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Class 5

English 1035  Krishal

Nepali 1047  Sabhal

Mathematics 1061  Suraj

Science 1047  Sabhal

Social Studies 1038  Mukunda

Art 1027  Apurba

Dance 1035  Krishal

Music 1076  Kumar

Class 6

English 9020  Pratistha

Nepali 9101  Riwaj

Mathematics 9072  Samip

Science 9020  Pratistha

Social Studies 9020  Pratistha

Moral Edu. 9101  Riwaj

Health & Phys. Edu 9072  Samip

Art 9006  Ashmita & 9099  Anjal

Dance 9072  Samip

Music 9072  Samip

Class 7

English 8011  Avash

Nepali 8103  Nirmal

Mathematics 8011  Avash

Science 8082  Samikshya

Social Studies 8062  Namuna

Moral Edu. 8103  Nirmal

Env. & Pop. 8082  Samikshya

Health & Phys. Edu 8011  Avash

Pre-Vocational 8007  Ankit & 8054  Aditi

Art 8099  Sushant

Dance 8105  Santosh

Music 8003  Aalok & 8047  Spandan

Class 8

English 7131  Chandani

Nepali 7069  Chandra

Mathematics 7089  Sakti & 7037  Akritti S

Science 7037  Akriti S & 7120  Sujan

Social Studies 7004  Tikaram

Moral Edu. 7120  Sujan

Env. & Pop. 7024  Komal

Health & Phys. Edu 7120  Sujan

Pre-Vocational 7033  Sushmita

7009  Parikshit

Computer Science 7120  Sujan, 7084  Prashant,

7079  Nikhil, 7035  Aakriti A &

7075  Kaushal

Opt. Maths 7120  Sujan, 7010  Premraj,

7068  Bishwas, 7131  Chandani,

7037  Akriti S, 7009  Parikshit &

7075  Kaushal

Class 9

English 6139  Diamond

Nepali 6012  Sabin

Mathematics 6011  Dipin

Science 6118  Pujan

Social Studies 6139  Diamond

EPH 6122  Bikash

Account 6012  Sabin

Computer Science 6135  Saurav

Opt. Maths 6139  Diamond

Class 10

English 5053  Swastika

Nepali 5061  Anurag

Comp. Maths 5061  Anurag, 5018  Abhishek,

5007  Utsab, 5001  Yobin,

5031  Prabha & 5077  Prasanna

Science 5140  Ishan

Social Studies 5001  Yobin

EPH 5032  Shruti & 5049  Rojina

Opt. Maths 5031  Prabha, 5026  Prashanta,

5134  Palistha, 5056  Aayam,

5046  Oshin, 5077  Prasanna,

5001  Yobin & 5061  Anurag

Geography 5088  Nima

Computer Science 5031  Prabha, 5026  Prashanta,

5077  Prasanna, 5036  Arushi &

5127  Shashank

Accounts 5018  Abhisek

Overall Best Results 2012/2013

Class 5 1047  Shabhal

Class 6 9072  Samip

Class 7 8082  Samikshya

Class 8 7120  Sujan

Class 9 6139  Diamond

Best Achievers in Board Examination 2012/13

Cambridge International A-levels

First 3139 Ashik

First among girls 3050 Selina

10+2 Higher Secondary Education Board

First 3169 Roshan

First among girls 3171  Aditi

SLC – 2070

First 5061 Anurag

First among girls 5036 Arushi

Subjects Prize Winners 2012/2013
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2004 Binita Asia Pacific University, Japan

2005 Sabril Apex College, Nepal

2008 Bibek Universal Coll. of Medical Sci., Nepal

2013 Saroj IOE, Pvt. Engineering College, Nepal

2016 Anup T U , Nepal

2018 Anusha Namuna Coll. of Fashion Tech., Nepal

2022 Monalisha   Texas International College, Nepal

2025 Swikriti College in Biratnagar

2027 Bidit UC Berkeley, USA. 

2031 Adity Amity University, India

2032 Jenusha Asia Pacific University, Japan

2035 Somania Univ. of Western Sydney, Australia

2037 Trisha MAII Stratford University, India

2038 Aashu Bates College, USA

2042 Neha NIT India

2043 Saindhavi Alliance University, India

2051 Swaita Alliance University, India

2052 Rajina Little Angels’ Nepal

2053 Noori KCM, Nepal

2054 Yogendra Pokhara University, Nepal

2056 Ashish Alliance University, India

2059 Alabya Islington College, Nepal

2062 Abheeshu Management in KU, Nepal

2065 Ashutosh Earlham College, USA

2067 Suraj College in India

2068 Abish Islington College, Nepal

2069 Sushant Law School in Nepal

2071 Anuj MBBS at KMC, Nepal

2072 Ayush Alpha Aviation Academy, UAE

2073 Akshunna MBBS at KMC, Nepal

2077 Roshan Howard University, USA

2079 Victor St. Xavier’s College, Nepal

2080 Ashish MBBS at KMC, Nepal

2081 Abik Management in KU, Nepal

2084 Ankur Management in KU, Nepal

2085 Roshan University in Australia

2086 Ashim NIT India

2088 Sarthak Colby Sawyer College, USA

2089 Rahul Delhi University, India

2090 Saujan Management in KU, Nepal

2093 Shashreek Colby Sawyer College, USA

2094 Samrat KEC Engineering, Nepal

2096 Suhel Sharada University, India

2097 Anurodh Asia Pacific University, Japan

2101 Prajwal Howard University, USA

2102 Kshitiz MBBS at KMC, Nepal

2103 Abhinav WPI College, USA

2104 Bibek Victoria University, Australia

2105    Saimoon Earlham College, USA

2106    Aashish MIT, USA

2107    Ashu IOE, Pulchok Engineering Coll., Nepal

2108    Kalyan IOE, Pulchok Engineering Coll., Nepal

2109    Kalyan R Trinity College, USA (2014)

2110    Kelbin CA at TOPPER’s institute, India

2111    Nischal Howard University, USA

2112    Prabhat NIT India

2114    Uren K U School of Mechanical Eng, Nepal

2115    Alina Christ University, India

2116    Shreeya KU School of Management, Nepal

2119    Nancy Adva. Coll. of Eng. and Mgmt., Nepal

2120    Subekshya Trinity College, USA

2121    Vijaya IOE, Pulchok Engineering Coll., Nepal

2122    Stuti Mount Holyoke College, USA

2123    Sushav Indian Embassy Scholarship, India

2124    Abhaya Amity University, India

2126    Nikesh Amity University, India

2127    Bibek Islington College, Nepal

2128    Riya KCM, Nepal

2129    Akansha M. S. Ramaiah Inst. of Tech., India

213     Vaibhav MBBS, Nepal Medical College, Nepal

2133    Reshal Punjab Medical.Coll.,Pakistan

2136    Aastha Chitwan Medical College, Nepal

2137    Saroj Universal Coll.of Medical Sci., Nepal

2143    Sandhya Nepal Army Insti. of Health Science

2144    Shruti Coll.of Medical Sci, Bharatpur, Nepal

2145    Sumina Kathmandu University, Nepal

2146    Bibhuti Kathmandu Medical College, Nepal

2147    Suprita MBBS, Nepal Medical College, Nepal

2149    Surabhi Mount Holyoke College, USA (2014)

2151    Sushmita Coll. of Medical Science, Bharatpur

2153    Dhwoni Nepal Medical College, Nepal

2155    Suraj MBBS at K. U.(KUSMS), Nepal

2159    Brajesh Truman State University, USA

2161    Prakash Sagarmatha Engineering Coll., Nepal

2163    Prabriti Kathmandu University, Nepal

University Placements of Class of - 2012

Roll Name College/University Roll Name College/University

WWWWWe we we we we would likould likould likould likould like te te te te to wish “Best Of Lo wish “Best Of Lo wish “Best Of Lo wish “Best Of Lo wish “Best Of Luck” fuck” fuck” fuck” fuck” fororororor

their future endeatheir future endeatheir future endeatheir future endeatheir future endeavvvvvourourourouroursssss
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BNKS HAPPENINGS

New appointments
Mr. K.B.Khulal has been appointed the new

Principal of the school. He has officially started his
responsibilities from 1st of Baisakh, 2070.
Congratulations Mr. K.Khulal!!

Mr. A.K.C has been appointed as the Vice-
Principal (Higher Secondary Level) of
Budhanilkantha School. Congratulations and good
luck Mr.A.K.C.

Mrs. Dolma has been appointed as the Vice-Principal
(Lower Secondary Level) of Budhanilkantha School.
Congratulations and good luck Mrs.C.Dolma.

Mr. B.R.Maharjan and Mr. C.Sharma have been
appointed as the Guidance Counselor of
Budhanilkantha School. Congratulations and best
of luck for your endeavours.

This year we saw two changes in the appointment
in the positions of Head of Department in
Budhanilkantha School – Mr. M.Amgain – Head of
IT Department and Mr. M.Karki – Head of PE
department. Congratulations and best of luck to
both newly appointed HOD’S.

Mr. N.P.Paneru has been appointed as Head of
House of Annapurna House. Best of Luck and
congratulations to Mr. N.P.Paneru.

There have been a couple of new appointments
in the post of A. Head of House – Mr.R.Katel in
Dhaulagiri House, Mr.  S.Thapa in Byashrishi House
and Mr. R.Bhattarai in Annapurna House.
Congratulations and best of Luck to all newly
appointed Assistant Head of House. Similarly, some
transfers have been made in the Assistant Head of
House – Mr. B.Panthi has been transferred as A.
Head of House from Byashrishi House to Ratnachuli
House and Mr. T.R.Dhakal has been transferred as
A. Head of House from Dhaulagiri house to
Gaurishankhar house.

Farewell
On behalf of Budhanilkantha School family, we

would like to bid farewell to Mr. S.Pokhrel – English
teacher, Mrs. P.S.Basnet – Biology teacher, Mr.
B.Sharma- EPH teacher, Mr. B.Pokhrel and
Mr.R.Shrestha . The word farewell contains the
essence of the kind teachers you were to us.

Also, we would like to bid farewell to Mr. D.
Bhattu – Chemistry Lab Technician. All the best for
your days ahead.

Welcome
Budhanilkantha School welcomes Mr. R.

Bhattrai and Mr. T. Ghimire in Physics Department,
Mr. M Adhikari in Chemistry Department, Mr.
B.Lamsal in Nepali Department, Mr. S Acharya in
English Department, Mr. P.D. Rai in Biology
Department, Mrs. N Paudel and Mr. R.K.
Chaudhary in Social Science Department, Mr. K
Gurung in Integrated Science Department, Mr. A.

Lamichhane as Lab Technician and Mr. C. Mishra
as a volunteer teacher. We hope that your stay in
the school will be fruitful.

Wedding bells!!
Mrs. M. Gurung has happily tied her nuptial

knots this year. All the best wishes for your happy
conjugal life, Ma’am.

Happy Moments
Congratulations to Mr. S.B. Kunwar, Mr. D.P.

Kayastha, and Mr B.Sharma  for being blessed with
second baby boys.

Similarly, Congratulations to Mr. M. Acharya,
Mr. P. N. Chaudhary and Mr. S. Lamsal for being
gifted with baby girls this year. We wish them all
the luck for the children’s good upbringing.

Heartfelt Condolence
The BNKS family would like to express our deep

condolence for the demise of Mr. R. B. Tamot –
Former vice Principal of Budhanilkantha School, Br.
General. K.B. Gartaula –Former Bursar of
Budhanilkantha School and General. Pratap Malla
–Former Teacher of Budhanilkantha School. May
their souls rest in peace in heaven.

SMC member’s retirement
On behalf of Budhanilkantha school family, we

would like to like to thank Mr. Sadhuram Pandit
and Mrs. Saru Joshi Shrestha for their long servece
in the SMC.

New construction
This year new constructions have taken place inside
the premises of Budhanilkantha School.

New classrooms are under construction behind
the temple area. We hope the construction of the
building with 8 classrooms will be completed soon.

The construction of new lavatory of Upper –
Senior Boys Houses- Gaurishankar and Byashrishi
has been completed. Congratulations boys!!

Achievements
Mr. B.K. Malik, senior mathematics teacher of

Budhanilkantha School, has been awarded by the
Public Educational Trust School’s Association Nepal
(PETSAN) for his invaluable contribution to uplift
the academic standard of the school. The school
will always be in need of such dedicated and devoted
teachers. Congratulations to you and best wishes
for your future career.

The British Council organized Track and Field
events as a part of its second A-level sports meet.
What would be better? BNKS became the overall
winner in the meet.

The newly formed Biodiversity Club of
Budhanilkantha School has initiated its Biodiversity
Project. Hope its endeavors will be fruitful.

5020 Lokendra and 5194 Samina have been
awarded The Samsung DM Foundations

Scholarship. Congratulations guys!
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;DkfbsLo;DkfbsLo;DkfbsLo;DkfbsLo;DkfbsLo
st}  efj'stf / st} jf:tljstfsf ljifoj:t' k:s]sf y'k|} /x/nfUbf  xftx¿sf] ;f}uft–Jo~hg  xf]  eGHofª .

a"9fgLns07 :s'nsf] jflif{s d'vkq eGHofª ;dosf y'k|} eGHofª b]p/fnLx¿ kf/ ub}{ jt{dfgdf cfOk'u]sf] 5 .

o;sf] ofqf /x/nfUbf] 5 . cfˆgf] cl:tTjnfO{ ;f}Gbo{k"0f{ agfP/ of] eljiolt/ nlDs/x]5 . ljBfyL{x¿sf snfTds

sndsf k|:t'ltx¿ o;df b]Vg kfOg] 5g\ . oxfF ;NanfPsf ljBfyL{sf ;of}F ;kgf–lakgf k9]/ kf7sx¿nfO{

lzIffsf] csf]{ ;'Gb/ kIfsf] emns cfpg] 5 / lgZro g} ;Gtf]if nfUg] 5 . jt{dfgsf] j}lZjs Pjd\ :yfgLo kL8fsf

s]xL cfjfh oxfF 5g\ ;fy} ;'Gb/ ;';]nLsf] /Gsf] klg oxLF ;'Gg kfOG5 . o; k|:t'ltdf  k;]sf  pbLodfg ;a}

lzNkLx¿nfO{ ztzM ;fw'jfb 5 Pjd\ afFsL cfsfª\Iffx¿ klg eljiosf] b'jf/df plePsf 5g\ / leq k:g ;a}nfO{

plQs} :jfut 5 .

o; ;'Gb/ k|:t'ltdf sljtf, syf, lgaGw cflb ;flxlTos–afGsLx¿ ;ª\slnt 5g\ . oxfFsf /rgfx¿ x]/]/

eljionfO{ 7f]; cfsng ug}{  t ;lsFb}g tyflk  oL /rgfx¿n] xfd|f afn–aflnsfx¿sf] sNkgf, l;h{gf /

rfxgfnfO{ lgZro g} k|:6\ofPsf 5g\ . xfd|f ;Gtltx¿ ;sf/fTds, ;[hgfTds Pjd\ ljj]sk"0f{ k|0ffnL / Joj:yf

rfxG5g\, zflGt rfxG5g\ clg Pstf rfxG5g\ . xfd|f] /fi6«nfO{ ;]jf ug]{ efjgf :ki6–c:ki6 ¿kdf eGHofªsf

/rgfx¿df JoQm ePsf 5g\ . of] lgZro g} k|;Ggtfsf] ljifo xf] .

cGTodf ljleGg ;dodf k'/:sf/ k|fKt u/]sf / cGo pknAw ePsf cfsif{s n]v–/rgfx¿sf] of] ;ª\u|x tof/ ug{

;xof]u ug]{  ;a} ;x[boL  dxfg'efjdf ;Dkfbsd08n wGojfb 1fkg ub{5 . ;fy} sltko /fd|f /rgfx¿ klg

:yfg cefjsf sf/0f oxfF kfg{ g;s]sf]df b'Mv k|s6 u5f}{+ clg h'D:ofOFsf] h/f] pv]n]/ st{Jodf ps]/f nufpg]

sfddf o; k|:t'ltn] k|]/0ff b]cf];\ eGg] z'esfdgf lbG5f}F .

d's'Gbk|;fb zdf{d's'Gbk|;fb zdf{d's'Gbk|;fb zdf{d's'Gbk|;fb zdf{d's'Gbk|;fb zdf{

1fgk|;fb cfrfo{1fgk|;fb cfrfo{1fgk|;fb cfrfo{1fgk|;fb cfrfo{1fgk|;fb cfrfo{

Editorial

How best can we anticipate the challenge of producing a magazine that reaches the goal and

excellence that Budhanilkantha School sets for itself? How can we have our students breathe

life into their magazine, ‘Bhanjyang’ right from planning, going through its production and

getting it published? In bringing out this magazine we pondered upon such questions and in

our attempt to answer them we worked and lived a wonderful experience.

 “All the breaks you need in life wait within your imagination. Imagination is the workshop

of your mind, capable of turning mind energy into accomplishment and wealth,” says

Napoleon Hill. We have attempted to add a feather to the lofty imagination and creative

energy of our children with which they will take their flight and when they return, they will

find;

Though many the flights and ambitions

The school has upheld its great traditions.

Sujan Acharya

Binu Lama
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d]/f] :s'nd]/f] :s'nd]/f] :s'nd]/f] :s'nd]/f] :s'n

:s'n o:tf] dlGb/ xf], hxfF ljBfyL{n]
1fg / ljBf cyjf lzIff k|fKt
u5{g\ . lzIff eGg] s'/f hxfFaf6
klg k|fKt ug{ ;lsP klg :s'nn]
h:tf] lzIff /  1fg c? s;}n]
lbFb}g . :s'ndf 1fg / ljBf u'? /
u'?cfdfaf6 k|fKt ug{ ;lsG5 eg]
cfˆgf] 3/df afcfdf bfh' tyf
lbbLsf] ;xfotfaf6 k|fKt ug{
;lsG5 .

dflg;x¿ lj1fg ljifo k9\5g\ .
k9\gsf nflu xfdLn] :s'ndf g}
hfg'k5{ . clxn]sf] of] o'unfO{
j}1flgsx¿n] lj1fgsf] o'u agfPsf
5g\ . lj1fgsf] o'u :s'naf6 l;s]sf
jf k|fKt u/]sf 1fgaf6 g} ag]sf]
xf] .

cfh d d]/f] :s'nsf] af/]df s]xL
s'/f tkfO{Fx¿nfO{  atfpFb} 5' .
d]/f] :s'nsf] gfd a"9fgLns07 :s'n
xf] . of] :s'n g]kfnsf] /fhwfgL

;x/sf]  pTf/kl§ gf/fo0f:yfgdf
kb{5 . oxfF &% lhNnfs} s]xL pTs[i6
5fq5fqfnfO{ 5fqj[lQdf / c¿nfO{
k};f lt/fP/ k9fOG5 .

d]/f]  :s'n  If]qkmnsf] cfwf/df
w]/} 7"nf]  5  .  o;sf]  k"j{kl§
gf/o0fsf] dlGb/ /x]sf] 5 / pQ/
kl§ / klZrdkl§  lzjk'/L 8fF8f
/x]sf]  5 . d]/f] :s'ndf ljBfyL{
a:gnfO{ ejgx¿ 5g\ . oxfF
k|wfgfWofkssf] sfof{no, ;fdfGo
k|zf;g sfof {no, xfjf 3/,
k':tsfno, sDo'6/ k|of]uzfnf
nufot ljleGg ljefusf ljefuLo
sIfx¿  klg  /x]sf 5g\ . d]/f]
:s'nleq  ;'Gb/ au}Frfx¿ klg
5g\ . h;n] ubf{ xfd|f] :s'nnfO{
;'Gb/ kf/]sf] 5 . d]/f] :s'ndf  Pp6f
kf}8L kf]v/L 5  .  ljBfnosf]
jftfj/0f  klg  /fd|f] 5 . dnfO{
d]/f]  :s'nsf] w]/}  dfof nfU5 .

d]/f ] :s'nsf u'?–u'?cfdfx¿
OdfGbf/ / ldng;f/ x'g'x'G5 .
pxfFx¿ ghfg]sf] s'/fx¿ /fd|f];Fu
a'emfOlbg' x'G5 .

xfdLn] o:tf] :s'ndf k9\g kfpg'
efUosf] s'/f xf] lsgeg] oxfF ;a}
pTs[i6 ljBfyL{x¿ 5g\, h;n]
:s'nnfO{ rDsfPsf 5g\ . xfdLn]
klg ca /fd|f];Fu k9\g'k5{, b]zsf]
;fy} ljBfnosf] klg cem} ljsf;
ug'{k5{ . g]kfndf dfq xf]Og,
ljZjel/  o;sf ]  gfd
rDsfpg'k5{ . of] :s'nsf] ljsf;
u/ ]/ ;kmntfsf ]  r 'r '/ f ]df
k'¥ofpg'k5{ .

cfdfcfdfcfdfcfdfcfdf

cfdfn] lbg'eof] of] ;+;f/df hGd

To; lbgb]lv rNg yfNof] d]/f]
sd{

;x]/ b'Mv kL8f x'sf{pg'eof]
dnfO{

d]/f b'Mv / si6 cfˆg} kL/df
hnfO{

cfdf Û tkfO{Fsf] u'g lt¿F d
s;/L

ofbn] ubf{ w8\ls/x]sf] 5 x[bo
a];/L

cfdf Û tkfOF{ x'g'x'G5 w]/} dxfg\

;w}+ ufO/xG5' d tkfOF{sf] u'0fufg

cfdf Û tkfO{FnfO{ la;{g] d 5}g

wf]sf lbg] d To:tf] 5f]/f] xf]Og

tft]tft] u/L lxF8\g l;sfpg'eof]

;w}+ /fd|f] xf];\ eg]/ lrtfpg'eof]

6f9f 5' cfh d tkfO{FeGbf

;lDemG5' Tof] If0f tkfO{F;Fu /xFbf

rDsfpg] 5' of] ;+;f/df tkfO{Fsf]
gfd

ug]{ 5}g d slxNo} g/fd|f] sfd .

@)(*@)(*@)(*@)(*@)(*
hg]Gb|hg]Gb|hg]Gb|hg]Gb|hg]Gb|
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M     %%%%%
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ljgLtljgLtljgLtljgLtljgLt
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M^M^M^M^M^
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For My Dearest

Dearest mother,

I can hear many people say that

God does not exist. Every time I

hear them say that, I don’t quite

understand how they don’t see

that God is amongst them. I can

say with the utmost pride and

precision that God exists,

because for me, God is no one

other than you, mom. You have

done what God would have done

mom, and you have to believe me

when I say that the God had it a

lot easier. You have created life

too mom.  And you have done so

by going through nine long

months of trial, stress and

affliction that I think even the

God would have applauded

because even the almighty

would have had a hard time to

bear the pain you bore to create

life, to create me. You have

always been a beacon of hope

and light, an inspiration and the

best teacher one could possibly

ask for and have for me. And

mother, I cannot be grateful

enough to you for that.

From the moment my first cry

pierced the silence of the

delivery room in the hospital, to

the first stable steps my body

took as a baby. From the tantrums

I threw when you left the room

for five minutes, to the moment

you found me broken down and

crumpled, sobbing quietly, in the

corner of my room, you have

been there through every little

thing to the big ones for me.

Guiding me, supporting me,

holding on when necessary and

letting go when required. You

have been my best friend, the

love of my life, my support

system and of course, my mother,

the best one any human can ever

have. You have been no less than

what a fairytale godmother

would have been for the best of

princesses. But the fact that

makes all the difference in the

world is that you are my own

mother and I am your own flesh

and blood. You are someone who

is capable of doing anything,

absolutely anything, and cook

food that would leave even the

biggest chefs licking their lips

and full of envy.

Whenever I ponder about my

entire life, I cannot bring myself

to envision even a nanosecond

of my existence without you. You

have listened to the wildest of

my imaginary questions and

logics when you told me stories

and you have never betrayed

even the slightest hint of

irritation whenever I bombarded

you with the same questions

over and over, interrupting your

steady flow. No mother, you

never grew tired and gave up

answering. You answered each

question with the same

unwavering amount of love, care

and compassion.

I have given you a lot of gifts over

the years on your birthday, on

Mother’s day and sometimes, for

no apparent reason at all but

mother, I cannot, even with all

the gifts and treasure in the

world, repay you for all you have

done for me because what you

have done for me is immense

and cannot be subjected to

measurment to a monetary

amount. Nevertheless mother,

what you mean to me also is

something that cannot be put

into words or any gift or anything

else for that matter.

You love me so much mother, but

I like to think that I love you

more, although that is not quite

possible since your love is

limitless and cannot be

contained in the biggest of

containers and confined within

the biggest of boundaries.

Mother, even if it would mean

giving up living or being publicly

humiliated or being put through

the most torturous horror and

excruciating pain for the rest of

my life, I would not want to be

born to anybody else. Not in one,

not in a thousand, not in a

million, not in infinite lives I will

spend on this earth. And I would

want this because mom, because

I wish for you to be my mother in

all my lifetimes in this earth. I am

your daughter and I will be your

daughter forever, always and

beyond my being.

Lots of love,

Your daughter
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Upashana,Upashana,Upashana,Upashana,Upashana,

 Class:1 Class:1 Class:1 Class:1 Class:100000



26        eGHofª @)&)

 a"9fgLns07 :s'n

v]ns'b lsg cfjZosv]ns'b lsg cfjZosv]ns'b lsg cfjZosv]ns'b lsg cfjZosv]ns'b lsg cfjZos
5 <5 <5 <5 <5 <

v]ns'b eg]sf] z/L/sf nflu clt
cfjZos s'/f xf] . v]ns'b dfkm{t
dflg;  cfˆgf]  z/L/  :j:y,
hfFul/nf] / cfFl6nf] agfpg ;S5 .
v]ns'bn] dflg;nfO{ :j:y /fVg]
s|ddf  dxTTjk"0f{ e"ldsf v]n]sf]
x'G5 .

jf:tjdf v]n b'O{ k|sf/sf x'G5g\ .
leqL v]n / aflx/L v]n . 3/leq
v]lng] v]nnfO{ leqL v]n elgG5
eg] 3/aflx/ t/ lglZrt 7fpFdf
v]lng] v]nnfO{ aflx/L v]n eGg]
ul/G5 . n'8f], r];, Sof/d cflb
leqL v]nsf pbfx/0f x'g\ eg]
km'6an, ls|s]6 cflb aflx/L v]nsf
pbfx/0fdf k5{g\ . ;a}nfO{ yfxf g}
5 xf]nf, ;lrg t]Gb'ns/ . pgL
ls|s]6 v]n]/  g} 7"nf] dfG5] aGg
k'u] . ;lrg dfq xf]Og, c? w]/}
v]nf8Lx¿ klg cfˆgf] cfˆgf]
v]naf6 lgs} 7"nf dfG5] aGg k'u]sf
5g\ . s'g} klg lrhsf] cfˆgf cfˆgf
cfjZostf cyjf kmfObf / a]kmfObf

t x'G5 g} . To;} u/L v]ns'bsf]
klg cfˆg} kmfObf /x]sf] 5 .
v]ns'bn] dfgl;s / zf/Ll/s
hLjgdf lgs} 7"nf] e"ldsf v]n]sf]
kfOG5 . v]ns'bn] dflg;nfO{
:jb]zdf dfq geO{ ljb]zdf klg
lrgfpgdf 7"nf ] d2t u5{ .
v]ns'bn] dflg;nfO{ :j:y, cfFl6nf]
klg agfpF5 . o;n] xfdLnfO{
hfFul/nf] klg agfpF5 .  o;n]
xfdLnfO{ /f]u / la/fdLaf6 aRg
dbt u5{ . v]ns'bn] dflg;nfO{
cg'zf;g l;sfpg] u5{ . cg'zf;g
eg]s} s'g} klg dflg;sf] uxgf
xf] . v]ns'bn] xfdLnfO{ Ps–cfk;df
d]nldnfk ug{ l;sfpF5 . v]ns'bn]
dflg;nfO { alnof ] , lg8/ /
zlQmzfnL klg agfpF5 . v]ns'bsf
sf/0fn] dflg;x¿n] w]/} cj;/
kfpg ;S5g\ . v]ns'bn] dflg;nfO{
dgf]/~hg klg lbG5 . k|To]s v]naf6
xfdL :j:y x'g ;S5f}+ . v]ns'bdf
dflg;n] w]/} ;ª\3if{ klg ug{
l;Sb5 . v]ns'baf6 dflg;n]
cfTdljZjf; kfpg ;S5 .

v]ns'b s]xL ;lhnf] x'G5g\ eg]
s]xL sl7g klg x'g ;S5g\ . dflg;
ul/a wgL h] eP klg p;sf nflu
v]ns'bsf] lgs} 7"nf] dxTTj /xG5 .
k|To]s v]naf6 km/skm/s kmfObf
x'g] u5{g\ . clxn]sf] o'u eg]s}
v]ns'b / dgf]/~hgsf] o'u xf] .
v]ns'b eg]sf] o:tf] lrh xf] h;af6
xfdL dgf]/~hg  klg k|fKt ug{
;S5f}+ . To;}n] xfdL lgw{Ss eP/
v]ns'bdf  nfUg'k5{ .  v]nx¿
v]Nbf Odfgbf/Lsf ;fy v]Ng'k5{ .

1fg1fg1fg1fg1fg

1fg g} xf] ;j{>]i7 1fgL x'g'k5{

lagf 1fg hLjg of] kft h:t}
em5{

aGg'k5{ 1fgL ;f/f 1fg lagf 5}g
e/

/fd|f /fd|f sfd s'/f ;fg}b]lv ug]{
u/

;lSbgF of] ulb{gF Tof] eGg] afgL
5f]8]/

hLjgnfO{ n}hfpm gofF af6f]
df]8]/

1fg g} bLk xf] bLkn] x'G5
pHofnf]

lagf 1fg hLjg of] x'G5 ;f/}
cFWof/f]

ag] a'4 /fdrGb| 1fg k|fKt u/]/

cd/ 5g\ cem}  ltgL uP klg
d/]/ .

!)()!)()!)()!)()!)()
ljj]sljj]sljj]sljj]sljj]s
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M ^

!!!*!!!*!!!*!!!*!!!*
lale;flale;flale;flale;flale;f
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff      ^̂̂̂̂
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Football

Football is a game,

People play it for fun and

fame.

It is a really good game,

From where Ronaldo, Messi

and others came.

There is world cup in every

four years,

And if they lose, their eyes will

fill with tears.

There are many famous clubs,

players and others,

But when they start to play it,

they don’t bother.

Refree is the main person in

football,

He decides if it is a goal,

And he decides if it is a foul.

But no matter what,

I like football.

You

-

I keep looking in all places and

everywhere,

Where you are supposed to be,

But I never seem to find you,

And you are all I long to see.

I just can’t appear to

understand,

What it was that changed your

mind,

All this time I thought I

understood you,

When all I really was blind.

But know that I do not hate you,

And know that I never will,

Because I cared about you then,

And I cared about you still.

Even though you have hurt me,

I just cannot let you go,

Nevertheless I will go on without

you,

I just wanted to make sure you

know.

11111046046046046046
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 Before The 80’s

A mouse was a mammal you

would hate

As it came in your home and

emptied your plate.

Windows were something you

didn’t like to clean,

And from there a part of the

world would be seen.

A program was a television

show,

When you sat to see it your eyes

would glow.

PC was not ever a word at that

time,

Hacking was not even a real

crime.

Tablets were medicine to cure a

disease,

And chips were just edible

pieces.

Games were played on the

streets,

Data were never obsolete.

Memory was something you lost

with age,

Compress was something you

did to garbage.

Hard drives were long trips with

defects,

Keyboards were instruments

with sound effects.

Cut, you did it   with scissors

and paste; you did it with glue,

A virus was something that

caused flu.

60846084608460846084
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The Type That Lasts
A Lifetime

Many times in our life, we girls

like to hang out with a group of

guys simply because it creates a

nice change of scenario from all

the girly drama. I proudly say that

I am one of those girls who like

to do this. But the difference is, I

don’t hang out with a whole

bunch of guys but just my best

friend. My ‘guy’ best friend.

We are two people who have

grown up together doing the

stuff that any normal children

would do; laughing at a secret

joke, ringing our neighbors’

doorbells and running away

together before they catch us.

And even though time has flown

by, and we’ve both relatively

grown up a lot, our conversations

have the same meaninglessness

in them and yet feel like the

most meaningful things one can

ever say. We have conversations

about everything in our lives be

it about  people we know, weird

strangers, our crushes, mean

girls, stupid boys, studious nerds,

bossy teachers, our respective

futures and pretty much

everything else. They say that a

best friend is an angel in disguise

and I found my angel when I was

in the second grade.

60496049604960496049

Ramila,Ramila,Ramila,Ramila,Ramila,
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g]kfnLTjM g]kfng]kfnLTjM g]kfng]kfnLTjM g]kfng]kfnLTjM g]kfng]kfnLTjM g]kfn

g]kfn ;f+:s[lts, ef}uf]lns, wfld{s,
P]ltxfl;s / k|fs[lts b[li6sf]0fn]
wgL /fi6« xf] . g]kfn cfWoflTds
;'vn] ;[lht e"ld xf] . oxfFsf] lxdfnL
e]udf cjl:yt  ;]tf  bfFtsf]
nx/em}+ b]lvg] lxpFn] 9flsPsf
lxdfnx¿n] cfkm" afFrL c¿nfO{
klg afFRg" eGg] / hLjgdf cu|;/
x'g] k|]/0ff lbG5g\ . nfdfsf a:tL
j/k/ 9sds km'Ng] nfnLu'/fF;,
uf]bfj/L h:tf km"nx¿n]  xfd|f
dgdf /x]sf  gsf/fTds  ;f]rnfO{
z'4Ls/0f u/L ;sf/fTds lbzftkm{
a9 \g xf };nf k |bfg u5{g \ .
logLx¿nfO{ b]vL hf];'s} JolQmn]
klg :juL{o cfgGbsf] cg'e"lt ug{
;S5 .

g ]kfn g ]kfnLx¿sf ]
hGde " ld, sd {e " ld / ; 'v
;Dkltbftf dfq geO{  b]j–
b]jLx¿sf] cfno klg xf] .  oxfFsf
x/]s  s'gfdf d7 dlGb/, rr{ clg
dl:hbx¿ lgld{t ePsf 5g\  .

ToxfFsf  k|To]s  ufpFdf cfˆg}
dfGotf  cg';f/sf  O{Zj/x¿sf]
;bg ag]sf]  5 . To;}u/L jL/
uf]vf{nLx¿n] oxfFsf] Oltxf;nfO{
;'gf}nf] df]8 lbPsf 5g\ . xfdLnfO{
zq'sf] ;fd' em'Sg ghfGg] jL/ egL
lrgfPsf 5g\ .

kxf8L e]udf /ËLla/ËL
kv]6f lkmhfO{ gfRg] do"/sf] g[To
x]/L v';L gx'g] JolQm ;fob la/n}
xf]nfg\ . sNsnfpFb} aUg] sfnL
u08sL / ;]tLsf] :jR5 kfgLn]
xfdLnfO{ hLjGt t'NofpF5 . g]kfndf
a;L slxn] ;u/dfyfsf] lzv/df
k'Ug' t slxn] ;f/fªsf]6sf] prfOdf
k'Ug'sf] dhf g} leGb} x'G5 .
kz'kltgfy a"9fgLns07, :joDe"
dxfr}To, s[i0fdlGb/, Goftkf]nh:tf
wfld{s  :ynx¿n]  nfvf}F s/f]8f}F
dflg;df wfld{s cf:yfsf] efjgf
ljsf; u/]sf 5g\ . ax';f+:s[lts,
ax'wfld{s / ax'hfltsf] ynf]
g]kfndf cg]stf;Fu Pstf eGg]
egfOn] ;'gdf ;'uGw yk]sf] 5 .

xfdL g]kfnL hGd lbg]
dftf, sd{ lbg] lktf / dfu{ lgb]{zs
u'?nfO{ ;b}j ;Ddfg u5f}F{ . xfdL
ldlxg]t / ;ª\3if{df ljZjf; u5f}{F
. xfdL csf{sf] ;'vdf /dfpF5f}F /
b'Mvdf cg'e"ltsf ;fy ;xof]u u5f}{F
. dxfdfgj uf}td a'4, kfl/hft,
k[YjLgf/fo0f zfx, nIdLk|;fb
b]jsf]6fh:tf dxfg\ JolQmTjsf]
hGde"ld g]kfn ;flxTo, sd{, lzIff,
OToflb ;a} If]qdf cu|;/ 5 . ;'Gb/
zfGt clg ljzfn egL lrlgg] xfd|f]
g]kfnn] ljZjnfO{ g} :jfledfg /
jL/tfsf] kf7 l;sfPsf] 5 .

&)$@&)$@&)$@&)$@&)$@
;ldtf;ldtf;ldtf;ldtf;ldtf
sIff M(sIff M(sIff M(sIff M(sIff M(
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He meant a lot to me in the past

and he still means a lot to me at

present and it will probably

remain this way in the future as

well. I love him very dearly, and

that was the primary reason why

it was so difficult for us when we

had to part schools and countries

when I started attending a

boarding school and he went

abroad. I thought that this would

mean the beginning of the end

of our friendship but I should

have known better because we

later discovered how nothing,

not even long-distance, could

dent and attempt to break a

friendship like ours. Yes, not even

the damaged phones in the

phone booth and slow internet

facility could come even close to

rupturing our bond of friendship.

I can say without even the

slightest hesitation that I

became friends with him due to

his friendliness, his easy and very

good sense of humor, his

politeness, his sharp mind and all

the amazing qualities he

possesses but the main thing that

drew me to him was how

precisely and well he

understood me. He is someone

who knows the when and what

and what not to say when he

speaks to me. He is someone

who knows just when I need him

and when I am best left alone,

someone who knows when I’m

about to cry even before I do

myself and console me before

the first tear falls on my cheeks.

It is like I am an open book to him,

and he knows all my chapters by

heart.

I know all of us have heard both

sides of this really often but what

I have found out from my own

experience is that when two

people have one heart, distance

really is only but a number

because distance doesn’t break

relationships and bonds, but

instead gives them the proper

value they ought to get. I know

this by the experience I have had

with him whenever I have gone

home. I have felt just pure

happiness and satisfaction when

I have finally got the opportunity

to see him on Skype and talk to

him for a whole month or so. The

distance has only helped us

realize how important we are for

each other.

He sometimes asks me to sing a

song to him and, unlike with so

many others, I don’t feel even a

slightest hint of hesitation in

doing so. And when he

compliments me afterwards, I

genuinely blush and act as if I

feel embarrassed even though I

actually feel ecstatic on the

inside. He is such a good person

that he makes me want to be a

better person as well. He makes

me want to deserve him and his

friendship.

Some of my other friends tell me

that we are soul mates. But what

I believe is, loving someone and

being in love with someone are

two different things. And I love

him as a best friend; I’m not in

love with him. Although I have to

admit that sometimes he does

make me want to fall for him. But

it seems to me as if we are

destined to be the closest of

friends, like we now are. And it

is of little surprise that even our

birthdays are on the same day.

He is a good person and each and

every one of his relationships is

proof of that. He is a great son, a

great brother and the best friend

one can ask for. He is like a

brother from another mother to

me. He is my friend by fate and

family by choice. He may have

some shortcomings but he is

human after all. He is someone

whose presence radiates

happiness and whose smile

lights up a gloomy place. He is my

best friend, the type that lasts a

lifetime.

Rain

Rain, rain, rain
You are so amazing that I can’t
explain
In the summer the sky is plain
But now its not so, because it
the day of rain
There are so many rain drops
The grass will cut each other by
their knobs
Many people are eating bread
The rain water has been spread
It has so pretty look
I wish to eat soup
Soup is so hot
I will put rain drops in a pot
Rain, rain, rain
You are so amazing that I can’t
explain
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b'MvLsf] hLjgb'MvLsf] hLjgb'MvLsf] hLjgb'MvLsf] hLjgb'MvLsf] hLjg

snsn alu/x]sf] vf]nf, lr/la/

ub}{ s/fO/x]sf r/f, clg cfsfzdf

rlDs/x]sf] lah'nLnfO{ x]bf{x]b} {

s[i0fnfO{ p;sf] ;fgf] 5Fbfsf] lbg

ofb cfof] . p;sf] ufpFdf ljBfno

gePsfn] p;sf] a'afn] p;nfO{ 5

jif{s} pd]/df ;x/sf] ljBfnodf

xflnlbPsf lyP .

6f9fsf] ljBfnodf uPb]lv

cfdfsf] dfof gk'u]/ ;fgf]d} pm

phf8 ¿vh:t} eof] . p;n] g t

/fd|/L k9\g ;Sof] g t /dfpg .

cfdfsf] ofbdf pm lbg/ft /f]O/

Xof] . lbg laTb} uP . bz}F cfof]

s[i0f v';Ln] plk|mof]  .  slxn]

a'af  lng  cfpg' xf]nf eg]/ pm

s'l//Xof] t/ a'af cfpg'ePg . pm

w]/} ?g yfNof], Pshgf lzIfsn]

p;sf] 3/df kmf]g ug'{eof] . kmf]g

ul/;s]kl5 Pp6f g/fd|f] va/ cfof]

. Tof] va/ ;'g]kl5 pm t Pp6f

9'Ëf h:tf] eof] . cfˆgf] a'afsf]

d[To' eof] eGb} emg} ?g yfNof] . Tof]

lbgb]lv s[i0f g t bz}+df  3/

uof]  g t hf8f] labfdf . 5fqj[lQdf

k9]sf] p;n] ljBfnonfO{ g} 3/

agfof] .

;do l56f] l56f] s'b\of] .

p;sf] P;Pn;L k/LIff klg cfof]

!)!^!)!^!)!^!)!^!)!^
;+:s[lt;+:s[lt;+:s[lt;+:s[lt;+:s[lt
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M M M M M ^̂̂̂̂

 I Will Wait

Ask me, ask them, ask everyone

else you know,

About where I stand now and

where I plan to go,

Ask how I reach my decision,

how I found the clue,

That perseverance would make

you realize you love me and I

love you.

I know while you read this, you

will laugh out loud and say,

“How you will never come back

to my life, try the hardest that I

may,”

But I will wait for the day you

return, and finally fresh we will

start,

You will be warmly welcomed

back to my life,

and warmly welcomed back to

my heart,

We will have then passed the

horror, the pain and the

frustration,

And we will live happily ever

after with everlasting,

Peace, love and co-operation.

50965096509650965096

Umanga,Umanga,Umanga,Umanga,Umanga,

 Class: 11 Class: 11 Class: 11 Class: 11 Class: 11

. To;kl5 c¿ s'/f la;]{/ p;n]

k9fOdf Wofg lbof] . p;sf] k/LIff

/fd|f] eof] . klxnf] gDa/df cfˆgf]

gfd b]v]/ pm v';Ln] /dfof] .

To;kl5 eg] cfˆgf ;a} ;fdfg

afFw]/ pm ufpFlt/ nfUof] . pm 3/

k'Uof]  t/ leq hfG5' eGbf 9f]sfdf

tfNrf nfu]sf] lyof] . rf/}lt/ ;f]Wof]

t/ p;sL cfdfsf] af/]df s;}nfO{

yfxf /x]g5 . kl5 Pp6L a"9Ln]

p;nfO{ p;sf] cfdf kNnf] ufpFdf

uP/ a:g'ePsf] s'/f elgg\ .

s[i0f kNnf] ufpF uof] . p;n]

cfˆgf] cfdfnfO{ e'OFdf n8]/ k};f

dflu/x]sf] b]Vof] . p;sf] cfdfn]

em'qf] sk8f nufpg'ePsf] lyof] .

p;n] cfdfnfO{ p7fP/ 3/ nUof] .

cfˆgf] cfdfsf] xfnt b]v]/ ?g

yfNof] .

cfdfnfO{ vf]sL nfu]sf] /

x]5 . vf]Sbf vsf/df /ut b]lvof]

. cfdf dg]{ cj:yfdf k'lu;Sg'ePsf]

/x]5 . ufpFdf c:ktfn lyPg .

xtf/xtf/ p;n] cfdfnfO{ c:ktfn

nUof] . s]xL l5g x]/]kl5  /  /ut

hfFr u/]kl5 8fS6/n] cfdfnfO{

SofG;/ 5 eGg'eof] .

p;sf]  hLjg  To;kl5

phf8  eof] . p;n] s]xL ug{

;s]g .   8fS6/n] cfdf s]xL dlxgf

dfq afFRg'x'G5 eGg'eof] . s[i0fn]

tL lbgx¿ cfdf;Fu}  a;]/ latfof]

.  cfdf d/]kl5 pm PSnf] eof] .

kl5 pm ;kmn 8fS6/ aGof] t/

cfdfsf] Gofgf] dfof / kl/jf/ gkfP/

p;sf] hLjg b'MvL aGof] .



 Bhanjyang 2014 31

   Budhanilkantha School

The Dark

The darkness consumed her from

the inside, radiating outward in

waves of utter loneliness and

sorrow. She slept with one eye

open because safety and security

wasn’t an option anymore. Five

years ago on a moonlit night full

of fear, she saw something she

shouldn’t have and she’d been

running ever since. Her name

was Annabelle Walker, but that

wasn’t important; Annabelle

Walker wasn’t alive, that part of

her didn’t exist anymore.

So, she became nobody.

A nobody running through

streets full of nobodies and

nothings, who lived life with no

joy. She made friends with the

shadows on the ceilings, the

patches of grass on the fields, the

dirty spot on a table in an

unknown restaurant.

She cried to herself at

night, in rat-infested corners of

garbage disposal boxes. She

cried empty, hollow, sobs that

racked her body and threatened

to heave over her entire soul,

until she was left with just the

shell of herself and an

unoccupied house, a victim to the

lower emotions.

Until one day, the light

fought the dark and lost. She

cried, until she stopped. And

then there was nothing. Even the

nobody had succumbed to the

night. Life for others went on.

Favor Unreturned

She was like
A wilting flower,
Drained of all things,
That kept the others upright.

He was like
A rushing brook,
Who saw her crumpled and
tired,
Crowded by overgrown weeds,
And wanted nothing more
 Than to clear the earth around
her.
And see her bloom again

So he took all he had,
And poured it into her,
And when finally the pinkness,
Had returned to her cheeks,
She looked back at him,
And saw a similar sight.

He was now like
A withering shrub,
Frail and planted in dry clay,
And despite the deep conviction
She had in her heart to restore
him,
Like he had restored her,
All of her best efforts ,
Left her with, with exposed
roots,
And dirt beneath her finger nails.

He wouldn’t let her stay
To continue to try,
To quench his thirst,
So she left him with a watering
can,
And promised he’d soon find
relief.

