
 

We bring to you, the glimpses of a motley collection of activities that 
tested the mettle of our young talents this year. 



 

Devchand Bothra - 10B 

Lethargy is one of our most common enemies or, as we feel it, one of our 

best friends. How good, it would be to slumber all day without having to 

work to face any responsibilities! This would certainly be your thought. But 

could you deny proven evidence? Monitoring one’s body in different levels 

of inactivity presents a high retardation in physical and mental growth during 

laziness. 





  



  

An Angel in Flight 
 

It was a dark and stormy evening. Jade quietly left her slovenly quarters 

and made her way to the center of the city. To the In Maiori  Aula, or 

the The Great Hall, as the tourists called it. The clock struck twelve, 

and she knew that she would have to make the most of the two hours 

she had. As usual, she was exhausted, her bones aching, her hands worn 

with scrubbing dishes all day long and her eyes begging for sleep, but 

she refused to give in. She swiftly walked towards her destination, 

carrying only a satchel and a mackintosh, lest the clouds began crying. 
 

On reaching the grand building, Jade quickly took out her makeshift weapon, a flutter spoon from 

the kitchen. She entered through the back door, which was mostly kept open. She had memorized 

the entire map of the gigantic place and was ever so thankful for her parrot memory. Twisting and 

turning through the seemingly endless maze of corridors, her agile and lithe body was like a shadow 

dancing in the flames. At last, she reached her destination. The stage. Guarding the beautiful structure 

was an ornate door and two guards. A sudden smirk flicked across Jade’s usually grave face. It made 

her look like the fourteen year old she was, not the girl who had to work for endless hours, only to 

receive a few coins. As quick and quiet as an asp, she ran towards the pillar closest to the doors. 

Taking out the flutter spoon, she whacked the first guard on his head. He fell down like a stone. Just 

as the second guard looked her way, she slipped on his other side, thus knocking him out cold. 

Walking into the best, most beautiful part of the In Maiori Aula never got less surprising or 

fascinating. She shut down the door and took in the allure of the hall. The floorboards were made of 

oak wood, the backdrop was all red and gold. She took out her blue green dancing shoes, her 

mother’s shoes, the same colour as that of her eyes. She walked onto the stage, and stretched her 

arms.  
 

And then she danced. Oh, the sheer beauty and grace of her fluid movements, the confidence in her 

heart. She leaped across the stage, an angel in disguise. One could almost see her wings and a glow 

around her. Little did she know that she was being watched, by the nine year old daughter of the 

manager herself. Judith, her name was. She ran towards her mother, claiming that she had seen 

an angelus ,an angel, flitting across the stage. Her mother woke up, and told her daughter to go to 

bed and stop spewing 

Nonsense .Judith, being the persistent girl she was, told her mother about what she saw in a torrent 

of Latin. Her mother walked with her, or rather behind her, as Judith could do anything but walk.  
 

And there on the stage was the angelus as Judith had so precisely said. Her mother was awestruck 

with the divine poise the 14 year old had ,even as she ended her dance with a bow, Judith’s mother 

walked up to her.  “Who, pray , are you?” ,she asked ,curiously. “Jade Fox”, she replied ,her voice 

trembling and anxious now. “I am terribly sorry, I would have not come here had it not been for the 

fact that I do love to dance. I-” The manager interrupted “But, dear child, it was something beautiful 

you did there. If you wish, we can recruit you, you can even do a solo in today’s Abores Autumnales 

Euismode, the Autumn Performance!” To this, Jade agreed, a smile lighting up her face. 
 

And this is how I came to see her performance. Her dark hair had been put back 

in a tight coil and a few strands framed her face. Her grey eyes were iridescent as 

she took her final bow and the crowd went insane. People cheered for this girl 

and gave her a standing ovation. And I? I went to her after the show and asked 

for her story. That’s how this tale got here. 

 

Shreya Basu-8A 

 



 
The Balloon 

 
I’m a balloon  
Who isn’t afraid to let go. 
I fly high towards the sun 
challenging its glow.  

I’m that balloon 
which cannot be bound by ropes.  
I’m not afraid to burst  
when I fly towards my hopes.  

Amongst the clouds, facing the sun 
looking down towards the earth, I curse 
still flying towards my fantasy  
where I can compose a parallel universe. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Sia Lad - 8 B 

Ghostly Night 

 

I looked at the clock 

Oh No! It was 12 O’clock 

Then I went to bed early 

But again woke up at 12: 30 

AAAAARGH!! 

What I saw gave me a fright 

That I put my hand back and tore my kite. 

