice coming from behind. They turned 

around and were surprised to see the peacock and 

the rabbit again. They peacock said, “My master 

wants to see you because you are all so brave”. 

“Come fast you fools”, added the rabbit. 

The children were not scared but were eager to see 

their master. The master was sitting in a big room. He 

was a huge monster. He had big ears, a thin and long 

nose, sharp teeth and a wide mouth. He also had 

many animal servants. The monster, without saying a 

word, threw the children into a waterfall. The chil-

dren however came out of it swimming. 

Seeing the brave children, the monster was im-

pressed. He threw them again, but this time all of 

them were out of the cave. They ran to their own 

homes and decided not to go for a picnic ever again, 

without any elders.      

  -B. Megha Harshini    

    VIII  ’B’ 

ARIF MOHD. ALI. S 

VIII-A 
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ARTISTS’ CORNER 

MEGHNA VENKAT 

  VIII- ’A’ 

 

WE ARE PROUD OF YOU….      

 ‘THE REAL HERO’ 

...ABHINANDAN... 

 

 

ALBERT EINSTEIN 

SREERANG. V.S 

VIII ‘B’ 

M. MITHUN MANOJ 

      VII ‘B’ 

ABRAHAM LINCOLN MEGHNA VENKAT 

        VIII ‘A’ 
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A Candle 

There is a candle that resides in 

your heart, 

This has credence filled in a cart, 

Which is still so endure, 

Then why aren’t you so sure?  

Then pierce your heart into 

shreds, 

Before the more old it gets. 

When you open your heart you 

will find, 

A burning candle right behind. 

-Qausain Shaikh 

THE GATE OF YOUR HEART SHOULD BE 
OPEN FOR ANYONE ANYTIME 

There is a place in our heart 

where anyone can derive 

But the thing is that 

you have to give place to him or her 

And the place should be of no ego, 

 No anger, no material desire, 

And no expectation from the world 

The place should be covered in the 

blanket of love and affection 

And the gate of your heart should be 

open for anyone anytime 

We know that we are not perfect but 

We can improve ourselves and be better  

If I tell truth the gate of our heart  

should be first open for ourselves and then 
for others 

Even if some people have cheated or have 
hurt you earlier 

leaving all the past behind 

You should keep the gate of your heart 

open for anyone anytime …… 

 

-Tanishka Gujarathi 

VIII C 

In the Way of Beauty 

Man searches beauty in the eyes, 

Because they aren’t wise. 

Or in the pretty gape, 

Or the mighty cape. 

They contemplate that beauty is prominence, 

Yet they do this  

Because they don’t have common sense. 

Or in the way of perspicacity, 

So if you aren’t one of them, 

Decipher from where beauty came. 

Beauty resides right in your heart, 

A pious mortal knows this from the start. 

 

-Qausain Shaikh 

VIII ‘C’ 
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 GRIEF 
I’m in my room alone; doors are shut, just think-
ing 

Every time I think of you, my heart starts sink-
ing. 

Thinking of you couldn’t exist, this feeling I can’t 
resist. 

My mind has learned to lose you, but my heart 
can’t afford to.The harder I cry, the harder it 
gets for my tears to dry. 

Heaven couldn’t wait for you, not going to lie. 

But now it doesn’t feel better without you 

After we said our very last goodbye. 

I feel desperate without you, don’t know why. 

I can’t be the same how I used to in the pres-
ence of you, 

I fall apart twice a day. 

I always told you if you were infected,  

Don’t suffer alone and just call me home. 

 

I can’t let myself let you go, I was never ready. 

I have cried a sea of bitter tears already. 

I’m in a state of mind, where I just want to re-
verse time. 

Like a flower you bloomed, but now you are 
gone. 

I wish I could still own your shoulder to cry on. 

My heart, soul, and every bone miss you every 
second of my breath. 

My heart is wounded with no medicine, which is 
strong enough to heal it. 

 

You left me with so much of grief. 

But since you are resting in heaven, I’m in a little 
relief. 

You closed the book without finishing the story. 

I grieved whenever I thought of you, it’s over-
whelming. 

 

 

I wish we could once again just restart every-
thing. 

Losing a loved one is such a tragedy, with no 
possible remedy. 

And all you’re left with are the good old memo-
ries. 

Eyes filled with tears like an ocean. 

Words filled with so many emotions. 

 

You are in my blood, head, and veins 

You are a sad song being played in my brain. 

Looking at these blank white walls, 

While roaming through these empty quiet halls, 

There is so much silence. 

All you needed was a savior 

Remember, I would have always been there. 

REST IN PARADISE 

(for your loved ones who ever had passed away) 

                                                                               
Mariam Amin 

VIII  ‘A’ 

 

                                                      

ASRA SHAIKH 

    VIII  ‘C’ 
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    HERE COMES SUMMER, WINTER, 

AND RAINY SEASONS 

Here comes sunny summer 

It is nice and long 

Makes me want to sing a 

song. 

Ice scoops make me cool 

And I also like the pool 

But by the end, I would leave the pool 

And go to  school! 

 

Here comes the shivery winter 

Some people don’t like it 

Some people think that 

it’s too cold 

I think they just like to 

complain 

Here comes the shivery 

winter! 

 

Here comes the rainy season 

Pitter- patter raindrops, 

falling from the sky. 

It falls on fields and trees 

And on the ships at sea. 

Here is my umbrella to 

keep me safe and dry! 

Here comes rainy season!                                                    

   

SIVANI C.T   

VIII  ‘B’ 

 

GOD AND YOU 

MRITHIKA MUTHUKUMAR 

                    VIII ’C’ 

 

 

                                                                                               

YOU SAY GOD SAYS 

I can’t figure it out 
 

I will direct your 
steps 

I am too tired 
 

I will give you rest 

It is impossible  
 

All things are 
 possible 

No one loves me 
 

I love you 

I can’t forgive my-
self 

 

I forgive you 

I am not smart 
enough 

 

I will give you  
wisdom.  

I am not able 
 

I am able. 

I can’t go on. 
 

My grace is 
 sufficient. 

I can’t do it. 
 

You can do all 
things. 

I am too poor. 
 

I will supply all 
your needs. 

I am scared. 
 

I haven’t given you 
fear. 

I feel alone. 
 

I will never leave 
you. 