55555111115353535353

Ojaswi,Ojaswi,Ojaswi,Ojaswi,Ojaswi,

 Class: A1 Class: A1 Class: A1 Class: A1 Class: A1
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Anubhooti,Anubhooti,Anubhooti,Anubhooti,Anubhooti,

 Class: 9 Class: 9 Class: 9 Class: 9 Class: 9
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d ljBfyL{sf] j]bgfd ljBfyL{sf] j]bgfd ljBfyL{sf] j]bgfd ljBfyL{sf] j]bgfd ljBfyL{sf] j]bgf

;/, ;'Gg'xf];\ t ;/,

cfh a:g'xf];\ tkfOF{,

;f]lWbgF d lxhf]sf] u[xsfo{

;f]lWbgF d cy{xLg k|Zgx¿

hfGg' 5}g dnfO{

s;n] u¥of] g]kfnsf] PsLs/0f

sf] ag] klxnf] k|wfgdGqL <

cflb OToflb

atfpg] 5' tkfO{FnfO{ lgtfGt cfˆgf
s'/f

lgtfGt cfˆgf ===

;/, cl:t dfq d]/L PSnL alxgL

le/af6 n8]/ d/L

clg cfh tkfO{F dnfO{ 3f]sfpFb}
x'g'x'G5

k|fylds pkrf/sf kf7x¿

;'g]sf] 5' xhf/f}+ g]kfnL cfdfx¿

/ut 5fb]/ d]/L cfdfh:t} d/]sf]

/ of] s:tf] crDd ;/, tkfOF{,
dnfO{   3f]sfpFb}    x'g'x'G5,
Ifo/f]usf]  kl/efiff

;/, ef], ca t clt ef]

g3f]sfpg';\ dnfO{ k[YjLgf/fo0fsf]
PsLs/0f

rflxFb}g dnfO{ dxfTdf ufGwLsf] jf0fL

clg of] slxNo} gaGg] g]kfnsf]
;+ljwfg

d,

d alxisf/ u5'{ tkfOF{sf sIffx¿,

ha;Dd k9fOFb}g oxfF,

af9Ln] lng] /ut / klx/f]n] nfg]
Hofldlt

em'k8Lsf] cy{zf:q

b'Mvsf] ;dfhzf:q

kL8fsf] jf:t'zf:q

clg, cfF;'sf] /;fog zf:q

;/,

k|lt1f ug'{;\ dnfO{

cab]lv 3f]sGt] ljBf xf]Og

afFRg] snf l;sfpF5'

clg Ifo/f]udf /xg xf]Og

Ifo/f]uaf6 aRg l;sfpF5'

eGg';\ ;/

cab]lv sIffdf

jiff}{+ k'/fgf lstfax¿ /6fpg xf]Og

;dflhs kL8fx¿;Fu h'Wg ;Sg]

agfpg k9fpF5'

hLjg a'emfpg k9fpF5' .

lsg of] cfF;' <lsg of] cfF;' <lsg of] cfF;' <lsg of] cfF;' <lsg of] cfF;' <

x] cfdf Û xh'/sf] ;fx|} ofb cfof]

ofbn] t ?jfpg' ?jfof]

em/]sf] Tof] cfF;'n] 7"nf] gbL
eO;Sof]

ofb d]/f] of] dgdf /lx;Sof]

x] cfdf Û lsg xf]nf of] cfF;'
cfof]

dnfO{ emg\emg\ ?g dg nfUof]

xh'/sf] ofb hlxn] klg cfpF5

ofbn] dnfO{ cfdf Û ?jfpg'
?jfpF5

ofb cfpF5 tkfO{+n] agfPsf]
vfgf Tof]

ofb cfpF5 tkfO{+n] nfOlbPsf]
gfgf Tof]

ofb cfpF5 tkfO{+;Fu latfPsf
tL If0fx¿sf]

tfhf  5g\  ltg} knx¿,  v]Nb}
/dfPsf]

ofbn] /flt ;'Tg dg nfUb}g
dnfO{

of] cfF;' emb{5 cfdf Û eg"F d
s;nfO{

56\k6L x'G5 w]/} g} dnfO{

s:tf] x'G5 cfdf Û dljgf
tkfO{FnfO{ <

&))%&))%&))%&))%&))%
ltnsltnsltnsltnsltns
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M M M M M (((((

!)!)!)!)!)!)!)!)!)!)
k"hfk"hfk"hfk"hfk"hf
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M M M M M ^̂̂̂̂
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The Secret of
Success

Thoughts rule the world,  but can

thoughts alone bring about

accomplishments? ‘No’ is the

obvious answer. Only when

thoughts are accompanied by

disciplined actions the results

can be achieved.

The world is full of

instances of human feats which

bear testimony to this fact. The

great battles won by Mongol

ruler Ghengis Khan and its army

away from its home; the first

human step on the moon;  the

creation of Pashupatinath-an

architectural marvel; are all acts

of disciplined actions meeting

their cherished destinations.

Discipline can be termed as the

practice of imposing strict rules

of behaviors in various

endeavors. Discipline instills the

habit of optimizing the use of

available resources, both human

and materials, towards achieving

goals.

Every success has its own price.

Discipline is one of them.

“No pain no gain.” “No thorns, no

throne”, “No cross, no crown.”

The saying can be extended-”No

discipline, no success.”

The path of success is not an easy

one. It takes a little courage, self-

control and some grim

determination. It takes a great

deal of striving and a firm and set

goals. Then no matter what the

battle be, you are really capable

of winning it.

Finally, lets not forget that God

did not call you to be canary bird

in a small cage to hop up and

down on three sticks within a

space no larger than a cage. God

called you to be an eagle to soar

over continents. Life is a grind-

stone, whether it grinds a man

down or polishes him depends

on the stuff he is made of. So do

not be afraid of life but believe

that life is worth living and

walking on the path of courage,

determination along with

discipline and your firm belief

will take you through the

gateway of SUCCESS.

77777121212121244444

Rajat,Rajat,Rajat,Rajat,Rajat,

Class:9Class:9Class:9Class:9Class:9

a'4 sxfF 5f} <a'4 sxfF 5f} <a'4 sxfF 5f} <a'4 sxfF 5f} <a'4 sxfF 5f} <

x] g]kfn cfdfsf 5f]/f ltdL

zflGtsf cu|b"t ltdL

n'lDagLnfO{ klg lal;{of} ls
ltdLn]

cfˆgf] hGde"ld klg e'Nof} ls
ltdLn] <

h'g 7fpFdf x]5'{ d czflGt b]Vb5'

x] zflGtsf k|tLs a'4 ltdL sxfF
5f} <

ltdLn] klg af]Sof} ls af?b /
uf]nf

/f]Hof} ls ltdLn] klg xTof /
lx+;f <

g]kfndf o:tf] s] eof], eof]

sxfF 5f} x] a'4 Û ltdL <

czflGt 5 of] xfd|f] g]kfndf

km]l/ zflGt lnP/ cfpm ltdL .

*))&*))&*))&*))&*))&
cª\lstcª\lstcª\lstcª\lstcª\lst
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M M M M M *****

Garden of my dream

I saw a garden in my dream

It was made of chocolate and

cream

Everything there was like magic

It was amazing how flowers

bloomed without logic

It was fun over there,

There were animals like turtle

and hare

There was a little girl who was

very sweet

11111000000000077777

DipekshyaDipekshyaDipekshyaDipekshyaDipekshya

Class:6Class:6Class:6Class:6Class:6

Whom I was happy to meet

The garden was bordered with

flowerpots

There were trees of fruits and

nuts

I didn’t know that it was just a

dream

When I woke up I gave a loud

scream.
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d}n] k9\g] cj;/ kfPFd}n] k9\g] cj;/ kfPFd}n] k9\g] cj;/ kfPFd}n] k9\g] cj;/ kfPFd}n] k9\g] cj;/ kfPF

cg'dfg u/f}+ Pp6f ul/a afnssf],
h;sf] 3/df laxfg a]n'sfsf] 5fs
6fg{ ;d]t ;fx|} ufx|f] x'G5 . cg'dfg
u/f}+, p;sf] hLjgsf] h;df kf];fs
eg]sf] s] xf] p;n] l;s]sf] 5}g .
lzIff / bLIff eg]sf] s] xf] yfxf
kfPsf] 5}g . xf], To:t} afns lyPF
d . d]/f] hGd /fdk'/ eGg] 7fpFdf
ePsf] lyof] . d]/f cfdfa'af ls;fg
x'g'x'GYof] . pxfFx¿n] h] h;/L eP
klg dnfO{ /fd|f]  :s'ndf  egf{
ul/lbg] ;kgf a'Gg'ePsf] lyof] .
t/ 3/df vfg nufpg, hLjg wfGg
;fx|} d'l:sn lyof] eg] pxfFx¿n]
s;/L /fd|f ] :s'ndf k9fpg
;Sg'x'GYof]  / Û  d  klg  d]/f]
k9fOaf/] ;fx|} lrlGtt lyPF . dnfO{
klg t /fli6«o / cGt/f{li6«o :s'ndf
k9g] rfxgf lyof] . eujfg\n] eg]
d ufpFs} :s'ndf k9]sf] x]g{ rfx] .
d klg ufpFsf] :s'ndf k9g yfn]+ .
Tolta]nf Pshgf lzIfsn] ;fdfGo
kl/jf/df x's]{sf, dhb'/ / blnt
ju{sf afnaflnsfnfO{ 5fqj[lQsf]
aGbf]a:t u/]sf] ljBfno sf7df8f}+df
5 egL eGg'x'GYof] . Toltdfq geP/
To; :s'ndf lgMz'Ns k9fO, vfg,
a:g tyf cGo ;fdu|Lx¿sf]
aGbf]a:t u/]sf] s'/f ;d]t pxfFn]
dnfO{ eGg'ePsf] lyof] .

la:tf/} la:tf/} d o; s'/fdf
a9LeGbf a9L rf;f] /fVg yfn]F .
Pslbg d}n] pxFfnfO{ ;f]w]F æ;/, s]
tkfO{+ dnfO{ To; :s'nsf] gfd
elglbg'x'G5 <Æ pxfFn] eGg'eof],
æafa ' To; :s 'nsf ]  gfd
a"9fgLns07 :s'n xf] .Æ

d}n] of] s'/f cfdfnfO{ eg]sf] lyPF .
t/  pxfF  u[lx0fLdfq  x'g'ePsf]
sf/0fn]  pxfFn]  s]xL  ug{
;Sg'\ePg . Tof] a]nf d sIff $ df
k9\b} lyPF . dnfO{ s] ug'{k5{ / s]
ug'{ kb}{g eGg] yfxf lyPg . t}klg
d lzIfssxfF uPF /  eg] æ;/,
d]/f cfdfa'afn] k9\g kfpg'ePg .
pxfFx¿n] s]xL ug{ ;Sg'x'Gg . dnfO{
Tof] ljBfnodf k9g hfg dg 5 .Æ
pxfFn] ltdL To;sf] lrGtf gn]pm
To;sf ]   aGbf ]a:t  ;a }
ldnfOlbG5' . ltdLn] k/LIff xndf
k|j]z u/]/ hfFr dfq lbg'k5{, dfofn'
:j/n] eGg'eof] . To;kl5 d xif{n]
e'OFdf 6]Sg g;Sg] ePF . d}n] of]
s'/f d]/f ;a} ;fyLx¿nfO{ eGb}
lxF8]F . Pslbg pxfFn] eGg'eof] æof]
k/LIff x/]s jif{  r}t dlxgfdf
x'G5 . ltdL To;sf nflu tof/L
u/ .Æ

k/LIffsf] lbg klg cfof] d}n] k/
LIff lbPF . To;kl5 glthf eg] d}n]
eujfg\sf] xftdf 5fl8lbPF .

d]/L cfdfnfO{ eg] d To; k/LIffdf
kf; ePF eg] 3/nfO{ lal;{G5 ls
eGg] lrGtf lyof] . pxfF sf]dn
efjgfsL x'g'x'GYof] . pxfF hlxn]
klg w'?w'? ?g] ug'{x'GYof] . d eg]
cfdfnfO {  ;Demfpg] k |of;
ul//xGy]F . lj:tf/lj:tf/ glthf
lg:sg] ;do klg cfOk'Uof] . Tof]
glthfdf d]/f] klg gfd lyof] .
To;lbg u'?n] dnfO{ d]/f] hLjgsf]
;a}eGbf 7 "nf ] v';Lsf ] va/
;'gfpg'eof] . d]/f cfdfa'af klg
;fx|} v';L x'g'eof] . d}n] a"9fgLns07
:s'ndf k9\g] cj;/ kfpg] ePF .
To;kl5 d]/f a'afn] C0f lnP/
eP klg dnfO{ sf7df8f}+ hfg l6s6
sf6\g'eof] . hfg] lbg d uf8Ldf
r9]+ . cfdfn] w'?w'? ?Fb}+ km"nsf]
dfnf nufOlbP/ dnfO{ labf
ul/lbg'eof] . pxfFn] dnfO{ k9fOdf
/fd|f] pGglt ug"{ / cfdfa'afsf] d'v
;Dem]/  k9\g" eg]/  cfzLjf{b
lbg'eof] . d]/f u'? klg d;Fu}
lxF8\g'eof] . cfˆgf] ufpF 5f8\g'kbf{
d w]/} /f]PF .

d]/f] h'g :s'ndf k9\g] dg lyof] d
ToxLF k'u]F . eujfg\n] klg d]/f] v';L
x]g{ rfx]sf /x]5g\ . ldlxg]t
u/]kl5 / s'g} lrhnfO{ leq dgaf6
/f]h]kl5 kfOg] /x]5 .

&!#*&!#*&!#*&!#*&!#*
k|bLkk|bLkk|bLkk|bLkk|bLk
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff MMMMM(((((
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Finding GOD

I went south and I went north,
I stumbled and I went back and
forth,
I climbed up, found nothing and
so I climbed down again,
I couldn’t accomplish what I
came for and it made me frown,

And again I went north and I
went south,
I still did not succeed so with
frustration I cried out,
“God I need you!!!” then and
there I made a prayer with all
my might,
Hoping for him to come out, I
was subjected to a light so
bright.

When it seemed to pass, after a
split second, I opened my eyes,
And breathed a sigh of relief
when I saw my mom by me,
clutching my sides
“What is it Cya? Is anything
wrong?” she questioned, with
worry in her voice,
My heart finally felt relieved, and
finally it felt like ice,

And feeling really happy, hugging
my mother I said,
“I went for an adventure mother,
and I am grateful to wake up on
my own bed”,
My mother asked what I dreamt
about, I told her it was like
chasing the sun,
But ultimately mom, finding god
was a lot of fun!!

Two Trees

There are two trees in front of

our class

With leaves shining like a glass

They are the trees which are not

so tall

They are curved so it looks like

they are going to fall

When sunlight falls on these

trees

I wish that it could be as free

I wish that it could move about

And talk to us when needed to

shout

The tree branches are very short

Because the people have them

cut

The wood cutters are

committing a crime

By cutting trees one at a time

They do not know the pain of

the trees

So please do not cut them, let

them be free.

66666121212121244444

Shreya,Shreya,Shreya,Shreya,Shreya,

 Class: 1 Class: 1 Class: 1 Class: 1 Class: 100000
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Rajan,Rajan,Rajan,Rajan,Rajan,

 Class:6 Class:6 Class:6 Class:6 Class:6

There You Always
Were

-

When monsters lurked beneath
my bed,
And scary dreams ran through
my head,
When thunder growled those
sounds I used to dread,
There you were, my father.

When skinned knees made me
cry,
Soft hankies wiped my sad eyes
dry,
Encouraging me each time I
tried,
There you were, my mother.

You held my hand when I was
scared,
Ate all the candy you should
have shared,
The things you did to show you
cared,
There you were, my brother.

In times of trouble, and in times
of need,
I feel all the strength and hope
surrounding me,
Without all of you, I will never
succeed,
I love you all, my family.

70397039703970397039

Era,Era,Era,Era,Era,

Class:9Class:9Class:9Class:9Class:9

Adieu Note:

On behalf of Budhanilkantha family, we would like to bid farewell

to Mrs.Nani Chhori Pode (Sweeper), Mrs. Kanchhi Kunwar (Aaya),

and Mr. Chandra Gurung, Mr. Padam B. Rana Magar and Mr. Rudra

B. Khatri (Gatekeepers) whose contribution to the school had

helped to maintain a secure and homely environment at the

school.
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l;Sg'k5{l;Sg'k5{l;Sg'k5{l;Sg'k5{l;Sg'k5{

x]/ x]/ gfgL xf] Û k9\g :s'n hfg]
xf]

sfkL snd lnP/ hfFu/ klg
lbP/

x]/ x]/ gfgL xf] Û v]Ng d}bfg
hfg] xf]

an / Jof6 af]s]/ ;fyL;Fu
ldn]/

x]/ x]/ gfgL xf] Û vfg efG;f
hfg] xf]

cfpm km"n km'nfcf}Fcfpm km"n km'nfcf}Fcfpm km"n km'nfcf}Fcfpm km"n km'nfcf}Fcfpm km"n km'nfcf}F

;a} km"n km'nfpg'k5{

sf]xL km'Ng] sf]xL d'emf{pg]

s;/L ;Dej 5 <

To;}n] cfpm

dnhn u/f}+

Ps};fy ;a} km"nx¿

km'nfpFb} hfcf}F

sf]xL 5]psf] gk/f];\

sf]xL larsf] gxf];\

cflv/ ;a} km"n log}

au}+rfsf x'g\

/Ë / cfwf/df

/ftf] / kx]Fnf]

v}/f] / xl/of] eg]/

km"n km'nfpg vf]Hg' xF'b}g

au}+rf s'g} Ps /Ën]

;'Gb/ x'Fb}g

km"n km'nfpg'k5{

;a} /Ëx¿ km'nfpg'k5{

;a} ;Fu} km'n] kl5 dfq

au}+rf ;'Gb/ b]lvG5

To;}n] cfpm dnhn u/f}+ /

;a} /Ësf km"nx¿ km'nfcf}F

cfpm dnhn u/f}+

kfgL /fvf}+ / ps]/f nufcf}F

s'g} u'nfa dfq xf]Og

s'g} rd]nL dfq xf]Og

;okqL klg km'nfcf}F

dvdnL km'nfcf}F

afa/L / e'OFrDkf km'nfcf}F

cflv/ ;a} /+uem}F

;a} hflt km'n]sf]

/ËLg au}+rf g} b]Vbf ;'Gb/ x'G5

To;}n] cfpm

xfd|f] ;femf au}+rfdf

;a} ldn]/ dnhn u/f}+

uf]8d]n u/f}F / ps]/f nufcf}F

lsg ls au}+rf

/ËLg g} /fd|f] b]lvG5

;a} km"n km'n]s} /fd|f] b]lvG5

ta of] au}+rf?kL

b]z km'Nb5

cfpm xfdL ;a} ldn]/

of] b]z¿kL au}+rfnfO{ km'nfcf}F .

@))(@))(@))(@))(@))(
cjgLzcjgLzcjgLzcjgLzcjgLz
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M%M%M%M%M%

$)@^$)@^$)@^$)@^$)@^
;'gLtf;'gLtf;'gLtf;'gLtf;'gLtf
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff MMMMM!@!@!@!@!@

xft d'v wf]P/ ;kmf ;'U3/ eP/

x]/ x]/ gfgL xf] Û 7"nfnfO{ dfGg]
xf]

;fyL;Fu k9\g], 8'Ng] ;fgf;Fu
v]Ng], ldNg]

x]/ x]/ gfgL xf] Û jftfj/0f ;kmf
/fVg] xf]

Pscsf{nfO{ dbt u/L b]znfO{
dfof ug]{ xf] .

;do;do;do;do;do

lbg kl5 /ft x'G5

/ft kl5 lbg,

;Sb}g slxNo} klg

;dosf] a]u /f]lsg .

clxn]sf s'/f kl5

Oltxf; aG5,

/fd|f] sfd u¥of}F eg]

xfd|f] gfd /xG5 .

lat]sf tL If0fx¿

kfOFb}g lsGg,

;Sg'k5{ ;do d}

;donfO{ lrGg .

ca;/ u'Dg ;S5

eof}F eg] cN5L,

df5f] efU5 plDsP/

xftdf vfnL aN5L .

!!@$!!@$!!@$!!@$!!@$
PlnzfPlnzfPlnzfPlnzfPlnzf
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff MMMMM^̂̂̂̂
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Are We Really
Better?

We call ourselves human beings

and we say we are the smartest

of all. We have proven it a

number of times with

discoveries and inventions. We

learn a lot from them to carve for

more. And we did use the

knowledge to create concrete

cities, agile transport, and

incredible means of

communication, sophisticated

gadgets and ultimately a better

life. After doing all these we say

we are better than other

organisms but has walking

upright and discovering fire

really changed us?

We spend our time, thought and

energy studying those creatures

that we call strangers. But why

hasn’t anyone taken the time to

learn about themselves? Why

hasn’t anyone noticed that we’re

strangers and much more

vengeful than those pitiful and

simple minded animals?

In the past few centuries, we

have moved up to the top food

chain. We have spread our

empire all over the globe. We

turned deserts into magnificent

cities. Actually we remain

unsatisfied with our progress.

We humans have been depleting

the resources of the earth. The

bitter truth is that we are slowly

and painfully killing ourselves.

There are mornings when I wake

and think what good we are? This

question haunts me. It screams

at me to find an answer. I see its

desperation for the appropriate

answer but I’m unable to answer

the question.

We humans are becoming the

cause of our own extinction. We

have become an enemy not just

for the environment but also for

ourselves. The gradual decrease

of natural resources due to

improper and uncontrolled use

of them is turning us back into

savage animals of the wild. If we

don’t take heed now, and work

to destroy then I doubt we’ll

never be better.

 Veiled Faces

Unveil that day, so joyous  and
grand ,
All of the people with their hand
in hand.

None glance their sides, for no
one cares,
Man, lady or else, whoever’s
present there.

For it is a human with like heart
and soul,
Neither blue blood, nor they are
cold.

Everlasting hope flows through
the chain,
Abstracting the will of grief, lust
and pain.

Let us share in half, this world of
delight,
For it has been a dark long
night.

It shows clearly in those faces
veiled,
They said “we’re equal “, “ NO
“ they revealed .

Pass on the message because
this is the thing,
Can’t shout forever with no one
listening.

So this chain of hope may bring
about new joys,
For the faces yet veiled must see
the bright skies.
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Aim

 Aim or ambition is something

that one plans to do and hopes

to achieve. One’s aim might

differ from that of others. Some

like to be doctor, some pilot,

some nurse while some aim to

be an engineer. Similarly, aim

shows our strong desire to

achieve something. A person’s

aim is highly affected by his/her

personal abilities. It is natural for

people to keep a close eye on

what they had desired or aimed.
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e]8f / d[ue]8f / d[ue]8f / d[ue]8f / d[ue]8f / d[u

Pp6f ufpFdf Pp6f dfG5] a:Yof] .

p;n] w]/} e]8fx¿ kfn]sf] lyof] .

pm  e]8fx¿sf] pmg  / b'w a]r]/

w]/} wgL ePsf] lyof] . pm hlxn]

klg e]8fx¿ r9fpg hfGYof] .

;bfem}+ Ps lbg p;n] e]8fx¿nfO{

r/fpg nfUof] . p;n] Tof] lbg

e]8fx¿nfO{  w]/}  k/  hËnlt/

r/fpg nUof] . p;nfO{ Tof] 7fpF

w]/} dg k¥of] / csf]{ lbg klg tL

e]8fx¿nfO{ p;n] ToxLF r/fpg

nUof] . To; lbg PsfPs Pp6f

d[u e]8fx¿sf] aLrdf ;fd]n ePsf]

b]Vof] . pm  5Ss k¥of]  / dgdg}

/dfof] . p;n] Tof] d[unfO{ ;dfTof]

/ cfkm" a;]sf] 7fpFdf nUof] . Tof]

d[u 56\k6fpFb} lgl:sg vf]lh/x]sf]

lyof] t/ Tof] dfG5]n] To; d[unfO{

a]:;/L ;dflt/x]sf] lyof] .

Psl5gkl5 Pp6f e]8fn] Tof]

56k6fO/x]sf] d[unfO{ ;f]Wof,] æltdL

lsg 56k6fO/x]sf 5f} < xfdLnfO{

klg xfd|f] dflnsn] o;/L ;dfT5g\

/ dfof u5{g\ . xfdL t 56\k6fpFb}gfF}

lg Û ltdL rflxF lsg 56k6fO/x]sf]

xF <Æ To;kl5 d[un] eGof], æd d[u

k/]F / ltdL e]8f . ltdLnfO{ of]

dfG5]n] dfof u5{ lsgls ltdL

p;nfO{ pmg / b'w lbG5f} pm

To;nfO{ a]r]/ k};f sdfpF5 t/ d

s]xL klg lbGgF / p;n] dnfO{

d'kmtd} e]6fof] / ca dnfO{ 3/

nu]/ d]/f] df;' agfP/ vfG5 . n

ca x]/, d]/f] lhGbuL s:tf] / ltd|f]

lhGbuL s:tf] Û xfdLdf slt km/s

5 .Æ s]xL lbgkl5 Tof] dfG5]n]

d[unfO{ df/]/ vfof] . To;kl5 Tof]

e]8fnfO{ cfˆgf] hLjg t s;}sf]

kmfObfsf nflu dfq l6s]sf] /x]5

h:tf] nfUof] .

cw'/f] of] hLjgsyfcw'/f] of] hLjgsyfcw'/f] of] hLjgsyfcw'/f] of] hLjgsyfcw'/f] of] hLjgsyf
slt lyP ;kgf

;hfPsf] of] dgdf

s7}a/L Û x'/Ln] p8fP/ nUof]

a}F;sf] Tof] wfuf]nfO{ r'F8fP/ uof]

!)^!!)^!!)^!!)^!!)^!
;'/h;'/h;'/h;'/h;'/h
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff MMMMM^̂̂̂̂
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;f]lg;f;f]lg;f;f]lg;f;f]lg;f;f]lg;f
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M M M M M *****

;f]Rg] uy]{+ ;bfaxf/

/xg] 5 afnfkg

t/ cfh pd]/n] ws]n]/ uof]

of] dgsf nIo ;f/f kvfn]/ uof]

eujfg\ ;dfg cfdfa'jfsf]

kL/ b]Vbf cfFvfdf

?Fbf?Fb} cfF;'n] af6f] la/fP/ uof]

b}jn] d}dfly kL/ lbnfP/ uof]

k'u]kl5 w]/} dfly

glrg]em}F u5{g\ ;fyL,

;fy lbg] ldqx¿ lanfP/} uP

lhGbuLdf xf/ dfq lbnfP/} uP .
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The Wish

I woke up with a start. I had just

seen a dreadful nightmare and

was sweating profusely. I quickly

glanced at my hands. They were

still there, intact, and still

attached to the rest of my body. I

quietly thanked god for making

it only a bad dream since the

memory of those long fingers

and the hands that clasped

around my neck, trying to take

away my life from me, haunted

me. I drank some water from the

water bottle by my bedside and

then went back to sleep, trying

my hardest not to recall the

daunting nightmare.

I was sleeping and didn’t want to

wake up just yet. This was

primarily because sleeping freed

up my mind from all the worries

and tense activities I had to go

through each day. I could hear my

mom screaming at me, but I

didn’t rise from my slumber.

After all, it was winter and I

deserved this sleep after a week

of gut-wrenching hard work.

Then my mom’s voice stopped

screaming and I felt at ease

again. But my ease was short-

lived because someone started

tickling me. I was getting irritated

by each passing second but

somehow maintained my cool.

“Get up and I will fulfill your one

wish.” a voice whispered into my

ear. The voice was hoarse and it

radiated something cold,

something dark. But I didn’t care

at that moment.

“Let me sleep forever. Now go!”

I shouted in my sleep but I must

have just mumbled because the

whisper asked me if that was

what I really wanted, to sleep. I

mumbled out a ‘yes’ and turned

to the other side. I heard the door

click and everything was silent

once more. Now I could finally

get some sleep.

I started drifting in and out of

sleep. Something cold was

against the side of my neck. I

tried to throw it away but I

couldn’t feel my hands. Then,

the thing against my neck started

tugging and wriggling and that’s

when I started freaking out.

Thinking that it was an insect or

something, I bolted and sat

upright and the thing dropped

under the blanket.

I slowly moved away, and as I

moved, the blanket shifted to

uncover the thing underneath. I

was totally horrified by what I

saw next.

Under the blanket were two

hands, down from the wrist. The

fingers were long and slender

and the skin was porcelain

white. And then they started

moving towards me slowly,

gracefully, as if to say that they

were enjoying the show in front

of them.

“Let me fulfill what you wished

for….” The voice reverberated in

my room. It resonated with the

walls and its echo was magnified.

The hands were speaking to me.

“No, no!! I didn’t mean it…” I

screamed, my voice fading out.

“But you wished for it” the same

voice replied, more playful now,

mocking me.

I tried to push the blanket off and

then noticed something that left

me horrified. I had no hands from

my wrist, like they never existed.

No hands… but the ones on the

bed were mine. Not in their

rightful place but detached. My

own hands were trying to kill me.

My voice choked as I tried

screaming. And then, my hands

gripped my throat tightly. The

long fingers that had done so

much for me were now slowly

squeezing the life out of me.

Then, again, I woke up. All of it

was just a dream, I realized and

felt relief flood through me. I

slipped into sleep once more,

but this time it was much more

comfortable.

Someone was tickling me. I

opened my eyes lazily and saw

my mom’s beautiful face looking

at me. She was smiling. “Get up

and I will fulfill your one wish”,

she said and the nightmare

rushed back to me. My pulse rate

increased and I started

convulsing. Then, I passed out for

good, for if I hadn’t fainted, I

would have definitely attacked

my mother.
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cfdf d c;n x'g]5'cfdf d c;n x'g]5'cfdf d c;n x'g]5'cfdf d c;n x'g]5'cfdf d c;n x'g]5'

dnfO{ uj{ 5 cfdf Û ltd|f]

sf]vaf6 hGd lng kfpFbf

b'Mv, si6 ef]u]/ cfdf 7"nf]

agfof} dnfO{

cfdf v';L 5' d ltdL xfF;]sf]

b]Vg kfpFbf

cfdf b'Mv si6af6 ;w}+ 6f9f

nUg] 5' ltdLnfO{

()$@()$@()$@()$@()$@
lj1fglj1fglj1fglj1fglj1fg
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff MMMMM&&&&&

b]jL dfgL ;w}+ ltdLnfO{ k"hf ug]{

5' cfdf

cfdf cjZo ltd|f tL ;kgf k"/f

ug]{ 5', d

ltdLn] eg]em}+ bLgb'MvLsf] ;]jf

ug]{ 5' cfdf

eljiodf c;n / 7"nf] dfG5]

aGg] 5'  d

/fd|f] dfG5] agL Oltxf;df gfd

n]Vg] 5'

cfdf d gofF g]kfn agfpg

cufl8 a9\g] 5'

b]zsf] ;]jf u/L d ;a}nfO{ enf]

x'g] sfd ug]{ 5'

cfdf Û d dfgj hut\df gofF

s'/f agfpg] 5' .

cfdf Û d ltd|f] cfzLjf{b lnP/

cufl8 a9\g] 5'

;a} dflg;x¿aLr Pstfsf]

efjgf hufpg] 5'

;w}F dfgj hLjgsf] enf] x'g]

sfd ug]{ 5'

km]l/ Psk6s ;+;f/nfO{ zfGt

agfpg] 5' .

IT-an Integral Part
of BNKS

Budhanilkantha School has been

pacing ahead gracefully and

powerfully addressing the

student’s “Right to Information”.

Work performed within this

department relates to a wide

range of assignments in the

operation and development of

Budhanilkantha School.

The IT department has been

making wonderful attempts

providing excellent internet

facilities to the students. This

department has laid vast network

of communication in the school

that has also been connected to

different faculty departments,

account section, stores, clinic,

houses and teachers’ flats. About

1000 students of BNKS have been

facilitated with 84 computers,

each connected to dedicated

internet network of 3 Mbps,

including 4 other server

computers. It means a single

computer can be approached by

at most 12 students, and time

schedule has been set up so

effectively that one can have

easy access to the internet

whenever s/he requires.

 School Management Software,

developed for the management

of school’s activities is a creative

and technological initiation

made by the department. This

software has been very effective

for processing results and

providing student’s information.

This department has planned to

strengthen its working strategies

by making this software

available for the management of

school library, account, finance

and recording staff’s information

in near future.

The activities of this department

are not confined within the four

walls of LRC(Learning Resource

Center). Its outreach activities

have been equally fruitful.

Undoubtedly, IT department

seems omnipresent for its wide

range of remarkable activities.
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Where My Life Lies

In the dark night,
When the bat and the owl flies,

I wander around in fright,
To find out where my life lies.

Wasting so much time each and
every year,
Always living in fear.

And making my body bear the
wear and tear,
And hiding the scars from
people who care.

But now, with all the hurt and
pain, I am done,
I finally see the moon rise.

I do not want any more of the
corny fun,
I will escape and find out where
my life lies.

School Rule

With prescribed dress come to
school,
With the bell ring stand in a line,
The national anthem you have to
say,
With lot of respect for whole
day.
Speak fairly and try to please
everybody,
Love small children, but never
beat,
Make friends and respect
whoever you meet.
Try to answer question what
teacher ask,
And be regular and solve
whatever is the task,
Always be good honest but not
naughty.
Always keep clean and don’t
make school compound dirty,
Don’t make noise and shout in
school,
This and all above are followed
as BNKS rules.
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Risks

To laugh is to risk appearing the
fool,
To weep is risk appearing
sentimental,
To reach out to another is risking
involvement,
To expose feelings is to risk
exposing your true self.
To place your ideas and dreams
before a crowd is to risk their
loss,

To love is to risk being not loved

in return,

To live is to risk dying,

To hope is to risk despair,

 To try is risk failure.

But risks must be taken,

Because the greatest hazard in

life,

Is to risk nothing because,

A person, who risks nothing,

does nothing, has nothing and is

nothing.

They may avoid suffering and

sorrow,

But they cannot learn, feel,

change, grow, love or live,

Chained by their attitudes, they

are slaves,

Since they have lost their

freedom,

Only a person who risks is free.
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ltd|f nflultd|f nflultd|f nflultd|f nflultd|f nflu

cGwsf/df x/fPsf] kG5L ;/L
cfh oxfF ;"o{sf] ls/0f d vf]Hb} 5',
rfx]/ xf];\ of grfxL /f]Psf] of] x[bonfO{
;fGTjgfsf b'O{ rf/ zAbx¿ d sf]b}{ 5'

yfxf 5}g dnfO{, d s:tf] 5' egL
t/ leqleq cfkm"nfO{ a'‰g] k|oTg ub}{ 5'
cfˆgf x[bosf kL8fx¿nfO{ x]/L,
cfˆg} lglDt bofsf efjx¿ eb}{ 5'

yfxf lyPg dnfO{
ltdLn] w]/} dfof u5f}{ egL
d}n] eg] dfofsf] cfef;x¿ afF9\g ;s]sL 5}g
;w}+ lrQ b'vfpF5' ltd|f]
xF;fpg] s'g} dfWod kfpg ;s]sL 5}g

e/f];f nfUb}g ;fyL Û oL b'O{ knx¿sf],
slxn] xfF;f] t slxn] /f]bg eP/ cfOlbG5g\
g;f]r]sf / grfx]sf tL 3fpx¿n]
w/w/L cfF;'sf wf/fx¿ a;f{OlbG5g\

xftsf b; cf}Fnfsf] laGtL 5 ltdLnfO{
s[kof, dnfO{ unt ;f]rL ;fy d]/f] g5f]l8b]pm
hlt aflx/ ltdLnfO{ s/fP klg d}n]
dk|ltsf] ltd|f] dfof slxNo} gd]6fOb]pm .

$!**$!**$!**$!**$!**
dgLiffdgLiffdgLiffdgLiffdgLiff
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M M M M M !@!@!@!@!@

cfzfsf] em'nf}gfdfcfzfsf] em'nf}gfdfcfzfsf] em'nf}gfdfcfzfsf] em'nf}gfdfcfzfsf] em'nf}gfdf

hLjg klg cfh s:tf] eof] s:tf]

cGwsf/afx]s d s]xL b]lVbgF

cfF;'n] t ;fu/ g} agfPsf] 5

ToxL ;fu/leq 8'a]sL 5' d

otf x]bf{ lg/fzfsf] af6f] lxF8] h:tf] nfU5

stf stf sfnf] afbnd} x/fP h:tf] nfU5

v';Lsf]  Ps emNsf] klg b]lVbgF d t

;f]Rbf klg lbSs} nfU5, s:tf] eof] d]/f] hLjg t Û

sf]xL 5}g d]/f] o; ;+;f/df To:tf]

h;sf] sfFwdf  lz/ /fvL ?g ;s"F d

5}g ;xf/f s;}sf], ;fy klg 5}g

PSn} afFRg ;Sg] s]6L d x}g

t/ klg clxn];Dd yf]/} cfzf ub}{ 5'

s'g} lbg t d]/f] hLjg ;'lw|G5 xf]nf

ToxL ;'vb lbgsf nflu s'l//x]5'

cfzfsf] tf/f cjZo b]lvG5 xf]nf .

()@)()@)()@)()@)()@)
k|lti7fk|lti7fk|lti7fk|lti7fk|lti7f
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Nelson Mandela

Nelson Mandela was among the

greatest leaders of the world. He

was born on 18th of July, 1918 A.D,

in a village named “Qunu” of

South Africa. His small village

was surrounded by nature and its

gifts. And Mandela was well

disciplined, obedient and smart.

He had a painful and miserable

life.

 As he grew up he noticed that

the white people were treating

inhumanly towards the black

native people of South America.

All the black were the slaves of

the whites. By observing the

society filled with such

discrimination, he aimed to

remove it from the Africa and the

world as a whole.

The entire country had the

system of slavery. All the higher

level post of the government was

occupied by the whites. As he

thought, it was not an easy job to

eradicate the entire system.

Mandela started raising voices

against the whites and started

awareness campaign targeting

the blacks. At first it was

impossible but gradually he was

able to gather people and started

raising the voice against the

whites. It took a lot of hard work

and dedication to do as he had

planned but as he was supported

by more people, his job got

easier. White people started

looking him.

They stepped forward to stop

him, but he never gave up. After

the hard work and struggle for

several years, he succeeded to

give freedom to the native black

people.

After some years he again found

that there was still some disputes

and quarrel between the whites

and the blacks. This time he

thought something new and he

used sports as the medium to

increase the relationship

between them.

Throughout his lifetime he spent

27 years in jail. When he was in

prison, he used to think about his

people and his country. He faced

through all sorts of problems but

he never gave up.

Now, South Africa is one of the

most developed countries in this

modern world. In South Africa,

nowadays racial harmony exists.

Sadly, those who are born should

die one day or the other.

Similarly, he died on 6 th of

December, 2013 A.D.

Lady Peace

Seeing the wind breathe softly
and the smiling flowers,
Lady Peace sighs with a great
heart.
But then, suddenly arrives the
curse,
The battle of Lady Peace and
the war,
Start at once.

Poor Lady Peace,
She fights for her land.
She has no weapons,
But, her strength and courage
fights the war,
She doesn’t lose her hope and
reveals her bravery.
And still Lady Peace fights, and
keeps on fighting.
And there she is now, raising her
head high,
Defeating the opposition
warriors and warning them not
to come back again.

And now, the voices of the war
fade and vanish completely,
And there she stands, Lady
Peace,
Standing firm on her land,
With eyes full of tears of true
happiness and joy,
Rising along with the sun, into
the new morning,
And the chirping of birds and the
warm ray of charm,
Calm her down once more.
And yes, there she is, Lady
Peace,
Looking after us and protecting
the world again.
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wd{wd{wd{wd{wd{

Psk6s Pp6f wgL kl/jf/df b'j}
v'§f grNg] aRrf hlGdof] . Tof]
aRrf  b]v]/  p;sf  afa' Psbd}
l/;fP . pgn] cfˆgL a"9LnfO{ eg]
ædnfO{ o:tf] nª\u8f] aRrf rflxFb}g
o;nfO{  dfl/b]Æ  .  lar/L     Pp6L
cfdfn] cfˆgf] aRrfnfO{  s;/L
dfg]{ < w'?w'? ?Fb} Tof] aRrfnfO{
6f9fsf] af6f]df 5f]8]/ 3/ kmls{g\ .
pgnfO{ aRrfsf] ofb w]/} cfpFYof] .
cfˆgf]  efUonfO{  ;/fKb}  pgL
al;g\ . pgL lbglbg} ?lGyg\ . cfˆgf]
5f]/f stf 5 xf]nf < s] vfof]
xf]nf < s;}n] To;nfO{ nUof] xf]nf
ls vfg gkfP/ d¥of] xf]nf ls
eGg] lrGtfn] ;tfO/xGYof] .

Tof] c:j:y aRrfnfO{ /fds[i0f
gfdsf] dflg;n] b]v]5 . Tof] dfG5]n]
;f]Rof], æs;sf] aRrf xf]nf, ev{/
hGd]sf] aRrfnfO{ 5f]8]/ hfg] s:tf
kfkL xf]nfg\ <Æ /fds[i0fsf aRrf
lyPgg\ . To;}n] p;n] Tof] aRrfnfO{
3/df nUof] . p;sf] :ofxf/;';f/
u¥of] . Tof] aRrfnfO{ p;n] xl/
s[i0f eGg] gfd lbof] . xl/s[i0fsf]
v'§fsf] pkrf/ u/fOlbof] . p;nfO{
k9fOlbof] . kl5 uP/ pm Ps ;kmn
OlGhlgo/ aGof] . cfh p;sf] gfd

htftt} km}lnPsf] 5 . /fds[i0fn]
xl/s[i0fnfO{ 5f]/f eg]/ af]nfpF5 .
xl/s[i0f cfˆgf] a'afk|lt w]/} uj{
u5{ . af6fdf 5f]l8Psf] Ps
afnsnfO{  dfof  u/]/ /fds[i0fn]
w]/} wd{ sdfPsf 5g\ .

;do kmsf{pg kfP====;do kmsf{pg kfP====;do kmsf{pg kfP====;do kmsf{pg kfP====;do kmsf{pg kfP====

olb ;do kmsf{pg kfP, d
cfˆgf uNtL ;Rofpg] lyPF

clxn]sf] ;dodf ef]u]sf] kL8f,
;fob s6fpg] lyPF

ckl/ldt v';Lsf tL knfdf,
km]l/ /dfpg] lyPF

olb ;do kmsf{pg kfP, d ;do
kmsf{pg] lyPF

cfdfsf] sfvsf] cfgGbdf km]l/
lgbfpg] d]/f] OR5f,

a'afsf] sfFwsf] prfOdf, km]l/
dlRrg] d]/f] sfdgf

afNosfnsf tL /d0fLo ofbx¿,
d km]l/ Nofpg] lyPF,

olb ;do kmsf{pg kfP d ;do
kmsf{pg] lyPF

si6sf] kL8fsf d]/f kfOnf d
d]6fpg] lyPF,

lrQ b'vfPsf / b'v]sf kn x6fO{
d pGd'Qm x'g] lyPF

cfˆgf] hLjg ;fob, Pp6f gofF
tl/sfdf lhpg] lyPF

s;}sf] b'Mv sd u/]/ / s;}sf]
;'vsf] ldq agL,

d]/f] hLjgsf] cl:tTjsf] dxTTj
cg'e"t ug]{ lyPF

olb ;do kmsf{pg kfP d ;do
kmsf{pg] lyPF

d]/f]  dgsf  6'6]sf  6's|f hDdf
u/]/ hf]8\g]

d]/f] hLjgnfO{ Pp6f ;'gf}nf]
laxfgLlt/ df]8\g]

d]/f] k|lt1f ;kmn kfg{ cl3cl3
a9g]

d]/f] nIo d]/f] uGtJo, d kSs}
kfpg] lyPF

olb ;do kmsf{pg kfP d ;do
kmsf{pg] lyPF .
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Me; Half Alive

I was in the waiting hall,

remembering my Lord, for the

safe returning of that lovely

smile which was in fact, a piece

of mine. Without her presence,

my life becomes a moonless

night, if not, a living fish in a

desert. Although by realizing

this, the God was trying to

separate me from her, which

really was his useless attempt.

Everyone may have a question

for me stating why useless? It

was because my heart was saying

this, ‘nothing else!’

To say frankly, I was hoping a

hopeless hope at that time. I was

trying to convince my eyes not

to provide me their waste but I

was unable to keep control over

them.

A twist came over my life as a

foreign hand over my shoulder

made me turn around. A green

masked guy in white said

seriously. ‘I’m sorry. I tried my

best but I couldn’t ………’ I don’t

know what happened after that

but when I woke up, I was in a

bed aside a lifeless body; the

body of my beloved; the body of

the other half of me.

Our Family… BNKS
Family

Here comes Makalu running
down the street,
Followed by Dhaulagiri with
same spirit!
Hiunchuli there comes and joins
the crowd,
With the Saipal cheering so loud.

Nilgiri gets surprised and goes
around,
With the Pumori over here to
surround.
Annapurna is there with
happiness so deep,
Where Kanchenjunga are
promising it to keep!

Choyu comes quickly out of
their room,
With Ratnachuli there fading the
gloom.
Lastly the Gaurishankar is there
alright,
Along with Byasrishi looking
happy and bright!

The crowd with everyone happy
and proud,
Varieties of people on the same
ground.
Along with the environment
cheerful and cool,
Here is our pride,
Budhanilkantha School!!
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Try and You’ll Get
Success

“Fail! Oh my God. This semester

too I failed my exams.” How will

I be standing in front of my

house, having report card in my

hand with just 33% showing my

report card to my parents? I know

my mom will surely scold me and

my dad too. Oh no! He’ll send me

to hostel. I can’t show this report

to my parents. It’s better I will

not go home.

Thinking of this, I was walking

towards my house. There in the

way, I saw a lady begging for food

and money and his son asking

her to send him to school. This

scene was so much heart

touching. They were in a very

terrible condition. They neither

had food to eat nor proper

clothes to wear. Then I thought

“I won’t give up. I’ll try next time.

If I request my dad then, I know

he’ll never say no. Even these

beggars haven’t given up, how

could I?”

I, then directly went to my

house. I showed my report card

to my parents. I told them that I

would try next time. They didn’t

do anything as I had thought.