I called my mother from her room 

And… 

… BOOM, BOOM, BOOM!! 

She hit the Ghost 

It flew up and froze. 

 

 

  

 

 

 

Zaara Abedin  - 3 B 



Lost in the Wilderness 

Just to the right of the path I could see a branch sway with the strong current of the river 
in the background. 
 

We were in the Tropical Evergreen forests. We had come here for trekking but now 
because of the heavy downpour, the river was carrying an insignificant flow and all we 
needed to do was to escape from here. 
 
Sarah checked whether her satellite phone received any signal, but it didn't. Jack checked 

whether his 
magnetic compass 
was working but 
because of the 
presence of many 
magnetic rocks 
around us, the 
compass was of no 
use. Billy had a map 
but it was difficult to 
locate where we 
exactly were. The 
clouds were 
becoming of a 
darker and darker 
hue which was a 
bad omen. We didn't 

lose courage but held on wandering about in the jungle. The soil was becoming soft with 
our legs plunging deep into it. We decided to follow the path near the river, as a river 
would surely lead us to a tribal encampment. The flashing and deafening echoing around 
scared Sarah but bound by the circumstances we couldn't stop. We didn't even posses 
sufficient food with us. Our feet made way through the porous soil as fast as possible. 
Sweat crept down our faces to see the dead end. The stream gushed into a mighty 
waterfall fall pouring down quite harshly. With the ropes, knives and logs we made the 
rafting jiffy so as to enable us to cross the river. The raft rowed out into the streaming 
water plunging into waterfall. We gripped each other’s hands and clung onto the raft, 
mentally all of us tried to use the strength of prayers to mitigate the fury of water. 
Suspended in the air, only our throat worked. As we neared, we jumped out of the raft 
soon enough to hear the shattering on a bone - breaking stone and not of our bones. After 
a few metres of struggle of a non - swimmer surpassing the waterfall the river was quite 
contrary. It was calm; we swam with ease in the quiet river. 
 
We saw a man not very tall, but stout with a smear of ash on his 
forehead. We placed the catch-up with the man. Intrigued by his inability 
to comprehend our speech, we shifted onto hand signs. Initially it was 
difficult; but ultimately the man gave us what we wanted, the nearest 
station. We were almost running ignoring the injuries and blood smear 
on our knees due to fumbling. But ultimately we caught the last train and 
still commemorate the whole adventure that we 
experienced.                                    Harshil Lodaria-10 A 



The myriad hues of life at Vissanji Academy – The House Boards 

The theme for the house boards was  Empathy and My Country- India. The 

students of the respective houses devoted their time and energy to adorn their 

house boards. Creativity and commitment were at their best as each one strived 

to make their house proud. The vibrant and colourful boards were a feast to 

everyone’s eyes, a manifestation of their competitive spirit and oneness at the 

same time. 

 

  



 

  



My Teachers 
The word teacher takes me back in time,  
When I started my first day at school,  
Where I wished to shine. 
 
I tightly held my mother’s hand, 
I was afraid to let her go. 
But some other lady, held my other hand, 
My fears flew away, as there was someone 
to understand. 
 
She wiped my tears and took me to class, 
This is where my learning starts. 
I understand that a teacher is the second 
mother I had 
For which I am glad. 
 
I am happy that I learnt under their guidance. 
They taught me all, all they had. 
All manners, and values I have, are because of them 
In my growing up years, they were like my solid stem. 
 
My teachers are my guides, 
From them my strength I derive. 
They’ll live in my heart forever 
They give me teachings to face world over and over 
My teachers are my most precious treasure.  
 

Pashmira Kapadia - 3 B 
 

The Sun 
  

It’s morning! It’s morning!   

The huge ball in space is shining. 

Everyone wakes up to their daily start 

A few pray, jog, exercise best to their path! 

Oh Sun! you are a big ball of fire! 

Without you life on Earth will not appear. 

Earth will chill without you, 

So with tender heart I welcome you. 