This incident took place about a

year ago. Now, I am in the same

school. The little thing inspired

99999122122122122122

Swasthani,Swasthani,Swasthani,Swasthani,Swasthani,
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me and changed my life. I

learned a lesson from those

beggars. Instead of giving up

easily, it is better to try for the

next time.
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The Best Things in
Life

-

Staring at the beautiful evening

sky, he saw the elegantly put

orange and violet colors dancing

wildly in the sky, complimenting

each other perfectly. The

unpleasant phone call he had

received had shattered his

already brittle world into tiny

unmendable pieces and like spilt

milk, could not be recovered

again.

When the remorseful call ended,

all the events of the past years

flashed in his eyes and as his eyes

squeezed shut, the melancholic

tears rolled down his pale

cheeks. He started remembering

the gullible, naïve teen boy who

looked forward to his upcoming

experiences as he brewed a broth

of steaming fear and bubbling

excitement. Not unlike male

Nepalese high school graduates,

he managed to get admitted into

a university in a certain state of a

foreign country. So clueless he

was about the series of ominous

events that lay ahead.

A month later, he found himself

working day and night, offering

himself no leisure; to gather

enough for his daily necessities

and his over priced tuition fees.

Yet, he was glad to be steadily

achieving his aspired dreams.

Misfortune struck when the

authorities found out he was a

student engaged in some illegal

jobs and working more than the

allocated number of working

hours for student. He could get

deported.

Panic stricken, he fled away to

another state. Possessing only a

few books, some clothes and

baggage and a cheap automobile,

he joined a community college.

About a year later, he found

himself falling in love with one

of his classmates; a blonde girl,

carefree and reckless, she was a

marijuana addict. Her aloof

attitude, freakish tattoos and

body piercings did anything but

repel him, contrarily. They

decided to marry and live

together even though he faced

obvious criticism for his inter-

racial marriage from his family

back in Nepal.
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Prakriti,Prakriti,Prakriti,Prakriti,Prakriti,
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;fyLsf kl5 nfu]/;fyLsf kl5 nfu]/;fyLsf kl5 nfu]/;fyLsf kl5 nfu]/;fyLsf kl5 nfu]/

;fyLsf] kl5 nfu]/ d]/f] lalUf|of]
hLjg

v/fa ;fyLsf]  ;ª\unt]  cfh
/f]O/x]5 dg

lauf¥of] d]/f] lhGbuL r'/f]6, v}gL
/ /S;Ln]

pHHjn  eljio  sf]¥of]
cGwsf/sf] d;Ln] .

h'jf klg v]Ng yfn]F wg} gfz u/]F

c?sf] kl5  nfu]/  lhGbuL g}
a/afb kf/]F

v/fa ;fyLnfO{ c;n ;Dem]/
7"nf] e'n u/]+

s'ljrf/ lnP/ d}n] dgdf kfk
e/]+ .

o; h'gLdf d}n] s'sd{ u/]+

wd{sf] lgod tf]8]/ hLjgdf
snx e/]+

s';Ëtdf nfu]/ d]/f] eof] a]xfn

x]bf{x]b}{ nf}g, cfpg nfUof] ca
d]/}} kf] sfn .
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By the time he found out his

family was right, his life had

already turned into an intangible

web of frustration which he was

entangled in. The unnecessary

commotion in the house and her

screaming in her pitched voice

were gradually unbearable.

His bride would not get rid of

drugs and she would always

gamble or spend her nights in

places unknown. He was losing

his faith in her yet was helplessly

in love with her. Most of his

money would disappear until he

would later find out that she

used it to buy nicotine and some

sedatines and spend the rest on

night clubs while he spent

several sleepless nights waiting

for her to return back home.

His studies were deteriorating

like something, tumbling down

a steep hill. He could not keep

up with both their sky rocketing

expenditure but when his

mother begged him to come

back, he still acted obstinate. By

then, he had become deathly

pale, his once chubby cheeks

slackened down to hollowness,

his bones now sticking out from

his thinly-layered flesh. Lately,

he had grown weaker, too often

having a temperature. With his

face old and wrinkled, his

thinning hair and dry shriveled

skin, he looked light years older

than the effervescent, content

boy he once was.

At first, it seemed like an

outcome of the daily dose of

household drama but as it

worsened, he went for a health

checkup. The doctor told him of

this being a possible HIV case. By

that afternoon the results were

out. The result was positive.

It felt like a hurricane had swirled

into his rotten fate and

devastated him. Always clinging

to his relentless insensible

decisions, he had now been life

wrecked. Now, he could even

feel the retrovirus eating him

from inside, slowly engulfing

him. He could feel the mocking

echoes of ‘you’re doomed’

ringing in his ears. The disaster

was his wife. She was the demon

who came prancing into his life

and had treacherously stomped

upon it.

Suddenly, he felt the sudden

buzzing of his phone pocketed in

his trousers. As he turned his

phone on, the haunting words

revolved around his mind.

Mother had died of heart-attack.

His angina pains had grown

worse like he had feared it would.

He started reminiscing the

blissful and vivid memories of

the past as he stared into the

evening sky. He only

remembered the best things

now; the way his mother planted

kisses in his hands and then her

bitter scoldings, even her toothy

grin or her melodic voice and the

enchantment it spread; he

realized its too late but indeed,

the best things in life comes free

to us after all.
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Time!

It’s just a time,
Of honesty and reality,
When the feeling comes,
Sometimes good or guilty

Leaving all the stuffs behind,
And make our work done.
During the summer season,
Bunking was really fun!

It was like a hell,
Staying inside the class.
We were too embarrassed,
thinking
“If we could fail or pass?”

In class, some used to stay quiet
And some used to ask.
But we had some fellows
including me,
Who really used to enjoy the sun
bask.

The pocket used to be full of
money,
So we frequently visited black
gate.
By the time momo and “Quick”
were finished,
Once again in supper we were
late!
Without any fear,
We used to play football on
school pant.
Oh again! The teachers caught
us,
And make us stand.

It was our 100th time
Of enjoyment of our punishment,
For us, it was enjoyment,
And for teachers, non other than
astonishment.

Others say that the real time

Of enjoyment is all done and
gone.
We don’t believe in others! For
us,
The real time has just begun!

It’s really unpredictable.
You may have or not have a
wife.
Talking about us,
We too really had time of our
life.

Kindness of Ram

Once upon a time there lived a

man named Ram. He was very

kind. He had a shop and he never

cheated. He made shoes and

sold them in shop. But the other

people told him to cheat and take

some more money. But Ram

never cheated. He told the right

quality of shoes and took right

money for the shoes. The people

slowly started to leave his shop.

But still Ram didn’t cheat. His

wife told him-”I think we should

start cheating to earn more

money.” But Ram didn’t want to

cheat.

One day the king announced “If

somebody can make shoes that

cannot be burnt by fire, can’t be

cut by nails and hammers, can’t

be wet by water, he/she will be

rewarded with money and will

be known as the best man who

can make the best shoes.” All the

people started to make shoes.

They thought that the king

wouldn’t check that it is strong

or not. Then they all took shoes

and went to the king’s palace.

But the king started checking

whether the shoes were strong

or not. All the shoes were

useless. Ram also heard about

the competition. But he didn’t

have suitable kind of leather to

make shoes. A man came to

Ram’s house and gave him some

leather. Ram said, “Who are you?

Why are you giving me this

leather instead of making it by

yourself?” The man said, “I am

someone closer to you and I want

you to show the world about

your intelligence so that you will

never suffer again. Come on!

show the world your talent. Ram

was surprised by his words. He

said, “Thank-you for your

kindness. I will always be

thankful to your kindness.” Then

the man left the house and went

away. Then Ram started making

shoes. It was little difficult but

finally he made it. He presented

the shoes to the king. The king

was impressed by his work. He

gave Ram as much money as he

needed and then Ram went

home and bought a good home

and plenty of food and the things

he needed. After that day people

again started to come in his shop.

Then, from that day, Ram lived

happily ever after.
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The Health And
Fitness Club

The health and fitness

club of Budhanilkantha school,

established in 2008 A.D. is a non-

profitable club run by a team of

dedicated post S.L.C students

(Cambridge A-levels and

HSEB10+2) of the school . This

year, the club was under my

leadership with the support from

Mr. B.K. Mallik and S.B. Kunwar.

As the name itself suggests, the

club is fully dedicated towards

maintaining the health and

fitness of Budhanilkantha School.

The club specially emphasize on

the sector of health and its

awareness related programs

which have been proven to be

beneficial in many ways. In order

to fulfill its objectives this year,

the club organized three of its

major programs.

 YOGA SESSION:

With the objective of providing

good health and healthy life for

everyone, the club organized

yoga session for all the students

and staff of the school as its

annual program. The 24 day long

program was successful in

teaching various yoga postures

such as suryanamaskar,

simghaaasan, bajhrangaasan to

name a few. We got good

feedbacks from everyone who

attended the program. It was a

great experience for all the club

members.

STRESS MANAGEMENT AND LIFE-

STYLE COUNSELLING SESSION:

The club along with Osho world

had organized a session on

“stress management and life-

style counseling”. The workshop

mainly focused on “the way of

living: Role of meditation in day-

to-day life and experiments on

meditation”.  The book

exhibition, video documentaries

and meditation that followed

was able to grab the interest of

most of the people. The program

benefitted the audience in every

way possible.

THE HEALTH CAMP:

Right from its inception, the club

has been conducting various

activities of social welfare which

are beneficial to the society. In

this context, we decided to

conduct medicine donation and

free health check up program in

Dharapani village located in

Myagdi district. The village is

located in rural area of the

country where people are

deprived of essential health

services. Five members of the

club along with Mr. B.K. Mallik,

accompanied by  two doctors and

two nurses visited the place to

make  the villagers  aware of

common communicable

diseases like diarrhoea,

conjunctivitis, viral fever, etc.

and their proper preventive

measures and treatment. We

were able to serve about 350

people with free health

checkups and provide free

medicine to the ones in need.

Thus, the program was successful

in creating a healthier and more

secure environment in the

village.
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Smile

Smile! Smile! Smile!
Let it go a million mile.
Never lose your smiley,
It’s a part of your life.

Smile gives us happiness,
Sadness is just laziness.
Smile is the treasure,
Share things very further.

Smile brings people together,
Sadness makes people scatter.
Share your smiley,
Make it your style.

If you want to look good,
Change your entire mood.
And smile, smile, smile,
Let it go a million mile.
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oxL xf] d]/f] hLjg <oxL xf] d]/f] hLjg <oxL xf] d]/f] hLjg <oxL xf] d]/f] hLjg <oxL xf] d]/f] hLjg <

3[0ffn] ;lhPsf] hLjg d}n]

;f}uft kfPF

hLjgsf] gf6sd~rdf kL8f dfq}

;fyL kfPF

u'nfkmsf] au}+rfdf pGo" eO{ a:g

kfPF

lg/y{s hLjgsf] d'Vo kfq aGg

kfPF

gf6ssf gfossf] ;]jf ug{ d}n]

kfPF

d"NoxLg d]/f] hLjg ;dk{0f ug{

kfPF

;f}uftsf] 6's|f dg a]rL w]/} cfF;'

kfPF

;/fk / ufnLsf sof}+ ;ª\uLt

;'Gg kfPF

cfkm" hnL c?nfO{ k|sfz 5g]{
efUo kfPF

d}gsf] ;f6f] d}n] ToxfF tftf] t]n
kf] ;fyL kfPF

;"o{n] cfˆgf] k|sfz hf]ufPsf]
d}n] kfPF

sfF8f dfq} ePsf] uf]/]6f]df lxF8\g
kfPF

;fy{stf xft kfg{ ltvf{Psf]

cfkm" kfPF

cfFvfn] g} d]/f] Kof; d]6fPsf]
d}n] kfPF

;'v/lxt gf6sdf v]Ng] d}n]
df}sf kfPF

cf;}cf;sf] ;~hfndf clNemPsf]
cfkm" kfPF .

pGgltsf] af6f] b]vfpmpGgltsf] af6f] b]vfpmpGgltsf] af6f] b]vfpmpGgltsf] af6f] b]vfpmpGgltsf] af6f] b]vfpm

x] cfdf,

cfF;'sf] hLjg xf]Og,

xfF;f]sf] lzv/ r'Dg l;sfpm

Ps k};f dfUg] xf]Og,

nfvf}F k};f lbg l;sfpm

dfG5] df/L cftª\s dRrfpg

xf]Og,

pGglt u/L zflGt Nofpg

l;sfpm

;xgzLn eP/ lhpg xf]Og,

t/af/sf] wf/ h:tf] aGg l;sfpm

slt dfG5] d5{g\ vfg gkfO{

k]6 kfNg l;sfpm cfdf cfn:o

x6fO{

rf/kfª\u|]df r9L ;xl/of hLjg

lhpg xf]Og,

kl;gf aufO{ pGglt u/L lhpg

l;sfpm

s;} ;fd' n'q] sfg nufpg

xf]Og,

uj{sf] lz/ 7f8f] kfg{ l;sfpm

afXo zlQmsf] bafa ;xg xf]Og,

lg8/ eP/ lhpg l;sfpm

ho ho cfdf, pGgltsf] af6f]

b]vfpm .

%!%@%!%@%!%@%!%@%!%@
cgfldsfcgfldsfcgfldsfcgfldsfcgfldsf
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff MP !MP !MP !MP !MP !
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I Made Them Proud

-

“Clarissa Fray”, the host called

out from the grand stage and I felt

my heart beat quicken. It was my

name he was calling.

Subconsciously, I put up a smile,

stood up and walked out of the

third row past the audience of

curious ladies and gentlemen, all

donning and impressive silk

gowns, to grab my well deserved

honor. Gracefully and

confidently, I squared my

shoulders and walked past

everyone and reached the stairs

that led to the stage. I could hear

the stiletto heels clicking with

the solid metallic stairs and

finally I was on the stage.  The

bright lights nearly blinded me

for a second and after the initial

discomfort passed, I saw

thousands of people who had

turned up to witness this, all

looking at me, some with pride,

love and respect, others with

envy and jealousy. I went up to

the man holding the award, my

honor for serving humanity and

mankind. The crustal globe held

by a lady-like figure rested safely

in my hands as I posed for

photographs. When asked to

share a few words, I went to the

podium and took a long

unobtrusive breath. I said a few

thank yous and shared some of

the motivational lines I had

planned on sharing. I finally

urged everyone present there or

watching the ceremony on TV to

be of some service to mankind

and humanity. Then, I ended my

speech and came down the stage

with the award held in between

the palms of my left hand to a

big round of applause and a

standing ovation from the crowd.

The walk back to my seat felt

relatively shorter for some

reason and I thanked every

60546054605460546054
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smiling face and people who

congratulated me while making

my way back to my seat.

Finally, I reached my seat around

which my whole family was

gathered. All of them had a ‘You

finally did it’ look on their faces.

My mother hugged me as soon

as I was near enough and I felt

tears of love, joy and affection

falling thick and fast on my lap. I

searched for the other dearest

person to me, my father and

when I finally found his face, I

could see his eyes, face radiating

pride and happiness. It was me

they were proud of this time.

Not my younger brother or my

elder sister but me they were

finally proud of. So that was

when I felt content and satisfied

and good about what I had done.

That was the moment, I found out

that I had made them proud.

ScholarScholarScholarScholarScholarship Entrance Tship Entrance Tship Entrance Tship Entrance Tship Entrance Testestestestest
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sd{sf] kmnsd{sf] kmnsd{sf] kmnsd{sf] kmnsd{sf] kmn

Pp6f ufpFdf Pp6L a"9L al:yg\ .
tL  a"9L  w]/} g/fd|f] ljrf/sL
lyOg\ . Tof] ufpFdf /fd|f dflg;
klg lyP . Pslbg tL a"9L cfdf
cfˆgf] 3/df al;/x]sL lyOg\ . pgsf]
lbdfudf ;w}Fem}F Pp6f g/fd|f] ljrf/
cfof] . pgn] ;f]lrg\ æd ca
ufpFn]x¿sf]  s'v'/f rf]/]/ x}/fg
kf5'{ .Æ 8'Nbf8'Nb} pgL Pp6f 3/df
k'lug\ / ToxfF pgn] Pp6f s'v'/f
rf]/]/ eflug\  .  ufpFel/  s'v'/f
x/fof] eGg] s'/f km}lnof] . ef]lnkN6
klg ufpFel/ s'v'/f x/fof] eGg] va/
cfof] . s'v'/f x/fpg] t lbg lbg}sf]
s'/f x'g yfNof] . c¿ dflg;x¿
rflxF b'Anf x'g yfn] t/ a"9L rflxF
df]6L x'g yflng\ .

Pslbg Pp6f s]6f ljBfnoaf6 l5§}
3/ kmSof]{] 3/leq k:g cfF6]sf] j]nf
p;n]  Pp6f dflg;nfO{ s'v'/f
rf]l//x]sf] b]Vof] . la:tf/} Tof]
dflg;nfO{ yfxf gx'g] u/L pm 3/

@)*)@)*)@)*)@)*)@)*)
l6;fl6;fl6;fl6;fl6;f
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M%M%M%M%M%

Power of Hope

Have you ever stopped to

wonder what it is that keeps us

going from day to day? What lies

behind our ability to fight our

way through periods of

discouragement and

disappointment?  What makes

us believe that sooner or later,

things will get better?

It is a little word that has

immense power-the power to

change failure into success, the

power to bring the sick back to

health, the power to transform

one’s weakness into the greatest

strength, and the power to see

the silver lining even along the

edge of the darkness of clouds:

HOPE.

There’s something about hope

that makes clear thinking

possible. When we face a

problem, do we regret it with

hope or dejection? If we hope

there is a solution and believe

that we will find a solution, we’ll

probably find it.

 We should never write  anything

as impossible. God has given us

the capacity to think our way

through any problem. The

hopeful thinker projects hope

and faith even in dark times, and

thereby eliminating darkest of

corners as long as the thought of

defeat kept out of a person’s

mind, victory is certain to come

sooner or later.

Hope has the quality of

expectancy in it. When we hope

strongly, something within us

expects things to happen. This

invisible quality is called

expectancy, which is closely

allied to faith and can affect

events in a remarkable way.

When we hope strong enough,

expectancy does the work for us

and when expectancy turns the

way, great things are destined to

happen. So hope all the way!!

leq k;]/ p;sf] cfdf a'afnfO{
af]nfof] . d'v x]bf{ t  Tof] a"9L kf]
/lxl5g\ . ef]lnkN6 piffsfnd} ;a}
ufpFn]x¿sf] cufl8 a"9LnfO{ Ifdf
dfUg nfufOof] / o:tf] uNtL
gbf]xf]¥ofpg]  eg]/  k|0f  lng
nufOof] .
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The Scars of First
Love

-

When you float meaninglessly,

an ordinary nobody,

Into the inner depths of the

crowd,

It’s because you want to hide

from the world,

And of yourself you are not

proud.

What you wanted for yourself,

more than anything else,

Has left inside you a big,

cavernous hole,

And the excruciating hurt and

pain you feel,

Must have left an abyss in your

soul.

You gave that person everything

in your capacity,

Everything you had and more,

But your love was all but

deemed worthless,

And you never realized they

were keeping score.

All pairs of eyes look down on

you,

With limitless regret and

humiliation,

But not a single soul comes

beside you in these times of trial

and suffering,

With all your determination

turned into desperation.

Every single cell throughout your

body,

Screams out in extreme

exhaustion,

But your senses are all already

numb,

And your heart is severed by

defeat, doom and frustration.

But give it some time, you will

definitely return,

Back into your normal and

better state,

You will at last learn that the

world moves on,

Indifferent to your love and

indifferent to your hate.

You will someday rise, into the

dawn of your life,

After a night of horror and pain,

And you will lead a happier life

then on,

But the scars of your first love

will perpetually remain.
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Vote of Gratitude

Mr. N. P. Sharma

(Former Principal-BNKS)

The Budhanilkantha family

thanks you for your invaluable

service and support. You have

made a lasting impression on the

world through the students you

have taught and guided. Thank

you for making Budhanilkantha

School one of the best schools in

the world. Have a happy and

prosperous retirement.
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d]/f] lhGbuLd]/f] lhGbuLd]/f] lhGbuLd]/f] lhGbuLd]/f] lhGbuL

;bfem}F cfh klg dnfO{ s]xLsf]
cefj eO/x]sf] 5, s]xL x/fPsf]
h:tf] nflu/x]sf] 5 . ef]s nfu]sf]
dx;'; ubf{ ksfP/ lbg] sf] g} kf]
5 / < dnfO{ dfof lbg] sf] 5 / <
d t dfq Pp6L 6'x'/L aflnsf x'F .
cfdf gePkl5 x]/rfx ug]{ sf] x'G5
xf]nf / <

s] ug'{, ;8sdf dfuL lxF8\g klg
;lSbgF  . Pslbg  uPsL  lyPF,
lt/:sf/ dfq kfPF .  efUon]
7luPsL Û d]/f] a'af klg d[To'sf]
9f]sf vf]nL hfg'eof] . ca d
pxfFx¿s} ofbdf dfq t8\lk/x]sL
5' . x/avt cfdfsf] Gofgf] sfv
dnfO{ ofb cfpF5 . dnfO{ cfdf
eGg] zAb ca  hlt  eg] klg n]v]
klg k'Ub}g . dnfO{ casf] h'gLdf
klg km]l/ 6'x'/f] aGg gk/f];\ . dnfO{
klg cfdf;u}F a;]/ hLjg latfpg
cj;/ ldnf];\ .

ofbn] t8\kfpF5 cfdf, dnfO{
?jfpF5 . cfdf Û tkfO{n] ;'Gg'eof],
b]Vg'eof] < d t8\lk/x]5' dnfO{
Psrf]l6 lnP/ hfg'xf];\ . To;kl5
d slxn] klg dflg;sf] h'gL lnP/
hGdg] 5}g . d}n] x/]; vfO;s]F .
tkfO{FnfO{  ;Demb} PSn} ?Fbf?Fbf

d]/f cfFvfsf cfF;' klg ;'ls;s] .
slt  a:g'–;'Tg'  of]  ;8ssf]
w'nf]df . slt nufpg' oxL n'uf,
kmf6]/ em'qf eO;s] . slt a:g'
ef]sf] k]6, cfGb|f ;'s]/ ca vfgf
dfUg 5fl8;s] . O{Zj/ Û ca d[To'sf]
9f]sf vf]lnlbP x'GYof] . of] b'Mvsf]
;fu/af6 dnfO{ d'lQm lbP x'GYof] .

cfh d}n] xf/ dfg]F . of] lbg d]/f]
clGtd lbg xf] . ca d}n] km]l/ Tof]
nft / h'7f] vfg kb}{g . d]/f]
hLjgsf] of] Pp6} rfxgf, cfdfnfO{
e]6\g], cw'/f] g} /Xof] . d]/f] hLjgsf]
kn ca l;l4of] t/ lar/f Û d]/f]
lhGbuL Psfb]zsf] syf ;d]t aGg
;s]g .

()@^()@^()@^()@^()@^
;fl/sf;fl/sf;fl/sf;fl/sf;fl/sf
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M&M&M&M&M&

The Dream

It was early morning. The sun

entered my room secretly and

touched my head with its

warmth. But when I opened my

eyes, I was shocked! I was not in

my room. I was in a place which I

didn’t have any idea of. The

atmosphere was filled with

silence. No ‘toot, toot’ or ‘peep,

peep’ of buses or other vehicles.

Free birds were flying away,

singing sweet and enchanting

songs. At a distance, an old man

was asking another man for help,

“Can you help me take these

boxes to my house? I am too old

to carry these.” To this, the man

then replied, “Okay Grandpa, I

will help you very gladly!”

People were helping each other

with open hearts and appeared

very friendly. They were working

hard too. Children were playing

merrily. It seemed these people

lived in perfect harmony. I knew

that it was not my place- the

people of my place were very

rude and feelingless longed to

live in that place, the place

which was not mine, of course. I

was so excited and impatient to

visit this place. Shortly

afterwards, I found myself

leaping forward. It was right

then that I heard a sudden shrill

voice of women behind me,

“Saru, it’s too late. Wake up!” I

was dumbfounded thinking why

this woman was shouting at me.

I didn’t even know who this

woman was. Yet, I replied, “I’m

already awake.” I then fell on the

ground. When I opened my eyes

I found myself in my bed. Indeed,

I was too late. My mom was

calling me!

I suddenly remembered what I

saw was a mere dream. Yet, I

couldn’t stop wishing that my

place would be like the place I

saw in my dream. But my dream

can’t be true.
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Dear You

My dearest you,

Every time I look into your

innocent eyes, I see

incorruptibility, pure happiness

and your desire to know more

about this cruel world we live in.

Whenever I touch those soft

chubby cheek of yours, I feel my

heart melt down, wanting you to

stay the same tiny and warm

angel you are. As you grow up, I

know you will have to face the

real world out there which is full

of deceit. I want you to stay the

way you are; happy, content and

lost in your own little world full

of fantasies and sweet dreams.

When you squeal out with

untainted happiness, it ’s like

music to my ears. Feeding you

has now become my favorite job

and sometimes, when I touch

your little, cute and soft hands

and feet, I get lost in my own

world of thoughts. When your

tiny fingers gripped one of my

fingers and your gleaming eyes

bore into mine with that certain

kind of chaste shine it has for the

first time, I swear I had tears of

joy rolling down my cheeks.

I want to give you all the love I

have, kiss you, and hold you as

much as I can right now because

when you grow older you will

start whining and complaining

about such things. However, I

want you to know and remember

that whatever happens in the

future, your elder sister will

never leave you to face anything

alone and will never leave you

isolated, ever. I will always

shower you with the same

unwavering and endless love,

forever.

I know, when you grow up and

read this letter, you will think of

your sister as a very dramatic

person. But the truth is just that

this is my way of pouring out all

the overwhelming emotions I

have. I feel it is my responsibility

to protect you from this world.

I hope you will grow up to be a

responsible man and I really

hope that I live to see that day.

I’ve already lived so much more

than you have and I already have

my duties as a daughter, a

student and a friend. But now

you, my little angel, are also a part

of my life and it’s due to you that

I feel the monotony fade away

and replaced by bliss again.

I had always wished to have a

brother and now when I have my

wish fulfill, It seems as if god

fulfilled my wish to return the

lost happiness into my life again.

Lastly, brother, I want you to stay

true to yourself and be yourself

until hell freezes over.

With lots of love,

Your sister

The Impression of an
Incident

-

The memory remains aside,

Its fear that kept me beside,

Moment’s gone but still lies

there,

It’s the impression that keeps it

near.

I want to erase it,

But I can’t leave it behind;

It’s the shadow of the incident:

That always haunts my wit.

It’s like a monster of an evil

kind,

Who totally controls my body

and mind?

At first he was fun and cool,

Later on, I became his fool

I was left a victim with no

chance

It took my life in just a glance.
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Behind The Bars

Standing alone behind these iron

bars I question myself, “Where

is the GOD, who solves our

problem and miseries? Where is

the almighty power, that makes

us do the right things and not the

wrong ones? Why have I ended

up here, locked behind these

bars which do not let me go out

and be free?” I feel angry at my

sinful parents who left me on

the sidewalk beside the garbage

bin.

He gave life to my dead soul. He

took me home, which could be

called more as a shed of straw

supported by some sticks. He fed

me and took care of me. He

brought me up although he had

nothing to do but beg.  He taught

me how to earn a living. We used

to beg in the same colony and

get some money. Those were

generous people who lend us

money, those who understood

our situation and were in a hope

that we would find a nice job

someday and return their

expenses back to them.

Our life was the same all day, we

would eat together at meals

which was usually two times a

day but was sometimes even

reduced to being hungry all day.

I believed that there was a world

beyond this simple colony where

we lived, begged and did all our

works. One day I asked dad about

it. (I called him dad because he

had given me what my real dad

couldn’t.) He told me that there

was indeed a world, a world of

hardship and we could not afford

it. I promised myself that

someday I would get out, be a

rich man. I couldn’t sleep that

night. It was spent making plans

for what I thought would be my

new life.

After a couple of days,

misfortune landed upon us. My

only hope, my dad was taken

away by God. “Good thing is he

died in sleep”, many said. I had

no money to have a nice grave

for him. So I dug a grave myself

and I built a tomb and wrote with

chalkstone, “Collin Gray (1951-

2013)” and put a bunch of flowers

beside the tomb. I sat there till

the night fell.

The death of my father brought

grief to me but it had opened the

way for me to go beyond the

colony. Before I couldn’t leave

my dad and go away: But now, I

could go out and try my luck in

the real world.

I packed whatever belonged to

me in a small bundle. I felt the

tension building up inside me. I

went out the colony gate. There

was smoke and dust

everywhere. I found a couple of

boys about my age on the

sidewalk, the same sidewalk

which my dad told was the place

where he found me.

I went forward to talk to them.

They greeted me nicely. They

even offered me to come and

join them. I happily agreed. They

gave me some food. Next day,

they were going to teach me to

earn.

I went along with them the next

day. I was really shocked when I

found that they were thieves.

We used to steal stuffs from the

trains and sell them. It gave us a

lot of money. But I needed some

more. So I decided to steal

something big with which I could

start a living.

I made a plan for stealing

hundreds of dollars. I really

made up a good plan. I knew the

time the Jhonsons left their

home and the place where their

money vault was. I went inside

and stole the money but then I

saw police waiting for me

outside. The people whom I had

called friends had sold

themselves for a few dollars.

And then I ended up here. I

should have listened to dad. I

should never have come out of

that colony. But this almighty

god, he was never on my side.

He always played against me. I

struggled to win but all went in

vain. And at last, I have nothing

left but a life behind the bars!!!!
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Spies

-

Bound by rigorous limits, we are

confined into chains that restrict

freedom; the chains that restrict

self-expression; the chains that

restrict life. Enveloped in an

inevitable shroud of anxiety, we

are all being watched. Here, all

chances are taken in risks- will it

bend or will it break? Every step

can either lead to the biggest

mistake or the best one. The

shadow that never fails to follow,

however, is fear.

We all live as helpless fugitives,

always being observed and

scrutinized on what we’ve done

and more importantly, what we

have failed to do. There are

innumerable ways one can fail

but only one way to succeed, and

the secret to success is courage.

Courage vouchsafes the

fortitude to trusted shoulders

that sustain the weight of living.

It is what makes you live your life

truly.

It should be borne in mind that it

is courage that drives us to our

goals. However, we don’t deal

with fear in this way; we only

ignore them. Courage makes

sure that we don’t take fear as a

burden. This leads us to show

that fear cannot be fought

against. We cannot touch them

because they are, after all, no

more than spies.
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The Parrot and The
Old Man

Once upon a time, in a country

named Australia there lived an

old man. He was very poor, he

did not have anything to eat. One

day when he was begging he

heard  parrot cry.  It was coming

from one of the city ’s

playground. He quickly ran to the

playground. There he saw some

teenagers throwing stones at the

helpless parrot. The old-man

warned the boys many times.

But they did not listen to him.

The helpless parrot fell from its

nest and crashed on the concrete

floor. The old man noticed it and

came to know that it was a baby

parrot. He ran towards the parrot

and lifted it in his palm. The

teenagers moved away from

there, shamelessly, realizing

that it was a baby parrot.

The old man took the parrot to

his home. He placed the parrot

on the window plank and

applied herbs on its wound.

After a couple of weeks the old

man fell sick. After several days

of his illness he finally decided

to go to a clinic. With the few

cents that he had collected, it

was impossible to proceed with

his treatment.  On the way back,

he saw a poster with a criminal’s

face that stated in bold

“WANTED!!! If any one catches

this man will be rewarded with

$100000”. But the man thought

that it was of no use to him. But

the parrot was clever enough to

keep that picture in his mind. The

parrot was well determined to

catch that man and help the man

to receive that cash reward.

The next day when the parrot

was flying above the woods, he

saw cops running after a man. He

flew towards the man and

realized that it was the same

man that he had seen in the

poster. He flew towards the man

and pecked in his eye. The man

lost his control and fell on the

ground. Then the cops arrived

and caught his neck collar and

dragged him in the car. Then the

cops followed the parrot and it

led them to the house of the old

man. And later the old man was

rewarded the money. Then he

was admitted  in a well

facilitated hospital and also

bought himself a new home.

So, no matter whether it is a man

or a bird, a friend in need is a

friend in deed.
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hLjgnfO{ a'‰g]hLjgnfO{ a'‰g]hLjgnfO{ a'‰g]hLjgnfO{ a'‰g]hLjgnfO{ a'‰g]
qmddf======qmddf======qmddf======qmddf======qmddf======

;kgfem}F nfU5 tL tLtf ;Tox¿ .
ha tL ctLtsf lbgx¿nfO{ kms]{/
x]5'{, ta emnemnL ofb cfpF5g\
kL8fn] el/Psf gld7f :jfbx¿ .
ofb cfpF5g\ g'lgnf cfF;' lkpg'kg]{
clg Ps kl5 csf] { TofGb|f ]df
em'lG8P/ afFRg'kg]{ afWotfx¿ .
;f]r]sf] h:tf] sxfF x'Fbf] /x]5 / of]
hLjgn] stf k'¥ofpF5 stf .
a'lemg;lsg] s]xL 5 eg] oxL
hLjgsf] /x:odo v]n /x]5 .
;Gtf]ifsf] lbg b]Vg] cfzfdf cf]N6fO{
kN6\ofO{   hLjg    latfO/x]5' .
afWotfdf lhpg'kg]{ of] hLjg c¿sf]
cfsfª\IffnfO{ lgofNb}df laTbf]
/x]5 .

ha d'6'df Ps lsl;dsf] af]em x'G5
ta 3fpdf g'g 5ls{g] klg plQs}
e]nf x'Fbf /x]5g\ . cfF;' n'sfP/
xfF;f]sf]  d's'6  nufpg' g} kg]{
/x]5 . xfnva/ s] 5 egL cfPh:tf]
u/]/ if8\oGqdf kfg]{sf] klg sxfF
sdL x'Fbf] /x]5 / Û ;'vdf ;fy lbg]
/ b'Mvdf efUg]x¿nfO{ e]6\g] cj;/
cefuL dflg;s} x'G5, ;fob d
klg tL dWo] Ps x'F . crDd nfUbf]
5 of] ;+;f/  / oxfFsf ;j{>]i7
dflgg] k|0fLx¿ . kmfObf n'6\g] tL
nf]eL / vf];]/ vfg kNs]sf lu4–
dflg;x¿ . hLjgnfO{ b'?x kfg{

t'lNnPsf  dflg;sf] klg aofg
u/L g;lsg] /x]5 . slxn]sfxLF
l;pgLdf cNem]sf] ;'tL{sf] w'nf] klg
v]/ kmfNg grfxg] sGh'; dflg;
;d]t klg cfpF5g\ sf];]nL lnP/
lgsf] ePsf 3fp sf]6\ofpg .
cfhef]ln aNn l;Sb} 5' v'§f tfGg]
dflg;x¿nfO{ pl5g]/ cl3 a9\g
/ cfTdlge{/ eP/ hLjg lhpg .
slt ;f]Rg' < 8/ nfU5, ;f]Rbf;f]Rb}
;f]rfOx¿ b'Mv lbg yfNg] kf] x'g\
ls < jf:tjdf xtktsf] sfd
ntkt eg]sf] klg ;fFr} /x]5 .
To;}n] w}o{k"j{s l;ls/x]5' cl3 a9\g
/ sfod ub}{ 5'  cfˆgf] nIotkm{sf]
ofqf . agfO/x]sL 5' k|z+;gLo
eljio lgdf{0fsf nflu kfj{tLsf]
tk:ofem}+ ljzfn ;kgfx¿ k"/f ug]{
lg;fgf agfP/ gofF hLjg ;'rf?
ug]{ of]hgf  .  ca  cljgfzL
O{Zj/df e/ ug}{ k¥of] . zLtn
kjgem}F ag]/ ;'lbgsf] k|tLIff ug}{
k¥of] . aNnaNn kfPsf] lghL
lhGbufgL ck"j{ agfpg} k¥of] .
;d:ofaf6 slt efUg', ca /ljem}F
k'isn x'g} k¥of] Û

$!^*$!^*$!^*$!^*$!^*
/l:dtf/l:dtf/l:dtf/l:dtf/l:dtf
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M M M M M !@!@!@!@!@

Magic of The Colors

I stare up at an evening sky,

At the crimson clouds that go

sailing by.

The hills get a sad deep green

shade

Are they two colors saying good

bye?

Time; it flies and the blackness

grows

Now a tawny owl sits where

there were sparrows.

The yellow marigolds have no

longer a cheerful look,

Is something wrong, well who

knows?

But no! This is common sight.

Yes I saw it just last night

The golden shall hear good

news,

When the sun against the stars,

Shall win the fight.

When radiant nature returns to

her glory,

When the silver moon of the

night shall be sorry.

And obliterated from the sky

shall be,

And thus shall end nights’

gloomy story.

The red rhododendron shall

play,

The cow shall chew on fresh

green hay

And all the myriad colored

brings rejoice,

The light blue skies smile with

new day.

The blue waves shall dance with

ships in the harbors,

The green grass listens to

thought of two lovers.

Yes! The birds shall bring out

their carols

And the praise of nature and her

colors.
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A Tribute to
Cartoons

-

Every time I visit my

grandparents, I see my 6-year old

cousin totally glued to the TV.

And when I catch a glimpse of

what he is watching, it is always

some cartoon or another. This

time, it was airing ‘Ninja Hattori’.

And I was genuinely surprised

when I asked him from which

country ‘Hattori’ was and he

replied, without pausing, that he

was from India. This really left

me amused.

Seeing him grow up, I remember

the days of my childhood and

how most of the moments

passed by really great. Great

mainly because of one thing,

CARTOONS. Had Pokemon or

Tom and Jerry and so many other

cartoon series not been there

during my childhood, I cannot

begin to imagine how I would

have survived. It is due to these

cartoons that I first learnt to use

a computer. These cartoon

inspired computer games are

what helped me develop my

computer skills.

From cartoons I learnt the art of

imagination. My creativity really

grew as my craze for cartoons

grew. I have learnt a great deal

of life’s values from cartoons. I

learnt the value of sibling-

relationships from Dexter

Laboratory. I learnt how to

unravel the mysteries from

Scooby-Doo. I can proudly, with

no hesitation whatsoever, say

that many of my life decisions

and values have been inspired

by cartoons.

So, all I am trying to do now is to

express my sincere gratitude to

all these cartoons. This article is

a tribute to all the cartoons that

lit up my life and made my

childhood superb. This article is

a tribute to the greatest cartoons

in the history of mankind. This

article is a tribute to all the things

they taught me that set me on

the right mindset and path for my

life. This article is a tribute to all

those cartoons without which

nobody’s childhood could have

flourished and there would be a

lot less love left in the world.

Hopes and Dreams

Far away are my dreams,

Which I want to accomplish,

The hopes those are associated

with them,

Are forces that make it

compulsory for me to succeed.

The ray of lights, shower my

heart,

They set flame to the desires to

start,

On the dreams that I have as of

today,

And make it my goal and

passion to achieve them

someday.

At the end of each and every

day,

Comes a deep feeling of joy,

My hopes are not just only

assets that can be forgotten

without proper care,

But they are now my dreams

which I constantly work towards

to achieve.
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 Lucid Dreams

Dreams form an important part

of our life; yet the most

condoned one. Though we

spend one-third of our life

sleeping, we haven’t gone deep

into it. Basically, we are less

aware of the world of dreams.

We hardly give any concern or

research on dreams because of

greater influence by the real

world. But if we assume the

dreams to be another world of

ours, it may arise attention in

many. Before moving on to lucid

dreams, here are some facts

about brain that you may like.

1. The average person sees 1460-

2190 dreams a year. The reason

we find this number in plausible

is that we tend to forget many of

those seen.

2. The strangers we see in our

dreams are actually the people

we have already met or seen at

some point in our life.

3. Using a new FMRI system, we

can record our dreams and

eventually upload it to YouTube.

4. We get paralysed when we

dream.

5. 12% people dream in black and

white.

6. A device called REM dreamer

lets the people control their

dreams.

The last point above closely

relates with the term “Lucid

dreams”. Lucid dreams is

basically a technique of

controlling our own dreams after

realising the fact that one is

actually dreaming. The moment

you realise it, you may alter your

dreams on your own whims. I

personally did it for years when I

was a child. But talking on a

general platform, it may be quite

hard for the beginners. Still, here

are some strategies I found on

the internet that might help us

in mastering that technique:

1. Frequently asking yourself “Am

I dreaming?”

This questioning will put you in

thought, and eventually when

you wrack your mind with this

question a lot in daytime, it

might come in your dreams as

well.

2. Repeatedly thinking and

promising yourself “I will be

aware when I am dreaming”

before  going to sleep

Commit yourself towards lucid

dreams. As soon as you step in

your bed, just think about lucid

dreaming, nothing else.

3. Meditating and Imagining

Meditate closely to open your

inner sub consciousness. When

you are about to sleep, create

your own dream yourself by

imagination, and slowly make it

your dreams without forgetting

yourself as a dreamer.

4. Keeping your alarms in regular

time

This may sound like a whole night

disturbance by waking every 2

hours or so, but truly, waking up

and going back to the sleep

recalling the same dream you

were seeing before helps a lot

in getting lucid dreams.

5. Maintaining dream Journal

Every morning, wake up and start

jotting down all the dreams you

can remember. Make it a

everyday routine and try not to

miss any.

6. Performaing reality checks

Reality checks basically help in

verifying the dream. Whenever

you start feeling that the things

you are seeing are not real, go

for reality checks. Here are some

reality checks that might help

you:

i. Counting your fingers and

seeing the shape of the fingers.

ii. Looking over a copy and

checking whether all letters

appear readable.

iii.Looking whether the clock is

properly oriented or not.

Using these techniques, you can

surely achieve lucid dreams. It

may be tedious at first, but

believe me, if you consistently

put little hard work, you will love

that unique experience.

44444111115252525252

Prerak,Prerak,Prerak,Prerak,Prerak,

Class:A2Class:A2Class:A2Class:A2Class:A2



 Bhanjyang 2014 77

   Budhanilkantha School

Time

The guy at the zebra crossing

turned left and then turned right.

He saw no vehicle so he decided

it was safe to cross the road.

Then, he crossed the road safely

and went home to his waiting

family, spent Christmas merrily,

clicked lots of pictures and went

to sleep in bliss.

I wish I could say that all this was

what happened.

But sadly, he did not go home

that night, nor did he celebrate

Christmas and click pictures.

Instead, he got hit by a car. He

never returned home. Poor Zack

Berry died that night.

Sia Berry, his wife, and Angel and

Jake, his children waited late for

Zack to come back home. They

thought that Zack was late once

more, that too on Christmas

night. Sia called Zack all through

the night but Zack did not answer

his phone nor did he return any

of her calls. She knew that Zack

loved his job almost as much as

he loved her and their children.

And not returning home at nights

was not uncommon in their

household.

In his last few moments, Zack’s

whole life flashed before him.

Him learning to walk with his

mom, him learning to cycle with

his dad, him meeting Sia for the

first time on the first day of high

school, him proposing Sia for

marriage and her saying ‘Yes’, the

day of their marriage, him

holding just born Angel, him

holding just born Jake, their

family going for picnic to the

beach and all other happy times

of his life, just happy times. His

last word was ‘Sia’.

Sia was really, really

disappointed in Zack that night.

He had promised, he had sworn

on Sia, that he would be on time

for Christmas celebrations. But

no, he had broken his promise.

Sia wondered if their marriage

meant anything to him at all. She

wondered whether he would

even be on time for her funeral.

She wondered if he’d ever give

time to his children in the future.

She wondered if he’d ever care

about his children, about her,

about their family.

Meanwhile, the cops found Zack

lying in the middle of the road,

blood smeared all over his body,

every drop dry by then. Lying

beside him, they found six bags

full of Christmas gifts. One bag

had clothes and Barbie dolls for

Angel. Another had toy laser

guns and toy racecars for Jake.

Two other bags contained lights

and decorations for hanging on a

Christmas tree. The fifth bag had

a pair of beautiful earrings from

Tiffany’s for Sia. The last bag was

also for Sia. It was a letter of

Zack’s promotion. It would have

meant less time in office, more

at home, with his family, with his

wife. He wanted the last gift to

surprise her, make her ecstatic

with joy. He wanted to give her

the most valuable gift anyone

can ever gift someone else. His

time and his love, the returns of

all the lonely nights and each and

every second he had spent away

from his family.

Sia sat weeping in their

apartment, still in hope Zack

would make it back home, at

least to keep his promise. Sia

wanted Zack to come home, and

come fast. What she did not

know was how fate had other

plans for her, and none for Zack.
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Love

The sun ascended high up on the

horizon. The warm rays streamed

through the thick window panes and

my eyes flew wide open at once.

Today, I need not be cajoled to get

out of my bed. It is only Saturday for

others. But, for me, it is a ‘Football

Day’.

Quickly, I jumped out of my bed and

looked out of the window to assess

the weather. To my relief, it was a fine

day. No sign of the merciless sun and

clouds as white as cotton, as if

painted in the portrait of the divine,

spread out all over the sky. This scene

was often accompanied by the cool

zephyrs that sent chilling sensations

down the back of my spines. The

important thing was that there was

no hint of rain which meant

continuous hours of football for me

and my friends. Seeing the day, a

game spirit of Ronaldo aroused in

me and spurred me to be the next

Ronaldo. So, grabbing my nearest

and dearest thing – football - I headed

off to call my friends for a football

match.

Football, for me, was no less than

God himself. Every time I saw the

rounded, black and white, shiny orb

my heart leapt. The object had

captivated my heart and soul since

the age of three and never once, had

I got bored with it. The round ball

meant everything to me. We

communicated in a different

language. Our intimacy knew no

bounds. What should I call our

relation? Love? Yes, that is the word.

I loved football and I knew that she

loved me too.

First, I went to Varun’s; whose home

was the nearest one to mine. I rang

the doorbell thrice which was the

arcane call among us to say It ’s

football time’ and anticipated him

to come out roaring ‘football’ but it

did not happen. I was rather

surprised to see his mother opening

the door. She said, “Sorry ‘beta’, he

cannot come today. He is sick.” Those

words stabbed in my heart; not

because my friend was sick but rather

my concern was that a space for a

defender would be vacant which

meant danger for my team and of

course, extra work for me. Oh man!

Remember, I was a professional when

it came to football.

Getting out of the world of my worries

and concern, I managed to say “No

problem, ‘aunty’” when it actually

meant all the problems in the world

to me. This simple event bore an ill

omen for the rest of my day.

One by one, I went to all my other

friends’ houses only to hear similar

responses. “He is busy. He has gone

here, he has gone there and yada

yada yada.” Finally, when not even

one showed up, I thought of going to

the football field thinking that at

least laying there would conciliate

me.

As I lay down on the ground, the

aroma of fresh green grass

surrounding me seemed to soothe

me. “What a perfect waste of a

perfect day “, I grumbled. That was

when I heard her voice which said

“Hi.”

I abruptly stood up knowing that the

beautiful voice belonged to a

beautiful girl. When I laid my eyes

upon her, I was completely taken

aback by her beauty. Just like her

beautiful voice, she was immensely

charming. Her golden, blonde hair

replicated ‘Rapunzel’s’. Her dark

brown eyes took hold of me and I

could not dare avert my gaze even

for a second. A divine fragrance

surrounded her from which one

could easily make out that it was not

just the mere effect of perfumes.

Once again, she said “Hi

there.” And, I was jolted back to

reality. I immediately deduced that

she was a new girl in our school who

had recently moved into town. I

responded back with a friendly ‘Hi’.

She said, “ I do not really have many

friends here. Can I hang out with

you?” I simply nodded, unable to

believe my luck.

We talked about almost everything -

school, parents, hobbies and so on.

I found her to be the most interesting

person. Her every view was justified,

unlike that of other beauties who

simply considered their beauty to be

the answer of every question on this

earth. As time passed, I came to know

more about her. Every adjective

related to ‘good’ could be attributed

to her. We became good friends and

eventually the best friends. Since

then, she has always been with me.

She was my new found love. Of

course, I play football every now and

then but frankly, I could choose her

over football any day.

Ten years hence, we are husband

and wife. Ever since she entered in

my life, she has been my ‘lucky

charm’ and brought all the prosperity

to me. And, ever since I married her,

success has become my shadow. I

would like to take this opportunity

to thank all those friends who did

not come to play with me that fateful

day. Had even one of them turned up,

life would have followed a different

course. And, I can rest assured that

the life I am living right now cannot

be made any better, thanks to my

love.
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The Live of My Life

-

I watched as the nurse changed

his IV tube. The doctor had told

us about a month ago that he had

cancer. Cancer; it is amazing how

this one six-lettered word is

capable of taking away any sign

of hope from anyone’s life. And

in my life as well, it has done the

same thing. It is the reason why

my grandfather may never again

tell me stories of when he was

young. Cancer can take his life

away.

We wanted to get him treated

but the doctor said there was no

hope. We wanted him to go

through chemotherapy but even

that possibility was ruled out.

Due to his kidney failure, he

could not be put in medication.

He had the incurable form of

cancer.

My grandfather used to be a

mystery to me when I was

younger. Through his stories, I

used to travel into the worlds of

angels and demons, fairies and

monsters, good and bad, beauty

and evil. Lost in these stories he

used to tell me, I imagined the

hero to be my grandfather and

the heroine as my grandmother.

I loved him dearly and will

always do.

His body has now betrayed his

mental strength and it hurts me

when I see him. Once so

enthusiastic throughout every

ups and downs of his life, now

bedridden and weak. Even

though he cannot go to the

bathroom himself, he still has

that twinkle in his eyes that

makes others feel as if he knows

a big secret that they don’t. He

looks much older than he actually

is, all wrinkled and always tired,

but even in this situation, he

makes us laugh with his funny

anecdotes and jokes and gives

us all pocket money so that we

all live with a smile in our faces.

My grandfather has always

smiled. His crooked smile at me

always told me that whatever

the circumstances, whatever the

time, whatever the place, he

would always be there for me. It

breaks my heart to think of him

in this situation. Even though he

wants to live desperately, I can

be of no help at all. I cannot

make him live more by giving him

some of my time on this earth, I

cannot take him shopping and I

cannot take him to parks and play

Frisbee with him. I feel like I

have failed him somehow. I feel

totally helpless.

Right now, he has been

discharged, not because he is

well but because he cannot be

treated and cured. After a four-

month stay at the hospital, he

showed no signs of recovery. He

has a nurse at home all the time

now, reminding me how severe

his illness actually is. I just wish I

could go back in time, ride on his

back, him pretending to be a

horse, when I used to tell him

things he already knew about but

he still listened with deep

interest and fascination and

when he would chase after me

until I got caught after a

wrongdoing.

I do not know how much time he

has left and when his time will

come. I just don’t want to be too

late. I just want him to know that

I love him. I love you Baba, you

have been, are, and will always

remain the love of my life.
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Vote of Gratitude:

Mr. Nani  Ram K.C.

(Former CAO-BNKS)

Your support to the school has

proved to be more than a boon.

Years of your dedication,

devotion and service for the

betterment of the school have

definitely made a significant

impact on the administative unit

of the school. Thank you very

much sir. The school will miss

you a lot. The school family

wishes your happy retirement.
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w]/} lbgsf] cGt/fnkl5 lxhf] d

cfˆgf] 8fo/L kN6fpFb} ljutsf

36\gfx¿ k9\b} lyPF . dWo/ftsf]

Tof] ;'g;fg PsfGtdf To;leqsf

kfgfx¿ la:tf/} kN6fpFb} lyPF .

clg v} s] eP5, d t To;leq} kf]

x/fpg yfn]5' . slxn] tLj| ultdf

u'8\b} t slxn] PSsfl; xN6df

cfPsf] uf8Lem}{F /f]lsFb} . st} kG5Lem}F

p8\b} t st} ;fpg] em/LemF} emb}{,

gogx¿nfO{  g'lgnf  cfF;'n]

lehfpFb} . t/ a9]5', d cl3 of]

dgnfO{ yfDb} clg v';L / cfF;'sf]

ldl>t xfF;f]nfO{ cf]7df ;hfpFb} .

/ k9L EofP5' klg . t/ sltv]/

EofPF, d}n] t kQ} kfOgF . Psl5gkl5

em;Ë eP/ o;f] x]bf{ t, Tof] df]6f]

8fo/L lnP/ ?Fb} kf] /x]5' ,v} lsg

lsg  ;fob d'6'sf] 6's|fnfO{ 5f8]/

hfg'kg]{ lbg glhlsP/ xf]nf .

ldngkl5sf] la5f]8nfO{ ;Dem]/

xf]nf .

d s'g} n]vs jf sYffsf/ t xf]Og

t/ cfh cfˆgf] 8fo/L kl9;s]kl5

o:tf] dx;'; x'Fb}5 ls d ;fFlRrs}

/fd|f] ;flxTosf/ /x]5' . d}n] jf:tjd}

Pp6f ;'Gb/ syf kf] /rgf u/]5'

b'Mv, kL8f xfF;f], d':sfg ;a}n]

;';lHht Pp6f ;'Gb/ syf . k9]/

slxNo} gyfSg], lal;{P/ klg la;{g

g;Sg] . dnfO{ x/kn ;kmntfsf]

lzv/df  k'Ug 8f]xf]¥ofpg], ;b}j

k|]/0ff lbg] d]/f] cfˆgf] jf:tljs

syf, a"9fgLns07df latfPsf

;'gf}nf knx¿sf] ;To syf .

x'g t  d}n] of] syf  tof/  kfg{

w]/} jif{ nufPF . 5, ;ft jif{ g}

nufPF Sof/] .  t/  s'g} ;f]r,

tof/Llagf g} n]v]sf ;To 36gfx¿,

ljutsf tL If0fx¿ cfh cfP/

k9\bf olt cfgGbbfoL / dg 5'g]

xf]nf eGg] rflxF slxNo} ;f]r]sL

lyOgF . cem olt efjk"0f{ /

k|]/0ffbfoL aGnf eGg] t sNkgfeGbf

k/sf] s'/f lyof] . d uf]/vfsf] Ps

u|fdL0f pQ/L e"efudf hGdF], x's]{F /

sIff tLg;Dd  ToxL Fs} Ps

;/sf/L :s'ndf k9]F . clg ha d

cln a'‰g] ePF, dnfO{ o; :s'ndf

5fqj[lQ k|bfg u/]/ sIff rf/df

egf{ ul/of] . afafcfdfn] :s'ndf

uP/ /fd|f];Fu k9\g", 7"nf] dfG5]

aGg" eg]/ cfzLjf{b lbg'eof] / d

o; :s'ndf k9\g yfn]F+ . ;'?sf

lbgx¿df PSnf]kgfn] ;tfP klg

kl5 d 3'nldn  x'Fb} uPF  .  oxLF

/dfpg yfn]F / o;}sf] ;'Gb/tfdf

x/fpFb} uPF, 8'Ab} uPF .

ha klxnf]k6s d o; :s'df k|j]z

u/]F . ta dnfO{ t of] :s'n cfˆgf]

ufpFeGbf klg 7"nf] nfUof] . To;}n]

d}n] of] :s'n xf] eg]/ kTofpFb}

kTofOgF / clxn] oqf] jif{ oxLF k9]F,

oxLF  x'sF,]{  a9]F,  ;a} ;fd' kl/lrt

ag]F t/ crDd, cem} klg dnfO{

t of] :s'n, :s'n h:t} nfUb}g .

d}n] ;'g]sf] 5', c? :s'ndf t

ljBfyL{x¿ lbpF:ff] :s'n cfpF5g\

/] . lzIfsx¿n] lstfadf h] 5 To}

k9fpF5g\ /] clg, ljBfyL{x¿nfO{

;f]w]sf] cfPg eg] nf}/f]n] dHhf;Fu

s'6\5g\ /] . t/ d]/f] :s'ndf t

To:tf] slxNo} ePg . oxfF g t d}n]

lzIfsx¿af6 emfk8 vfPF g t

slxn] lstfasf] 3f]sGt] / /6Gt]

ljBf g} kfPF . d}n] t oxfF cfˆgf]

bfh'efO lbbLalxgLsf] h:t} ;b\efj,

dfof clg ddtf kfPF . oxfFsf

k|To]s JolQmx¿af6 dL7f] d':sfg

/ cfˆgf]kgf kfPF . u'?x¿sf] xf};nf

/ k|]/0ff kfPF . d'6'df rf]6 nfu]/

PsfGtdf ? Fb f ;fyLx¿sf ]

;'d;'Dofpg] xftx¿ kfPF . xf], d}n]

o; :s'ndf Pp6f a]Un} ;+;f/ kfPF,

eft[Tj, dft[Tj ;a}n] el/k"0f{ Pp6f

5'§} ;'Gb/ 3/ kfPF .

haha d ljutnfO{ kms]{/ x]5'{,

ToxfF latfPsf ;ft cf7 jif{x¿nfO{

x]5'{,  cfkm}df Ps k|sf/sf] ;Gt'li6

/ ck/Dkf/ cfgGb kfpF5' . tL

;'vdo If0fx¿df t 5Fb} 5 .

slxn]sfxLF vfOg] ufnL, 3/sf] ofbn]

;tfpFbfsf tL sfnf /ftx¿, ;'?sf

jif{x¿df c;kmn x'Fbfsf kL8fx¿df

klg d a]Un} lsl;dsf] v';L /

$)@%$)@%$)@%$)@%$)@%
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;Gt'li6 kfpF5' . clg k'/fgf] d /

clxn]sf] dnfO{ bfFh]/ x]5'{ .  w]/}

km/s kfpF5' / cfkm}+ 5Ss k5'{ .

Tof] ;'Vvf df6f]df lanfO/x]sL

dnfO{, kfgL gkfP/ ltvf{PsL dnfO{

s;}n] TolQ w]/} dfof unf{, dnhn

u/]/ x'sf{pnf, a9fpnf / km'nfpnf,

o:tf s'/f t d}n] ;kgfdf klg

;f]r]sL lyOgF . t/ d t w]/}

efUodfgL kf] /lx5',  a"9fgLns07

h:tf] dfnL kfPF . /ËLla/ËL au}+rfsf]

km"n aGg] cj;/ kfPF .

cfh, la5f]8sf] of] 38Ldf cfP/ d

lgMzAb ePsL 5' . xf/]sL 5' /

nlHht ePsL 5' lsgls dnfO{

xfjfx'/Laf6 arfpg] / cfTdlge{/

agfpg] d]/f] dfnLnfO{ wGojfb JoQm

ug]{, p;k|ltsf] d]/f] >4f, elQm /

;Ddfg k|s6 ug]{ Tolt ;Eo /

lzi6 zAb nfvf}+ k|of; ubf{ klg

d}n] zAbsf]zdf e]6\g ;lsgF,

s[t1tfsf b'O{ zAb d}n] oxfF sf]g{

;lsgF . t/ wGbf gdfGg", d}n] dgdg}

Pp6f k|lt1f ul/;s]sL 5' .

ltdLnfO{ slxNo} glal;{g], ltdLnfO{

dgd'6'df ;hfP/ cl3 a9\g] .

ltdLnfO{ slxNo} ge'Ng] . To;}n],

cfzLjf{b lbg" ltdL dnfO{, d km"n

ag]/ ;+;f/e/ ;'uGw 5g]{ 5' . ;b}j

ltd|} v';L dfUg] 5' . Pslbg 7"nL

dfG5] agL ltd|f] gfd ljZje/

rDsfpg] 5' . a"9fgLns07 ltd|f]

s;d Û

The Four Seater
Bench

Every afternoon, the park is

‘blessed’ with her presence.

She’s perfect ;straight brown

hair with a little fringe, pretty

thick eyelashes, fish shaped

eyes – one of which is

embellished with the fringe that

covers it. But she seems like she

is invincible, possibly because I

find her smiling at every other

person who passes by. But when

I look at her, into those beautiful

eyes, I see her entangled in an

enigma.

It all started when I

heard people talk about her

brother, a young man who was

criticized everyday for being a

navy, until he joined the army

and got murdered few months

ago. They didn’t see her drop

even a tea during the funeral;

even though she considered her

brother as her only companion.

There are rumors about her

father leaving the family when

she was a little kid. Her mother,

deliberately, died two days after

that.

 I look at her, sitting in

that four-seater bench, and

assume that the three empty

spaces are for the rest of the

family. She has lost every single

person that she could call hers.

And I ‘m here, sitting on a bench,

twenty meters away from that of

hers, crying everyday, about  that

one boy who broke  my heart.

Life was in front of me like a

treasure chest; and if love was

just to breathe in his ear. It was

so easy to say ‘forever.’  But

forever could end in just years

or months, or even days.   I know

that they’ll be there forever.

Then why is it that I can’t move

on?  Why am I still on this bunch,

cursing myself for a bad ending

of a relationship? There are

people with even worse

problems, living their lives

passing smiles to everyone

around them; and what am I

doing?
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cft{gfb ===cft{gfb ===cft{gfb ===cft{gfb ===cft{gfb ===

æP 7'NbfO Û 7'NbfO ÛÛ stf xf] <

d]rLjfl/ z/0ffyL{ ef/L la;fP/
dnd"q Tot} Tofu]/ cfkm" dfq}
l/Q} k'n t¥of} ls Sof xf] <Æ
:j/ rsf]{ kf5{,
æltd|f ;Gtltn] ;':tflt/
clg sfnfkfgLlt/ d]/f] hUuf ldr] /],
sf6\g l7Ss kf/]sf] wfgsf] v]tsf]
;fFw ;f/]/ wfg t pt} cf];fg{ yfn] /]
s:tf abdf;x¿ /x]5g\
Psk6s ;DemfOb]pm x} ========
dgdg} yK5, æcfkm}n] cf];fg{ nufPsf xf]nfg\ .Æ

pm kxf8 r9\5, lxdfn x]5{ u08sL;Fu} t/fO{ em5{
clg ;':s]/f xfN5
/gjg rfxf5{ ufpF–ufpF 8'N5, 3/–3/ k'U5
vf]N;fdf vf]H5, s'gfsfKrf lgxf5{
otf  x]5{,  ptf  x]5{  t/ e]6\b}g clg,
b'O{ xft sDd/df /fv]/ ;':s]/f xfN5 v'O{̃ ˜˜˜o
lj/lQmP/ lg/fl;+b} gu/ l55{
a]sf/sf] cfzf lnP/,
sxLF st} rdTsf/ e}xfN5 ls <

gu/ p:t} 5, ;x/ p:t} 5
e|i6frf/ p:t} 5, k|b"if0f p:t} 5
dxFuL r'lnP5, :jfy{ ca k|i6} b]lvg yfn]5
dfgjtf x/fpg yfn]5 Û
af6f]5]psf 3/ eTsfP5g\ 9n aufpg
jiff{df lxnf] a9fpg
6fo/  afNg]  OF6f  xfGg] sfd klg a9]5

æ5f]/f5f]/L ca tGg]/L eP5g\ .Æ
kL8f–ldl>t d':sfg d':sfpF5
æd]/f ;Gtfg hjfg eP5g\ ========= .Æ

cfˆgf] pkl:yltsf] 1ft xf];\
5f]/f5f]/L cª\sdfn ug{ cfpmg\ eGg] dg;fon]
pm vf]S5 æcx]d\ ÛÆ
p;sf] æcx]d\Æ lrNnf] df]6/n]
æ6\jfFÆ u/]/ d]6fOlbG5
k/af6 cfpFb} u/]sL 5f]/LnfO{ b]vfpFb},
;fptL ub}{ pm d':sfpF5, æs] 5 gfgL <Æ
k|To'Q/df gfgL  uLt  u'Gu'gfpF5],  æpw|]sf] rf]nL
5 x} ==========Æ

pm cfˆgf ;GtltnfO{ k'gM af]nfpF5
pm s/fpF5, pm, lrRofpF5, 6'ls|G5, 6'ls|G5
t/ cxF, s;}n] 6fpsf] 3'dfpg] si6 ub}{gg\
;'Gb}gg\ s;}n] p;sf] k'sf/f
s7}a/f Û ljr/f pm ÛÛ

pm s/fpg 5f8\b}g, lrRofpg 5f]8\b}g, 8'ls|/xG5,
P lgdsx/fd xf] Û P  cGwfx¿ xf] ÛÛ
P alx/fx¿ xf] ÛÛÛ of] s] ub}{ 5f} ltdLx¿ <
Pp6fn] sf];L a]Rb} 5f} csf]{n] dxfsfnL
s0ff{nLnfO{ v]/ kmfn]/ s] ug{ vf]Hb} 5f} xF <
ltdLx¿sf] nfknafxLn] afUdtL s]s] alg;sL
x] 5f]/f xf] Û ltdLx¿n] afn]sf] 6fo/sf] w'jfFn],
p8fPsf w'nf]n] dnfO{ ;f; km]g{ afwf lbFb} 5
afa' Û ltdLn] xfg]sf] OF6fn] nfu]/
dnfO{ b]z b'Vb5 afa'
ca t aGb u/ 5f]/f xf]
aGb ul/b]pm æaGbÆ nfO{, rSsfnfO{ u'8\g b]pm
afUdtLdf kfgL g} aUg b]pm
x] zflGt Û d]/L sfGtf, o; xfntdf
dnfO{  PSn}  5f8]/  stf lanfof} xF <
kms]{/ cfpm zflGt, laGtL 5,
cfh dnfO{ b]z b'v]sf] 5

^)@^^)@^^)@^^)@^^)@^
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æ3fp rls{b} 5 5f]/f xf], kL8f a9\b} 5
s[kf u/L c? rf]6 kfg{ 5fl8b]pm
ef]sfnfO{ sfd ug]{ l;k l;sfpm,
gfª\ufnfO{ sk8f a'Gg nufpm
;f]n' / 8f]Nkfdf h8La'6L sf/vfgf vf]lnb]pm
/f/fdf ko{6s k7fOb]pm
kfgLaf6 lah'nL lgsfn]/ 5f]/f xf]
clzIff  /  cGwljZjf;sf] cFWof/f]nfO{ x6fOb]pm
d]/f] b]znfO{ lgsf] kfl/b]pm
5f]/f xf] =================Æ

pm 9Nof], cf8 gkfP/ pm n8\of]
p7\g vf]Hbf vf]Hb} klg ;xf/f gkfpFbf pm p7\g
;s]g
Ps hdft s|flGtsf/Lx¿, csf]{ x'n k|ultjfbLx¿
p;nfO{ 6]Sb} s'Nrb} cl3 a9]
xft p7fP/ Ps} :j/df eg] æho g]kfn ÛÆ

p;sf] hfltsf] gfd b]z xf], /fi6« xf], d'n's xf]
p;sf] JolQmjfrs gfd æg]kfnÆ xf] .

The Greatest Robot Ever

My friends and I were successful, we made it. We

made the most advanced robot in the world. A

friend asked “How come I got the nuts and bolts

left over ?” The  robot collapsed, we tried to

reassemble it. A day went by, another day went by

a whole week went by, but again we did it. We

were successful we made the better model of

DAJJ2,  and EBKK3. It was the best slave ever.

When we ordered a fresh egg it would pull it right

out of a bird and give it to us. When we ordered a

small cup of tea we would get the smallest cup of

tea. That was a down point, but who cares ? We

felt like kings .

But EBKK3 had a mind of his own, his dark side

took over him faster than malaria took over the

world. He felt evil, he decided to kill us and take

over the world.

He came to us stomping, we must have jumped at

least 30 centimeters when he took a step. Finally,

he came closer to us and kicked us. We flew out of

the room, we ran, the robot ran, we ran faster, he

ran faster,our feet slowed down his feet slowed

down, our feet were the same.We sat there

panting, EBKK3 was about to shoot at us, but

suddenly he turned in to a juice can. It was ECLL4,

the better robot and he was on our side. He was

way better than EBKK3. If a stale egg was ordered

we’d get an adult rooster, if a small cup of tea was

ordered it would be microscopic, but then FCLLU

felt evil…
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;fob ===;fob ===;fob ===;fob ===;fob ===

cdg,

cfh ha d ctLtdf klN6Psf
kfgfnfO{ bf]xf]¥ofP/ kN6fpF5', ltd|f]
Tof] rGb|dfem}F t]h:jL d'xf/ d]/f]
gh/ ;fd' cfOk'U5 . ltd|f] Tof]
df]tL;l/ rlDsnf cfFvf d sbflk
e'Ng ;Sg] 5}g . d e'Ng rfxGgF
klg .

d :d/0f u5' { , ef ]het]/sf ]
rxnkxndf /Dg g;s]/ Pp6f
s'gfdf  pleP/  cfˆg} ;+;f/df
x/fPsf] Tof] gjhjfg ToxfF ltdL
PSn} lyof} / d klg . ltdLnfO{
ha b]v]F d]/f] gh/ ltdLdf g}
c8\ls/x\of} . ToxfF sf] lyof], sf]
lyPg, d}n] ;a}nfO{ lal;{g yfn]F .
x]bf{x]b}{ ltdL stf lanfof} d}n] t
kQ} kfOgF .

csf]{k6s ltdLnfO{ b]Vg] OR5f
knfof] d]/f] d'6'df . t/ vf]Hg]
s;/L < ltd|f] t gfd klg yfxf
lyPg dnfO{ .

a'afsf y'k|} ;fyL lyP . hlt w]/}
;fyLx¿, Tolt g} w]/} ef]het]/ .
Ps /ft To:t} s'g} ef]hdf d a'afsf
;fyL;Fu ukm ub}{ lyPF . s'/}s'/fdf
pgn] cfˆgL cfdfnfO{ lrgfP, cfˆgf]
h]7f]  5f]/fnfO{ lrgfP / sfG5f
5f]/fnfO{ klg . pgsf sfG5f 5f]/f
cdg, ltdL kf] /x]5f} . ltdLnfO{
b]Vgf;fy o:tf] k|tLt eof] ls
cfsfzaf6 k'ikjiff{ x'g yfNof] .
km]l/ d x/fPF, ltd|} cfFvfdf, ltd|}
d'xf/df ltd|} ;+;f/df . lbg laTb}
uP / /ft klg . k|fo ;a} ef]hdf
ltdL;Fu d]/f] e]6 x'GYof] . ltdL;Fu
af]Ng]  df}sf y'k|} lyP, cfF6 eg]
z"Go . s'/fsfgL t y'k|} x'Gy] t/ tL
s]jn lr7Lsf kfgfdf ;Lldt /x] .
g  d]/f]  d'vaf6  zAb km'6], g
ltd|f . d]/f kqdf k|Zg x'Gy], ltd|fdf
ltgsf hjfkm .  ltdLn] slxNo}
d]/f] xfnrfn hfGg] k|oTg u/]gf} .
t/ d ;Gt'i6 lyPF . ltd|f tL
pQ/x¿df g} v';L x'Gy]F d .

a}F;sf kv]6f ev{/ knfpg dfq s]
yfn]sf lyP, d]/f] dgsf] kG5L t
z/L/sf] lkFh8faf6 5'6]/ ltd|f]
x[bodf af; vf]Hg k'u]5' . d}n]
ltdLnfO{ dg k/fPsf] s'/f ;'gfpg
k'u]5' . t/ ltdLn] d]/f] k|]dnfO{
gsf¥of} . l3Ssf¥of} d]/f ;f/f
;kgfnfO {  . s ' l Nrof }  d ]/ f ]
;b\efjnfO{ .

$!^$$!^$$!^$$!^$$!^$
?lksf?lksf?lksf?lksf?lksf
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Beauty of Nature

This world is filled with nature,
and unusual creature
Planting trees everyday
Makes us healthy in every way

It is filled with chirping of birds
And laughs from herons
A quack of a duck
And sweet morning walks

The scenery of hills and
landscape
And the sweet taste of water
Not the smell of gutter
I love the beauty of nature

cfh ltd|f] hLjgn] gofF df]8 lnFb}
5 .  ljjfx aGwgdf afFlwb} 5f}
ltdL . d ;b}j ltd|f] v';L g} rfxGy]F
/ ;b}a rfxg] 5' . ;fob ltd|f]
hLjgsf] of] gofF cWofon] d]/f]
hLjgsf] clGtd cWofosf] ¿k lng]
5 . ;fob ===

clNabf cdg Û

ltd|L x'g g;s]sL,
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Nuclear Disarming In
The World

Nuclear weapons are the biggest

threat to the world. Though

many countries have taken huge

steps towards nuclear

disarmament and reduction. But

they are still considered as an

option in the war. This is

outrageous and the result of a

nuclear war would be more

80538053805380538053
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devastating. Human beings and

nuclear weapons are of mass

destruction they can take other’s

life and ruin  everything.

Hiroshima and Nagasaki, which

was destroyed by a bomb

dropped by USA still haven’t fully

recovered from the terror. After

this incident the Japanese

learned that the use of these

weapons should be abolished

before any more harm is caused.

Our earth is threatened by other

catastrophes like global warming

and natural disasters that

urgently need solutions and

nuclear weapons distract

attention from these problems.

We must work hard on saving

lives, not destroying them.

Lastly, we need a new beginning

in which we have a world where

there is peace and harmony.

Where every one helps each

other and are working towards

making the earth a better place

to live in. We owe our younger

generations an earth with life

and greenery.

Learning From
Mistakes:

Everyone must learn from their

own or other’s mistakes.

Learning from a mistake does not

mean repeating the same

mistake. Behind every mistake

there is a cause and learning

means discovering the actual

cause behind the mistake.The

person who learns from one’s

mistakes is intelligent, but who

learns from other’s mistake is

wise.

What we all must remember is

that failure is not the ultimate

end, but only a delay. If the same

mistake is repeated, the result

is repetition of failure. So, when

there is a failure, we should

accept it and admit it too. We

must not be depressed.

We must learn from failure and

make sure it won’t be repeated

in the future. We must not blame

others. Generally when we face

any failure, we want to point our

fingers on others, but when we

succeed, we want to take the

credit solely by ourselves.

Here, I want to share an

interesting incident. There was

a student who was very good at

20202020207979797979
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studies. But she could not

manage her time. So, she had

poor marks in her exams. Then

she focused on improving time

management. She took the

second exam, and this time, she

secured the top rank. This was all

because she learnt from her

mistakes.
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ufO{ufO{ufO{ufO{ufO{

x]/ x]/, slt /fd|f] xfd|f] dfnL

ufO{

dfnL ufO{sf] b'w vfO{ df]6fpF5

efO

sfG5f afh] ufO{ r/fpg

hËnlt/ nU5g\

ld7f] ld7f] 3fF; vf]hL ufO{n] klg

vfG5g\

cfdf, efph" 3/ lnK5g\ ufO{sf]

uf]a/ lnO{

ltxf/df k"hf u5{g\ ld7f] vfgf

lbO{

uf]7 agfpg] sfd h]7f bfh'

u5{g\

af5fafR5L uf]7b]lv w]/} bË k5{g\

sfG5f bfh' uf]a/ xfNg af/Ldf

hfG5g\

ufO{afR5LnfO{ pgL cfˆgf] ;fyL

dfG5g\

x]/  x]/ slt /fd|f] xfd|f] dfnL

ufO{ Û

/fli6«o hgfj/ xf] of] xfd|f] ;'g

;fyLefO .

st} 7"nf] t st} ;fgf]st} 7"nf] t st} ;fgf]st} 7"nf] t st} ;fgf]st} 7"nf] t st} ;fgf]st} 7"nf] t st} ;fgf]

Jolerf/ / cf8Da/sf] e/df

dfG5]af6 dfgjtfsf] 8f]/L
r'8fpg] /

g/fwd / cwd agfpg]

Pp6f ;ª\s|d0f aGof] ljrf/

cftª\ssf] x'Fsf/ / lj;ª\ultsf]
5fof agL

dflg;sf]  ;+j]bgf;Fu} v]naf8
ug{ yfNof]

htftt} bfu / wAaf kf]Tb}

:jod\ b]jsLnfO{ c>'hn aufpg
clg

o; ejdf /Qmwf/f aufpg
yfNof] ljrf/ Û

oxfF /s]6 5, P6d ad 5, ;f/f
lj1fg 5

Okm]n 7l8P/ k]l/; ag]sf] 5,
l:jh/NofG8 5

ljsf;sf v'8\lsnf r9]/ lgtfGt

k|s[ltsf] cl:tTjdfly d'Ssf
k|xf/ ul/Psf] 5,

xf], oxfF k|ljlw ag]sf] 5, ljrf/

k|hftGqsf] 5ftLdf a'6 ahf/]/

cftª\ssf] Bf]ts ag]sf] 5

cfFvf el/ w'nf] 5/]/,

e|i6frf/L / :jfyL{sf] :j¿k lbg]

Pp6f /fhgLlt ag]sf] 5 ljrf/ Û
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sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M%M%M%M%M%

()@#()@#()@#()@#()@#
/~hgL/~hgL/~hgL/~hgL/~hgL
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M&M&M&M&M&

&!)@&!)@&!)@&!)@&!)@
/fd/fd/fd/fd/fd
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M(M(M(M(M(

clxn]sf] g]kfnclxn]sf] g]kfnclxn]sf] g]kfnclxn]sf] g]kfnclxn]sf] g]kfn

zflGtsf] b]z xf] g]kfn elgGYof]
klxn]
v}, sxfF uof] zflGt g]kfnaf6
clxn] <
lsg  klxn]  / clxn]  olt
km/s 5
lsg sf]xL cfkm" g]kfnL eGg
nhfpF5

g]kfn cfdf /f]O/x]sL l5g\ clxn]
s]xL x'g] xf] ls ;GtfgnfO{ eGg]
lrGtfn]
lsg  klxn]  /  clxn]  olt
km/s 5 <
lsg sf]xL :jtGq x'g 8/fpF5 <

klxn] hxfFaf6 :jR5 s0ff{nL /
;]tL  aUy]
cfh  ToxfFaf6  x]/  /ut
au]sf] 5
lsg  klxn]  /  clxn]  olt
km/s 5 <
lsg sf]xL ;To af]Ng 8/fpF5g\ <

klxn] ldnL a:g] xfF:g] bfh'efO
cfh ?G5g\ ;Dem]/ cfˆgf
;fyLefO
lsg clxn] / klxn]sf] ;DaGw
km/s 5 <
lsg sf]xL  cfˆgf]  dfG5] eGg
8/fpF5 <
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Yellow

"It’s now your turn Yellow, count

till hundred", May whispered

and took off. I covered my eyes

with my little wings and started

shouting numbers. When I was

done with ninety-nine, I set my

wings free. I flew between the

poppy bushes, went into Mr.

Busy Bee’s nursery and even

slipped into Pony John’s bakery

but no, May had been too clever

this time.

By then, the last place left for me

to check was the little house,

which was actually more like a

cottage, where Mr. Grabby lived.

This old carrot-man had never

kept his house clean ever since

his wife, Mrs. Grabby, had died.

For the record, she died almost

half-a-decade ago. For this

reason, the house was perfect

for hiding and a perfect location

for hide-and-seek. Maybe May

had been smart this time but she

should have known that I was

smarter!

Trying to act clever and smart, I

looked under the beds, inside

the dusty closet, in the

storeroom and even into the

chimneys. My heart was already

nervous with happiness and

excitement since I knew that

May had no place to be safe. But

alas! My happiness was short-

lived and came to a halt

when….when I was caught. While

flying through the darkest and

dirtiest place, I met with the

cruelest end.  Yes, I flew into a

cobweb.

As I was stuck on the fine art of

‘Grand-daddy-long-legs’, I knew,

for sure, I was dead. The thin

strands of the master-piece,

trapping me from every side, felt

like the handcuffs preventing

every little movement.

Moreover, the gravity was

helping the web, pulling me still

lower and lower, and it was

making my heart sink with each

lowering. However, I had to fight

for my life, or at least, I had to

try.

As the greedy eight-legged devil

crawled towards me, getting

closer and closer with each step,

my adrenaline and will to live

forced my wings to flap even

harder and faster. And when I

saw his thin, dark and hairy legs

just a few strands away from

where I lay, helpless, my pulse

was already racing at at least 150

a minute.

The cobweb looked much

prettier now with my yellow

powder scattered all over it and

that made it seem as if Christmas

had come early. I was, by now,

almost as white as snow, just a

little of my color left to be blown

off. The devilish eyes, the

voracious face and the evil legs

of the spider made me feel more

and more helpless. With each

and every glance, I took

confirming that my murderer was

only getting closer and closer

still.

Hopeless with resignation and

perilous, I lay among the

dismantled hair-like strand,

already welcoming my death. On

the other hand, the evil was

cautiously and confidently

making an easy pace towards

me, almost as if to torture me

before he gobbled up me and my

life without any hesitation.

"A couple of threads away now",

I thought.  And after a moment,

both of us were struggling on the

same strand. Everything started

getting vague and blurred as I

wished myself, my life and my

existence goodbye.

‘Snap! Boom!’ and I was in free

fall and then ‘Crash!’ I collided

with the ground. My story didn’t

end like other ‘happily-ever-

after’ story as I lay paralyzed on

the floor with a broken wing. I

still don’t know how the strand

broke but I cannot express how

thankful I am that it did.
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Reality

She’s talkative, frank, helpful and

happy to do anything. She’s the

eldest daughter of her parents

and the youngest among her

friends. She has confidence in

herself and has the potential of

an eloquent speaker. She loves her

life the way it is. Like a free bird.

She is proud of herself – the way

her teachers appreciate her

courage, the way her friends

admire her and especially the way

her parents boast about her. But,

slowly the time to leave this life of

hers approaches – a new school.

Her new school is nothing like her

old. She‘s, now, trying to make

herself comfortable in a new

environment. She’s in a place

where co-education is a façade in

the name of gender equity.  The

kind of place where people

assume rather than understand.

A land where people believe in

crushes and infatuatuion rather

than friendship. She is lost in this

new world – a world she fails to

understand, a world where

people don’t inform her about

current affairs. This place makes

her miss her previous life even

55555111114242424242

Dipti ,Dipti ,Dipti ,Dipti ,Dipti ,
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more. She feels deceived,

perplexed and helpless.

She sees others suffering too -

trying to find something that’ll

change their mind. A way to

adjust and a reason to try harder

to adapt. All those who face

“reality” everyday hope to help

the others who don’t, open their

eyes.

sxfF k'u]5' <sxfF k'u]5' <sxfF k'u]5' <sxfF k'u]5' <sxfF k'u]5' <

eljio agfpg] p2]Zo lnO{

jt{dfgaf6 6fl9g k'u]5'

sf]lknf eO{ km'N5' eGbf eGb}

cf]OnfO{ emg{ kf] k'u]5'

cfzfsf] TofGb|f]df em'lG8+bf em'lG8+Fb}

leqleq} lg/fzfdf ?dlng k'u]5'

&)#!&)#!&)#!&)#!&)#!
k|z+;fk|z+;fk|z+;fk|z+;fk|z+;f
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M(M(M(M(M(

;+;f/ lrGg] k|of;df h'6\bf h'6\b}

cfkm}leqsf] ;+;f/ la;{g k'u]5'

1fgLu'gL aGg] p2]Zo lnO{

;b\u'0f ltnf~hnL lbg k'u]5'

bLgbM'vLsf] hLjg pHHjn

agfpg] cfzfdf

cGwsf/;Fu ldqtf ufF:g k'u]5'

csf{sf] gSsn ubf{–ub}{

cfˆgf] cl:tTj u'dfpg k'u]5'

;"of]{bo;Fu Ao'FemG5' eGbf–eGb}

;"of{:tsf] Kof/f] x'g k'u]5' .
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I Want to Die Like
This!

It is bad to see how it all ends.

One fine day you wake up and

you don’t get to see the next

day’s sunrise. Was that all we

were waiting for? Is that the

ultimate end of life? You go into

a deep sleep, unaware of the

world out there. That’s the

biggest secret of your life

because no one knows where

you are and what you feel.

I wonder if heaven or hell exists.

People live all their life wanting

to go to heaven and do good

things because they are scared.

It ’s all filled with confusion. I

wonder why people die. Nothing

is eternal – neither happiness nor

sadness. In the same way, people

cry and sob for some time and

they go back on to their daily

routine. Is it over? Is your life

over? People don’t have to be

physically unconscious for the

end of life. People die every day.

They lose hope and all interest

of life and that’s what I call the

real end of life. I wonder why our

generation is so depressed, so

sad and so lonely.

Maybe all they went

materialistic at one time and

now they feel the importance of

happiness rather than being rich

and popular. I don’t say rich

people aren’t happy but the fact

is that happy people are the

richest.

I wonder why people commit

suicide. What must have

happened to them that they lost

all their hopes and aspirations in

life? It’s hard to be happy all the

time. However, it ’s bad to be

depressed all the time. Lord!

Why do people limit their

happiness to some people and

certain things? I see happiness

all around. The sensational

feeling when you touch the

hands of a newly born baby, the

greatest relief when old people

touch your forehead, the

wonderful time when your mom

has tears of happiness because

of you, the days when your dad

is so proud of you and the

unexpected smile which you get

from strangers.

Don’t limit your happiness

because it’s bad when you die

emotionally. Like they say,

cowards die every day. I don’t

want to live like that. I want to

die just once and with no regrets,

the day when I feel that death is

stronger than me, the day I feel

that my little heart tried it’s best,

the day when I feel that I saw the

world, I want to die with a

wonderful smile on my face.
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Spell

I dance and dance without my
feet
This is the spell of the ripening
wheat.

With never a tongue I’ve a tale
to tell
This is the meadow-grasses’
spell.

I give you health without any fee
This is the spell of the apple tree.

I rhyme and riddle without any
book
This is the spell of the bubbling
brook.

Without any legs I run forever
This is the spell of the spell of
the mighty river.

I fall for ever and not at all
This is the spell of the waterfall.

Without voice I roar aloud
This is the spell of the
thundercloud.

No button or seam has white
coat
This is the spell of the leaping
goat.

I can cheat strangers with never
a word
This is the spell of cuckoo-bird.

We have tongues in plenty but
no names
This is the spell of the fiery
flames.

The creaking door has a spell to
riddle
I play a tune without and fiddle.
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d]/f rfxgfx¿d]/f rfxgfx¿d]/f rfxgfx¿d]/f rfxgfx¿d]/f rfxgfx¿

dflg; Ps lrGtgzLn Pjd\
ljj]szLn k|f0fL xf] . ljj]szLn
k|f0fL ePs} gftfn] ubf{ dflg;df
ljleGg cfsfª\Iff x'G5g\ . xf], d
klg ToxL dflg;df x'F, h;sf sof}F
cfsfª\Iff / rfxgf 5g\ . o;f]
Psl5g ;f]R5', ljrf/df lgdUg x'G5'
/ lgisif{df k'U5' . Tof] lgisif{ s]
eg], ;a} dfG5]sf rfxgfx¿ x'G5g\
t/ rfxgfdf ljljwtf x'G5  /
km/skm/s :jfy{ klg . of] d]/f]
3dG8 x}g t/ d o;nfO{ uj{sf
;fy eGg ;S5' ls d]/f] rfxgf
eg]sf] b]zdf ;+ljwfg ag]sf] / ToxL
;+ljwfgsf] pkhn] zflGt / ;d[l4
b]ze/  JofKt  ePsf] x]g]{ rfxgf
xf] .

pd]/sf lx;fan] x]g]{ xf] eg] d]/f]
pd]/ !* jif{ k'u]sf] 5}g h;nfO{
ef]6 xfNg] clwsf/ / cfˆgf] nflu
c;n k|ltlglw 5fGg] cj;/ 5}g .
eG5g\,  vfg]  d'vnfO{  h'Fufn]
5]Sb}g . To:t} b]zsf nflu cfˆgf]
hGde"ldsf nflu ;sf/fTds ;f]r
/fVg pd]/n] s] 5]SYof] . cr]n ha
d klqsfsf  k]hx¿df  cfFvf
bu'/fpF5'  ta  ddf  g}/fZo  hfU5,
b]zsf]   cj:yf   /   oxfFsf
c/fhstfsf  ;dfrf/ k9]/ . t/

oxL g}/fZon] g} ddf pmhf{ hufOlbg]
u5{, lg/Gt/ k|]/0ff lbG5 / b]z
agfpg] lhDdf xfd|f] sfFwdf 5 eg]/
emsemsfO /xG5 .

b]zsf / hgtfsf nflu /f0ffx¿
lj?4 n8]/ uËfnfn, bz/y,
wd{eQmx¿n] cfˆgf] alnbfg lbP .
o;sf ;fy;fy} b]z / hgtfsf]
d'lQmsf  nflu   k~rfot   Joj:yf
x6fOof],   ax'bn   leqfOof],
/fhtGqnfO{  kmfn]/  nf]stGq
NofOof] t/ hgtfn] slxNo} d'lQm
kfPgg\ g t zflGt;Fu ;f; km]g{
kfP a? pgLx¿nfO{ g} ;tfof] .

d]/f] rfxgf eg]sf] b]zdf ;+ljwfg
ag]sf] b]Vg' xf] . d d]/f] b]zdf a'4
xfF;]sf] b]Vg rfxG5' / a'4sf] xfF;f]d}
;a}hgf  gfr]sf]  b]Vg rfxG5' .
d]/f] rfxgf olt d} ;Lldt geP/
d o; b]zdf ;'v, zflGt / ;d[l4
d]rLb]lv dxfsfnL;Dd k'u]sf] b]Vg
rfxG5' . cfˆgf afa'åf/f sf]xL a]lrg'
gk/f];\, ;a} hgtfdf ;b\efj
5fcf];\ / ;a}sf d'xf/df xfF;f] /
v';L cfcf];\ . o;sf ;fy;fy}
b]zaf6 a]lylt / c/fhstf 6f9f
efuf];\ / ljsf;sf] cfnf]s /fHoe/
5fcf];\, oxL 5 d]/f] OR5f .

g]kfnn] km]l/ Oltxf; gbf]xf]¥ofcf];\,
bf];|f]kN6 ;+ljwfg ;efsf] r'gfj
u/]h:t} . a? Oltxf; agfcf];\
pTs[i6 ;+ljwfg agfP/ . ;+ljwfgdf
n]lvpmg\ /fd|f lgod . To:t}
;+ljwfgn] ;a} hflt, wd{, ;+:s[lt,
e]ife"iff, efiff cflbsf] clwsf/

;'lglZrt u/f];\ / ;a} ;DalGwt
lgsfox¿nfO{ cf–cfˆgf] bfloTj /
st{Josf af/]df k6s–k6s / If0f–
If0fdf emsemsfO/xf];\ .

a'4sf] b]z, ;u/dfyfsf] b]z,
hn;|f]tsf] wgL b]z eg]/ lrlgcf];\,
d]/f] g]kfn ;+;f/e/df . d]/f] b]zdf
cdgrog sfod /xf];\ . b]zdf
wld/fx¿sf] u'F8df cfuf] nfuf];\ /
;a} hgtfdf r]tgf hfuf];\ . d]/f
rfxgfx¿, OR5fx¿ / cfsfª\Iffx¿
d]/f] cfˆgf] JolQmut :jfy{sf nflu
geP/ g]kfn / g]kfnLsf lxtdf
5g\ . olt dfq geP/ d]/f
cfsfª\Iffn] ;a} ;d'bfosf] rfxgfsf]
k|ltlglwTj u/]sf 5g\ . of]eGbf
klg d]/f] dxTTjk"0f{ rfxgf s] eg],
d]/f] h:t}  rfxgf  b]zsf ;a}
gful/sx¿df hfuf];\, ;a}n] cf–
cfˆgf bfloTj Pjd\ e"ldsfsf]
dx;';   u¿g\,   lxdfnb]lv
t/fO {;Ddsf / d ]rLb ] lv
dxfsfnL;Ddsf ;a} hgtfx¿
xftdf  xft  /  sfFwdf sfFw
ldnfP/, Pstfsf] ;"qdf afFlwP/
b]z ljsf;sf nflu, b]zsf] pGglt
/ k|ultsf nflu lgM:jfy{ cl3 a9"g\
/ Ps};fydf eg"g\, æho g]kfn ÛÆ
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The Story of My
Friendship

I have had many friends in my

life, most of them were very

kind. I didn’t understand my

friends’ feelings at first but then

I realized something.

My story of friendship was like

any other kid. But I didn’t

understand it then, that my

friends thought of me so highly.

They were always by my side.

They cheered me up when I was

sad. They were always happy and

when I was happy. I fought with

some friends, but it was always

my fault. Knowing that it was my

fault they apolozied to me. They

took care of me when I was sick,

I was in a problem.

They taught me to live a new life.

They taught me to that friends

are the most important people

in the world. They teach us to do

many things. They start a new

life. As you grew up you can share

your feelings with your friend. If

you don’t have friends you feel

lonely. When you go to college,

your friends will be like your

parents. They will mean

everything to you. Your friends

will be at your side forever. I will

never forget my friends. I hope

they will also not forget me.

So, don’t lose any of your

friends.
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The Experience of a
Lifetime QUANTA

Every BNKSite has the dream of

having that one moment which

s/he will remember for their

lifetime. Undoubtedly, that

moment for us fourteen was

when we were told that we

would be representing our

school in 19th CMS QUANTA 2013.

The City Montessori School,

Lucknow, India, is one of the

most reputed schools in the

country. For the past nineteen

years, CMS has been organizing

its most hyped and prestigious

event – QUANTA, which is a

maths, science and mental

ability based event. With the

participation of more than

twelve countries, QUANTA is not

just a mere competition, it’s a

platform of a worldly exposure,

effective socialization and

lifelong friendships.