  

 

Sriya A Desai - 4 A 



असली विजयता  
 

मुझे मेरा लक्ष्य मेरे सामने दिख रहा था , 

मेरे जीवन की दकताब वह दलख रहा था।  

साल ों का  पररश्रम क्या रोंग लाएगी।  
 

आज ज  मैं जीत गयी , 

समझ ों सारी भारतीय नारी जीत गयी।  

यह सारे ख्याल मेरे मन में आये थे।, 

जब ल ग मेरी जयजयकार तन के गाए थे।  
 

परनु्त अब ज  मैं प्रथम आयी , 

भारत में खुदिय ों की लहर छायी।  

मुझे इतना दवश्वास ह  गया , 

दक नाररय ों के दलए हैं यह इदतहास का पन्ना नया।  
 

पुरस्कार मेरे हाथ में िेखकर ,उनकी आँख ों में 

आस ों आये , 

उनके चाँि से मुखड़े पर उल्लास के मेघ छाये।  

झटपट भागकर गले से मुझे वे लगाए।, 

मेरी पीठ पर दतरोंगा वे ही सजाए।  
 

वे मेरे माई -बाप त  नही ों,पर उनसे बढ़कर हैं, 

मेरी गलती ह ने पर मुझपे न चढ़कर वे िाोंत रहे।  

वे ही असली दवजयता हैं ,गुरु हैं मेरे दिक्षक हैं , 

और उनके चरण ों में पुरस्कार अदपित करती हुई 

उनकी दभक्षक हँ मैं।  
 

 

ख़ुशी वित्तल १० C  

(अंतरशालेय तृतीय  

पुरस्कार विजेता ) 
 

  रेलगाड़ी का सफर 
इस दचत्र में बहुत अच्छा नज़ारा दिखाई िे रहा हैं। एक सुन्दर सा 

झरना बह रहा है !बहुत सारे हरे-भरे पेड़ दिखाई िे रहे हैं। यह 

त  एक अलग ही िुदनया है ज  िहरी जीवन से बहुत अलग है. 

ऐसी जगह ल ग  क  आकदषित करता है। एक रेलगाड़ी पुल पर 

जा रही हैं।  

इस दचत्र से मुझे एक घटना याि आती है ।   मेरा पररवार और मैं 

छुदिय ों के दलए रेलगाड़ी से महाबलेश्वर जा रहे थे ।हम बहुत उत्सादहत थे । दिर,हम जब पहाड़  बीच से गुज़र रहे थे तभी 

हमें एक झरना दिखाई दिया । हम त  उसे िेखकर हैरान ह  गए थे। हमने  कैमरे की सहायता से बहुत सारे दचत्र दनकाले । 

एकाएक  ज़ र से बाररि दगरने लगी । कप्तान ने अचानक रेलगाड़ी क  र क दिया। हम बहुत घबरा गए और स चा दक कही 

आग लग गई।  हम अपने  छाते लेकर बाहर पुल पर इधर- उधर भाग रहे थे । सभी ल ग हमारी तरह डर गए थे । दिर,जब 

हमें असली कारण पता चल गया,त  हम आश्चयिचदकत ह  गए । 

एक बचे्च ने िेख दलया था दक वह पुल वषाि के कारण ट ट गया था और हमारी रेलगाड़ी वही दििा में आ रही थी। त  वह 

बचे्च ने लाल कपड़ा लेकर  हमारे कप्तान क  कैसे त  रुकाया । हम सब ल ग ों ने 

उसे हमारी जान बचाने के दलए 'धन्यवाि ' ब ला । हम सब उसके आभारी 

थे । 

िेख , इस छ टे से बचे्च ने दकतने सारे ल ग ों की जान बचा ली है। उसे दकसी 

ने ज़बरिस्ती से नही ों करवाया बल्कि उसने अपने मन से वह दकया । इसे 

कहते है 'असली कुलीनता ' । इससे यह भी पता चलता है दक इस िुदनया में 

अच्छाई अभी बाकी है ।यह िेखकर मुझे एक लेखक की पोंल्कि याि आ रही 

है :- ‘यदि हम कुछ अच्छा िे, त  वही अच्छाई हमें क ई और रूप से वापस 

आती है ।’      

अिेया करंजगाओकंर ६C 

(अंतरशालेय प्रथि पुरस्कार विजेता)            



The School Science Club which 

caters to the young inquisitive 

minds, functions as a body that 

bridges the gap between the text 

book and the laboratory. The club 

meets every Friday, and conducts 

different activities that foster a 

scientific attitude and develop 

genuine interest in science among 

the students. On 18th September, 

2018, the Club had organised an educational visit to Swapnashay Mitra mandal, 

Versova. The visit was an eye opener for the students in many ways. 

A Sojourn to Swapnashay Mitra Mandal 

Where life goes back to the nature 

“Each one of us can make a difference, but together we can make a 

change.” Yes, Swapnashay Mitra Mandal has touched this aspect in true sense. 