As we entered the City

Montessori Complex on that

chilly night, we were enthralled

by the magnanimous welcome

bestowed upon us and the

magnificence of their

infrastructure. All fourteen of us:

4151 Nischal, 4163 Gaurab, 4150

Krishna, 4143 Anish, 4073 Niyam,

4152 Prerak, 4161 Aashish, 4093

Avinash, 4098 Ashwin, 4144

Bishwa, 4162 Binamrata, 4182

Shreeja, 4174 Pratibha and 4177

Riya along with Mr. H. R. Tiwari

and Mr. U. Adhikari were nothing

but impressed by the first

impression CMS gave us. The

food was simply heavenly! And

each representative was co-

operative, polite and cordial,

qualities that may not be put in

words.

Delegates and students from

countries like Brazil, Malaysia,

Nigeria, Jordan, Russia, India,

Germany, Finland and so on –

everyone was present on the

front lane. We mingled and

chatted with each other and got

to exchange our views and

opinions. Later that day and the

following days saw a series of

competitions with active and

fierce participation of

enthusiastic visionaries of

tomorrow. Despite such tough

competition, we managed to bag

prizes which imply that we

Nepalese aren’t inferior to the

world.  4161 Aashish secured 4th

position in Mental ability test,

4098 Ashwin and 4182 Shreeja

bagged the second prize in

Insight(sculpting) and 4162

Binamrata bagged the first prize

in debate. It was really a matter

of great pride for our school and

the nation at large.

We ended the competition with

a beautiful cultural performance.

Though just of four days, we

gained something in these days

which is more important than

anything for us – we brought back

memories, and experience.

These memories will last forever

and indeed, QUANTA will remain

our best memory of BNKS.
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g]kfnL hfu/0fg]kfnL hfu/0fg]kfnL hfu/0fg]kfnL hfu/0fg]kfnL hfu/0f

To:tf] lxdfnsf] sfvdf cfdfsf] ddtf kfPsf]

t/fO{sf] kmfF6df ;w}F nx/fO/x]sf]

Tof] ;'Gb/, zfGt / /d0fLo g]kfnnfO{

sxLFsf] afFsL 5f8]gg\ d]/L hGdbftf hggLnfO{

cfˆgL cfdfsf] 3fF6L cl3 5'/L t]:of{Psf]

s;/L 6\jfNn k/]/ x]g{ ;s]sf ltgLx¿n]

xftdf bxL hdfP/ j:t'x¿nfO{

s] eGg' / oL :jfyL{ gfdb{x¿nfO{

a'4n] 5f8]/ uPsf] To:tf] ckf/ zflGtnfO{

Tof] dgnfO{ z'4tfsf] k|tLs lbg] lgd{n ls/0fnfO{

clxn] oL e|i6frf/Lx¿n] sfnf] afbn agfO 5f8]

To;sf] u8u8fx6 sf]dn d'6'df 5l/5f8]

ca hfu x] hfu, g]kfnL hgtfx¿ Û

xfd|f] b]znfO{ cGwf/sf] ulx/fOdf 8'Ag gb]pm

o;nfO{ prfn]/ ;u/dfyfsf] lzv/df k'¥ofpg' 5

b]zaf6 e|i6frf/ aflx¥ofO{ ;d[l4 leqfpg' 5

g]kfnL ;+:s[lt / k/Dk/fn] o;nfO{ ljZje/
lrgfpg' 5 .

of] lhGbufgLof] lhGbufgLof] lhGbufgLof] lhGbufgLof] lhGbufgL

slxn] h]7 slxn] c;f/ of] lhGbufgL

slxn] ;'Gb/ slxn] phf8 of] lhGbufgL

hLjg eGg' g} ofqf xf], ofqfsf] bf}/fgdf

slxn] ;f]daf/, slxn] zlgaf/ of] lhGbufgL

ljlwsf] ljwfg of] hLjg?kL df]8df

slxn] v';L slxn] b'Mv of] lhGbufgL

b'Mv ;'v, cfF;', xfF;f], ldng lj5f]8sf] s|ddf

slxn] ;xh slxn] cK7\of/f] of] lhGbufgL

p2]Zosf ef/L af]s]/ cl3 a9\bf

slxn] cw'/f], slxn] ;fsf/ of] lhGbufgL .
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Never Trust

“Never trust calm water”
“You may repent it later”
It has a deceptive depth
It may lead you to death

Trust the people whom you have known
Travel in flight whose kites are test flown
Never underestimate a traditional foe
Keep in mind this entire thing and forgo

Keep company of a noble man
At least his good habit may make you human
You may feel far plight and pain
Such qualities are must and may remain

You earn bad name if chosen wrong people
They will always land you in trouble
Crush your good name
They may bring you only shame

Have your way with cool mind
Look around and find
Right person for right work
Never trust on sweet words

55555111119898989898

Shristi,Shristi,Shristi,Shristi,Shristi,

 Class: A1 Class: A1 Class: A1 Class: A1 Class: A1

Call Me

If one day you feel like crying ,
Call me .
I won’t promise you  a laugh ,
But I can cry along with you .

If one day you want to runaway ,
Call me .
I won’t ask you not to ,
But I can run away with you .

If one day you don’t feel like listening to anybody ,
Call me .
I won’t promise to be quiet ,
But I can try to feel what you feel .

But ,
If one day you call me and there is no answer,
Perhaps I’m the one who is in need .

88888111111111177777

Banita,Banita,Banita,Banita,Banita,
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sNkgfd} ;LldtsNkgfd} ;LldtsNkgfd} ;LldtsNkgfd} ;LldtsNkgfd} ;Lldt
;kgfx¿ ===;kgfx¿ ===;kgfx¿ ===;kgfx¿ ===;kgfx¿ ===

cfh   ;[li6stf{n]  cFh'nLel/
tf/fx¿ lnP/ uugdf 5l/lbP5g\
Sof/], s:tf] ;'Gb/ b]lvPsf] 5
lgzfsf] of] cfsfz Û zLtn kjg
axls/x]5 t/ p;sf] a]un] zfGt
j[Ifx¿sf] Wofg eË eg] ug{ ;s]sf]
5}g . kf/L 8fF8fdf an]sf aQLx¿
lbof]  an]em}+  b]lvPsf  5g\ /
ulxl/P/ x ]5 ' { ltgnfO { , cxf ]
cGwsf/;Fu  pHofnf]sf] ldng
s:tf] ;'xfPsf] .

;f]lr/x]5', sfnf] /ft / zzL
hLjg;fyL ag]sf 5g\ . clg 5'§f5'§}
nf]ssf g/ / b]j cf:yfsf] Ps}
8f]/Ldf cl8Psf 5g\ eg] Pp6}
x[Qndf af; a:g] d / d]/f
;kgfx¿ lsg gbLsf b'O{ lsgf/f
ePsf 5f}F . lsg xfdL Ps x'g
;s]gf}F < cfh  k5fl8 kmls{P/
x]5'{ ,  clg  nfU5  d]/f] nIo t
k"/f eof] t/ d]/f ;kgfx¿n] eg]
jf:tljs hLjgdf kfOnf 6]Sg
slxNo} kfPgg\ . ltgLx¿ d]/f]
dl:tissf] e/df hlGdP / ;dosf]
ult;Fu} n's] . dgsf] s'gfdf
slxnsfxLF emNofF:; ;DemG5'
ltgnfO{, cfˆg} k|lt5fof FnfO{
a]nfavt ofb u/]em}+, clg yf]/}
d':s'/fpF5'  / gog To;} aUg
yfN5g\ .

jf:tjd} cgf}7f] lyof] d]/f] ctLt .
/x:odo lyof] d]/f] d'6' . d kfun
lyPF,  PSn}  x/fPy]F   dfofsf]
;fu/df . cfFvf 8'ln/xGy] clg
/f]lsGy] tL gogdf 7f]lsPkl5,
/ˆtf/df u'8]sf] uf8Lem}+ . To;kl5
t dnfO{ s] rflxGYof] / d'xf/n]
nfhsf]  cf]9gL cf]l9lbGYof], k"/}
z/L/sf]  /ut  cg'xf/df  cfPem}+
/ftf] x'Gy]F d . pgnfO{ b]Vbf dVv
ky]{F, Psbd} dg ky]{F pgL dnfO{ .
sfF8flar v'n]sf] u'nfkmem}+ df]xgL
lyof]  pgsf]   d':sfg . nfdf]
v8]/Lkl5 klxnf] jiff{nfO{ af]nfpg]
d]3sf] uh{gem}+ uxg lyof] pgsf]
cfjfh  . pgL b]Vbfdf /fd|f lyP,
;f]Rbfdf /dfOnf . xfdL ;xkf7L
lyof} F . t/ xfdLlar cfsfz
kftfnsf] km/s lyof] . pgL a]nLsf
k'ik lyP, d hËnL km"n . To;}n]
d slxNo} pgL;Fu af]Ng ;lsgF /
pgn] klg af]Ng'kg]{ cfjZostf
b]v]gg\ . kmn:j?k Tof] k|]dsxfgL
;'? g} x'g kfPg .

d]/f] x[bodf pld|g vf]h]sf] k|]dsf]
lapn] pgsf] dfofsf] cfnf]s gkfP/
x's{g g;s]sf] eP klg O{Zj/;Fu
d]/f] s'g} u'gf;f] lyPg . pgn] t
dnfO{ :jfy{sf] ;~hfn ljZjnfO{
x]b}{ d':s'/fpg l;sfPsf lyP .
;f}Gbo{sf]  kl/efiff a'emfOlbPsf
lyP . To;}n] d cl3 a9]F . pgsf]
ofbn] ;tfPg a? xf};nf k|bfg
u¥of] cl3 lxF8\gnfO{ . kl5 ;Ghf]usf]
v]n ;fob d]/f] kIfdf cfof], !)
jif{kl5 pgL;Fu d]/f] e]6 eof] . d
Ps jlsn, pgL OlGhlgo/, xfdL
Pp6} Pglhcf]df sfd ug]{ eof}+ .

o;k6s eg] xfd|f ] k| ]dsxfgL
n]lvFlbg g} . Tof] ldng ePsfdf d
ljZj:t /x]F . xfdL s]xL lbgd}
Psbd} ldNg] ;fyL eof}F . Pscsf{sf]
;'vb'v afF8\g yfNof}F . ;Fu} a;]/
ctLt  clg  eljio  s]nfpg
yfNof}F . sfd ug]{ j]nfdf sfds}
s'/fsf] 5nkmndf Jo:t x'GYof}F c¿
j]nfdf lhGbuLsf] . clg t yfx}
gkfO{ /ftL lgb|fb]jLn] ;fy glbPsf]
;dodf pgsf] kmf]gn] ;fy lbg
yfn]5 .

dnfO{ ;f/f ;+;f/ g} /fd|f] nfUg
yfNof] . Tof] dg{ cfF6]sf] lk/tLsf]
km"n d'6' g} 5f]Kg] u/L 9sdSs
km'Nof] . t/ eujfg\nfO{ d ;j{>]i7
x'F eg]/ b]vfpg} k/]5 . s]xL gegL,
Ps zAb gaf]nL, pgn] Tof] PghLcf]
5f]8] . PghLcf] dfq xf]Og b]z}
5f]8]/ stf uP stf . af6f]df e]6]sf]
a6'jfnfO{ t 5'l§g] a]nfdf æd uPF
x}Æ elgG5 . pgn] dnfO{ a6'jf
;fyL ;d]t dfg]sf /x]g5g\ Sof/ .

pkm\ Û rIf' r'lx;s]5g\ . cfF;' k'5]/
genfO{ x]5'{ . s:tf] vfnL 5 d]/f]
hLjg Û s]xL  lal;{Ph:tf], s]xL
x/fPh:tf] . Pp6f tf/f 6'6\5, clg
csf]{ Û ca dfUgnfO{ s] g} afFsL 5
/ < Psk6s pgnfO{ b]Vg kfP ===

$!*#$!*#$!*#$!*#$!*#
;'ldIff;'ldIff;'ldIff;'ldIff;'ldIff
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M M M M M !@!@!@!@!@
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The Sentinels

Raigor approaches, below him the ground rumbles,

the earth shakes. His enchanted totems can create

fissures, his movement sent shocks miles away,

his fury ravages the ground and his rage echoes

throughout the world. He is our hero, the earth

shaker.

Lanya appears from the shadows. She is sneaky,

she is clever.  Her camouflage is undetectable her

abilities unparalleled. She sets her traps, melts in

the nature and waits for her prey. She is the

assassin.

Razzil brings us gold; the gold hunter. His greed is

his strength, his innocence ours. His chemicals

create chaos. His pal is an ogre, his rage a monster.

His chemicals turn mountains into gold. He is the

alchemist who excels in fighting.

They are sentinels and they are ready.

44444111111111177777

Aarambh,Aarambh,Aarambh,Aarambh,Aarambh,

Class:A2Class:A2Class:A2Class:A2Class:A2

;8s afns;8s afns;8s afns;8s afns;8s afns

af6f] af6f]df dfUb} lxF8\5 lar/f Tof] afns

h;nfO{ klg lev dfU5 lzIfs xf];\ of rfns

slt  b'Mv  eof] xf]nf,  Tof]  6'x'/f]nfO{

sf]xL 5}g cfdf a'jf, sf]xL 5}g bfOefO .

af6f]df h] kfP klg pm p7fO{ vfG5

wgL dflg; cfof] ls pt}lt/ hfG5

uGb}g p;nfO{ s;}n] klg dfG5] egL

OHht ug{ l;s Tof] afnsnfO{ klg .

ca xfdL klg ;8s afnsnfO{ dfof u/f}+

;8s afnsnfO{ lzIff lbgtkm{ cl3 ;/f}+

;f]rf}+ ls Tof] afns cfˆgf] bfh'efO xf]

c¿sf] dbt ug'{  xfd|f] st{Jo xf] .

()&*()&*()&*()&*()&*
;'zg;'zg;'zg;'zg;'zg
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M&M&M&M&M&
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;dosf] kvf{n;dosf] kvf{n;dosf] kvf{n;dosf] kvf{n;dosf] kvf{n

5fqfjf;sf] la/fgf] a:tL

dfgjsf] x'n

clg ;f] le8ef8df ltdL

kfl/jfl/s :g]xn]

el/k"0f{ ltd|f gog

/ lgM:jfy{ xfd|f] ;DaGw

d cl3 a9\g lxrlsrfpFyF]

ltdL dnfO{ 3r]8\Yof}

d ?Fbf ltdL cfF;' k'l5lbGYof}

dft[Tj / ldqtfsf] ld>0f

c6'6 nfUYof] xfd|f]

;+hf]un] ag]sf] ;fOgf]

/utsf] gftf geP klg

ltd|f] v';L d]/f] xfF;f]

d]/f] kL8f ltd|f] b'Mv

;"o{ pbfpFYof] clg c:tfpFYof]

xfd|f] ;fOgf] slxNo} c:tfPg

slxNo} lrl;Pg

lrl;G5 eg]/ slxNo} ;f]lrPg klg ;fob

;fob PSsfl; ;do ablnof]

sxLF st} s]xL km]l/of]

xfdL 6fl9of}+

lx8\Fbf lx8\Fb} e]6]sf]

a6'jf ;fyLemF}

ltdL 5'l§of}

xfd|f] ;DaGw

a]nfavt jiff{n] glhs Nofpg]

uug / wtL{sf] em}F aGof]

;fyL, d]/f] d'6' clxn] klg

ltdLk|ltsf] :g]x / cfb/n] el/k"0f{ 5

cfh klg d ltd|f] v';Lsf] j/bfg dfU5'

t/ klg xfdL ;fy x'Fbf

sf];f}+ 6f9f 5f}F h:tf] nfU5

ltdLaf6 efUg dg nfU5

klxn]em}+ ltd|f] xfF;f]df

d 8'Ag ;lSbgF

ltdL;Fusf] ofd g} km';|f] nfU5

k"l0f{dfem}+ xfd|f] ;fOgf]df

cfh d]3 nfUof]

ef]ln cf}F;L gcfcf];\

xfdL aLr ;dosf]

kvf{n g5fcf];\ .

Every Single Day

The bustling street of the flea market was crowded

with vendors and hankers, each having something

interesting to show; toys and trinket, as they

negotiated with their bargaining buyers on those

grothy, graveled streets. The scorching afternoon

sun made them even muckier with sweat beads

that glistered on their tanned faces.

Kurt Manzano hopped into the bus after sensing

the trauma of the street. Now that he had to leave

everything behind in his hometown, he was fully

determined to be dedicated to his writings with

every bit of interest left. He was off to New York,

to pursue his literary dreams and complete his first

novel. The only thing he aspired was going to New

York City; as a successful writer who could gratify

the taste of any reader. With high spirits, he knew

that he had to quench demands that were tougher

than ever in New York city

$))@$))@$))@$))@$))@
lg;fglg;fglg;fglg;fglg;fg
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M M M M M !@!@!@!@!@
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Pasang,Pasang,Pasang,Pasang,Pasang,
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Kurt had, like any other typical teenager, always

dreamed of the big city, New York. As he grew in to

this well-built figure now twenty-two, he ventured

to this journey; from the dusty streets of Oklahoma

to the city of New York. A few days later, he was

living in an old friend’s apartment, re-editing the

plot of his first novel. But now, he needed money.

In a rush, he grabbed the job of a waiter at a motel

nearby. This pay could at least buy him all his

necessities, though not supporting any lavish

expenses. Most of all, he knew that he wasn’t

supposed to be broke anymore. The other motel

waitress and the cashier guy were also in their

twenties, like him, aspiring for something huge,

with their own dream and ambitions. The cashier

seemed to be anucicable and messy with his

dreadlocks. Sophie, the waitress was on charm.

Her big brown eyes, wavy dark brown hair, and the

warmest smiles did the charm. She was the life of

the motel; humorous, cracking jokes and a few

sareasme, managing the food and the dishes, also

cheering up even the sternest of customers.

Kurt and Sophie turned out to be getting along very

well with each other. Their coffee dates, chit-chats

where they shared their hobbies, ambitions and

most of all, the common interest both of them

shared in literature led their relationship to grow

even deeper. By then, a month had passed and

Kurt was ready with work. He submitted copies of

his work to various publications in the city; even

in the suburbs too and a few places outside the

city. The outcome: a swarm of rejection letters

piled up in his room. He felt like he was a

devastated but no he couldn’t let his hopes ship

away that easily. So, he re-edited some more, and

in a due course of time he was prepared to submit

those papers. But this time, he was completely

sabotaged after being rejected from all the places

again. This disgraceful event got him to drop  his

interest like for an eternity. Sophie promised to

help him out but he had given up his hopes

completely. He decided to never start-over again,

ever. He decided to go back to his home and go

back to where he started. He didn’t even leave a

goodbye message to Sophia or the cashier.

Few days later, Sophia took a break from the motel

due to  her illness. Her condition grew even worse

after a few weeks time, so the doctors suggested

her to take complete rest. But Sophie was there,

putting up the plotting and coloring the story that

Kurt had left. She wasn’t willing to give up even

though she was becoming more fragile day by day;

she wanted to finish off the whole story. Gradually,

she grew completely miserable and the thought

of not being able to see Kurt was killing her even

more. Kurt, on the other side, received an email

from the cashier where he came to know about

Sophie’s severe condition. Immediately, he came

back to new York and rushed to the hospital, then

jostled down the hallways and finally reached the

room. There he was Sophia lying on the bed and

her soul ling gone. Next to her, washer father

holding her hand sobbing. The doctors apologized

to Kurt for not being able to save her. Also, one of

the nurses gave Kurt an envelope and said that

Sophie’s last wish was to get those papers

published. In grief, Kurt took those paper out and

saw those neatly carved letters say ‘with love-

Sophia’

With those words came flooding back all those

bittersweet memories both had together. As tears

rolled down his cheeks, the virtual pictures of them

together flashed in his mind; as he reckened to

fulfill her wish and get the novel published.

A few months later, stacks of magazine had already

stated the novel as their no.1 bestsellers,

complementing the author’s  intrigiving plots and

language. Now, in her memory, Kurt smiles and

cherishes the memories he spent with her, how

they sat together and laughed, went to the beach

and enjoyed the lapping waves of the sea with

their picnic basket, every single day……………
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d]/f] pT;j ===d]/f] pT;j ===d]/f] pT;j ===d]/f] pT;j ===d]/f] pT;j ===

To; lbg ;GWofsf] cfudg;Fu}
cf–cfˆgf] af;:yfgdf pl8/x]sf
kG5LnfO{ lgofNb} d ljBfnoaf6
kmls{Fb} lyPF  .  a}F;fn'   dg
gflr/x]Yof] . lagfsf/0f g} v';L
lyPF d . TolQs}df dnfO{ d]/f] k5fl8
sf]xL lxFl8/x]em}F nfUof] . kmls{P/
x]/]F . Psl5g gog ToxLF /f]lsP .
æs:tf] /fd|f] dfG5] ÛÆ cfˆgf] af6f]
nfUb} d ;f]Rg yfn]F . ;fFRr} g}
rGb}dfem}+ rlDsnf] clg xFl;nf] d'xf/
lyof] Tof]] .

/ftL ;'Tg] j]nf s;/L xf] ToxL
a6'jfsf] cg'xf/  cfFvf cl3
cfOk'Uof] . d PSn} d':s'/fPF . s:tf]
cs}{ b'lgofaf6 em/]sf] em}+ lyof] Tof]
dfG5] t . 5of\ Û af6f]df lxF8\bf
o:tf o'js slt b]lvG5g\ slt,
;a}sf] af/]df ;f]r]/ x'G5, d}n] Wofg
df]8]F / cfˆgf] hLjgdf Jo:t /x]F .
;fyL;FuL clg 3/kl/jf/, ;do
sf6\g ufx\f] lyPg . cfˆg} /ˆtf/n]
rln/x]Yof] d]/f] lhGbufgL, km]l/ j]nf
klg t  rIf'leq k:g] x/]s j:t'
/fd|f] nfUg] lyof] lg . t/ Pslbg
d]/f] zfGt x[boleq x'/L rNof] .
s]xL xKtfcl3 b]v]sf] Tof] dfG5] d}n]
d]/f] ljBfnodf b]v]F . cfFvf t'?Gt}
rlDsP, d; Fu } lx F8 ]sf d ]/ f

;x]nLx¿nfO{  rlst  agfpFb} .
d]/} ljBfnosf] kf];fs nufPsf]
lyof] p;n], ev{/} km'n]sf] k'ikem}+
;'Gb/ b]lvPsf] lyof] . d'6'sf] w8\sg
lsg xf] lsg a9\of] . nfUof], klxnf]
gh/af6} d]/f] dgsf] s'gfdf pm
al;;s]sf] /x]5 . lszf]/Lsf] of}jg
clg lhl:sg] afgL . To; lbgb]lv
;fyLx¿n] t dnfO{  p;sf] gfdn]
lh:sfpg yfn] .  deGbf Ps Jofr
l;lgo/ /x]5 pm . d v';L ePF .
;SsnL gfd eg] d}n] kl5dfq yfxf
kfPF . ;fyLx¿n] t dnfO{ pgLx¿n]
g} /flvlbPsf]  gfdn] kf] lh:sfPsf
/x]5g\ . s:tf abdf;x¿ Û

ca eg] p;nfO{ vf]Hg] gofF sfd
d]/f rIf'n] kfP . d le8ef8sf
lar p;sf] cl:tTj e]§fpg
ef}tfl/Gy]F . w]/} s]6f ;fyLx¿ gePsL
d yfx} gkfO{ p;nfO{ k5\ofpg
yfn]5' . 8'Ag yfn]5', p;sf] Tof]
; 'Gb/ ¿kdf, p;sf ] df ]xgL
xfF;f]df . ;'?;'?df t d}n] p;nfO{
x]/]sf] b]v]/ ;fyLx¿ 5Ss ky]{ t/
kl5 ;a}nfO{ afgL k¥of] . pm
s'/fsfgLsf] Ps dxTTjk"0f{ c+z aGg
k'Uof] . Tolta]nfsf] ;+of]u crDdsf]
xf] ls eujfg\n] d]/f] efjgfdfly
v]n]sf x'g\,  xfdL  b'O{sf] cfFvf w]/
} g} h'WYof] . kmn:j¿k d'6'leq
cfzfsf] 6';f knfof] . d ;kgfx¿
a'Gg yfn]F . sNkgfdf /Dg yfnF] t/
af]Ng] eg] lxDdt cfPg . kl5 p;n]
ljBfno 5f8\g] lbg glhlsof] .
clg ;fy;fy} dleq kL8fsf] /fFsf]
klg hNg yfNof] . ca t ePg egL
;fyLsf] ;'emfj dfGb} d}n] p;nfO{
sf8{ / ;fgf] pkxf/ k7fOlbPF .

pkxf/ dg k¥of] /] t/ d]/f] k|]dhLjg
l;g]dfsf]  h:tf]  /dfOnf]  x'g
kfPg . p;sf] dgleq c¿ sf]xL
af; a;]sL /lx5 . ;'?;'?df t
5ftL  kf]ln/xGYof]  .  hLjgd}
k"0f{la/fd nfu]sf] em}+ d lj/lQmPsL
lyPF . v';Lsf] cfwf/ efFlrPem}+
nfu]sf] lyof] t/ kl5 cfˆgf]
dfofnfO{ sdhf]/L agfpg' xF'b}g egL
d  cl3 a9]F . p;n] ljBfno
5f8\of] . sof}F /ft /f]PF . kfunem}+
ag]F . t/ kl5 PstkmL{ dfof klg
t chDa/L dfof xf] lg eGg] efj
hfUof] . d cfˆgf] nIonfO{ k|fKt
ug{tkm{ nfu]F .

cfh  P3f/ jif{ eof] p;nfO{
gb]v]sf] . hLjgdf w]/} ;kmntf
kfPF . t/ p;nfO{ dgsf] 8]/faf6
lgsfNg eg] ;b}j c;kmn g} ePF .
3/kl/jf/af6 lax]sf] bafa cfpFbf
eg] dnfO{  gfOF{  eGg  lgSs}
cK7\of/f] ePsf] lyof] . cfdf slt
?g'x'GYof] . d ;Demfpg ;lSbgy]F
Ps jif{ cl3 dfq c:ktfndf
a]jfl/;] cj:yfdf 5f]l8Psf] Ps
afns hLjgdf cfof] . d}n] p;nfO{
5f]/f] agfPF . d]/f] of] lg0f{on] 3/df
e'OFrfnf] cfPsf] lyof] . t/ ;do
cg';f/ ;a l7s x'Fbf] /x]5 . cfh
d, d}n] /f]h]sf] hLjgb]lv v';L 5'
clg d]/f] kl/jf/ klg . d]/f] 5f]/f]
Ps jif{sf] eO;Sof] p;n] ædfd'Æ
egL af]nfpFbf ;+;f/s} v';L kfPem}+
nfU5 . ;a}eGbf v';L t p;nfO{
af]nfpFbf x'G5' d lsgls p;sf]
gfd ToxL xf], h'g gfd d]/f] d'6'n]
;b}j lnO/xG5 . d]/f] k|]dhLjgsf]
eujfg\sf] gfd æpT;jÆ.

$!*%$!*%$!*%$!*%$!*%
>LtL>LtL>LtL>LtL>LtL
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d}n] lsg afFRg' k¥of] <d}n] lsg afFRg' k¥of] <d}n] lsg afFRg' k¥of] <d}n] lsg afFRg' k¥of] <d}n] lsg afFRg' k¥of] <

cfˆgfn] t wf]sf lbG5g\ k/fO{{sf] s] e/ eof] <

;fFRr} o:tf] nfrf/ hLjg afFRg' ca s] ;f/ eof] <

lwSsf/ Û of] ;dfhnfO{, lwSsf/ 5 of] rngnfO{

lwSsf/ Û 5, cf8Da/sf] vf]n cf]8L gfRg]nfO{ .

s] s] lyof] ;kgf d]/f], km"n;l/ cf]OnL em¥of]

grfx]/} klg lg:;f/ lhGbuL of] lhpg} k¥of] .

eG5g\ ;f; /x];Dd cfz}–cfz x'G5 c/]

lagf cfzsf] lhGbuL of] s:sf nflu ;fFRg' k¥of] .

3ft}–3ftsf] lhGbuLdf d}n] lsg xfF:g' k¥of] <

rf]6}–rf]6sf] ;+;f/df d}n] lsg afFRg' k¥of] <

*!)(*!)(*!)(*!)(*!)(
;GWof;GWof;GWof;GWof;GWof
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M*M*M*M*M*

;fyL 6f9f ghfpm;fyL 6f9f ghfpm;fyL 6f9f ghfpm;fyL 6f9f ghfpm;fyL 6f9f ghfpm

;Fu} v]Ng] ;Fu} xfF:g]
ltdL g} lyof} ;fyL
5f]8L uof} dnfO{
nfU5 dfof ltdLdfly

b'Mv xf];\ of ;'v
drflxF ltdLnfO{ g} afF8\g]
d]/f] sf] g} xf} egL
ltdL dnfO{ 5f8\g] <

b'Mv k/] ?GYof}+
ltdL / d ;fydf
cfh ltdL 5f]8L uof}
?G5 d]/f] cfTdf

ca d}n] b]v]+ x]/
b'vsf tL lbg
uGg ;lSbgF d
egL Ps, b'O{ tLg
d]/f] ;fyL Û dnfO{ 5f8L uof} ltdL lsg <

@)%^@)%^@)%^@)%^@)%^
rfFbgLrfFbgLrfFbgLrfFbgLrfFbgL
sIff M%sIff M%sIff M%sIff M%sIff M%
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Travel Broadens
Mind

In the world today, people want

to go from one place to another.

They simply don’t want to remain

at one place for a long time. The

wild animals too travel and we

are human beings, the most

developed amongst the living

creature and how can we expect

to be just in a same place for the

whole life. Different people

have different purpose of

travelling. Some travel to attain

knowledge some go to healthier

places in order that they can

recover from their broken

health, some for pleasure and

some for earning money.

As a country like ours don’t

possess much quality education

and in the seek of quality

education most of the student go

abroad to continue their study.

Similarly, some educated person

may go to some culturally rich

country like our for the study

about Nepalese culture.

Furthermore the modernization

has brought vigorous change in

the world and with it it also has

invited pollution. Many people

are suffering from health

problems due to pollution. So to

eradicate it they choose to move

to a clean and healthier

environment.

On the other hand, these days

the people just want to enjoy a

lot. Everything is done by the

machines and the people are

becoming more lazy and

workless. So to entertain

themselves they travel. It gives

a kind pleasure to them.

Moving on to the next point as

I’ve mentioned before that the

world has developed a lot. Each

country is with contact to each

others. In order to extend the

business, people travel from

one country to another.

So, to sum up travelling can lead

us to the vast brotherhood in the

world. We can thus say that

travel broadens our mind.
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The Student Life

An individual passes through the

different stages in life. Among

them, the most important stage

is student life which is also

known as golden period of life.

This stage normally begins at the

age of five.

Basically, student life is the

period of getting education. At

first, a student gets admitted in

primary school and after

completing school education, he

goes to college or university. His

main job is to study and brighten

his future. Only hardworking

students can succeed in life and

are expected to follow the

proper track in life.

Farmers sow seeds for good

harvest. Similarly, students sow

“hard work” for best possible

results. Students learn skills and

get various kind of knowledge.

Students should build up good

character. Good character is a key

to success whereas bad character

leads everyone to failure.

Students should be far from the

bad habits such as smoking,

drinking alcohol etc. They should

learn to be good leaders when

they take part in group

competitions.

Students are the pillars of the

nation. They play an important

role in ensuring its good future.

It is the duty of the academic

institutes, teachers and parents

to guide and train the students

for their future life.

Lastly, we should not take this

student life for granted. Instead

we should realize the

importance of this part of life,

value it and try to make best

possible use of it.

80580580580580511111
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3/3/3/3/3/

3/, u[x, ;bg, lgs]tg, dxn,
b/af/ h] eg] klg cflv/ 3/ eg]sf]
a:gs} nflu xf] . clxn]sf] o'udf
dflg;x¿ gofF k|ljlw k|of]u u/]/,
gofFgofF tl/sf ckgfP/ cf–cfˆgf
3/ c¿sf] eGbf ;'Gb/ / eJo agfpg
rfxG5g\ . 3/ eg]sf] cfˆgf] ;fg /
OHht xf] eGg] 7fGb5g\ . To;}n]
o:tf] k|lt:kwf{n] ubf{ g} clxn] Pp6f
3/n] gofFgofF cfs[lt lnPsf] 5 .
clxn]sf] o'usf] 3/n] hlt klg
¿k / /Ë lnP klg ;+;f/sf y'k|}
s'gf sfKrfsf e'mk8Ln] rflxF cfˆgf
¿k km]/]sf 5}gg\ .

PSsfO;f}F ztfAbLdf 3/sf] 7"nf]
dxTTj a9]sf] 5 . cfhsn t 3/
eg]sf] dflg;sf] ;fg xf] . x/]s
dflg; sf]xL Oi6ldq tyf ;fyLefO
cfpFbf cfˆgf] 3/ ;kmf / lrl6Ss
kfb{5g\  /  aflx/af6 x]g]{n]  klg
/fd|f] b]vf];\ eg]/ 3/ /Ëfpg y'k|}
k};f vr{ ub{5g\ . Tolt dfq geP/
Pp6f 3/ agfpgs} nflu 3'; lng]
JolQm klg xfdLn] kfpF5f}F . t/
b/af/, dxn, em'k|f] h] eP klg
3/sf] Ps} sfd xf] a:g] / ;'Tg] .
3/ /fd|f] xF'b}df cfgGb /  ;Gt'li6
k|fKt xF'b}g . hËnaf6 NofPsf]
hgfj/nfO{  ;'ljwf  lbP/  7"nf]

dxndf /fv] klg pm ;'vL / ;Gt'i6
x'Fb}g lsgeg]  hËn  g}  p;sf
nflu 3/ xf] / pm To;d} afFRg /
dg{ rfxG5 .

ToxL eP/ em'k8Ld} a;] klg dxndf
g} a;] klg, ToxfF zflGt / ;'vb
jftfj/0f eof] eg] Tof] 3/ 3/
h:tf] x'G5 . 7"nf7"nf dxn agfpg]
;kgf b]Vg'eGbf klg em'k8LnfO{
dfofn] 9fs]/ jf:tljs agfpgtkm{
nfDsg'k5{ .

;kgf;kgf;kgf;kgf;kgf

æ;dft \ To;nfO { Û ;dft \
;dft\ ÛÆ dnfO{ k5fl8af6 w]/}
dflg;n] nv]6\g yfn] . d ?Fb}
efu]F . emg\ k5fl8 eL8af6 cfjfh
cfof] æl56f] ;dft\ To;nfO{ .Æ

d 8/n] sfKg yfn]F . eL8af6 km]l/
cfjfh cfof] æTo;}n] g} xf] 3/sf]
krf; ?lkofF rf ]/ ]sf ], ;dft\
To;nfO{ .Æ To;kl5 eg] d efUg}
g;Sg] l:yltdf cfOk'u]F . cfˆgL]
cfdfnfO{ k'sfb}{ d}n] eg]F ædnfO{
arfpg'xf];\ . cab]lv d slxNo}
rf]lb{gF .Æ d emNofF:; lapFlemPF .
d]/L cfP/ cf]8\g] ldnfOlbFb} s] eof]
egL ;f]Wg'x'Fb} /x]5 . TolQv]/ d}n]
eg]F æd ca slxNo} rf]lb{gF .Æ d}n]
krf; ?lkofF lkmtf{ u/]F . ;fyLx¿sf]
v/fa ;Ëtdf nfu]/ 3/af6 krf;
?lkofF rf]/]sf] lyPF .

kl5 ;kgfn] ubf{ d}n] Tof] k};f
lkmtf{ u/]F . @ jif{ cufl8sf] eP
tfklg dnfO{ clxn];Dd ofb 5 .
dnfO{ of] 36gfn] olt 7"nf] k|efj
kf¥of] ls ToxL lbgb]lv g} d}n]
slxNo} grf]g]{ c7f]6 u/]F .

d}n] ToxL 36gfaf6 csf]{ s'/f klg
yfxf kfP F . dflg;n] Pp6f
;kgfaf6 klg w]/} s'/f l;Sg ;Sbf]
/x]5 . Pp6f ;fgf] 36gfn] klg
dflg;sf] lhGbuLdf 7"nf] e"ldsf
v]Nbf] /x]5 . olb d}n] krf; ?lkofF
rf]/]/ s|dzM rf]b}{ uPsf] eP yfxf
5}g clxn] ;Dddf  d  s]
alg;Sy]F ÛÛ

*))#*))#*))#*))#*))#
cfnf]scfnf]scfnf]scfnf]scfnf]s
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M*M*M*M*M*

(!!^(!!^(!!^(!!^(!!^
k|eftk|eftk|eftk|eftk|eft
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M&M&M&M&M& w]/}+ k9f}+ ;fyL xf]w]/}+ k9f}+ ;fyL xf]w]/}+ k9f}+ ;fyL xf]w]/}+ k9f}+ ;fyL xf]w]/}+ k9f}+ ;fyL xf]

w]/}+ k9f}+ ;fyL xf]
w]/} k9f}+ ;fyL xf]
k9L c;n aGg' 5

gfd klg sdfpg' 5 .

1fg x'G5 x} cd"No
lsg]/ kfOFb}g o;nfO{
ljBfno hfcf}F ;fyL xf]
1fg xfl;n ug{nfO{ .

wgeGbf ljBf 7"nf]
ljgf ljBf s] ug'{
w]/} k9f}+ ;fyL xf]

k9\g] afgL 1fgL xf] .

@)%#@)%#@)%#@)%#@)%#
cfo'iffcfo'iffcfo'iffcfo'iffcfo'iff
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M%M%M%M%M%
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Do You Believe?

Just watch the darkest night
You see the stars shining
With those sparkling light
Leaving sorrows and fears behind.

It’s completely dark there
But again you can see them
Shining brightly, without fear
To bring the brightness everywhere.

When you see a shooting star
Among those glowing stars

70257025702570257025
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You finally make a wish
And fetch your mind, a peace.

When your wishes come true
You do believe them
With your happy heart
And wish it to come again.

When my wishes fail to come
I still believe those beauties
With my thankful heart
In the previous night.

Just leave the darkness behind
And look for the shine
To find the path of light
Where your life is destined.

And then you can see the shooting star.
Wishing for a year to come
Now, I have a question to ask you all
Do you believe in a shooting star?

Heartfelt Condolence

   Mr.R.B.Tamot                     Br. Gr.K.B.Gartaula                        Gr.Pratap Malla

(Former Vice Principal)          (Former Bursar)                           ( former Teacher)

This past year has seen the passing away of three personalities deeply associated with Budhanilkantha

School. We are deeply saddened by the demise of Mr.R.B.Tamot (Former Vice principal of BNKS),

Br.General K.B.Gartaula (Former Bursar of BNKS) and General Pratap Malla (Former Teacher of

BNKS).Budhanilkantha School family expresses our heartfelt condolence to the bereaved families.

May the Almighty give enough courage to the saddened families . “For death is no more than a

turning of us over from time to eternity.”
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lhhLljifflhhLljifflhhLljifflhhLljifflhhLljiff

p;sf] xftdf sfuhsf] Pp6f ;fgf]
6's|f lyof] h;df n]lvPsf zAbx¿n]
p;sf] dl:tisdf k6s–k6s
cfs|d0f ul//x]sf lyP . p;sf]
cGtd{gsf ] cft{gfbn] p;sf]
kof{j/0f zf]sdUg ag]sf] lyof] .
p;nfO{ odnf]saf6 lgdGq0ff cfP
em}+ nfUof] . t/ afFRg dg eg] lta|
lyof] .

/d]zsf] 3/df ;a} lrlGtt lyP .
æ8fS6/ ;fxan] hfFr ug{df s]xL
uNtL ug'{eof] xf]nf ÛÆ /d]zsf a'afn]
eg] . cfFugdf /x]sf] t'n;Lsf]
af]6lg/ /d]zsL cfdfn] cfF;'
aufO/x]sL lyOg\ . kfFr dlxgf
cufl8 /d]znfO{ :jf:Yo ;DaGwL
s]xL ;d:of cfPsf ] lyof ] .
8fS6/nfO{ b]vfpg' g} plrt 7fg]/
p;n] sf7df8f}+sf] jL/  c:ktfndf
cfˆgf] hfFr u/fof] . hfFrdf vf;
;d:of gb]lvP klg 8fS6/n]
/d]znfO{ ;'tL{;]jg  gug{ ;Nnfx
lbPsf lyP . /d ]zn ] pQm
;NnfxnfO{ Vofn76\6f eg]/ p8fO
lbof] . lbg laTb} uP t/ p;n]
dfbs kbfy{nfO{ cfˆgf] hLjgaf6
x6fpg ;s]g . la:tf/} p;nfO{
;f/f ;+;f/sf] dtna x'g 5f8\of] .
p;n ] cfˆgf ]  kl/jf/; Fu
;DaGwlaR5]b  ub}{ uof] . pm
s'ntdf o;/L km:of] ls p;n]

cfˆg} 3/sf] k};f / uxgf;d]t
rf]/]/ ufFhf / ljleGg cGo dfbs
kbfy{ lsGg yfNof] . p;sf] o:tf]
rfnf b]v]/ lbSs dfGb} p;sf] a'jfn]
p;nfO{ eg], ætF h:tf] sk"t hlGdg'
eGbf t ;Gtfg gx'g' g} a]; . cfkm"n]
s]xL k|ult ug{ g;s] c¿nfO{ t
zflGt;Fu afFRg b] ÛÆ ;fob a'jfsf
oL zAbn] p;sf] dgnfO{ l5ofl5of
kfl/lbP/ xf]nf, pm ;'6'Ss 3/ 5f]8]/
efUof] . To;kl5 uNnLsf] s's'/
h:tf] xfnt ePsf] lyof] p;sf] .
g ufF; g af; .

æg lx ;'Kt:o l;+x:o, k|ljzlGt
d'v] d[ufÆ, cyf{t\ ldlxg]t gu/L
t l;+xn] klg d[u vfg kfpFb}g . /
d]z ldlxg]t ug]{ gePsf] x'gfn]
p;n] s]xL pTkfbgzLn sfd ug{
;s]g . p;nfO{ dfbs kbfy{n] cem}
5f]8]sf] lyPg . To:tf kbfy{ lsGg]
k};f gx'Fbf p;nfO{ slxn]sfxLF dg{
dg nfUYof] t/ cfˆgf] k|f0fsf] df]x
s;nfO{ x'Fb}g / < /d]zn] af6f]
lxF8\g] dfG5]sf] k};f vf]:g yfNof] .
p;n] sltnfO{ n'6\of], sltnfO{
7f]Sof] .  t/ ;'lt{;]jg 5f]8\g
;s]g . p;sf o:tf cg}lts /
cdfgjLo sfdn] ubf{ pm w]/}k6s
h]n klg uof] .

ptf p;sf] kl/jf/n] p;sf]
vf]hnfO{ lg/Gt/tf lbO/Xof] .
Pslbg lgzfsf] cGwsf/df p;sf]
kl/jf/n] p;nfO{ Go'/f]8sf] k]6Ldf
e]§fP . pm 56k6fO/x]sf] lyof] .
p;sf kfv'/f sdhf]/ eO;s]sf
lyP . pm e'O{Faf6 p7]/ cfdfsf]
cFufnf]df hfg rflx/x]sf] lyof] t/

nfu' kbfy{n] p;nfO{ lga{n /
c;xfo agfO;s]sf] lyof] . æafa' Û
of] s] efsf] tFnfO{ <Æ cfdfsf oL
zAbn]  ToxfF  ;a}sf  cfFvfdf
cfF;' cfof] . /d]znfO{ c:ktfn
k'¥ofOof] . Ps dlxgfsf] lg/Gt/
pkrf/ kZrft\ Pp6f va/ cfof] .
h;n] /d]zsf] 3/ lg/fzf /
Jofs'ntfn] zf]sdUg aGg k'Uof] .
lg/Gt/ dfbs kbfy{ ;]jgn] p;sf]
sn]hf]  sfd  gnfUg]  eO;s]sf]
/x]5 . p;nfO{ cj'{b /f]un] l;ls:t
kf/]sf] /x]5 .

8fS6/n] /d]zsf a'jfnO{ eg], æca
pm;Fu w]/} ;do 5}g .Æ 8fS6/sf
oL zAbn] /d]zsf a'jfsf cfFvf
cufl8 sfnf] afbn  cfof]  . cfh
/d]z vf6df klN6/x]sf] 5 . p;nfO{
b}jn] Ps df}sf cem} lbPsf] eP
x'GYof] h:tf] nflu/xG5 t/ hLjg
cfkm}df Ps df}sf xf] eGg] s'/f
p;n] cem} a'‰g ;s]sf] 5}g . clxn]
p;nfO{ 38Lsf] ;'O{ rn]sf] b[Zon]
cGtd{gdf 3r3RofpF5 . æo:tf]
slnnf] pd]/df d s] ug{ k'u]5' <Æ
pm lbSs dfG5 . /d]zsf] hLjgdf
k"0f{la/fd nfUg s]xL ;do afFsL
x'Fbf cfh pm 56kl6/x]sf] 5 .
p;nfO{ afFRg] OR5f 5 . p;sf]
cGt/fTdfn] p;sf] lhhLljiffnfO{
5kSs} 5f]k]sf] 5 .

%)!*%)!*%)!*%)!*%)!*
cleif]scleif]scleif]scleif]scleif]s
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff MP !MP !MP !MP !MP !
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Competition

We have been living with a belief system that train

us to think LIFE IS A COMPETITION. In today’s world

competition is everywhere and in every steps of

our life. Even a small child is taught to compete.

As in the examination when the child brings the

result. The parents ask. “What percentage have

you got?” As soon as the child spelled a figure. The

parents immediately ask another question “ what

is the highest percentage in your class ?” I say why

should it matter ? Tthe thing parents should be

looking is wheather  their  child had put best effort

in examination rather than comparing it to his or

her classmates.

Take life as journey, not as a competitive game. In

a journey if you try to race in a car you will end up

with an accident. Besides, you get stressed and

your focus is just in competition not in journey.

Don’t ever do this! This is not the way people lead

others in competitive world. Just put the best

effort then the result will amaze you.

Just focus on yourself and use all the energy to

push yourself without disturbing the others. This

is what we call competition in real life ???

What is Life?

Life is a wrapped gift,

Which can be opened or destroyed.

When miracle opens it

Success will be best friend,

When mistake destroys it

Happy moments shall end.