We, the members of Science club 

were looking forward to this 

event at Versova. We left at about 

2:15 pm on 18th of 

September,2018   with our ID 

cards, journals and water bottles 

accompanied by Ms Sindhu, Ms 

Jyoti and Ms Jasmine. Our 

destination, Swapnashay Mitra 

Mandal was a two minute walk 

from Versova metro station. 

Then we entered the large neat hall where the air-conditioners worked using bio-

gas. 

There we saw the model of a cow 

which was made with eco-

friendly products which also 

depicted that ingesting plastic 

lead to the death of that cow. 

Next, there were two sections 

showing fresh water and 

contaminated water 

respectively. It showed that 

clear water from mountains 



emptied into lakes and oceans but when it reaches human 

settlement, water gets dirty and polluted. Kitchen waste 

decomposer was also shown where there were two different 

areas for plastic and glass. That was recycled and used to 

produce useful manure. The idol of Lord Ganesha who is the 

mentor, saviour, protector and obstacle remover, was made 

up of paper which is purely biodegradable. There were also 

scriptures of Warli painting around the idol which depicted 

how the tribes protected the nature. Even we should unite 

together for such a peaceful world. 

Lastly, we were shown rain water harvesting and 

sewage treatment plant. It is a great practice and should be 

continued in the Ideal Model town. There are four processes 

under which the water goes through namely collection tank, Bio Aerator, Primary 

settling tank and Secondary settling 

tank. Finally, we get the filtered water 

which can be used in various purposes. 

Thus Swapnashay Ganesh Mandal 

succeeded in throwing light on both the 

sides of the situation – the destruction of 

earth and its resources by the overuse of 

plastic being the problem and the ways to 

encounter the same using bio-gas, 

composting, vermiculture, terrarium and 

so on….  

After finishing, we went to a room where we were served some snacks. There 

were also two media interactions. One of them clicked some pictures and asked us 

about what we learned from the Mandal. With heavy hearts, we had to leave, but 

we were also contented believing that we learnt much. We learnt that Mother 

Nature provides us with ample amenities which we have polluted and destroyed. 

The mandal shows us how to restore our lost things by recycling and other eco-

friendly methods. In this way, the 

Swapnashay Mitra Mandal showed us 

both the sides of the coin.  

 

 

 

  
Jayani Parikh - 7 A 

 



A Midnight Rendezvous 
Once on a cold winter night in December I was getting ready to get 

inside my bed. I finished my homework early and was waiting to get 

inside my cosy blanket. It was the coldest day of December when I 

peeped out of the window I could hardly see anything, and the 

shadow of the trees looked like scary monsters. The night was cold. 

As I laid on my bed I started feeling very sleepy. Suddenly I heard 

some mysterious sound. As I looked below the bed I saw a strange 

creature which looked like an animal with two legs it had four sharp 

teeth and big sharp nails. I was shocked. 

I wanted to scream but the creature pleaded with his eyes which stopped me from calling for 

help. I decided to help him and started communicating with him and then an idea struck my 

mind. I love science and technology so, I decided to make a machine which would translate his 

language. When my machine was ready it was easy for me to communicate with the creature. 

Then I came to know that the creature was from outer space. I tried to 

communicate with his group and fortunately my idea worked, and his group 

came to take him back to their planet which was far far away from Earth. At 

the end I felt very happy as I was able to overcome my fear and help someone 

 
    

Saanvi Singh – 6 C  

Bidding Adieu 
On 29th June, 2018, we bid farewell to our Vice-Principal Ma’am Minakshi 

Datta who worked in our esteemed organization for many years. 

Ms. Minakshi was very supportive, encouraging, compassionate and 

imparted us the same qualities of motivation, inspiration and support. 

She was not only our Vice Principal but a very supportive guide and friend 

in true sense, who helped in all our needs not only academically but also 

emotionally, being a mother figure, and working with her was a great 

pleasure.  We are indeed grateful to her. 

We, the staff of Primary Section, have learnt a lot working with her, especially the virtues of 

compassion, tolerance and patience, which have helped us to deal with our little ones.  The 

children too were eagerly waiting outside her cabin either to sort a small quarrel or to collect 

the games during the lunch break. 

The backbone of a good school is not made from fancy classrooms and landscaped grounds.  

It is made from the management imparted by a person like Minakshi Ma’am. 

There is no such thing as goodbyes and farewells when it comes to a unique person like 

Minakshi Madam.  Your company and advice  will forever stay with us. 

Lastly, we would like to quote the great author William Shakespeare, “The world is a stage, 

all men and women are actors.  Some enter while some exist.” 

You will be away from us, but your memories will never be.  Good bye. 

The Teachers of Junior School 