Life is a race a game

The only rule is to win or lose

When hard work uses brain

Triumph will be only path to choose.

When destruction leads, then

There shall be no excuse.

Life is a problem a question

Where there is no cancelling

When overcome retrogression

The answer shall be scintillating

When conscience turns into hallucination

The answer of life will be twirling.

Life is a salvation; a redemption

Lets enjoy with full dedication;

determination.
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s'l//x]sL 5', ds'l//x]sL 5', ds'l//x]sL 5', ds'l//x]sL 5', ds'l//x]sL 5', d

?vsf] kft em/]/ pl8/x]sf] 5

s'lGg stf s;nfO{  e]6\g uO/x]sf] 5

d t otf oxL ?vd'lg al;/x]sL 5'

Tof] kftnfO{ e]6\g s'l//x]sL 5' .

lbg–/ft To:t} laTb} uO/x]sf] 5,

j;Gt Ct', ;do /ˆtf/df lalt/x]sf] 5

t/ clxn];Dd ddf Tof] zlSt cfPsf] 5}g,

To;}n] ?vaf6 v;]sf] Tof] kft clxn];Dd d]/f]
xftdf kg{ ;s]sf] 5}g .

;w}+ ef]ln–ef]ln eg]/ ;donfO{ 6fl//x]sL 5'

d cfkm"n] cfkm}nfO{ wf]sf lbO/x]sL 5'

yfxf 5 o;sf] kl/0ffd x'G5 s:tf]

s:tf] eg"F, rf/}lt/ 3]l/P/ a;]sf] kf]v/L h:tf] .

t/ cfzf 5 dnfO{, ljZjf; 5 dnfO{

s'g} o:tf] lbg cfpg] 5 h;n] tf]l8lbg] 5
kf]v/Lsf] afFwnfO{

clg sfnf] afbnsf] 5fof x6\g] 5, ;"o{sf] k|sfz
cfpg] 5

/ dnfO{ cl:tTj lbg] dfG5]sf] d'xf/df v'l;ofnL
5fpg] 5 .

Was it Really a Dream?

Dark! Very dark it was I was all alone in my room

hiding my face under my blanket and trembling

with fear. I felt as if someone was pulling my

blanket that I had tightly held.  However, I had to

go to sleep and had to have a dream. I nearly had

succeeded when suddenly; I was wide awakening

by some sort of scary sounds. Something was

wrong. I knew it was something black like shadow

emerged slowly out of my window and sprang

upon me! I can’t express how scared I was. But,

slowly when I opened my eyes, nothing was to be

seen. I could only see that the ‘black’ thing was

heading downstairs slowly, I put my blanket aside

and followed it. But, then I felt like I was being

forcely pulled by something. I just followed

wherever I was taken, and suddenly, I was in my

parent’s room! Oh, how can I say? My mom and

dad were sleeping and the same shadow sprang

upon them and all I could see was blood and dead

body of my parents….. I screamed and cried a lot,

but nothing changed. Probably, because of my

intolerance, I just fainted. Then, after some time,

something or someone was shaking my body and

was calling out my name. oh! It was no other than

my mom! “Dear, how did you come here? You were

sleeping in your own room.” Then, I was even more

scared. I was lying in the door of my parent’s room!

But, it was alright with my parents. So, was it a real

‘Ghost’ or I had a nightmare and did sleepwalk?

$!^&$!^&$!^&$!^&$!^&
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Women

You laugh through your tears
You smile through your pain
There’s comfort in your arms
There’s courage in your voice

You are strong, you are proud
You know when to hold back
Just as you know when to let go
Sometimes funny, scared and
confused

You are also generous, fearless
and smart
You don’t need a relationship to
define yourself
Yet you celebrate each role-
mother and daughter
Wife and friend-to its fullest!
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A Letter to Heaven

Dear Smith,

The tree we planted together

has grown taller and stronger,

much stronger with time. I feel

as if its life is attached with mine

and its breathing within me. The

moment its last leaf falls down, I

shall take my last breath. I’ve

seen it grow, seen it fight with

all those storms, but it stands still

and so do I.

Do you remember that wooden

chair, Smith? That chair where we

used to sit during Christmas?

Don’t you worry Smith, I still sit

there. But these days I don’t wait

for Mr. Santa. I wait for you, to

come and sit right beside me,

hold my hands and promise me

that you’ll stay with me forever.

And how can you forget those

colorful kites? Yes my dear, I fly

them each year with a short note

attached for you. But you never

reply Smith, you never do.

They say that you live beyond

those clouds. One day I shall

come there and see if you have

fulfilled all your dreams. Do you

own a house there Smith? Do you

have a warm and cozy bed like

the one we used to have here?
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Do you ever miss me Smith? Do

you still love me?

I really miss you Smith. I love you.

Please come back my dear.

Please come back . . .

Always yours,

Martha.

Magical Moment

Yesterday, I had a magical

moment. It was not a big feast or

only special occasion. It was  just

an ordinary evening. After

dinner in a chilly night, I sat

beside my grandmother and

wrapped my self with a fluffy

and warm blanket. I watched the

news on TV.

It was quiet everywhere except

the newsreporter. Suddenly, my

little brother just turned three,

ran into the room and started

dancing. He was acting as a clown

distracting us from the news

reporter. My grandfather who

had always been a serious

person, burst into laugher. My

little brother made us laugh and

at the same time he was making

us believe that innocence skill

exists. At that very moment, I

realized, I was very lucky to have

such a great family. After a tired

and busy day, just spending a

quiet moment with family could

erase all my worries and

tiredness. Though that moment

was short, I enjoyed it and felt

content.

Families are always very

important. In a family, one

should trust the other; there is

no profit in or some kind of

offers in such relation. It ’s

connected with heart which is

filled with tons of love and care.
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“Fences”-The Ride
of a Life Time

They say life is seldom about the

destination but is about the

journey itself. The journey

started differently for the both

of us. For one, it started the

moment an eighth grader

witnessed his first ever English

play in BNKS and for the other it

started when fate in the form of

a tall, dark and handsome boy

named Abish dragged him to the

auditions.

The journey came on the same

track for everyone of us when
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the English department

announced the auditions.

Hordes of wannabe actors

crowded outside the room,

paper in hand, facing up and

down trying desperately to

mimic an “African-

American”accent, dreading the

moment your turn came; and it

finally did.

As you enter the room, the

seriousness of the situation

seeps in. Your heart beat rises,

feet begin to tremble and palms

sweat. Your own hands become

a nuisance, fidgeting, unaware of

the fact that your ticket to your

dreams is undergoing a lot of

strain. Then you are asked to

read. A herculean task under the

circumstances .Seven pairs of

eyes seemingly fixed on you,

boring into your body, analyzing

your every detail, noticing your

every moment. Ears perk up to

catch every bit of sound you

utter. All this enveloped by a

perfect poker face that betray no

emotion. You are then stopped,

too abruptly for your liking,

thanked for your effort and

asked to leave.

The results are out the next day -

written on a bright yellow chart

for the entire school to see. You

rush to the spot, search

frantically for your name and

finally see it written in bold

green. You let out a sigh of relief

but the happiness is short-lived

for the thought of another

audition strikes you.

The second round of auditions

are more or less the same as the

first. You walk on eggs for the

whole time for every wrong

movement could mean

elimination and every wrong

word uttered could mean

shattered dreams. The final list

arrives and seeing your name on

it is the best feeling you can get.

And then the roles were handed

to us. From that day our lives

changed. We were not just

students anymore; we were the

‘actors’. Script rolled up in hand,

our image in front of the others

changed drastically. But the fame

and respect were just minor

perks of a far greater

responsibility. A responsibility

which had started to get the

better of us. Juggling academics,

extracurricular activities and the

play started getting difficult and

as time passed it started getting

even tougher. Time was short

and the list of things to be done

was long. There were lines to be

memorized, dialogues practiced,

scenes to be rehearsed, props to

be prepared, stage to be set and

the pressure was building. There

were even times when nothing

seemed to be going well. No

matter how hard we tried, we

couldn’t get what we wanted.

The love and affection showered

on us seemed unfair. There were

even times when the thought of

quitting and returning to our

former lives was tempting. But

when you get a group of talented

cast and crew guided by

exceptional teachers, problems

are short lived and with our lot,

fun was inevitable. The practice

sessions were long and tiring but

never boring; bright innovative

ideas came flooding in. Hours

turned into days and days to

weeks. The group of students

molded into a team. Not just a

team but a separate entity with

the teachers as its guide, the cast

the body and the crew: its

heartbeat.

Then the big day arrived. Tension

was high.  Nervousness  creeped

into everyone’s heart. Mistake

was not an option. Nothing was

expected but the best! Then the

curtains opened.

For the next few hours each one

of us lived a separate life. The

stage transported us through

space and time. Avinash was

replaced by charismatic Troy

Maxon and Aashraf transformed

into Jim Bono. People who say

you cannot line multiple lives do

not know the magic of acting for

when you are on the stage you

can be a black man fighting to

save his family, a linguistic

expert from London, a dying man

fulfilling his wishes or even a

Scottish fool out  in search of a

wife.

In the end the play was a great

success. The hours of practise

paid off. Maybe it was the

guidance, maybe it was the hard

work but maybe “that’s the way

that go.”
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My Dream……

Iwas born in a forest, somewhere

near the coast pacific ocean. I

knew that I was born in a family

of peacocks and knowing that

means I loved the rain. If rain

started to fall, I started dancing

immediately. Claps and praise of

the people made me feel like I

was in heaven. I asked my

parents many time to visit the

beach of the pacific ocean but my

parents never allowed me to go

there. I was getting every

comfort, but I always wanted to

visit the beach and enjoy the

sight of the ocean one day, my

friend told me about the things

in the beach and my leg

immediately started to move

towards the beach.

I reached the beach and I felt

that I got freedom. I enjoyed the

sight of the water which flowed

frequently by my side. As I felt

the warmth of happiness, I

started to dance immediately.

People provided me clap and

some food too. As, the down

begin, I started feeling some

uncomfortable. I started to feel

weak. Soon, the wind started to

blow towards the ocean and

finally reached the shelter

provided to me by my parents.

As the wind became strong, I

started running towards the light

far away to me . But, I couldn’t

and it took me towards the

ocean. I cried loudly. After all

these experiences, I realized I

was having a dream. From that

day I learned the importance of

family is a great in life. It is even

important than freedom.
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Books and Reading

Happy is the man who acquires

the habit of reading when he is

young. He has secured a life-long

source of pleasure, instruction

and inspiration. As long as he has

his beloved books, he never

feels lonely. He always has a

pleasant occupation of leisure.

He is the professor of wealth

that is more precious than gold.

Books are like a king’s treasure

filled not with gold, silver or

other priceless stones, but with

riches more valuable. Poor

indeed is the man who does not

read, and empty is his life.

The blessings which the reading

habit confers on its possessor are

many and provided, but we

choose the right kind of books.

Reading gives the highest kind of

pleasure. We read some books

simply for pleasure and

amusement while some we read

some for knowledge. Novels and

storybooks of imagination must

have their place in everybody’s

reading. When we are tired, or

brain is weary with serious study,

it is a healthy recreation to lose

ourselves in some absorbing

story written by a scholar.

But to read only books of fiction

is like eating chocolates and

pastries. As we need plain,

wholesome food for the body,

we must have serious reading for

the mind. Books for serious

reading can be chosen according

to our taste. History, biography,

mythology, sports, philosophy,

religion, travel and science are

the subject that most of us ought

to read, they give us not only

pleasure but education as well.

We can develop a taste for non-

fictional books, so that in the

end it will give us more solid

pleasure than ever even novels

and other books of fiction. Nor

should poetry be neglected as

the best poetry gives us noble

and beautiful thoughts pacing

with lovely and musical

language.

Books are the most faithful of

friends. Our friends may change,

but our books are always

patiently waiting to talk to us.

They never betray, and will never

unwillingly converse with us. No

wonder, a reader automatically

becomes a book-lover.
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First  love

It was a clear night. Ramoens

stood at the window looking at

the sky. The moon was half

shaded by wisps of the clouds

and the stars looked faded and

distant as if they had withdrawn

their influence over his aim. If

only they would come closer and

move the earth by their force.

The ringing of the phone

interrupted his thoughts.

To his surprise, it was Mary. His

joy knew no bounds hearing her

after a long time. Her voice was

as familiar as it was a long time

ago. It had been totally strange,

when she met him for the first

time. They shared a strange

unreal kind of friendship. She

was a complete stranger then;

he met her at a party but found

they shared their feelings or at

least understood each other.

One day, Mary told him about

going away for abroad studies.

She was leaving some months

later but they both became

silent as if she were leaving the

very next day. They didn’t know

why they were so afraid of

parting. Was it love? But he

brushed that off. It was only

something that people read in

books or watched in Korean

movies. But the fact remained

that he was growing more
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Incomprehensible
Question

I have absolutely no idea, when

people first noticed his

disappearance. I barely

remembered him. From the very

first day I started understanding

things, I starting forgetting his

presence . Mom and I made a

complete family. People may

have regarded us as an

incomplete family but for us it

was different. My mom had

turned every single negligence

he did into a warm emotion. For

me it was like a dictionary

without a word “dad”.

Though I’d never seen him

before, I could certainly

recognize him. My curiosity to dig

things up led me to stumble

upon mom’s albums that she kept

safely in her closet. There were

pictures I’d never seen before

and to my surprise she was with

a man who was never seen

around, and for once I thought

that he was her college mate.

Flipping the pages I found a

picture focused on the man who

looked dashing in his black suit,

and mom, a smiling young

princess dressed in red sari

stood beside him. The

background was blocked by the

man though I could see the

words “WEDS STELLA” and I

realized it was a picture from

mom’s wedding and the man was

my dad. I didn’t know his name,

he’d blocked it. For the first time

in 13 years, I saw him, the man

who had left me before I could

know him. He left mom in the

middle of her life: all alone and

helpless.

Mom never talked about dad

and it felt as if he never existed.

I always wondered if she used to

dream about him and I wondered

if she longed to see him. Being a

single parent, she had to face

many problems with no one to

help her. I’d seen her troubled

many times when I was clueless

as to how I could console her.

When I was sitting alone with

mom, I felt like asking her about

the reason dad left her behind

but I couldn’t. I sat with her for

hours, listening to all she had to

say, but she never told me about

dad, a handsome man but

notoriously unscrupulous one.

When she remembers about her

past, doesn’t she remember

dad? Don’t the memories of her

being without him haunt her,

doesn’t her heart ache for him,

the way mine aches for my dad,

whom I have never met?
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restless which seemed to

suggest they were indeed in

love. There were so many things

they hadn’t talked about. And

without speaking a word, they

realized that their friendship had

deepened into love.

 The time to part arrived. He

went to the airport to see her off

and waved at her until he lost

the airplane. She flew away but

her walks and promises were

with him. He returned with a

heavy heart. Everything seemed

to drag past slowly, too slowly.

He ran into a room and looked

through his drawers for a

calendar. He began to count days

and then nights as they went by.

Mary returned two months

earlier than she said she would.

The next day she decided to

meet. Ramoens had so many

things to tell her, but he met her

he completely blanked out.  He

didn’t even realize when it was

that he started to stare at her

while she spoke. She seemed to

notice and so she smiled.  This

killed him. He was blown away.

And all of a sudden she was

talking about Izzy, her first love.

She said she had met him eight

months ago. “I tried to forget

him. I had already forgotten him.

He had become my past and I had

destroyed everything that

belonged to the past but past

memories never die without

leaving scars.”

For a moment, time seemed to

freeze and then it shattered into

a thousand pieces. He stared long

and hard at her face. She was no

longer his Mary. All of a sudden,

she had become a stranger

again. He started to wonder, why

she had done that. Was it

because of the pull of first love?

Is first love really that powerful

than the second? He desperately

tried to find out the true meaning

of “first love”. Each time

Ramoens closed his eyes, he had

a vision of her. He went up to the

window and drew the curtains.

His eyes met the twinkling stars.

He stared at every star, taking a

turn at each one of them. Where

did his star lie? Maybe it was

beyond the most distant of stars

but a cloud slipped between him

and his vision. Possibly that star

had never been out.
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cfdfnfO{ ;DemFb}cfdfnfO{ ;DemFb}cfdfnfO{ ;DemFb}cfdfnfO{ ;DemFb}cfdfnfO{ ;DemFb}

gf} dlxgf;Dd dnfO{ ue{df x'sf{pg]
cfdfnfO{ klg d lj:tf/–lj:tf/
3[0ff ub}{ uO/x]sf] lyPF . yfxf 5}g,
Tof] hjfgLsf] hf]; lyof] jf cfdfn]
dnfO{ a9L dfof u/]sf] kl/0ffd .
lsg xf] lsg d cfdfnfO{ c1fgsf]
¿k b]Vy]F . lbg k|ltlbg cfdfnfO{
cGwljZjf;L b]Vy]+ . oL c1fgL /
cGwljZjf;L gf/L s'g} a]nf d}n]
;+;f/s} ;a}eGbf hfGg] / c;n
7fGg] JolQm, d]/L Kof/L cfdf lyOg\
eGg] s'/fdf dnfO{ crDd nfUb}
lyof] .

ha cfdf xf]:6]ndf dnfO{ lng
cfpg'x'GYof], d dgdg} e'6\e'l6Gy]F .
d cfˆgf ;fyLx¿dfem æoL d]/L
cfdf x'g\Æ eGg] cj:yfdf klg
cfkm"nfO{  e]6fpFlbgy]F  .  pxfFsf
k'/fgf n'ufx¿n] dnfO{ ;fyLx¿sf]
cufl8 /ftf]lk/f] agfpFYof] . dnfO{
pxf Fsf  rKknn ]  nlHht
t'NofpFYof] . Ps b'O{rf]l6 t 3/
uP/ ufnL klg u/]sf] lyPF . t/
pxfFn] slxn] klg csf]{ n'uf lsg]sf]
d}n] b]lvgF . oxL k'/fgf n'uf, dfgf}+
tLlagf pxfF afFRg} ;Sg'x'GgYof] .

;':t/L  dnfO{ pxfFsf x/]s sfo{
g/fd|f nfUg yfn] . pxfFsf] af]nL

g/fd|f] nfUYof] . pxfFsf] ;Dk"0f{ afgL
dnfO{ g/fd|f] nfUYof] . xf]:6]nsf
lzIfsx¿;Fu pxfF af]Nbf d nfhn]
e't'Ss x'Gy]F / efUy]F . k"/} c1fgL
dfG5]n] ug] { s'/f ug' {x'GYof] .
xf]:6]naf6 lg:sFbf d cufl8 g}
PSn} u]6df uP/ a:y]F . pxfF;Fu
lxF8\bf c¿n] dnfO{ s] 7fGnfg\ eGg]
dnfO{ nfUYof] . dnfO{ cfˆgf] dfg–
;Ddfg 36fpg] dg lyPg . :s'n
aflx/} eP klg d pxfF;Fu slxn]
;Fu} lxF8\lbgy]F . cufl8–cufl8
ts]{/ lxF8\y]F+ dfgf}F, s;}n] d}nfO{
x/]s avt lrxfO/x]sf] 5 .

pxfFn] dnfO{ s]xL ;f]Wbf klg d
cfˆgf]  sf]7flt/  g;'g]em}F u/L
hfGy]F . slxn]sfxLF t lgs} ems]{/
af]Ny]F dfgf}F, pxfF d]/L cfdf geP/
gf]sgL{  xf] . pxfFn] ;f]w]sf x/]s
s'/fdf d c1fgLkg b]Vy]F . ;fgf
;fgf s'/f ;f]w]sf] h:t} nfUYof] .
olt 7"nf] eP/ klg s]xL l;s]sf]
5}g eGg] efjgf cfpFYof] . /ut
tft]/ cfpFYof] . slxn]sfxLF t pxfF
klg afafh:t} :ju{jf; eP klg
x'GYof] h:tf] nfUYof] eg] slxn] slxn]
lgs} l/; p7]sf] a]nf, afaf cfh
klg afFr]s}  eP x'GYof] h:tf]
nfUYof] . cfdfeGbf slxn] gb]v]sf
afafsf] a9L dfof lyof] dleq .

cflv/ d}n] ;f]r]s} eof], cfdfn]
klg dnfO{ 5f8]/ hfg'eof] . pxfF
dg]{ l:yltdf k'Ubf klg pxfFk|lt
d]/f] 3[0ff 6'6]g . pxfFn] cfkm";Fu
d]/f] 3[0ff klg lnP/ hfg'eof] .
 d]/f] ;ayf]s n'6]/ hfg'eof] . Tof]
:s'n, hxfF d To;kl5 slxn] hfg

kfOgF . tL ;fyL h;nfO{ d}n]
To;kl5 d}n] slxn] b]Vg kfOgF .

To;kl5 dnfO{ aNNf yfxf eof] lsg
cfdfn ]  To:tf  n 'uf
nufpg'x'GYof] . lsg pxfF To:tf
jiff}F{ k'/fgf rKkn nfpg'x'GYof] .
dnfO{ yfxf eof] lsg pxfFn] rfF8}
o; ;+;f/nfO{ 5f]8]/ hfg'eof] .

d cfh kZrfQfkdf hln/x]5' .
cfˆgf ]  l:ylt b ]v ]/ xf ]Og,
cfdfk | ltsf ] d ]/f ] Jojxf/sf ]
;Demgfn] .

d  vfgfsf] nflu t8lk/x]sf] 5}g,
af;sf] nflu t8lk/x]sf]  5}g  . d
t cfˆgL Kof/L cfdfsf  nflu
t8lk/x]sf] 5' . dnfO{ cfkm}+k|lt
lgs} 3[0ff nfUg yfn]sf] 5 . cfh
d d]/f] hLjgsf] clGtd knnfO{
klv{/x]sf] 5' . d cft'/df 5' cfdfnfO{
e]6\g . t/ yfxf 5}g, e]6\g kfpF5'
ls kfpFlbgF . yfxf 5}g d :ju{sf
nflu plrt 5' ls 5}g, hxfF d]/L
Kof/L cfdf dnfO{ klv{/x]sL
xf]lng\ .
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10th IMSO 2013

IMSO is a competition in maths

and science for junior or primary

students, for students below the

age of 13. Our school also

participated in thes 10th IMSO. It

lasted for five days.

12 of our students ,including

myself,  accompanied by

Mr.B.K.Malik and Mr.T.L.Karna

took part in the program. Our

flight was scheduled for 24 th

November, Sunday at 11:55 pm.

We were all very much exited.

We first travelled to Kuala

Lampur, the capital of Malaysia.

We stayed in transit in Kuala

Lampur for about four hours.We

were all very hungry so we

bought some drinks and chips.

We were very bored during the

transit, so we started playing our

PSP’s and other gadgets. After

the transit, we boarded our

plane and travelled towards

Manila, Phillipines, the host

country of IMSO 2013. When we

arrived at the airport, we also

met some new friends from

South Africa. Together we

travelled towards our hotel, the

“Royal Tagatay Country Club”.

The hotel we stayed in was very

large. We had our dinner, then

we went to our room, but the

room was not inhabitable, so we

changed hotels, and went to the

“Potter ’s Ridge Hotel”. From

there we ha d a wide view of the

sea and also Taal Volcano.

The following day we had the

opening ceremony programme.

The program was fun. After the

program, we had our lunch,

which was very tasty, especially

the cake and the chicken. After

that we watched some people

playing golf and roamed around

the hotel, and played in the fun

park.We were all very tired so we

then had our dinner and went

back to the hotel. We played

games, watched movies and

surfed the net after we reached

the hotel.

The next day we had our theory

examinations 1 and 2. It was

somewhat tought but we

managed to persevere. We also

had some snacks,chips and

bought souveneirs for our

families. After that we travelled

back to the hotel and, after a

hearty dinner, fell asleep.

The next day we had the most

difficult test, the experiment.

After the test we ate our lunch

and then went to the swimming

pool. After swimming for some

time, we went to the mini zoo

where we saw snakes,fish and

other animals. We also bought

some animal feed and fed the

animals. One of the most exiting

things included catching the

snake. We all got scared during

the incident. We saw donkeys,

tigers, camel, sheep and other

animals, but the most

interesting one was, by far, the

lion. We fed the tiger cubs milk,

the camels and the sheep

cabbages. The next best thing

was the zip flying and the cable

car ride. It was exhilirating and

scary.

After the visit we went back to

the hotel and ate our snacks. The

next day was the curltural show.

All the participants from the

other countries danced, and so

did we. After that we went back

to the dining hall, ate our food

and went back to sleep.

The next morning was the last

day of our visit. It was a very

special day. We went to a large

building named SM aura, which

was a very big shopping mall. We

saw some fantastic cars in the

parking lot, and we also did some

shopping. We ate ice cream and

snacks at McDonalds, but since it

was beef we switched to KFC.

Finally it was the prize

distribution and closing

ceremony. We were all very

nervous. We won a trophy for our

dance. That night we all packed

our suitcases gloomily.

We woke up early in the morning

and went to the hotel to eat our

breakfast. Then we left for the

airport, but our flight was

delayed by half an hour. Then we

went back to Malaysia and

arrived back home at about 10:50

pm.

Overall it was a great trip, and

one of the most memorable

moments of my life.

              @   @   @
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Battling  Through
Life’s Wave

“Once upon a time, there was a

kingdom, ruled by the great king

Hercules. He was very……….”.

“Mom! I don’t want these ‘ONCE

UPON A TIME!’.Couldn’t you

write something different just

for once. At least for me, please

Mom, I’m tired of listening to the

same storyline again and again!”.

My daughter stormed out of the

kitchen. “Come back honey!” I

slid back into the chair. Don’t

take me wrong. I just thought she

likes these types of stories again

and again, even though the

publishers reject it every time

the story leaves my home. My

office is full of rejection letters.

I’m not feeling discouraged but

something keeps pinching me

time and again. What if I don’t

become a published writer?

What if I get disgraced, and all

the other what ifs. But now, I’m

being termed useless even by

my own daughter! Calm down, I

console myself. I head back to the

bedroom, lie on the bed and cry

myself to sleep.

“You’re never going to touch

base camp, Cynthia, let alone

reach Mt. Everest’s top.” I try to

stay calm even though I want to

do is kick the editor on the face.

“Go home, Cynthia. I repeat,Go

home. You are not born to write.

Just do whatever you want but

don’t tell me to publish this

stupid book!”

“How dare you call this a stupid

book! If you want to know what’s

stupid, then it’s this company of

yours. I should never have come

here. Stupid company, stupid

editor.” I shout at the editor.

Grabbing the paper back, I storm

out of the company’s building

and head towards the nearby

coffee shop. “One express

please” I nod politely to the

waitress. She assures me that

she’ll be right back and hurries

off. In my fury, I take out a

notebook from my purse and

start writing…

“If it’s the same type, then sorry

Mom, I won’t read it.” “Just for

once, Kate. It’s not the same.” I

hurry to reach for my daughter’s

arm. “Ok, but if it’s the same

then this goes straight into the

dustbin.” Giving me a deadly

look, she starts reading.

“Wow, Mom! I don’t know you

could even write like this.” my

daughter exclaims. “Where’s the

other part?”

“Actually Kate, I’ve exactly

written after that” I avoid

meeting her eyes. “Look at me,

Mom” She pushes my chin up and

forces me to meet her eyes.

“Please complete this.”She adds

quietly and leaves for her

bedroom. I stand still, not

knowing what to say.

“You could be just like her,

smiling at the cameras shaking

hands with famous people, but

no. You don’t want to be like her,

do you sis?” My brother comes

in between Serena Koran’s book

inauguration program. “Get out

of the way, Cate. I can’t see a

thing.” I shout from the couch.

“Yeah, yeah, leave the screen for

the couch potato, Cade.” Maria,

my sister walks in. “We need to

talk.” She switches the T.V off.

“Okay so, now we can do just

that.” I shift a little to give them

room enough to sit.

“I read your book. It’s amazing,

Cinthy. Why don’t you write

further?”

“I don’t have time to write.”

“You have to do anything but

write. What’s the matter with

you?”

“I’ll go get some popcorn.” I start

to get up.

“You sit. Popcorn can wait. Why

are you feeling so discouraged?”

she wanted to know.

“Because everyone’s so kind

regarding this.” I add in a

sarcastic tone. “We are here,

Mom’s here. Even Kate’s

troubled about you. Can’t you

give us a moment of peace?” I

think for some time. “I’ll write.”

I stand up, determined and with

full energy. I start towards my

office, sit on the desk and start

writing once again. But the

difference between these is that

80688068806880688068
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this time I’m sure to touch

success, and not only the base

camp.

My book is published! Okay I’m

not on the top, but I’m in the top

five. I gave my family a treat and

then happily settled down for my

next book.

It failed. Yes, my second book

failed to reach the best seller’s

list. It didn’t even reach to the

second phase. I cry on my

mother’s lap.

Okay, I have to remain strong, I

remind myself from time to

time. I sit on my desk and look at

all those rejection letters. They

remind me of times when I used

to walk with my head held high

even when those letters

overcrowded the post-box.

“Then why are you crying?  Why

are you discouraged? You were

determined before so why lose

it now?” My inner voice shouts

at me. Breaking from my trauma,

I come back once again to reality.

Energized from the voice inside,

I pick up my pen, determined to

finish it before dusk.

Yes, I picked up my pen once

again, finished the book and sent

it to the publishing house. It got

published. I was worried about

the reader’s comments. They

commented it as superb. The

bestselling list will be coming

out soon. I’m praying with my

eyes closed. Applause erupts

from the T.V room. I’m on the

top.
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d]/f rfxgfx¿d]/f rfxgfx¿d]/f rfxgfx¿d]/f rfxgfx¿d]/f rfxgfx¿

hLjg Pp6f ;kgfsf] ;Fufnf] xf],

hxfF xfdL x/]s lbg cfˆgf rfxgfsf]

k"lt{sf lglDt kl/>d u5f}{F, cfˆgf]

st{Jokydf cufl8 a9\5f}F . d]/f

rfxgfx¿ w]/} g} 7"nf 5g\ t/ dleq

ljZjf;sf] Pp6f o:tf] cv08

Hof]lt 5, h;n] tL rfxgfx¿nfO{

k"/f  ug]{  OR5f  dleq  hufP/  /

fV5 . rfxgfx¿sf] of] 8f]/Ldf g}

d]/f] hLjg afFlwPsf] 5 .

/fd /fHo xf] d]/f] klxnf] rfxgf .

;fg}b]lv a'4 / ;Ltfsf] o; b]zdf

eO/x]sf] lx+;fnfO{ b]v]/ d]/f] dg

vnalng] uYof]{ . g]kfn cfdfsf]

o:tf]  b'b{zf b]v]/ d]/f] dg ?g]

uYof]{ . a'4 hf] zflGtsf b"t lyP,

pgsf] b]zdf hGd]/ klg d}n] slxn]

cfTdzflGt kfOgF . xf], o;n]

hGdfof] d]/f] klxnf] rfxgf, g]kfndf

/fd/fHosf] :yfkgf . cfh klg

d]/f x/]s kfOnf o;}tkm{ rNg]

u5{g\ . of] rfxgfsf] af6f] sl7g 5

t/ of] ug}{ gldNg] 5}g . hLjgsf]

x/]s v'6\lsnfdf d}n] ;fFrf] s'/fsf]

;fy lbg] jfrf cfkm};Fu u/]sL 5'

h;n] d]/f] ;kgf ;fsf/ ug{sf

nflu klxnf] kfOnf rfn]sf] 5 .

h'g lbg d}n] k};fsf] cefjsf

sf/0f x'Dnfdf s'lxPsf] rfdn vfP/

dfG5]x¿  d/]sf] yfxf kfPF ta

d]/f] csf]{ rfxgfsf] hGd eof] .

b'lgofFsf ;a}eGbf  wgL JolQm

aGg] . olb lan u]6\;sf] yf]/} k};fn]

kf]lnof] x6fpg ;S5 eg] d]/f] of]

rfxgfn] w]/}sf]  Hofg arfpg

;S5 . d}n] sdfPsf] x/]s k};fn]

c?sf] Hofg arfpg] 5 . cflv/df

dfG5] vfnL xft cfpF5 / vfln

xft hfG5 eGg] s'/fdf ljZjf;

u5'{, t/ d d/]kl5 dfG5]x¿sf]

dk|ltsf]  dfof eg] ;Fu} nfg

rfxG5' .

ha dfG5]n] cfˆgf] kbsf] b'?kof]u

u/L g/fd|f sfd u/]sf] b]v]F, ta

d]/f]  csf]{ rfxgfsf] hGd eof] .

d]/f] csf]{ rfxgf xf], b'lgofFsf]

;aeGbf zlQmzfnL aGg] . clg ;xL

gLlt, sfg'g / ;xsfo{af6 ljZj

xfFSg] .

ha d}n] cfkm" ;fgf]df v]Ng] ?v

cfˆg} cufl8 sfl6Psf] b]v]F, ta

d]/f] csf]{ rfxgfn] hGd lnof] . d

k|s[ltnfO{ ;+/If0f ug{ rfxG5' .

o;nfO{ arfpg rfxG5' . dflg;nfO{

agfpg], hLjg lbg], kfngstf{

k|s[lt cfdfnfO{ /fd|f] /fVg rfxG5'

/ dflg;sf] dgdf k|s[ltk|lt

s[t1tfsf]  efjgf  hufpg

rfxG5' .

ha d }n ] xfO6Ldf w ]/ }

afnaflnsfx¿ cgfy ePsf] b]v]F,

ta d]/f] rfxgfsf] pTklQ eof] . tL

;a}sf] cfdf aGg rxG5' d . d

ltgLx¿nfO{ ckgfpg rfxG5' /

cFufnf]df afFw]/ eGg rfxG5',

æltdLx¿ d]/f 5f]/f5f]/L xf} . d

ltdLx¿sL cfdf x'F .Æ rfx] tL

ckfË jf P8\; nfu]s} lsg gx'g\

d ltgLx¿sf] Psdfq cfdf aGg

rfxG5' .

kz'klt j [4f>ddf d}n ] ha

a "9fa "9Lx¿nfO { 3/sf ]  /

5f]/f5f]/Lsf] ofbdf /f]Psf] b]v]F, ta

dleq tL a"9fa"9Lx¿sf] 5f]/L aGg]

rfxgf hfUof] . d aGg rfxG5' tL

;a}sL Kof/L 5f]/L / eGg rfxG5'

pxfFx¿nfO{ cfdfa'af . d o:t}

a"9fa"9L  /  aRrfx¿af6  d]/f]

kl/jf/nfO{ 7"nf] agfpg rfxG5' .

jf:tjdf d, dfG5] eP/ xf8 5fnf

/ df;'sf] y'k|f] dfq xf]Og, Ps

ljj]szLn k|f0fL aGg rfxG5' . dfgj

eO;s]kl5 Ps c;n dfgj aGg

rfxG5' . To;}n] lhGbuLdf c?sf

lglDt s]xL ug]{ rfxgf /fv]sL 5' /

To;nfO{ k"/f ug{ lbg/ft ldlxg]t

klg ub}{ 5' .
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Two Decades of War

Once there lived a K’link. He

lived inside a tree. Why? Well

that’s what I am about to tell you.

It was a falling age of glory, when

men had to become ‘men’, the

meanest of men. It  was a time

when the phrase ’survival of the

fittest ’ was put to test. The

nations were at war and when

death was simply an

inconvinience. It was almost that

people had lost faith on

everything, but then the time

changed. Peace was restored.

Nations started rebuilding and

mankind prospered. After

decades of blood bath, heavens

had finally returned. But for

some reason, people feared the

return of this catastrophe.

“Who are we?”, the commander

screamed. It was a large plain

ground crowded by soldiers,

about a hundred all in white

tanks and bottom camos “Bir

Gurkahs, Sir!” “What  do you

learn here?””No pain, no gain.

Fear never, brave ever” The

commander stopped and

pointed at me. “Young man,

come forward.” I did as I was bid.

The afternoon sun had burned

me red and dry. “What is your

ambition?” The commander

screamed in my face. My

ambition? I knew it ever since I

was a little boy. The question

brought back memories.

“Who is your ambition Karma?”

the teacher asked me. I was

standing from my place while all

my classmates watched me with

large eyes and open mouths. I

took a deep breath enlargening

my chest and screamed in high

squeaky voice. “ To get in the US

navy”, and then set my foot in the

attention stance, thumping it

really hard. All my classmates

laughed. I wasn’t ashamed.

“That’s very ambitious. Sit down

Karma”, the teacher said and I

resumed my place. The teacher

continued, “So as we now

know…” He was interrupted by a

large sharp sound. We could hear

screams on some kind of engine.

I looked outside the window, my

face pressing against the glass,

and saw three white lines in the

sky. ‘Look!’ I saw as the three

lines quickly crossed the sky and

were close to the horizon when

my eye caught a light ball that

appeared out of nowhere. The

ball grew large and so big. It took

a form of a mushroom. The

windows started shaking and

then we heard a faint bang.

Silence filled the room. Then a

large explosion was heard so

close. The building shook and

crumbled. We were panicking.

“Children, get out. Now!” More

explosions were heard. We ran

outside. The mushroom clouds

were everywhere. The streets

were full of screaming people. I

ran to the school temple and

curled up in front of the statue. I

was so scared.

Seventeen years have passed

since then. But I remember

everything. I never gave up on

my ambition. As we lived in

hiding, we ran out of supplies. I

had to go out and fight for food.

Combat came by instinct. I had

to survive. My family members

were killed or lost in the surprise

attack. Whatever it was, I never

saw of them again. Military soon

arrived in the city. When we

thought that help had arrived, we

became glad. But it hadn’t. They

were killing everyone they saw.

I lived running for a long time. I

befriended a guy named

Aashish. He was much older than

50505050507272727272
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me. He took care of me as if I was

his brother. We ran together. We

were like a family till we made a

stupid mistake one day.

We had been spying on a base

camp, paid by their enemies. We

found out that they were about

to dispatch their units and the

camp was to be guarded with

minimum security. We decided

to take advantage of it. After the

dispatch was sent, we quickly

knocked the seven guards off,

one by one. We went through

the supplies. We grabbed all the

rations we could and got

ourselves a gun each. We ran out

the store house when crackling

sounds of guns were heard

behind us. We slowly turned ,

arms raised. Aashish gave me a

look and I knew what he meant.

We opened fire. Outnumbered

and outmatched we were. But

we still went for it. It was our

mistake.

On knees I was then. Aashish was

shot and I was about to be next

when a well dressed man with

medals came through and

whispered in the other man’s

ear. He nodded. The medalled

man lent a hand. I grabbed and

stood up. He then said,

“Welcome to the army son.” My

skills had finally paid off.

So now I was there with the

question asked to me. So, as in

my childhood, I took a deep

breath, enlarged my chest and

screamed, “ To be the best

among the best, sir!” I went to

the wars. It had always been my

dream, my ambition to be in the

army. I wished Aashish were

here. I slowly got promoted.

Then one day, we were sent on a

mission. That was the last one.

The war was over, but so much

was lost.

I had finally achieved my dream,

but my ambition yet not

fulfilled. I became a fighter pilot.

One day, I was sent to

incapacitate a terrorist base. But

then my fighter jet was damaged

and so I had to eject. I was

stranded on a forest. While

searching my way through the

forest, I saw something peculiar.

I noticed an unseen being. A

green childish figure. I ran and I

chased it through the forest until

it entered a tree trunk.

I slowly approached it. “Don’t be

afraid”, I said “I am a friend.”It

peeked out and saw me. I

stretched out my hand “Karma” I

said. It raised its hand with round

fingers and said in a strange

voice, “K’link” I asked, “What are

you doing K’link?” “Hiding”, it

said. I was amused. “Why?” It

replied then,”The war is coming

again” and I heard a faint bang.
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Internet in Our Life

What is so necessary in your life:

food, clothes or shelter? They

are all your basic needs but now

one more thing has made it into

the list and that thing which all

of us are familiar with is

‘Internet’. In this 21st century,

internet is very useful in our life.

Internet has now been a big part

of our life. It has been helping

us since the past few years and

nowadays it has also become our

second hand. Internet has been

student’s study tool, a teacher’s

teaching aid, a scientist ’s

invention and a doctor ’s

assistant. Internet is used

worldwide and it has made the

world look like a single house

though I believe it is much bigger

than just a house.

Internet can help us in each and

everything we do. It can reduce

our work. It can be a memory. It

helps us to communicate with

relatives and friends from

faraway places. Internet can be

a teacher to us when we need to

learn something and a friend

when we are alone.  When we

like to remember things and it

can be a way to life through

which we are sure to find

success.  Internet is has always

been of great help to us and also

helps make us a better person.

Our life would have been very

difficult without the use of

internet.

Just as everything have its good

side and bad side, internet has

also made some people helpless

and addicted. Although it has

very good sites, some people

have introduced some useless

sites which spoil people’s life.

Internet can make us a brilliant

person but it can also make us a

bad one. I believe that you are

also familiar with the internet. I

USE internet and I LOVE it.
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Traveler’s Thought

My mind once told me,
Make travel as your best ‘she’
Excitement, thrill and eagerness
Being filled in you unless
You hope travelling is good.......

 With magical powers, travelling
sets you to heather,
But, where have I travelled
recently?
Let’s look my diaries for those
events
To believe travelling is better.

Like an essential part of living,
Travel is not only sight seeing
Feel the adventurous
experience, people and things all
strange
As we travel east and west,
We can feel nature and living
hood change,
And I bet travelling is the best!
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My Desolation

My smile doesn’t reflect my

happiness, my laughter doesn’t

prove that I don’t cry, my

speechlessness doesn’t mean

that I don’t care. Just because I

don’t express doesn’t imply that

I don’t feel. I do feel exhausted

and disappointed. Frustration

within me holds me tight, but it’s

me trying to act free and relaxed.

I smile hiding my fears.

I act carefree, but the brooding

thoughts in my mind scare me.I

try to coax my mind with

distractions. The way I feel is

inexplicable. I feel like a

nonentity and I don’t utter a

single word.

I go on with the excruciating

pain. I yearn to express how I

feel. Loneliness and solitude

haunt me. I yearn for you to

acknowledge my life.The

unendurable grief doesn’t let me

speak. I am afraid I will once

again be left unheard, left out,

and ignored.

Yes, it’s true that I am broken and

shattered beyond repair.

Moreover, I am hurt and

devastated. It ’s just that you

don’t see.

Actually, you don’t care!
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dlxnf lzIffdlxnf lzIffdlxnf lzIffdlxnf lzIffdlxnf lzIff

k'?if / dlxnf eg]sf Pp6} 6fFufsf
b'O{ 3f]8f x'g\ . s'g} Ps sdhf]/
eof] eg] k"/} 6fFuf sdhf]/ eP/
/fd|/L cl3 a9\g g;s]emF} k'?if
lzlIft t/ dlxnf clzlIft ePdf
s'g} klg b]zsf] ljsf; lgdf{0f sfo{
/fd|/L cl3 a9\b}g . 3/df k'?if
lzlIft eP Pshgf dfq lzlIft
x'G5 t/ dlxnf lzlIft eP k"/}
kl/jf/ g} lzlIft x'G5 elgG5 .
xfd|f] ;dfhdf dlxnf lzIffsf]
cefjn] ubf { g } cfh Pp6f
dlxnfsf] zq' dlxnf g} x'g'k/]sf]
5 / Tof] kSs} klg /fd|f] xf]Og .
3/df ;f;"n]  a'xf/LnfO{ kz';/x
Jojxf/ ug]{,  cfdfn] 5f]/f5f]/Ldf
e]befj u/L 5f]/LnfO{ :s'n gk7fO{
sfd nfpg] 36gfx¿sf sf/0f
k'?ifn]  dlxnfnfO{ lx+;fTds
Jojxf/ ug ] { ,  cfˆgf ]
gf]s/h:tf]  agfpg] h:tf ;d:of
;dfhdf lgs} b]lvG5g\ . oL ;a}
;d:ofx¿ klg dlxnf clzlIft
ePsf sf/0f g} b]lvPsf x'g\ . olb
dlxnfnfO{ lzIff k|bfg ul/of] eg]
pgLx¿ k'?ifdf e/ kg'{ kb}{g .
;dfhdf ;a} lzlIft eP ;fdlhs
;d:of klg x6\b} hfG5 .

dlxnf lzIffaf6 3/dfq xf]Og
;dfh clg k"/} /fi6«n] g} kmfObf
lng  ;S5 .  To;}n]  dlxnf–k'?if
aLrsf] e]befj cGTo u/L dlxnf
lzIffdf ;a}n] hf]8 lbg'k5{ .

d klg ;S5'd klg ;S5'd klg ;S5'd klg ;S5'd klg ;S5'

ckfË xf] egL dnfO{ lsg eG5f}

czSt dfgL dnfO{ dfq lsg

x]K5f} <

dnfO{ sdhf]/ g7fg s]xL ug{ d

;S5'

x]b}{ hfpm eljiodf s]xL  agL d

b]vfpF5'

;flxTo, ;ËLtdf 7fpF 5 d]/f

nflu

ckfË eO{sg ufpF5', n]Vg'

v]ns'b TofuL

;flxTodf 7"nf] 7"nf] gfd sdfO

d5'{

b]zsf nflu s]xL ug{ d klg

;S5'

ejfgL leIf', afns[i0f, b]jsf]6f

d x}g

pgLx¿eGbf leGb} klg t d 5}g

b'O{ xft Pp6f sndn] w]/} s'/f

d n]V5'

s]xL u/L d klg b]zs} nflu d5'{

cfFvf gb]v] d ufpF5', v'§f

efFlrP n]V5'
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hLjgsf] kl/efiffhLjgsf] kl/efiffhLjgsf] kl/efiffhLjgsf] kl/efiffhLjgsf] kl/efiff

v';Lsf æuLtÆ x'g\ of b'Mvsf

æw'gÆ

cfgGbs} cg'e"lt x'G5

h]nsf s}bL / lkFh/fsf] r/fsf]

lj/n} s'g} ;fyL x'G5g\

cfFvf leh]sf lsg gx'g\

:kGbg d'6'sf] tftf] x'G5

kL8f u'lD;Psf] xf];\ of gxf];\

ctLtn] ;w}F d'6' 5'G5 .

s/n] gcfpg] d':sfgeGbf

rf]6sf] cfF;' lgd{n x'G5

/ftsf] ld7f] ;kgfeGbf

kL8fbfoL ljkgf jf:tljs x'G5 .

wg sdfP/ wgL aGg] t

;f/f ;+;f/sf] rfxgf x'G5

t/ d]x]gtsf] kmnsf] dxTTj

cfˆgf] cd"No uxgf x'G5 .

Pp6f cª\u sfd gu/] csf]{n] d

;S5'

xf};nf kfP d kl5 cl3 a9\b}

hfG5'

cfzf 5, eljiodf ;asf] ;fy

kfpF5' .
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The Weird Facts of
Strange Science 

The Moon is moving away from

the Earth

The Moon’s orbit is

indeed getting larger, at a rate of

about 3.8 centimeters per year.

Because the side of the Earth

that faces the Moon is closer, it

feels a stronger pull of gravity

than the center of the Earth.

Similarly, the part of the Earth

facing away from the Moon feels

less gravitational pull than the

center of the Earth. This effect

stretches the Earth a bit, making

it a little bit oblong. 

It is expected that in 15 billion

years, the orbit will stabilize at

1.6 times its present size, and

it will take 55 days for the moon

to complete its orbit once.

When the Sun becomes a red

giant, Saturn’s moon will become

warm enough for life to evolve

in there!

Ever imagined where we’ll be

after our sun becomes a red

giant? May be we’ll be at Titan

after 7.6 billion years. There is a

theory that suggests that when

our sun becomes a red giant,

T itan, Saturn’s moon, will

become warm enough for life to

possibly evolve in manner

similar to Earth. These conditions

would persist for a hundred

million years.

Fight Back to HIV Virus

Even if exposed, there is a way

you can prevent HIV/AIDS! If you

are ever exposed to the virus, if

you go to a clinic or ER within 72

hours of exposure and take the

PEP drug regimen, you can

prevent infection with HIV/AIDS.

Also, there’s a DNA mutation that

makes you immune to the

plague and HIV! 

There are people who are

naturally immune to many

diseases, for example, people

that lack a protein called CCR5, a

protein that is needed to open a

door in our cells that allows the

HIV go in, are naturally immune

to it.

Scientists just discovered a new

body part!

As impossible as it may seem,

two surgeons at University

Hospitals Leuven have

discovered an entirely new part

of the human body. It is a

ligament in the knee called

knee’s anterolateral ligament. It

was discovered using

macroscopic dissection

techniques after the doctors

began investigating possible

causes for complications after

rehabilitation for Anterior

cruciate ligament.

 NASA is funding a 3D printer

capable of making food!

Anjan Contractor, a senior

mechanical engineer at Systems

and Materials Research

Corporation is the man that

everyone will grow to love -

because he is working on a 3D

printer, that can print food.

Obviously, the food isn’t just

coming out of thin air. The printer

does need the materials to make

up the food. Contractor was

given a $125,000 grant from

NASA after demonstrating that

he was able to print chocolate.
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cfzfsf] em'nf}gfdfcfzfsf] em'nf}gfdfcfzfsf] em'nf}gfdfcfzfsf] em'nf}gfdfcfzfsf] em'nf}gfdf

em/gfem}+ :jR5 ;bf sfd d u¿F

clkt' lbgnfu] klg kl5 g ;?F

lgeL{stf / c6ntfsf] ef/ af]Sb}

of] 5f]6f] hLjgdf 5'k]sf] ;f/ vf]Hb}

l/;, /f]if / Iff]eaf6 df]If d kfpmF

Pstf / dfgjtfsf] ufgf d ufpmF

;a} /Ë, hflt / wd{nfO{ cª\ufn]/

hgdfg;sf] ;ª\sL0f{ efj p3f/]/

;'Gb/ d]lbgLsf] lgldQ 8]u cl3 d ;f?F

u/n af]sL cfpg] tL afwfx¿ d 6f?F

x6fpg] hdsf]{ ub}{ tL e]bsf efjgfnfO{

;fy{s kfg{ ;fFlRrs} a'4sf] sfdgfnfO{

nf]snfO{ of] ;dLkaf6 uf}/ d u¿F

;sn d'6'sf] :kGbgdf af; d ;?F

j;'w}j s'6'Dasd\sf] z'4 efjgfdf

em'ln/x]5' d s]jn cfzfsf] em'nf}gfdf .

lzIffM hGdl;4 clwsf/lzIffM hGdl;4 clwsf/lzIffM hGdl;4 clwsf/lzIffM hGdl;4 clwsf/lzIffM hGdl;4 clwsf/

b]z ljb]zdf lzIffsf] w]/} dxTTj 5 t/ sf]xL dflg;x¿n]

Ps cIf/ klg k9]sf 5}gg\ eg] sf]xLn] w]/} k9]sf

5g\ . sltko b]zx¿df t s]6fnfO{ dfq k9fpg] /

s]6Lx¿nfO{ 3/d} a;fP/ 3/]n' sfd nufpg] u5{g\ .

pgLx¿nfO{ hGd3/df k/fO{ 3/ hfg] hft eg]/ x]nf

ul/G5 .

dlxnf / k'?ifx¿df olt e]befj lsg < ;a} hgf

cfdfs} sf]vaf6 t hlGdG5g\ lg . dlxnf hgfj/sf]

k]6af6 / k'?if rflxF cfdfsf] k]6af6 hlGdg] t xf]Og

xf]nf . ToxL eP/ cleefjsx¿n] cfˆgf] ;Gtfgdf

lje]b ug'{x'Gg . Pp6L dlxnf l5g\, h:fn] kfls:tfgdf

hGd lnOg\ / cfˆgf] k9\g] OR5f / clwsf/sf nflu

nl8/x]sL l5g\ tL dxfg\ dlxnfsf] gfd xf] – ædnfnf

of];'kmhfO{Æ. xfdLn] oL dlxnfnfO{ ;nfd ug'{k5{ .

o; sbdkl5 w]/} dlxnfx¿nfO{ ljBfnodf k9fpg

yflnPsf] 5 .

elgG5 lg, dlxnf / k'?if Ps} /ysf b'O{ kfª\u|f

x'g\ . Pssf] cl:tTj lagf csf{sf] cl:tTj /xFb}g .

ToxL eP/, b'j} dlxnf /  k'?if lzlIft ePkl5 dfq

;a} /fi6«n] cfˆgf] sfFr'nL km]g{ ;S5g\ . 5f]/fnfO{

kf7zfnf k7fpg] / 5f]/LnfO{ bfp/f af]sfO{ jgtkm{

k7fpg] afcfdfsf] dg s'Fl8g'kg]{ xf], sF'l8g'k5{ . To;}n]

dlxnfnfO{ p;sf] hGdl;4 clwsf/af6 jl~rt

ug'{x'Gg, lzlIft t'Nofpg'k5{ .
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hLjghLjghLjghLjghLjg

hLjgdf cfFwL cfpF5, x'/L cfpF5

slt phfl8G5, slt ;vfk x'G5

;"o{ pbfP klg k|sfz gcfpg]

hlt g} v';L cfP klg

cfF;'sf vx/]x¿ alu/x]sf x'G5g\

j;Gtsf] cfudg;Fu}

jftfj/0f xl/ofnL eP klg

Tof] ;'s]sf] af]6df kfn'jf knfP klg

d]/f] dgdf t lzlz/ Ct' 5fPsf] 5

km'Nb}g d]/f] hLjgsf] a]f6df sf]lknf

lap g} ToxfF /f]k]/ uP klg

hlt 3f]6] klg gd]l6g] bfu nfu]sf] 5

hlt kfgL xfn] klg glgEg] cfuf] nfu]sf] 5

d]/f] hLjg ;'s]sf] sfkmnsf] af]]6 h:t} 5

h;sf] hLjgdf xhf/f}F j;Gt cfP

hlt cfP, h] eP ;a} v]/ uP

clxn];Dd c;kmn eP klg k|of; ul//x]sf] 5'

w}o{sf ;fy sfkLdf sndn] sf]l//x]sf] 5'

w]/} cj;/x¿ v]/ uP t/ klg klv{/x]sf] 5' .
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lsg ltdL ===<lsg ltdL ===<lsg ltdL ===<lsg ltdL ===<lsg ltdL ===<

cf}F;Lsf] Tof] rGb|;Fu lsg Hof]lt dfU5f} ltdL

;'s]sf] Tof] ;fu/;Fu lsg df]tL dfU5f} ltdL

cg's"n of] l:yltdf lsg 6f9f efU5f} ltdL

b]z agfpg] ;kgfnfO{ o;} lsg df5f}{ ltdL

sfF8}sfF8f dfly lxF8\5' kL8f lsg lbG5f}+ ltdL

km"nlagfsf]  pBfgdf PSn} lsg /D5f} ltdL

wf]sf lbO{ cfkm"nfO{ slxn];Dd afFR5f} ltdL

b'Mv]sf]  of]  5ftLdf lsg sfF8f /f]K5f} ltdL

lrGt}lrGtf lnP/ rf]6 lsg af]S5f} ltdL

;TotYo 5f8]/ em'6f] lsg af]N5f} ltdL

;asf] Joyf lal;{P/ lsg ;'v vf]H5f} ltdL

of] d'6'nfO{ kL8f lbO{ cfkm" lsg xfF:5f} ltdL

b'O{rf/ zAb em'6f] af]nL lsg cfFvf 5N5f} ltdL

ul/anfO{ lsgf/ nufO{ cfkm" 8'Ëf r9\5f} ltdL

au}Frfsf] sf]lknfnfO{ km'Ng} glbO{ emf5f}{ lsg

dgleqsf] b]zelQmnfO{ cfkm}+ leq df5f}{ lsg

dgdf OR5f 5}g eg] lsg ;'? u5f}{ ltdL

ul/a / lgd'vfnfO{ lsg b'Mv lbG5f} ltdL

c:tfPsf] 3fdh:t} lsg ylst x'G5f} ltdL

b]zsf] ljsf; ug{nfO{ lsg kl5 x6\5f} ltdL .
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;dosf] v]n;dosf] v]n;dosf] v]n;dosf] v]n;dosf] v]n

cfufsf]  d':nf]n]  9flsPsf] Tof]
6x/fdf k"0f{snf lbSbf/ cg'xf/ lnO{
plePsL 5g\ . s:tf] lgi7'/L
;do Û nf]Ug]nfO{ klg 6Kk l6k]/
nUof] clg 5f]/fnfO{ klg ljb]z hfg
afWo agfof] . o:tf tLtf s'/fx¿
dgdf v]nfO/x]sL 5g\  k"0f{snf .
/fqLsf]] ef]hgsf nflu pgL ds}
e'6\b} lyOg\ . crfgs s;}n] 9f]sf
9s9Sofof] . æ/ftdf sf] cfP5 <Æ
egL pgn] ;f]lrg\, æcfkmGt t
d]/f sf]xL klg 5}gg\ .Æ  kNnf3/]
/fd]sf] 5f]/f] xf]nf pgn] cfˆgf]
sfddf Wofg lbOg\ . ‰ofn v'Nnf
ePsfn] pgn] aflx/ cGwsf/ /
x'/Latf; cfPsf] dx;'; ul/g\ .
la:tf/} afbnn] cfsfz 9fs]sfn]
aflx/ s]xL klg b]lvFb}gYof] . s]xL
a]/kl5 ;':t/L 9f]sf vf]lng\ .

z/L/ ;a} leh]/ sfFlk/x]sf] Ps
o'jsnfO{ pgn] b]lvg\ . æltdLnfO{
s] eof] < egL ;f]lwg\ . æd]/f] 3/
Psbd} 6f9f 5, s] dnfO{ af; lbg
;Sg'x'G5 <Æ o'jsn] sfDb} ;f]w] .
;f Femdf cfPsf ]  dfG5 ]nfO {
kfx'gf;/x dfGg'k5{ eGg] ;DemL
pgn] Tof] dflg;nfO{ 3/leq cfpg
cfu|x ul/g\ . e'6]sf] ds} yf]/}yf]/}
eP klg vfg" afa' eg]/ lbOg\ .

p;n] ef]sf] k]6df dL7f] dfgL
vfof] . æcfdf, xh'/ PSn} xf]Æ eg]/
;f]Wof] . æcF, xf] afa' vf]Sb} k"0f{snfn]
elgg\ . æof] ds} vfFbf dnfO{ d]/f]
cfdfsf] ofb cfof] . pxfFn] klg
dnfO{ o;/L  g}  dfof  u/L  d}n]
/f]h]sf] vfg]s'/f ksfO{ v'jfpg'x'GYof]Æ
o'jsn] eGof] . k"0f{snfn] /ftL ;'Tbf
cf]9\g] l;/s lbOg\ . o'jsnfO{ a"9L
cfdfsf] cj:yf b]v]/ l67 nfUof] .
p;n] cfˆgf] emf]nfdf y'k|} ;f8L
af]s]/ NofPsf] lyof] . cfdf lng'xf];\
egL xftdf /flvlbof] . pgn] a/a/
cfF;' emfl/g\ . of] b]v]/ o'js cfZro{
eof] . æs]  eof] cfdf, lsg
?g'ePsf] <Æ p;n]  ;f]Wof] .
æ5f]/fsf] ;Demgf cfof] .Æ ;'FSs;F'Ss
ub}{ pgn] elgg\ . æsxfF 5 5f]/f <Æ
p;n] ;f]Wof] clg pgn] tL ctLtsf
36gf kf]Vg yflng\ .

bfr'{nfsf] /xg;xgdf d, d]/f nf]Ug]
/ 5f]/f] a:Yof}F . xfdL To; ufpFsf]
wgf9\o lyof}+ . b'Mv ug'{ kb}{gYof] .
;dosf] kl/jt{g;Fu} 5f]/f] laP kf;
u/]/ cd]l/sf k9g uof] . otf d /
d]/f >Ldfg\n] cfˆgf] u'hf/f /fd|f];Fu
rnfPsf lyof } F . Psb'O {rf ]l6
5f]/fn] kq k7fof], To;kl5 xfdLn]
p;sf] kq kfPgf}+ . ;fob p;n]
gk7fPsf] x'g'k5{ . lbg laTb} uof] .
>Ldfg\ sfof{noaf6 cfpg'ePsf]
lyof] . d';nwf/] kfgL k/]sf] b'O{tLg
lbg eO;s]sf] lyof] . cs:dft\
dxfsfnL gbLsf] j]u cfof] eGb}
ufpFn] efUg yfn] . d / d]/f >Ldfg\
klg  efUof} + t/ pxfF lrKn]/
n8\g'eof] . ;a}n] pxfFnfO{ s'NrFb}
cfˆgf] Hofg arfpg cufl8 a9] .

s;}n] d]/f] xft ;dftL lnP/
lxF8\of] . dxfsfnL gbLn] ufpF g}
aufof] . g t pxfFsf] nf; e]6F] g t
3/af/ .

of] ;'g]/ o'jssf] cfFvfaf6 cfF;'
em¥of]  . g  t 5f]/f sxfF 5 yfxf
5 . æefUon] dnfO{ oxfF Nofof],
5f]/fnfO{ sxfF nu]sf] 5 yfxf .Æ
eGb} k"0f{snfn] cfF;' emfl//lxg\ .
o'jsn] sk8f km]g{sf nflu sk8f
lgsfNbf ;'g em¥of] . p;n] l6Kg
nfUbf crfgs knª\d'lg wld/fn]
vfPsf] kmf]6f]df lrg]sf] cg'xf/
b]Vof] . p;n] ;f]Wof] æof] sf] xf]
cfdf <Æ pgn] of] d]/f] 5f]/f
 / >Ldfg\ xf] elgg\ .

Zofdn] a/a/ cfF;' emf¥of] . cfdf
xh'/sf] 5f]/f d} x'F . dnfO{ dfkm
ug'{xf];\ . æs] ltdL g} d]/f] Zofd xf]
afa' <Æ eg]/ pgn] ;f]lwg\ . xh'/
eGb} cFufnf] df/]kl5 k"0f{snf tL;
jif{kl5 v';L eOg\ .
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Mountain Memory

My country Nepal is popularly

known as a mountainous country.

I have heard foreigners praising

our mountains.  I have read about

them, seen their pictures on post

cards.  But I never valued them.

I did not know their importance

and I never noticed their beauty.

Last winter, I had a

chance to go on an expedition

tour.  It was to a place called

Ghorepani.  We started our

journey from Pokhara.  To reach

our destination we had to climb

steep hills and had to cross

various rivers, walking through

thick forest.  At last after a really

difficult walk we reached

Ghorepani, which is about 3000

meters high.  By the time we

reached Ghorepani it was already

dark.  I could not see anything; I

could only feel the fresh cold air.

Next morning bright sunlight

woke me up.  Suddenly, I saw

something twinkling around me.

I could not believe my eyes.  It

was the most fascinating sight I

had ever seen.  I was surrounded

by mountains all around.

Everyone was excited and busy

taking photographs.  I also tried

to take some photographs.  But

my little camera could not

occupy the huge mountains.  Just

a little of it could be captured.

However the pictures of these

mountains are set in my mind.

We climbed pun-hill from where

I saw mountains around me.

Only big mountains, white snow,

freezing cold and clean water

which made waterfalls produce

melodious sound.

What a wonderful time

it was!  I do not have any words

to express it.  I was surrounded

with mountains like Gangapurna,

Annapurna, Machha-Puchre

(Fish-Tail) and Dhaulagiri etc.  I

had to close my eyes for a while

because of their brightness.  But

later I adjusted myself.  I was

very happy to see F ish-Tail

Mountain in its real shape.  I do

not know yet whether I will get a

chance to see other mountains

or not.  I wish I were a bird and

could fly to the top of the world,

Mount Everest.

I realized the reason why our

country is called the

mountainous country.  It has

always been a “Centre of

attraction” for tourists.  They

have also been the backbone of

flourishing tourism in Nepal.

People come here just to

observe the wonderful sight of

mountains. They have helped to

generate the national income of

Nepal.  The highest peak of the

world, Mount Everest is the

crown of our country.  These

mountains always encourage

Nepalese to remain strong, even

at times of difficulties.  These

mountains are the greatest

identity of our country, Nepal.

There is a deep relationship

between mountains the

Nepalese.  The word ‘mountains’

always comes along with the

name of our country.  People

should always aim high like

mountains and their thoughts

should be as pure and elevated

as snow.

I am proud of my country and my

mountains.  People living in

other countries can read about

them in books and observe them

in pictures but I can see and

enjoy their beauty.  My Nepal is

really beautiful with high

mountains which are the

ornaments of Nepal.  I think, I am

really lucky to be born in the

country of Mount Everest.  ‘My

mountains are my country’s

pride’.
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oGqdfgj x'F doGqdfgj x'F doGqdfgj x'F doGqdfgj x'F doGqdfgj x'F d

g s'g} km"nsf u'R5fx¿n]

g t s'g} lxdfnsf r'Rrfx¿n]

g s'g} cUnf 5x/fx¿n]

g t s'g} kxf8 / kxf/fx¿n]

5f]Kg ;S5g\ dnfO{

lsgls lj1fgsf] ;"qdf lkN;L

ag]sf] oGqdfgj x'F d .

g s'g} ul/asf] /f]bgn]

g t s'g} 3fOt]sf] s|Gbgn]

g s'g} ef]sf] k]6n]

g t s'g} sn]6L k/]sf] cf]7n]

/f]Sg ;S5g\ dnfO{

lsgls cf0fljs e§Ldf lklN;P/

ag]sf] oGqdfgj x'F d .

;fFRr} g}

d'6' eP/ w8\sg x/fPsf]

cfFvf eP/ b[li6 u'dfPsf]

uf]8f eP/ kfOnf x/fPsf]

an eP/ a'l4 n'l6Psf]

s'g} syfn], s'g} Joyfn]

t/Ë 5g{ g;Sg]

lj1fgsf] au}Frfaf6 km"n

lgl:sPsf]

oGqdfgj x'F d .
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nfx'/]sf] 3/ /utn]]nfx'/]sf] 3/ /utn]]nfx'/]sf] 3/ /utn]]nfx'/]sf] 3/ /utn]]nfx'/]sf] 3/ /utn]]
ntkltof]ntkltof]ntkltof]ntkltof]ntkltof]

æ5f]8 g 5f]8 Û k5fl8 x6, d]/f]
;fg'nfO{ klg  x]g{ b]cf], of]
tdf;f .Æ cfˆgL ;fgL e'G6LnfO{
sfFwdf af]s]/ eL8nfO{ ws]Nb} eg]F .
æafaf, oxfFaf6 klg b]lvFb} b]lvPgÆ
7f8f] d'v nfpFb} d]/L 5f]/Ln] egL .
æPs}l5g n afaf, d]/f] d}ofFnfO{ d
b]vfOxfN5' lg ÛÆ d}n] rfKnf] 3:b}
eg]F . ltxf/sf] /demdn] ;f/f ufpF
g} /ªl\uPsf] lyof] . s]xL lbgsf]
labf dfu]/ d ufpF cfPsf] lyPF .
ufpF, slt  ;'Gb/  b]lvGYof] .
rf/}lt/ wfgsf afnf em'n]sf, sf]bf]
k m 'n ]sf / 8fnLsf kms |Ss
;okqLel/ ed/f 8'n]sf . ;fFRr} g}
;'Gb/tfsf] sf];]nLdf nk]l6Psf] lyof]
d]/f] ufpF cd/6f/ .

æcf]xf], ;Demgfsf kfgf klg w]/}
klN6P h:tf] 5 .Æ bflxg] afx'df
af]s]sf] /fOkmn afofFtkm{ ;fb}{ ;f]Rof]
/0faxfb'/n] . nfdf] ;':s]/f tfGof]
p;n] / cfh ufpFsf] olt w]/} ofb
p;nfO{ lsg cfO/x]sf] 5 egL ;f]Rg
yfNof] . o;f] kfs]6af6 Ps la+8L
lgsfn]/ s] :jfQt tfGg nfu]sf]
lyof] p;n] cfˆgf] gfd s;}n]
k'sf/]sf] ;'Gof] . æ/0f], cf]O /0f] Û
sxfF 5 of] xF <Æ ;'a]bf/ xs]{n]
eGof] . æs] ef] < d oxL+ t 5' . lsg
o:tf] af3 cfP h;/L uh]{sf] xF <Æ

/0f]n] eGof] . /ftf/ftf cfFvf kfb}{
xs]{ cfltb} eGg yfNof], æt]/f] afh],
ptf b':dgx¿n] xfd|f ] SofDk
3]l/;s] . l56f] p7\, cfh t Hofg
hfnf h:tf] 5 . of] d'7L ;f; cfh
t km':Sof] .Æ nfdf] ;f; tfg]/ pm
x7ft aflx/ lg:Sof] . PSsfl;
/0faxfb'/sf] dg  8/n]  sfDg
yfNof] . 3/sL tL a"9L cfdf /
cfˆgL PSnL 5f]/Lsf] cg'xf/ p;sf
cfFvfdf emnemnL gfFRg yfn] .
cfdfsf] Tof] dw'/ af]nL p;sf]
sfgdf u'~hg yfNof] . uxel/ cfF;'
kf/L lgwf/df l6sf ydfpFb} eg]sL
lyOg\ æ/0f], rfF8} 3/ kms]{;\ x},
tFnfO{  gx]/];Dd  of] k/fg hfg]
5}g .Æ cf]xf], emNofF; ;kgfaf6
lapFem]h:t}  u/L  pm  em:Sof]  /
/fOkmn af]s]/ pm klg nfUof]
o'4e"lddf  .  hLjg  /  d[To'sf]
/]vfe"lddf u8\ofDd, 8\ofDd .
aGb'saf6 uf]nL al;{g yfn] .
PSsfl; pm kL8fn] lrRofpg
yfNof] . p;n] 5ftL 5fDof], cfDd}
5ftLdf t 5ftL g} lyPg . p;sf]
abL{ /ftf] /utn] leHg yfNof] .
p;sf ] dfg;k6ndf ljleGg
t/Ëx¿ 3'Dg yfn] . pm 9Nof] . Tof]
/0fe"lddf pm ahfl/of] . p;sf
cfFvf ltl/ldl/ ‰ofO{F x'gyfn]+ . Tof]
gLnf] cfsfz PSsfl; sfnf] afbnn]
9kSs 9flsof] . clg /0f]n] nfdf]
;':s]/f  lnof],  æcfdf,   d
o;kfln km ls {P/ cfpg
;lSbgF . t/ of] b]znfO{ arfpg,
dft[TjnfO{ l;Fufg{ c? /0faxfb'/
kms]{/ cjZo cfpg]5g\ .Æ olt egL
p;n] cfFvf lrDd u¥of], p;sf]
d'6'sf] 9's9'sL aGb eof] / Tof]
lgb{oL sfnn] p;nfO{ cFufNof] clg
nUof], xfd|f] /0f]nfO{ ;w}Fsf nflu .
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The Nitty-Gritty

I was sitting on the couch one morning with a hot

cup of coffee in my hands and the air conditioner

humming its own tune. I had never imagined

anyone would be out on such chilly morning. But

today looking down from my window I saw a small

boy about ten or eleven with a sack, collecting

unwanted paper and plastic hoping to buy

something to eat with the money earned from it.

That boy did not fancy his job but cruel fate had

led him there. Fate is a strange thing that creates a

great difference between one person and another,

between rich and poor, between a winner and a

loser. And this same fate had created such a vast

difference between the pitiful child and me, I

thought.

Observing the child for some more time felt bitter,

yet true realization took over my mind. If only a

few people could realize the importance of the

things that we take for granted the world would

be a better place to live in.  Branded shoes,

designer shades and the imported accessories are

not things that we should feel proud of and boast

about. Instead we should open our eyes and see

things from a different horizon gaining a better

perception.

Indeed there are people out there working day

and night, treating themselves like machines just

to fulfill the cravings for food which plague the

stomach of their beloved family. The attire that

we don’t even look at, just because the color

doesn’t match with our shoes, is more precious

than the most expensive items that many people

possess.

So, next time you complain about anything, think

about the people who don’t even have any idea

about it. Learn to be happy and content with

whatever you possess because we often dream

for a paradise in a faraway land instead of

appreciating the beauty of the pretty rose garden

just outside our window.
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k9Ln]vL xfdL /fd|f] dfG5] aGg'k5{

efOalxgLnfO{ klg /fd|f xf]pm eGg'k5{

b]vfj6L sfd xfdLn] slxNo} ug'{x'Gg

dgleq s'ljrf/ klg eg'{x'Gg

g/fd|f s'/fsf] u/]/ ;+xf/

/fd|f s'/fsf] af]6 /f]Kg'k5{

;hfpg' 5 xfdLnfO{ xfd|f] b]z

g/fd|f rng abNg'k5{

s;}sf] klg lgGbf slxNo} ug'{x'Gg

5f8f af]nL klg xfdLn] slxNo} af]Ng'x'Gg

dxfTdfx¿sf] s'/f ;w}F dfGg' k5{

g/fd|f af6fdf slxNo} lxF8\g'x'Gg .
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The Company That
Changed the World!

There exists a giant flare which

appears to have been dim

through elapsing time in the

world thriving to achieve a

remarkable milestone in

technological provinces. It still

burns with the same intensity

and has done a lot of rethinking

and revising in the past couple

of years as how to bring

innovations more quickly to the

people. The giant flare has the

glory to be called MICROSOFT.

Microsoft was founded by Bill

Gates and Paul Allen on April 4,

1975. It rose to dominate the

personal computer operating

system market with MS-DOS in

the mid-80s, followed by the

Microsoft Windows. It is

considered the third most

successful startup company of all

time by market capitalization,

revenue, growth and cultural

impact. In the year 2001,

Microsoft had proclaimed its

$850 billion worth assets, which

remains an unbeaten record. At

that time it created 3 billionaires

and 12,000 millionaires from its

employees.

Since the 1990s, it has

increasingly diversified from the

operating system market and

has made a number of corporate

acquisitions among which are

Skype, Nokia and hotmail. In May

2011, Microsoft acquired Skype

Technologies for $8.5 billion in

its largest acquisition till date.

Focusing on the hardware

development, it has recently

acquired Nokia handset business

for $7.25 billion.

In its 39 year history Microsoft

has had only two CEO’s: Bill

Gates (1975-2000) and Steve

Ballmer (2000-2014). Microsoft

Corp has recently named tech

veteran Satya Nadella as its next

CEO, ending a protracted search

for a new leader after Steve

Ballmer announced his intention

to retire on August 2013. Mr.

Nadella, 46, is Microsoft’s third

chief executive. The Indian-born

executive joined the company in

1992 and previously led its server

and tool business before being

put in charge of the unit that

built Microsoft ’s Cloud OS

service, which powers products

such as Bing, Skype and Xbox

live. With the executive change,

Bill Gates, the chairman from

2000, has stepped down to take

tech advisor role.

Many of us believe that behind

every successful man there is a

woman. But behind every

millionaire at Microsoft there are

its marvelous products and the

minds that designed them.

Microsoft dominates the market

in both the IBM PC- compatible

operating system and suite (the

latter with Microsoft Office). The

company produces a wide range

of other software for desktops

and servers, and is active in

areas including internet search

(with Bing), the video game

industry (with the Xbox, Xbox

360 and Xbox consoles), the

digital services markets(through

MSN), and mobile phones (via

the windows phone OS). In June

2012, Microsoft entered the

personal computer production

market for the first time, with

the launch of the Microsoft

Surface, a line of tablet

computers.

Microsoft is bringing out fairly

different advancement in the

world of computer and

technology which is predicted to

be an entirely different concept:

KINECT. It is a line of motion

sensing input devices by

Microsoft for Xbox 360 and Xbox

One video game consoles and

Windows PC’s. Based on a

webcam-style add-on

peripheral, it enables users to

connect and interact with their

console/computer without the

need for game controller,

through an interface using

gestures and speech commands.

Another marvelous invention of

the Microsoft is the Xbox. Xbox

includes a series of video game

consoles, with consoles in the

sixth to eighth generations, as

well as application, streaming

services and the online service

called Xbox Live.

Then there is Bing. Bing (known

previously as Live Search,

Windows Live Search and MSN

search) is a web search engine

(advertised as a “decision
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engine”) from Microsoft. Bing

comes with different services

like Bing Tweets enabling users

to see real-time information

about the trending topics on

computer.

Many of us know what Windows

is. This operating system

interface developed by

Microsoft is used in more than

90% PCs throughout the world.

Microsoft is the first company to

use GUI (Graphic user interface)

with windows 2.0 in 1980. The

leading versions of windows

include Windows-7 followed by

XP with Windows 8.1 (The latest

OS released on October 22, 2013)

trailing behind it. Microsoft

recently introduced “live tiles”

in its product Windows 8 in 2012

which is a new concept after the

desktop start system used in

windows 7 and previous

Operating systems.

More than 75% users around the

world use the Microsoft Office

created in the technological

realms of Microsoft. The

products in office include Word,

Excel, Outlook, PowerPoint,

Lync, SharePoint, Access, One

note, Publisher etc. Many of us

have the privilege to use Word,

Excel, and PowerPoint etc.

Microsoft Office came into the

market in the late 80’s and has

been the most used data

management software ever

since. With the latest product

“Office 2013” we can connect our

storage to the Microsoft servers

using the cloud service, helping

us make the storage reliable. It’s

fairly obvious that this article

was created using Microsoft

office.

Microsoft recently registered its

name in the field of hardware

with the release of their tablet

computer “Surface”. It has also

bought the mobile phone giant

Nokia to enhance their

association with hardware.

Surface has a fairly better

featured system than any tablet

found in the market. Imagine

having 8GB RAM in your tablet!

This can enable you to play the

most sophisticated game that

you can imagine playing on your

PC. Microsoft also plans to

replace I-pads in the business

firms with their Surfaces. Having

bought Nokia’s handset

business, Microsoft is rumored

to launch surface phones in near

future.

With the development and

innovation of technologies like

ones above mentioned and with

many other innovations,

Microsoft continues to be the

world’s largest software

developer measured by their

revenue graphs. People

nowadays tend to incline

towards the products of

Samsung, Apple or Google as

many overlook the areas where

Microsoft shines. While Apple

may have the most-hyped

phones and tablets in the

market, Redmond’s software

giants still have a large number

of areas where its products come

out on top.

Kinect has outnumbered apple’s

I-pad and I-pod in terms of initial

sales made. Nokia Lumia

continues to tighten its grip over

the hardware market with the

launching of Lumia 920, 925, 1320

and 1520. Microsoft developed

smart ear-pods that play music

considering our mood measuring

our heartbeat. Microsoft has now

become a company to have

annual global revenue of $60.42

billion just from software.

Microsoft continues to dominate

the OS market. It is not only

thinking technologically, but also

organizationally, about its

innovation process these days.

There are these futuristic live

tiles.  Microsoft still employs a

number of millionaires. In this

vast sea of technological

advancement there is this giant,

Microsoft, that guides you

through the harbors; the right

ones. Though some people with

the red fruit may claim that

Microsoft stole their calligraphy,

their claims were proven wrong!

Microsoft is the most innovative

company that ever existed. Long

live MICROSOFT.
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The Path of
Darkness

Click!

The light suddenly went out

when I was doing my homework.

Ma and dad were out

somewhere. It was just six and I

did not know what to do. My

heart was throbbing.

I could see through the window

that the lights on other houses

were still on. My courage began

to crumble in the dark. I did not

know how it all happened. The

darkness just dropped out.

Ma always used to say that the

devil would come for bad and

naughty children and take them

to someplace and burn them

alive. Was this the moment? Was

I really a bad kid? I start chanting

the names of Gods. I

remembered my parents.

Surprisingly, I was filled with a

sudden rage to explore what was

happening. Everything seemed

cloaked and daggers to me but

my curiosity overshadowed my

fear. I looked all around me. It

was dark. I finally made up my

mind and stood up. I slowly

started to feel around to set off

to find out what was behind all

the happenings.

I found my torch, the one I always

kept under my pillow. I flicked it

on and its rays went straight into

my eyes. I was blinded for a

moment. The air seemed thick as

I shone the torch around the

room. I found the glinting door

knob and turned it.

The door squeaked loudly as it

opened into the darkest portion

of the house. I turned the torch

around and saw a ladder. I moved

the torch up the wall and saw a

small switch. There was

something strange about it but I

did not know what it was. I

looked around. It was no good. I

had to call Ma.

I raced through the staircase. I

slipped and fell on the floor with

a bang. I injured myself a little

but I did not give up my hope. I

slowly limped across the living

room to the kitchen. There was

the telephone.

I jabbed the buttons dialing Ma’s

number on the phone. There was

a ringing sound. “Hello!” the

voice of a lady could be heard.

Ma! I shouted on the receiver.

“Where are you?” There is

something wrong going on in

here. All the lights in our house

went out, but all other houses

are fine!”

“Don’t worry Jake.” She replied.

“Just switch the MCB which is in

the – “

The connections were gone. I

was alone again. I started to cry.

I slumped down on the floor

wondering what would happen

to me. Then, I remembered the

strange switch I saw while I was

coming. My foot was really

hurting. I slowly limped across

the kitchen and the living room.

That’s when the pain became

unbearable. I remembered Dad

calling me a brave boy. Was I

brave in this situation? No, I had

to win. I stared at the staircase

and held on to the railings. I

hoisted myself up and up the

staircase, my free hand clutched

tightly around the torch.

I finally reached the top of the

staircase. My foot was swelling.

I had to limp through the

corridor, down the path of

darkness. I had Goosebumps. I

reached the ladder. My foot was

then literally burning. I fell on

the floor with a thud. Luckily, my

arms broke my fall.

I turned to the ladder and pushed

it with all my strength. The push

was hard. I was sweating. The

ladder made a screeching sound

on the wooden floor. Every

ounce of energy I spent, every

centimeter I covered was double

the pain compared to the latter. I

now noticed the strange thing

about the switch. It was

reversed. I pushed it to the other

side and light flooded through

the house when I switched it on.

As I was descending, I heard

some footsteps. I panicked and

slipped. I was expecting to land

on the floor with a big bang but

soft and warm hands grabbed

me. I looked into the horrified

face of my father. My mother

came up the stairs to see me.

“Dad, is it really you and Ma? Did

I do well?”I asked. “Yes, it is us

Jake. And you were pretty brave

out there. I am proud of you

son.”Dad replied.

Then, in the warm and strong

arms of my Dad, I was snoring

lightly, unaware of the pain on

my foot.
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Where I Truly
Belong

On one starry night, I wished

upon a shooting star for a

placement in Budhanilkantha

School. Even the idea of leaving

this school makes me feel

petrified, riddled and groggy, let

alone the thought of wearing

some other school uniform and

carrying a school bag.

The school is beautiful,

exemplary and only one of its

kind. This school is somewhat

like a paradise for me. Here, the

opportunities are infinite and the

events are countless. But things

may not be the same for 6000’D’

students ever again. Everything

will change. With half of the

batch-mates somewhere else,

nothing will be like it used to be.

Different environment, new

faces and strange feeling nearly

saddened me to the point of

tears. Well, if my friends leave

this place, with new faces in the

house, movie shows will not be

the same, neither will the march

past or track and field events.

And if I leave, I won’t get to be a

part of all those myself. Those

cross country and road races,

swimming festival excitements,

cultural programme hooting and

intra-school football matches

with my friends will always be

cherished. I have gained friends

who are attached to my soul and

even if I go out and make new

friends later on, I will

undoubtedly compare them with

my old ones, knowing that the

new ones will never prove to be

equal to them. Will the new ones

risk their own papers to help me

pass or will they turn out to be

mean and selfish girls who have

never tasted the BNKS

friendship?

After SLC, our family, like the

glitter that is shining and

remaining together as one will

be scattered and blown away,

here and there, anywhere but

together. Everything that

seemed so small feels so huge

now. Even looking at the stars

after supper, giving each other

the stupid nicknames that make

no sense, late night gossips

stupid jokes, running to get the

best piece of chicken on meat

days, have always been fun.

Our omniscient teachers are

always willing to help students

be intelligent or onerous. Most

of all, our head of house, who is

a mother to eighty children

never, hesitates to give us hot

water or stay after midnight if

someone is ill. And I miss home

occasionally. It feels like my

other home here; sometimes

even better than the real one.

Recalling these things make me

think that I would be leaving a

part of myself behind if I leave

this place, where every tree

seems familiar and each door can

be recognized. My school has

given me a family that is so dear

to me that it tears me apart to

leave it behind. My roommates

have been my sisters and the

teachers, my guardians.

Budhanilkantha has occupied a

huge space in my heart and it will

always be remembered and

loved. It will always live within

me, as a part of myself, forever

encouraging me to move

forward, to lead and not to

follow and I shall recall it in

everything I do. After all they

say, ‘home is where the heart is’.
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Adieu Note:

Mr. Bishnu Parajuli

and

Mrs. Chandrakala Rana:

As you retire, you leave the

corridors of the school but you

will never be able to leave the

corridor of our hearts. Happy

retirement to our dearest

teachers.

The Budhanilkantha School

would like to express utmost

gratitude and appreciation for

your services.
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Madiba

-

“I thought you were God”, stated

English cricket legend Geoffrey

Boycott. This just signifies what

Nelson Mandela, otherwise

famously known as ‘Madiba’,

truly stands for. Every person in

this world would definitely want

to be labeled as god and would

want a life celebrated at the

heights of the almighty. But

wanting something and

achieving it are two entirely

different cups of tea. To achieve

what you desire, you have to

earn it through your thoughts and

actions based on those thoughts.

And for sure, if there has ever

been a man who has come even

close to justifying this gigantic tag

set on him, it is the great Nelson

Mandela or simply, Madiba.

Madiba, one of the most beloved

statesman and a colossus of the

20th century, was a person who

possessed the unique blend of

justice, thought of equality, idea

of humanism and most

importantly, the rare quality of

perseverance; the will to never

give up on a chosen path and the

right path in your mind when all

hope seems to be lost, in him.

His exceptional qualities drew

comparisons with the Supremes

like Jesus and Buddha, whose

myths and tales still do not fail
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to astound us to the fullest. He

showed the world what mankind

was truly capable of delivering.

He taught mankind how we were

not born to discriminate and hate

each other but to sit down at one

table of brotherhood and love

and care for each other,

irrespective of the nationality,

skin color and class. His most

remembered quote  ‘We must be

the change we wish to see in this

world’.

Madiba, as stated by the current

South African president Zacob

Zuma, was the greatest son of

South Africa. He was an ex-

boxer, and was subjected to 27

years of prison-life as he was

convicted of treason. And again

in 1964, he was sentenced to life

imprisonment for leading a

campaign to sabotage the then

South African government. He

was sent to the notorious island

prison of Robben Island with the

prisoner number 4664. But

despite all this, he later became

the first black president of South

Africa. He was the one who paved

the way for racial reconciliation

with well-chosen and well-timed

gestures of forgiveness. He had

lunch with the prosecutor who

had sent him to jail. He then also

travelled hundreds of miles from

his house to visit and have tea

with the wife of late Hendrick

Vermond, the prime minister at

the time when he was sentenced

to life imprisonment. But

perhaps, his most notable

gesture was when he strode onto

the field after the 1995 Rugby

World Cup F inal, in

Johannesburg, to congratulate
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the victorious South African

Team, wearing the jersey of the

then captain of the team who was

white and was being heavily

criticized, due to him being

allowed to lift the trophy, by the

blacks. Through this gesture, he

brought the overwhelming

63,000 crowd of whites and

blacks alike to their feet

chanting,” Nelson! Nelson!

Nelson! “ He then took a lap of

the field with the team, making

everyone, the whites and the

blacks, believe that they

belonged to the new South

Africa. He also united the South

African people with football, as

he believed that sports were like

the language of the people, as it

was capable of uniting a whole

nation. With this, he proved that

he was not there to suppress the

whites in return of what they did

to the blacks and establish black

supremacy, but he was there to

truly build a democratic South

Africa.

Madiba has always been seen as

a symbol of peace, equality and

justice and will continue to be a

beacon of light for the future

generations as well. He passed

away very recently and beyond

doubt, the world has lost one of

its greatest ever sons. Even

though he had his own flaws and

was a victim of individual

criticism sometimes, much of it

was muted by his status and

actions that made him an

Hard Work

-

We should work hard,

To reach to the top,

If we do honest labor,

We can definitely become first.

The past, present and future,

Depends on our work,

We must never waste time,

Working hard is a must.

We should gain limitless

knowledge,

Write, read and play,

Knowledge gives us wisdom,

Working hard is the only way.

Knowledge and wisdom

together,

Make us intelligent and bold,

We will become the stars of the

future and,

Life will be as precious as gold.
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unassailable character of

decency and principle. He was

not someone who was born great

but it is certain that he sealed his

stature as great with a standing

that reached so high that even

the best rockets on earth would

have problem reaching his

mighty heights. He should be

seen as a role model and every

individual must aspire to be like

him as he was, is and will always

remain one of the greatest to

ever have been born on mother

earth.
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Am I Ready?

It’s early October and I am lying

on my bed with a pen hovering

over my open notebook. It ’s

been a week that I have been

working on to prepare an elegant

piece of writing to portray my

true identity and win the heart

of the admission officers at the

university. And even now I am

overcome with a great

dissatisfaction. After all, it is that

one piece of writing which is

going to decide my course of

future.

It seems like yesterday that I

used the linings on my fingers to

count numbers and add them. It

took me a long time to greet my

teachers properly from saying

“goodanun” to “good afternoon”.

Till today, the best part of my

schooling has been the time in

the kindergarten where nothing

in the world mattered, except

from how many merit stars I

collected each day. Small facts

such as tortoise can live both in

land and water, and that

elephants are smaller than

whale amused me the most.

Even though I didn’t ever crave

for superstars, I enjoyed living in

fantasies where I was with a

hidden supernatural power and

fought with my foes.

Today, I am about to take one of

the biggest steps of my life.

From a naïve boy, I am ready to

study abroad on my own. I am

ready to pursue the subjects I am

interested in and turn it into my

career.  It didn’t take me just a

fraction of second to stand

where I am now; it took me ages

of hard work and determination.

I have been through hard times

and great ordeals. In some, I

have gained victory and in some,

I have fallen hopelessly down.

But there always was a time

when I argued, fought for what I

believed in, and struggled to rise

for another battle even after a

big defeat.

There are many events in our life

whose vivid images often set us

in tranquility. Be it a favorite

chocolate we once

magnanimously shared with an

anonymous person or the

answers in the exam sheet we

generously let others copy; it is

these small incidents of life that

comprises the person who we

are today. Not only have others

but even we ourselves have

known us well through such

deeds. Any achievement is not

great until we define it to be the

one.

What amuses me the most is that

I am somehow on my own on

taking this big step. Researching

about colleges that best fits me

and selecting one among them

is not an easy task. If all of them

have to be performed

meticulously in such a little

time, I question myself if I am

mature enough to take the lead.
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With many such things in life, I

again lie there in quandary

asking myself how I am going to

delineate myself through one

essay. There is no such ‘one

event ’ or ‘an incident ’ that

brings change in us. From the

moment of birth to 18 years of

age, every single day has played

a significant role. But then, I

have to do it. I have to face

challenges and change my

perspective from ‘how can I’ to ‘I

can’. After all, this is life and it is

in life where one is made to do

the impossible.

With a pen and a notebook, today

I am drafting my own present and

my future. If I am successful to

depict my true identity and

unpretentiously prove the

officers that I am capable for the

university, I would secure my

path for next four years. I would

have accomplished one of my

goals. If not, it’s a better luck

next time.  But tests like these

are never ending, they come

every now and then with a

shadow of threat and leave with

a hint of a smile. So, my task now

is not to look at it as the last

onerous task of my life, but as

one of the stepping stone. After

high school, when I reach college,

I will have many other stepping

stones that will require same

effort and dedication. This is just

a boost up preparation that will

help me overcome other bigger

challenges in life. With this pen

and the notebook, I hereby stand

as a one man army, ready to take

a small step for the giant leap of

my future. I am ready to live my

life on my own.
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cln ;do nfu]5 .Æ kmf]gaf6 km]l/
cfjfh cfof] æP Û n cfh /fs]zsf]
hGdlbgsf] ;fgf] kf6L{ 5, To;df
cfpg' n afa', a]n'sL ;ft ah]lt/
cfP /fd|f] x'G5 xf]nf .Æ olt eg]/
kmf]g sfl6of] .

kmf]g /fv]/ pm yrSs ;f]kmfdf uP/
a:of] . s;nfO{ s] yfxf, ToxL
6]lnkmf]gsf] Pp6f 306Ln] p;sf]
hLjgnfO{ sxfFaf6 sxfF k'¥ofOlbPsf]
lyof] eGg] s'/fÆ b'O{ jif{ cufl8;Dd
/d]z v';L lyof] . sIff !@ df
k9\b} lyof] . k9fO /fd|} rln/x]sf]

lyof] . pm laxfg sn]h hfGYof],
lbpF;f] s]xLa]/ cfˆgf ;fyLx¿;Fu
/dfOnf] uYof]{ / a]n'sL sf]7fdf
kms]{/ ldlxg]t ub}{ k9\bYof] . p;sf]
hLjgdf s'g} klg afwfx¿n] 7fpF
lnPsf lyPgg\ .  pm cfkm";Fu h]
5 To;}df  ;Gt'i6  x'Fb}  cufl8
al9/x]sf] lyof] .

Ps lbgsf] s'/f xf], /d]z ev{/
3'd3fd u/]/ cfˆgf] sf]7fdf
kmls{Psf] lyof] . To;}a]nf sf]7fdf
l6«ª===l6«ª ub}{ 6]lnkmf]gsf] 306L
alh/x]sf] lyof] . /d]z kmf]gsf] glhs}
uof] / s;sf] kmf]g cfP5 olt
/flt eGb} p7fof] . a]n'sfsf] gf}
ah]sf] lyof] . kmf]g s'g} cghfg
dflg;sf] lyof] . pm;n]  eGb}
lyof] æd xh'/nfO{ lrlGbgF, xh'/n]
klg dnfO{ lrGg'x'Gg xf]nf . d
clxn] a;kfs{ glhs} 5' . oxfF
ev {/ Pp6f uf8Ln ] Pp6f
dflg;nfO{ xfg]sf] 5 . p;sf]
8fo/Ldf xh'/sf] gDa/ /x]5 To;}n]
xh'/nfO{ kmf]g u/]sf] . ca xh'/
l5§} oxfF cfpg'k¥of]Æ /d]zsf] dgdf
lr;f] k:of] . p;nfO{ 8/ nfUg
yfNof] . p;n] kmf]g /fVof] / s]xL
g;f]rLsg  bf}8Fb}  a;kfs{;Dd

uof] . sf]7faf6 glhs} kg]{ ePsfn]
pm rfF8} ToxfF k'Uof ] . ToxfF
dflg;x¿sf] lgs} 7"nf] eL8 lyof] .
/d]z To; eL8nfO{ pl5Gb} cufl8
uof] .

ToxfF Pp6f ;]tf] ;6{ / sfnf] kfOG6
nfufPsf] dflg; e'OFdf nDk;f/
kl//x]sf] lyof] . /d]z ToxfF k'Ugf;fy
s;}n] Tof] 3f]K6f] k/]sf] nf;nfO{
cufl8 kmsf{of] . Tof] b[Zo b]Vg]
lalQs} p;sf] cfFvfaf6 a/atL{ cfF;'
emg{ yfn] . Tof] c¿ sf]xL geP/
p;sf] afNosfnb]lvsf] ;fyL /fh]z
lyof] . pm s/fpFb} ;f]Wg yfNof] æs]
eof] d]/f] ;fyLnfO{ < s;n] o:tf]
u¥of] < /fh]z p7\ Û tFnfO{ s]xL x'g
;Sb}g .Æ /d]zn] s]xL ug{ ;s]g,
p;sf] cfFvf cufl8 p;n] cfˆgf]
;a}eGbf ldNg]  ;fyL u'dfPsf]
lyof] . p;nfO{ emnemnL cfˆgf]
afNosfnsf] ofb cfof] . /fh]z;Fu
v]n]sf], b'Mv ;'vdf Ps csf{sf]
;xf/f ag]sf If0fx¿ p;sf] cfFvf
j/k/ gfRg yfn]sf lyP . cfh
klg p;nfO{ 8/ nfU5, st} ToxL
6]lnkmf]gsf] 306Ln] km]l/ csf]{ kL8f
t lgDTofpg] xf]Og < st} p;af6
csf]{ s'g} s'/f l5g]/ n}hfg] t
xf]Og <
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Are Gods Aliens?

Whenever we think of aliens, we

imagine them as beings from

outer space. We think of them as

creatures with many limbs,

possessing power beyond

human reach. Aren’t gods

described in the same way?

In Hindu mythology, we see

when a person performs

penance; an unknown person

arrives out of nowhere and

provides anything that the

person asks for. That unknown

person is described as a god. But

the unknown one can also be

called an alien. We haven’t seen

god nor have we seen an alien,

then how can we say that the

person who arrives through a

penance is a god and the one who

arrives in light speed in a flying

saucer is an alien?

Many movies, Hollywood or

Bollywood, describe aliens’ as

having abnormal features, which

we set in our mind. For example

aliens have number of limbs,

Vishnu has the same. Indra lives

outside the earth i.e. outer

space, aliens reside in outer

space. Aliens travel on

unidentified objects so do gods.

These are some similarities

between gods and aliens. Does

this similarity prove that gods are

aliens?

It is an important topic to think

about. The idol that we worship

might be the representation of

the unknown living being far

away from the earth. The one

who created us may be the one

we’ve been searching for, by the

means of satellites. It ’s a

question worth contemplating-

” Are Gods Aliens?”
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A2 Physics Visit to
Upper Tamakoshi
Hydropower Project

The science students of A2

visited the Upper Tamakoshi and

the Sunkoshi Hydropower

Station on 7th of June 2013. We

were accompanied by the

teachers of physics and

chemistry departments of our

visit. On our way back to the

school, we visited the Sunkoshi

Hydropower  too. A slideshow

presentation followed by a

deatiled explanation

aboutelectricity generation was

shown by the engineers working

there.

The field visit to the hydropower

station helped us to understand

the physics behind the

electricity generation.  To see

the tunnels of the hydropower

station, and that too under

construction was a lifetime

opportunity. It was a privilege for

the students to learn the process

of electricity generation in

detail.

The field visit was exciting and

memorable. We thoroughly

enjoyed the ups and downs on

the way. The road to Upper

Tamakoshi was extremely

thrilling for we entertained

ourselves by singing songs at the

top of our voices and playing

various games.

We would like to thank the

teachers of the Physics and

Chemistry department for

accompanying us. We are also

grateful to Mr. Bishnu Paudel for

his help and support.

Time elapses but memories

remain. Our visit to Upper

Tamakoshi was a true memory.

40464046404640464046

SamikchhyaSamikchhyaSamikchhyaSamikchhyaSamikchhya

Class:A2Class:A2Class:A2Class:A2Class:A2



184        eGHofª @)&)

 a"9fgLns07 :s'n

;dosf] ;b'kof]u;dosf] ;b'kof]u;dosf] ;b'kof]u;dosf] ;b'kof]u;dosf] ;b'kof]u

;do eg]sf] j]nf xf], sfn xf],
cj;/ xf] . o;nfO{ /f]Sg ;lsFb}g
5]Sg ;lsFb}g . To;}n] ubf{ ;do
;fx«} dxTTjk"0f{ x'G5 . ;donfO{
s;}n] klg abNg ;Sb}g . xfdLn]
h]h:tf] sfd ubf{ klg ;dodf
ug'{k5{ . elgG5 lg, ænugkl5sf]
kf]t]sf] s'g} cy{ xF'b}g .Æ ToxL eP/
kZrfQfk dfGg'eGbf cufl8 g}
;dosf] Vofn u/]/ rNg'k5{ .

hlt xfdL ;do ;Fu;Fu} rNg vf]h]
klg Ps g Psk6s kl5 k5f}+{ t/
kl5 k/]F eg]/ lg/fz x'g'x'Fb}g . emg}
ldlxg]tsf ;fy cufl8 a9\g'k5{ /
;do ;Fu;Fu} rNg vf]Hg'k5{ .
;don] xfdLnfO{ slxNo} s'b}{g a?
pN6} xfdL ;dosf ] vf ]hLdf
nfUg 'k5 { . ;do lg/Gt/
rln/xG5 .

clxn]sf] ztfAbLdf dflg;n] w]/}
;'ljwf kfPsf 5g\ . pgLx¿n] ;do
x]g]{ oGq 38Lsf] k|of]u u5{g\ . ;w}+
38Lsf] dbtn] ubf{ dflg;x¿
;dosf] Vofn /fVb5g\ . ;do cfˆg}
;'/df cfufl8 al9/xG5 . xfdL
xfd|f] ljBfnodf x'g] ls|ofsnfk
;dodf u5f}{ / Tof] d"Nojfg\ ;do

v]/ gkmfnL ;b'kof]u u/]/ cufl8
a9\5f}F .

cfh ug]{ sfd cfh} ug'{k5{, ef]lnsf
lglDt yftL /fVg' xF'b}g . ef]lnjfbL
bz{g kf]Ng'k5{ . ;dosf] b'¿kof]u
u/] eljiodf kZrfQfdf lklN;g'
l;jfo c? s]xL ug{ ;lsb}g . ToxL
eP/ ;dosf] ;b'kof]u u/L :jl0f{d
eljiotkm{ hLjgnfO{ df]8f}F .

()(*()(*()(*()(*()(*
lgzflgzflgzflgzflgzf
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The Effect of
Facebook in Learning

Facebook, developed by Mark

Zuckerburg, is one of the leading

social networking sites which

has been installed in PCs,

tablets, smartphones and in the

mobile phones of almost 50%

people of the world. Naturally it

has both good and bad effects on

learning and lifestyle of people.

Facebook has been a good

medium of communication for

all people. People can easily talk

to their friends, can exchange

their photos of different events,

and can also form groups and add

people in it. They can share their

ideas, and thoughts by posting a

photo or posting some texts in

facebook. It has, in fact, made

our lives easier.

On the other hand, it has also

affected our learning process.

People have been so crazy for it

that they cannot even put it

aside. Students are seen

spending so much time on

facebook that they don’t even

have time to study for an hour.

People turn a blind eye to the

beauty of nature, instead they go

on enjoying Facebook.

 Facebook was developed from

Facemash, a photo sharing site

developed by Mark Zukerburg.

Later on, it was banned, so Mr.

Zukerburg modified Facemash

into Facebook; the world’s

leading social networking site.

We should try to gain advantages

from it. We should use it in

proper way and not become

addicted to  it.
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Just Another Guy!

I was just another guy trying to

figure out the manifestations of

life. I was searching for love. I

was obsessed with this crap

called life and was kind of lost in

limbo of the picture of reality. I

was on drugs, it seemed.

On the night of 23rd October, this

guy came up to me and said “Hey

man, what is it that’s troubling

you?” Rather annoyed, I fired

back” Why do you care?” “Leave

me alone for Christ’s sake”

He left. On the table where he

was seated lied a CD and it read

“The Bucket List”. There were

these two guys on the cover, one

a black guy and other looked

rather old and white. They

seemed to be happy about

having achieved something.

I wasn’t sure that I was going to

do it, still I decided to play it!

Next day, he walked on to me

and in a rather friendly tone said

the words” Kopi Luwak, the rarest

beverage in the world”. It took

no time to realise that it was a

dialogue from the same movie

that he left last night and I too

replied; “I am not drinking that

crap in my whole life” and both

of us laughed.

“You imitate the black guy pretty

well” he said to me. “Yeah

thanks....you too do it good.”

“You know I thought that Jack

Nicholson was actually speaking

in front of me” I replied.

“That black guy’s name is Morgan

Freeman”. At least I knew that he

was called carter in the movie,

but the name sounded much

familiar.

“Is this the life you want?”

“Do you wanna go out there and

make some moves?”

“What do you want me to do?”

“Shall I make a fool out of

myself?”

Dialogues after dialogues and it

went on for several days just like

that. I started to figure out that I

actually liked acting. It was no

later than 3 days after I watched

the movie that he asked me,

“Shall we show some acting to

our friends?” I didn’t quite like

the idea of that nature but a day

later I found myself nervous at

the back-stage because I was

going to perform. It seemed

unbelievable.

A thousand guys watching us

perform made it all clear, my

love, my passion for acting. I did

not feel even a bit of the “fear”

thing once I started performing.

It was like I was away from the

world in a more beautiful place

where I had nothing to worry

about but a handful of emotions

44444121212121277777
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ready to flow in the vast ocean

of love. I didn’t realise that I was

performing on the stage but I

actually felt as if I had cancer and

I was going to die. All I wanted

was to enjoy life before death

finally kicked in?

It was back then in November

that I discovered that there are

things in our lives that come in

to action unplanned! To put it in

a more precise way: “The most

beautiful gifts in our lives come

in a way we neither plan nor

expect.”

 “That was a great act Avinash”,

told Mr. Edward Cole: Nimesh.

“Your voice was outstanding.”

“Yeah you too Nimesh, you were

perfect when you did that Kopi

Luwak stuff and particularly

when you actually danced saying

the words, “Put some moves on”.

You really rocked the stage

today! That was it, the start of a

long and eternal relationship

between me and my emotions.

Sometimes when we are falling

down, life gives us reasons to

carry on along as if nothing really

matters. It gives us reasons to

love. When you can’t stop loving

something just carry on. I act a

lot, I love it. Particularly a

dialogue from the same movie

which says “My dear friend, close

your eyes and let the water take

you home”. It makes me feel my

love, my passion for acting.

Still, I do hope that life

blesses me with a girlfriend

soon!
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j]bgfj]bgfj]bgfj]bgfj]bgf

6G6nfk'/ 3fddf /df cfˆgf
ctLtsf 8fo/Lx¿ :d[ltk6ndf
vf]tNb} 5] . dgsf] ef/, dfof /
lrGtfsf] k|efjn] d'6' sfld/x]sf]
5 . pgL slxn] sxfF, slxn] sxfF
3'Db} lxF8\l5g\ . pgdf dfofsf] sdL
5 . pgL  PSnL  l5g\  . oL ;a}
s'/fsf sf/0f lyP pgsf] cfˆg}
5f]/f . h;n] cfgGb / zfGt hLjg
tx;gx; ul/lbPsf] lyof] .

pgsf]  kl/jf/  sf7df8f} +sf]
afu ahf/df a:by] . pgsf]
kl/jf/ x'g]vfg] vfns} lyof] .
pgLx¿sf] Pp6f ;'Gb/ 3/ lyof] /
dfofsf] aGwg;Fu} afFRg] uy]{ . pgsf]
ljjfx Ps kfOn6;Fu ePsf]
lyof] . ljjfx aGwgdf afFlwPsf] #
jif{kl5 pgLx¿sf] Pp6f 5f]/f
hlGdPsf] lyof] . pgLx¿ cfˆgf
5f]/fnfO{ lgs} dfof uy]{ . 5f]/fsf]
x/]s rfxgf k"/f ug'{ pgLx¿n]
cfˆgf ] st{Jo 7fg]sf lyP .
lj:tf/} pgLx¿sf] 5f]/f :s'n] hLjg
kf/ u/]/ sn]h hfg] a]nf e};s]sf]
lyof] . ;fg}b]lv k'nk'NofP/ /fv]sfn]
pgLx¿sf ] 5f ]/fdf 3dG8 /
c/fhstfsf] ;+s]t b]lvO/x]sf]
lyof] . pgLx¿n] cfˆgf 5f]/fnfO{
dfof ub{y]+ / pgsf] eljio klg

laufg { rfx Fb }gy ] . pgLx¿
a]nfa]nfdf ;DemfpFy] . ;fyLx¿sf]
;+utn] p;df emg} v/fa afgL
b]vfkg{ yfNof] . 5f]/fsf] lau|]sf]
afgLn] 3/df czflGtn] h/f uf8]sf]
lyof] . a'afcfdfsf] ctL{ klg Ps
sfgn] ;'GYof] / csf] { sfgn]
p8fOlbGYof] . sn]h uPb]lv p;sf]
Pp6L s]6L;Fu k|]d a;]sf] lyof] .
p;sL k]|dLsf klg pm h:t} lyO{ .
b'j}hgf nfu'kbfy{ ;]jg uy]{ .

Pslbg /dfsf] kltsf] b'3{6gfdf
d[To' eof] . otf kltsf] d[To' csf]{kl§
5f]/fsf] To:tf] xfnt, pgnfO{
x'g;Ddsf] lk/ k¥of] . 3/ etfe'Ë
eof] . rf/}lt/af6 /dfsf] hLjgdf
phf8}  phf8sf]  Ct' cfpg
nfUof] . 5f]/f laxfg uPb]lv /ftL
ca]/;Dd 3/ kms{b}gYof] . /df
cfˆgf] 5f]/fnfO{ vfg lbP/ dfq
vfGyL . cflv/ ;Gtfgsf] dfof g
xf] slxn]sfxLF ef]s} a:yL . Pslbg
5f]/fn] Ps ckl/lrt s]6LnfO{
lnP/ cfof] . pgnfO{ crDd nfUof]
/ 5f]/fnfO{ ckl/lrt JolQmsf]
kl/ro ;f]lwg\ . pgL 5fFufaf6 v;]em}+
eOg\, pgsf] 5f]/fn] t a'xf/L kf]
NofP 5 . gf/Lsf] dd{ pgn] a'em]sL
lyOg\ To;sf/0f a'xf/LnfO{ v';Lsf
;fy ckgfOg\ . la:tf/} lbg laTb}
uof] . pgnfO{ 5f]/f a'xf/Lsf] dfof
kfpg ;+;f/} lhTg'kg]{ eof] . 5f]/f
a'xf/Lsf] cfkm"k|ltsf] cdfgjLo
Jojxf/n] pgnfO{ cfˆg} 3/df klg
ckl/lrtem}F agfof] .

Pslbg pgnfO{ 3/af6 lgsflnlbP
5f]/f a'xf/Ln] . /df cfˆg} ;Gtfgaf6

j[4 cf>ddf xf]ldg' k¥of] . oxL xf]
cfhsf ]  g ]k fnsf ]  l:ylt .
eujfg\eGbf pRr dftflktfsf] oxL
xfnt kf5{g\ . ;Gtfgsf] dfofsf]
ef]sf afa'cfdfx¿ j[4 cf>d jf
;8sdf k'Ug'k5{ . clxn] sf]xL
cfdfsf] dfofsf] t sf]xL ;Gtfgsf]
dfofsf] Kof;L 5g\ . s:tf] ljlrq
/ clha ;+;f/ Û
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Be Careful of What
You Say

Words are important. The words

we utter unravel our true

character. Sometimes, words act

as an antidote and heal the most

severe of wounds. Bruised pride,

broken hearts and battered self

esteem can be made better if

said by the right person. Other

times, words are the bullets

which cause the wound. You can

retract them but a scar is still left

behind.

Words are not just a group of

letters and sounds put together;

they have a deep meaning

within. The right words put

together can create a beautiful

symphony. The wrong words

together, well, that’s a whole

another story. That’s why , my

message goes to all: learn to use

them well. Think twice before

you utter them.
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Calligraphy

I remember when I was young,

and learning cursive was a big

deal. I followed the dream, a

singular interest that will satisfy

me for the rest of my life; that

started in my heart, passed

through my brain and arrived at

my arms.

Everyone around me seems to

underestimate the statement a

single letter can make. To me, my

handwriting is not merely

producing letters in an old

fashioned way but as an art, it is

worthwhile doing.

The beauty in calligraphy is

simple, with clean strokes, more

like the rhythm in a line, the

proportions in a book page, the

dynamics in the letter as they

flow organically down an unused

page. However, it is like the

tension between light and dark

in a text block, the sound of the

nip as it touches the paper, and

the harmony one feels between

hand, word and text in the

writing process. Calligraphers

today, of course, are by the

general public considered to be

weirdoes doing something

completely unnecessary. One

can write on a computer using all

kinds of fonts of which, I admit,

some actually are very nice. But

one aspect you cannot get from

your computer is personality in

the writing of letters. And there

is also the point of doing

something yourself.

What gives me great pleasure is

to observe after several pages of

writing that a word or a line

stands out from the context and

functions as a calligraphic whole.

The variations in a stroke of a

pen or a letter maybe impossible

to detect by an untrained eye,

but a good craftsman will spot

the differences in supple

proportions and structure. To me

the art of writing is not just

something to do, it is life itself.

When I hold that pen, I lose

sense of time and space and find

myself at ease. On top of that, if

I can produce something that

pleases others as well, life is

perfect.
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My Religion: Maths

It’s something I neither know, nor

claim to understand. It’s no more

and no less than pure passion;

the wonder factor of the world

to me. The longer the numbers

extend, the more I get amazed

and by each increment of

numbers, my passion increases

exponentially. what I actually

believe is that the only way I can

ever extend my life to infinity

(another major wonder of

maths), is only possible if I

somehow manage to persuade

the lord to keep me alive till I

know all maths, let alone

understand it for  even the

almighty above respects math.

Even the letters in word “Math”

are probably debated to the

maths for making these

particular set of words carry the

biggest and must truthful

meaning (another one of my

beliefs) without arguments. Its

not something humans with

infinitely stupid mind (as per

Einstine) created. Rather as a

believer of maths, it probably is

what created human and

what we refer to as god (at least

that’s what I have concluded).

I know what the common rule

is,”everything complex is not

worth it”; and frankly math is not

complex and for those who think

it is, they are yet to understand

the mystery it conceals. A

believer in maths once said that

if someone thinks math is

complex, that “someone” has

not seen life.

I admit I am yet a stranger to

world. I admit I am not someone

who has seen life. But I know

maths can be my only way to

acquaintance with world. It is

where I belong. I am in it, still

it’s not me (although this does

not seem so mathematical). It’s

my religion, my creed. It’s not

just maths, it is my life.
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k|s[ltM xfd|f] ;Dkbfk|s[ltM xfd|f] ;Dkbfk|s[ltM xfd|f] ;Dkbfk|s[ltM xfd|f] ;Dkbfk|s[ltM xfd|f] ;Dkbf

xfd|f] jl/kl/sf] jftfj/0f k|s[lt

dflgG5 . cUnf lxdfn, kxf8

gbLgfnf, tfn df6f], 9'Ëf, kfgL

;a} k|s[ltsf tTTjx¿ x'g\ .

olt dfq geP/ af]6la?jf,

r/fr'?ËL / hgfj/x¿ klg

k|s[ltsf cª\ux¿ x'g\ . oL

tTTjx¿  lagf  k|s[lt  cw'/f]

/xG5 .

k|s[lt xfd|f] ;fyL xf] . p;n] ;w}F

xfdLnfO{  dbt / dfof u/]sf]

5 . k|s[ltdf /x]sf af]6la?jfsf

sf/0f cfh xfdL ;f; km]/]/

afFRg ;s]sf 5f}+ . gbLgfnfx¿n]

xfdLnfO{  lkpg] kfgL lbPsf

5g\ . v]tdf l;FrfO ug{ kfgL

lbPsf 5g\ . tnfp, ;d'Gb|x¿n]

hnr/nfO{ e/ lbPsf 5g\ eg]

ynr/nfO{ hLjg lbPsf 5g\ .

df6f]n] af]6la?jfnfO{ kf]if0f

tTTj lbPsf] 5 . k|s[ltn]

xfdLnfO{ ufF;, af; / skf;

;a} lbPsf] 5 .

k|s[ltn] xfdLnfO{ w]/} dfof lbP

klg  xfdLn]  p;nfO{ wf]sf

lbO/x]sf 5f}F . xfdL dflg;n]

p;nfO{ k'/:sf/sf] ;§f lt/:sf/

lbO/x]sf 5f}+ . xfdLn] lxpFn]

5f]lkPsf lxdfnnfO{ gfª\uf]

agfO/x]sf 5f}+ eg]

gbLgfnfx¿nfO{ kmf]xf]/ kfb}{ 5f}+ .

dflg; / k|s[lt Ps} l;Ssfsf

b'O{ kf6fem}+ dflg; geP k|s[lt

x'Fb}g  / k|s[lt geP dflg;

x'Fb}g . To;}n] xfdLn] k|s[ltsf]

;+/If0f ug'{k5{ . xfdLn] ?vx¿

sf6\g'x'Fb}g, gbLgfnfdf kmf]xf]/

kmfNg'x'Fb}g / jGohGt'x¿nfO{

dfg'{x'Fb}g . o;} u/L xfdLn]

jftf/0f k|b"if0f sd ug'{k5{ .

xfdL ;a} ldn]/ k|s[ltnfO{ dfof

ub}{, p;n] xfdLnfO{ lbPsf]

u'0fsf] abnfdf u'0f g} lbg'k5{ .

()&@()&@()&@()&@()&@
;dLk;dLk;dLk;dLk;dLk
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M&M&M&M&M&

d]/f] ;fgf] 3/d]/f] ;fgf] 3/d]/f] ;fgf] 3/d]/f] ;fgf] 3/d]/f] ;fgf] 3/

d]/f] ;fgf] 3/ 5

5fgfdfly v/ 5

/ftf] df6f] kf]t]sf]

af/L ;a} hf]t]sf]

af/Lel/ km"n 5

k'tnLsf] x'n 5

;'Gtnfsf] af]6 5

;fgf];fgf] uf]7 5

3/ cufl8sf] lkF8Ldf

a:g u'Gb|L sfDnf] 5

af]Sg 8f]sf] gfDnf] 5

dg] afFWg] bfDnf] 5

kFw]/fdf kfgL 5

ufu|L af]Sg] gfgL 5

gfgL ;fgL;fgL 5

t/ ;fFRr} /fgL 5

Pp6f ;fgf] la/fnf] 5

7f8f] k'R5/ nufpF5

d;Fu v]Ng cfpF5

b"w kfpFbf /dfpF5 .

@)^#@)^#@)^#@)^#@)^#
d]3fd]3fd]3fd]3fd]3f
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M%M%M%M%M%
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A Letter to My
Mother

To: My mom

It seems like I am  grown up now,

mother. I have finally realized

the value of love in my life. I am

finally appreciating the words

like ‘thank you’ and ‘sorry’. It

seems like I have finally learned

to speak my heart out.

Mom, you have always grumbled

about how I have always been

daddy’s girl and not yours. You

think I love daddy more than

you. That’s not even close to how

I feel mom. Just because you and

I get into some random fights

about silly things does not mean

I love you any less than dad. It

might sound like cliché, but I

don’t care, I have to confess

mom, ‘You are the best thing that

has ever happened to me.’

Believe it mom; you are the

angel in my life. Since I was five,

I thought you were sent from

heaven, and still today, I don’t

doubt it. Mom, your beauty

stupefies people. Don’t stress

yourself too much, that favorite

actress of yours, you think is so

beautiful is nothing compared to

the real you. There is one thing

which is even prettier than the

face of your’s mom, it ’s your

heart, your caring heart which has

always showered love upon me

and my brother.

Thank you…mother. Thanks for

believing in me. You always

stood by what’s right for me even

though it was hard for you. You

40284028402840284028

Dipana,Dipana,Dipana,Dipana,Dipana,
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have always sacrificed your

happiness to block my tears.

Times have been hard mom and

I know it will get even harder.

You were there to wipe my tears

when I fell off my bicycle for the

first time and you were still

there when my heart was broken

for the first time. Guess that’s

why mothers are special. They

are everywhere. They can be

everything, be it your best friend

or your teacher. You scolded me

when I was wrong and celebrated

with me when I was happy. You

are like my shadow and I can

always count on you.

Mother, I feel proud when

people say they see your

reflection in me. I love you mom

and I will always love you.

(P.S: Daddy, I love you too)

-Your daughter

Dipana
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k9fOdf Wofg guPkl5k9fOdf Wofg guPkl5k9fOdf Wofg guPkl5k9fOdf Wofg guPkl5k9fOdf Wofg guPkl5

306L aNn aNn aHof] . æn, cfh
d}n] h] h]  k9fPF,  To;sf] af/]df
/fd|/L n]v]/ Nofcf] .Æ xfd|f u'?n]
eGg'eof] . To;kl5 xflh/L sfkL
lnP/ pxfF aflx/ hfg'eof] . ;a}hgf
xNnf ug{ yfn] . lsg xf] s'lGg
dnfO{ yfx} lyPg sIffdf u'? /
u'?cfdfn] k9fpg ;'? ug]{ lalQs}
d ‰ofn aflx/sf] lzjk'/Lsf]
8fF8fsf] ;'Gb/ em/gfnfO{ Psf]xf]/f]
6f]nfP/ x]l//xGy]F .

d sIffdf eg]sf] s'/fdf s]xL Wofg
g} lbg ;lSbgy]F . To;}n] d ;w}+
km;fbdf ky]F{ .  d  km]l/ ToxL
lzjk'/Lsf] em/gfdf  k'u]F  .  slt
/fd|f] lyof] Tof] cg'ej . d ToxL
em//–em// ug]{ tL df]tLem}+ kfgLsf
yf]kfsf]  em/gf;Fu}  sNkgfsf]
;fu/df eml//xGy]F .

æl;/fGt, o;sf] hjfkm eg t .Æ
d aNn sIff sf]7fleq k'u]F .
u '?cfdfn] xfdLnfO { k9fp Fb }
x'g'x'GYof] . d}n] t pxfF slxn]
l5g'{eof], kQ} kfpg ;lsgF . d
r'krfk plePF . dnfO{ s]xLsf] kQf]
lyPg .

u '?cfdfn cfefi fsf ]  gfd
lng'eof] . p;n] p7\gf;fy hjfkm
lbof] . d;Fu c¿ klg b'O{ hgf

pleO/x]sf lyP . u'?cfdfn] ;a}nfO{
a:g nufpg'eof] .

æd klg lsg cfefif h:tf] x'g
g;s]sf] xf]nf < s] d slxNo} ;'lw|g
;lSbgF < s] d ;w}+ o;}u/L cfˆgf]
dgsf] s'gfleq} a;]/ ef}tfFl/g] 5' <
s] d slxNo} ;fyLsf] ;d"xdf /x]/
d':s'/fpg g;Sg] ljBfyL{ x'F < cxf]
d ljBfyL{ t x'F lg <Æ d dgdg}
;f]Rg yfn]F . af:tjdf sIffdf
h;f]t;f] a:bf d ;w}F oxL s'/f
;f]r]/ a:y]F . d}n] oxL /f]un] ubf{
clxn];Dd w]/} l8d]l/6x¿ kfPsf]
lyPF . d g sIffdf k9g ;Sy]F g
ejgdf uP/ lstfa vf]Ng . s]xL
g s]xL ;f]r]/ 6f]nfO/xGy]F .

of] cflv/L sIff lyof] . dnfO{ slt
;do laTof] yfx lyPg t/ s]xL
306f nfdf]  h:tf] nflu/x]sf]
lyof] . w]/} a]/;Dd o:t} o:t} s'/f
;f]r]/ d}n] of] sIff klg r'krfk
latfPF . w]/} sl7gfOsf ;fy
klv{Pkl5 306L aNn aNn aHof] .
u'?cfdf aflx/ hfg'eof] / xfdL
;a} ;/;/ pxfFsf] k5fl8 lxF8]/
sIffsf]7f aflx/ 8fOlgª xnleq
k:of}F .

To;kl5 s] ef] tkfOF{x¿ cfkm}+
;f ]Rg'xf ];\ . d k/LIffdf w]/ }
sl7gfOn] / yf]/} cª\sn] aNn aNn
kf; ePF .  t/ csf]{ jif{ d :s'ndf
a:g kfOgF . d}n] s]xL ;'wf/
ul/gF .

ca, d}n] cfˆgf ;a} df}sf v]/
kmfln;s]sf] 5' . tkfO{+ d]/f af6fdf
rfn grfNg'xf]nf . tkfO{Fsf ef]lnsf
lbgx¿ kZrfQfkdf hNg]5g\ .

*)$%*)$%*)$%*)$%*)$%
l;/fGtl;/fGtl;/fGtl;/fGtl;/fGt
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff M*M*M*M*M*

The Time Has
Arrived

The time has arrived. The time

where we are going to close

another chapter of our lives, to

finally cross the line, to reach the

stars and sadly, to say goodbye!

It is 4’o clock in the morning,

pitch black garden pitch and you

are clapping your hands to save

yourself from getting

surrounded by a pack of wolves.

I bet nobody can forget those

frosty mornings, wearing only

your house vest and p.e shorts

with roughly tied shoes, chills

running down your body as you

stand there in this cold morning

reserving football court for your

house to practise football. If I

could, I would again those

moments as well. One of my

fondest memories also included

those Saturdays when we would

spend our entire day in

hawaghar, asking literally every

student going out to return with

chocolates for us. Maybe it was

our luck that favoured us or our

hard work but most of the

evenings we would return

happily with our pockets full of

sweets and mostly it were those

Byashrishi/Gaurishankar dais

who were so generous to

remember us.

40540540540540511111
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There are so many of these little

memoirs that one can never let

go of. So many things that only a

typical BNKS student will

understand; wearing sweater

just to cover the stain from dhobi

or growing potatoes to earn

marks or those times when one

would sneak into kitchen garden

just to satiate their exam-time

hunger or also those lousy karate

classes early in the icy morning.

Those culture programme

practises or the chicken day rush.

Who could ever forget those

giant laughs we made on this

very highway of BNKS, those

killing happiness we felt

together with our friends, and

even the crying moments and

pains we left behind.

There is this four digit number

(previously three digits)

assigned to each one of us

before we start our schooling

and this number stays with us

throughout our entire school life

as a trademark, the number that

has eradicated the necessity of

our last names. Not only within

the school but these numbers

adds meaning at many places like

email ids, insta names or even

lucky numbers. And even years

from leaving BNKS one would

still introduce oneself with their

roll numbers and their first name

to the fellow Budhanilkantha

student.

I have learned lessons that

extended well beyond the four

walls of a classroom. I have

learned that staying up to

midnight just to wish your friend

‘happy birthday’ could actually

bring tears of joy in their eyes. I

have learned that cheering your

lungs out could actually help

your house win; cheering is a

great way of encouragement

indeed! Also that a food tastes

hundred times better right after

it is brought outside dining hall.

A lot will change, for sure. But

the memories, the fun, the

experiences... It all can’t be

taken away just like that. School

life is still the best ever. Here, we

can feel the hardships, sense of

responsibility, the fun of life, the

game of love, the puzzle of

choices, the mending of

heartaches, the signal to move

on, the time that we are being

pressured, the friends we can

talk to, the teachers we once

both loved and hated, the events

we will never forget. How time

flies! It looks like a blink of an

eye, but look closely enough and

you will realize how much has

happened.

There have been ups and downs,

achievements and pitfalls,

celebrations and mourning and

at the end of it, there stand in

front of you, so many lives, and I

bet every single of them,

COMPLETELY TRANSFORMED! My

friend assumed that we came in

with a cup, sometimes we drank

coffee in it, sometimes we drank

lemonade and sometimes we

had nothing to drink at all. She is

right. There would certainly be

times when you feel helpless,

when you want to disappear into

thin air and never talk to any

individual ever again. Well, save

yourself from trouble and just

take a nap instead. After all these

9 years is too short time to

harbour old grudges and waste

your time in childish issues that

would never matter 10 years

from now.

The important thing is not to be

bitter over life’s

disappointments. Learn to let go

of the past, and recognize that

every day won’t be sunny. And

when you find yourself lost in the

darkness of despair remember,

it’s only in the black of night that

you see the stars, and those stars

lead you back home. So, don’t be

afraid to make mistakes, to

stumble and fall, because most

of the times the greatest

rewards come from doing the

things that scare you the most.

Maybe you’ll get everything you

wish for. Maybe you’ll get more

than you ever could have

imagined. Who knows where life

will take you. The road is long

and in the end, the journey is the

destination. May it be what we

have learned over the past years

will mould us to be better

people, people who don’t just go

along with this fast-paced world

but people who see the end of

the road clearly.  It is going to be

tuff, for sure! After all we will be

leaving behind the people who

shaped our lives and the place

that is as much part of the

identity as the name we bear. I

can never understand how there

is good in ‘goodbye’ but even

though the song has ended, the

melody lingers forever.

Sayonara!
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;qf}+ ztfAbLsf] a]nfot;qf}+ ztfAbLsf] a]nfot;qf}+ ztfAbLsf] a]nfot;qf}+ ztfAbLsf] a]nfot;qf}+ ztfAbLsf] a]nfot
/ clxn]sf] g]kfn/ clxn]sf] g]kfn/ clxn]sf] g]kfn/ clxn]sf] g]kfn/ clxn]sf] g]kfn

g]kfnsf]  clxn]sf]  /fhgLlts
kl/l:ylt a]nfotsf] !& cf } F
ztfAbLsf] /fhgLlts cj:yf;Fu
ldNbfh'Nbf] 5 . a]nfotL hgtfn]
cfˆgf] :jtGqtfsf nflu s}of}Fk6s
n8\b} cfPsf lyP / uf}/jk"0f{  qmflGt
x'g'eGbf  cufl8  ToxfF  cg]sf}F
/fhgLlts py'n–k'yn eP .
To;}u/L g]kfndf klg g]kfnL
hgtfn] b]zdf zflGt, :jtGqtf /
;+ljwfgsf nflu cg]sf} F si6
u/]sf] s'/f ljutsf ;ª\3if{x¿af6
k|:6 x'G5 . olt w]/} qmflGtx¿
u/]/ klg g]kfndf ;'Joj:yf cem}
cfpg ;s]sf] 5}g . To;}n] clxn]sf]
g]kfnsf] kl/l:ylt a]nfotsf] ;g\
!^** df ePsf ] uf } /jk "0 f {
s|flGteGbf cufl8sf] h:t} 5 .

a]nfotdf 6\o'8/j+zLo /fhfx¿sf]
lg/ª\s'z zf;gkl5 :6'c6{ j+zLo
/fhfx¿ cfP . cflv/ :6'c6{ j+zLo
/fhfx¿n] klg klxn]sf] kl/l:yltdf
s]xL ;'wf/ Nofpg ;s]gg\ . h]D;
k|ydn] ToxfF ;g\ !^)#–!^@% ;Dd
/fHo ;~rfng u/] / pgLkl5 rfN;{
k|yd /fhf eP . pgLx¿n] klg
hgtfnfO{ :jtGqtf / clwsf/ lbg
g;s]sfn] hgtfx¿ lg/fz lyP .
/fhfx¿  /  pgLx¿sf  ;Gtfgn]

/fHosf] ;Dklt p8fP/ ljnf;L
hLjg lhpg yfn] . wfld{s ljljwtf
lgDTofP . hgtfx¿ b }jL
clwsf/sf] l;4fGtaf6 zf;g;Qf
rn]sf] b]Vg rfxfGgy] t/ /fhfx¿n]
pgsf] ljrf/nfO{ sb/ u/]gg\ .
cGTodf rfN;{ k|ydsf] zf;gsfndf
t ;+;b \sf ] ;fj {ef } ldstfsf ]
ljjfbnfO{ lnP/ ToxfF ^ jif{;Dd
u[xo'4 rNof] . cflv/ /fhfsf] xf/
eof] / pgnfO{ ;g\ !^$( df
em'G8fP/ dfl/of] / u0ftGqsf]
:yfkgf eof] .

g]kfnsf] kl/j]znfO{ s]nfpg] xf]
eg] lj=;+ @))& ;fndf sfª\u|];
nufot bnn] ;–;:q s|flGt u/]/
lg/ª\s'z /f0ff  zf;gsf] cGTo
u/L zfxj +zLo /fhfx¿nfO {
k'gM:yflkt u/] . t/ kl5 lj=;+
@)!& ;fndf uP/ /fhf dx]Gb|n]
zf;g;Qf cfˆgf] xftdf lnO{
ax'bnLo k|0ffnLnfO{  k|ltaGw nufP
/ lg/ª\s'z  k~rfot k|0ffnL
cFufn] . t/ o;n] klg ;d:ofsf]
;dfwfg x'g ;s]g . of] zf;gsfn
#) jif{;Dd l6Sof] . t/ s]xL
pknlAw ePg . emg\ e|i6frf/
df}nfof] / ;fdGtx¿sf] pbo
eof] . cGTodf hgtfsf] cf8 lnP/
;Dk"0f { /fhgLlts kf6L {x¿n]
k~rfot lj?4 ;8s cfGbf]ng
u/] / lj=;+ @)$& ;fndf gofF
;+ljwfg cfof]  t/ /fhfnfO{
x6fOPg . log} s]xL sf/0fx¿ b]vfP/
dfcf]jfbLsf] pbo eof] . dfcf]jfbLn]
hg ljb|f]xsf gfddf oxfF lx+;fTds
ultljlw a9fof] . g]kfndf lx+;fn]
r/d ;Ldf gfWof] / @)%* ;fndf

t emg\ b/af/ xTofsf08 eof] hxfF
/fhf jL/]Gb| / pgsf kl/jf/sf]
if8\oGqk"j{s xTof eof] . To;kl5
/fhf 1fg]Gb| ;Qfdf cfP  .  pgn]
/fhgLlts cj:yfnfO{  emg
lauf/] . pgn] klg ;+;b\ lju7g
u/L zf;g cfˆgf] xftdf lnP .
oxL df}sfdf sfª\u|]; / Pdfn]
nufot bnn] ljb | f ]xL kf6L {
dfcf]jfbLnfO{ ;xdltdf NofO{
;ª\ul7t ¿kdf km]l/ ;8sdf
pq] / /fhf 1fg]Gb|sf] xf/ eof] lj=;+
@)^$ df ;+ljwfg;efsf] r'gfj
eof] . dfcf]jfbL g]kfnsf] 7"nf] bn
aGof] /fhfnfO{ x6fOof] clg g]kfn
u0ftflGqs /fHo eof] .

a]nfotdf u0ftGq !) jif{;Dd
sfod /x\of] . a]nfotLx¿ of]
k|0ffnLdf klg ;Gt'i6 ePgg\ .
cGgtM k'gM a]nfotdf /fhtGqsf]
:yfkgf  eof]  /  rfN;{ låtLonfO{
/fhf agfOof] . pgLkl5 pgsf efO
h]D; låtLo klg /fhf  eP  .
o;/L :yflkt /fhtGqn] klg
a]nfotnfO{ ;dfwfg lbPg . /fhfx¿
k'gM ljnf;L / lg/ª\s'z x'g yfn] .
hgtfx¿n] b'Mv kfpg yfn] .
;fdGtx¿ ;ª\Vof a9\of] . clg
a]nfotL hgtfn] lbSs eP/
zflGtk"0f{ 9ª\un] s|flGt u/] h;nfO{
æuf}/jk"0f{ s|flGtÆ elgG5 . o;sf]
kl/0ffd:j¿k h]D; låtLo k|mfG;
efu] . ToxfF xNofG8sf /fhf ljlnod
ckm c/]GhnfO{ /fhf x'g cfu|x
ul/of] / pgn] :jLsf/ u/] . To;kl5
ToxfF /fhfsf ljz]if clwsf/x¿
vf]l;of] . pgsf] vr{sf] dfqf
tf]lsof] . ;Dk"0f{ s'/fx¿ ;+;b\af6

$)!$$)!$$)!$$)!$$)!$
kjgkjgkjgkjgkjg
sIff sIff sIff sIff sIff MMMMM!@!@!@!@!@
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kfl/t  x'g'kg]{  eof]  .   /fhfnfO{
/fhgLlts  x:tIf]k  ug]{ s'g}
sfg'gL  clwsf/  lbOPg . of]
kl/jt{gkl5 a]nfotdf ljsf; tLj|
ultdf x'g yfNof] . a]nfot ljsl;t
/ ;DkGg /fi6« eof] .

g]kfndf klg u0ftGq cfPkl5 emg\
/fhgLlts cl:y/tf cfPsf] 5 .
klxnf] ;+ljwfg;efn] ;+ljwfg lbg
g;s]/ bf];|f] ;+ljwfg;efsf] r'gfj
ePsf] 5 . cem} klg s] x'G5 eGg]
s'/fsf] s]xL cg'dfg nufpg
;lsGg . g]kfnL sfª\u|]; clxn]
klxnf] bn ePsf] 5 / sfª\u|];kl5
lemgf] dtn] g]skf Pdfn] bf];|f] bn
ag]sf] 5 / PsLs[t g]skf dfcfjfbL
t];|f]df em¥of] . dfcf]jfbLx¿sf] pu|
jfdkGyL ;f]r / cltjfbnfO{
hgtfn] c:jLsf/ u/]sf] b]lvof] .
o;af6 g]kfnL hgtf b]zdf zflGt
rfxg] s'/fsf] k'li6 ePsf] 5 .
sfª\u|];, Pdfn]n] ldn]/ ;+ljwfg
hf/L u/] klg g]kfndf clxn] zflGt
cfpg] cj:yf 5}g, lsgeg]
dfcf]jfbL / g]skf dfcf]jfbL o;sf
lj/f]wL x'g] cj:yf 5 . oxL
kl/l:yltnfO{ ;dfP/ g]kfndf klg
a]nfotdf /fhf k'gM cfpg ;Sg]
s'/fnfO{ gsfg{ ;lsb}g . oBlk
g]kfnL hgtfsf] cfjfh c:ki6
5 . hgtfn] g]kfnsf] /fhgLlts
kl/l:yltnfO{ a'em]/ dtflwsf/ k|of]u
u/]sf] kfOPsf] 5}g . To;}n] ca
g]kfnn] csf]{  df]8 lng klg
;S5 . jf:tjd} g]kfndf ca of]
cl:y/tfnfO{ labfO{ ug{ a]nfotdf
æuf}/jk"0f{  s|flGtÆ h:t} Pp6f
kl/jt{g x'g cfjZos 5 .

of] ;Dk"0f{ cj:yfnfO{ lgofNbf
a]nfotsf]  !&  cf}F  ztfAbLsf]
/fhgLlts cj:yf / g]kfnsf]
clxn]sf] kl/l:ylt Pp6} b]lvG5 .
o;n] g]kfn /fhgLlts ¿kdf lgs}
k5fl8 k/]sf] s'/f k'li6 u5{ eg]
csf]{lt/ g]kfndf cem} g]kfnL
hgtfn] b'Mv kfpg ;Sg] s'/fsf]
;ª\s]t u5{ . To;}n] ca g]kfnsf
/fhgLlts bnx¿n] ;f]r]/ cufl8
a9\g'kg]{ b]lvG5 . pgLx¿n] klg s]
;fFRr} g]kfnL hgtf a]nfotsf
hgtf h:t} zf;sLo k|0ffnL t
rfxGgg\ < eg]/ ;f]Rg h?/L 5 gq
æcfkm" tfS5 d"9f] aGr/f] tfS5
3'F8f]Æ eg]em}F x'g;S5 .

When I Came to
BNKS

I was very excited and sad too

because I had to leave my

parents and my home. But when

I came here I forgot everything

about my home. I was very

happy.  My Guide Dai helped me

a lot. Other dais also helped me

and those were very exciting

moments. I played different

kinds of games. It was a great joy

to be independent. I had to do

all of my things myself. My

friends helped me a lot. They

were very friendly with me. My

teachers cared for me and

helped me through various

obstacles. So I thank all my

teachers, friends and dais.
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Ishan,Ishan,Ishan,Ishan,Ishan,

Class:5Class:5Class:5Class:5Class:5Life in My Thoughts

I think about a life

With no harmony, no care,

No friendship, no love!

How would it feel like

To live such a life?

But my other thought

Thinks of a life

With harmony, care,

Friendship and love.
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Rajashwi,Rajashwi,Rajashwi,Rajashwi,Rajashwi,

Class:7Class:7Class:7Class:7Class:7

How would it feel like

To live such a life?

I can only think how much fun

it would be

To live a happy peaceful life

But it’s very difficult to live

our lives

With dangers all around

But this is the reality

and the life Iam living today
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